
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Good Man is Hard to Find

By

Akasha Ronkay


Part One

Matthew had nothing but a close-up view of the shining steel heel of my stiletto. He was on the ground, chin to the floor, hoping for a token lick or maybe even the chance to start worshipping up my toned legs, now in fishnets. He was yearning, I know, to lick slowly up the back of my calf, following the seam, inching closer and closer up toward my thigh and eventually finding his head under my rubber skirt.

Nope, it wasn't going to happen. I left him there, not releasing him from that position, as I finished my hair and makeup. My favorite music was playing in the background, my girlfriends were soon to arrive, and Matthew had no idea what kind of a night I had planned for him.

All he knew was that I had spent two hours getting ready, was dressed in my tightest, sexiest fetish outfit, and he was wearing nothing but a pair of skin tight, black latex briefs. He probably knew that meant I was taking him to some sort of a fetish event, because he knew I liked to show off his body.

I was quite proud of Matthew, and all the other femdoms would stare at him when I took him out. The male subs, often not nearly in the shape he was, would acknowledge him with a sense of envy and jealousy - not only for his own charisma, but for being on the end of my leash.


Matthew knew that if I had him dressed like a piece of slut property that meant I was going to take him somewhere on the edge, and the fact that I had a select group of friends meant he might be "shared" as the evening went on.

In addition, I had shaved his balls freshly and had him in chastity for two weeks leading up to the evening of note. He was desperately hard in his CB-6000, especially after having to service me orally twice a day at the snap of my fingers. Matthew was suffering, indeed, and the mere sight of his pleading blue eyes served to make me even more wet.

When I heard the car in the driveway I leaned down with a gloved hand and fastened the leash onto Matthew's collar, prompting him to stand up. He towered over me easily, most of the time, but this time I was in six inch heels and we were closer in height. I loved to see him this way; all the masculinity, all the machismo, all the cockiness, all the self-assured easy-goingness was gone from him.

He was like a nervous teenager all over again.

I tugged on his leash, smiled, and said, "The ladies are waiting. I must tell you, a good man is hard to find."

***

I let those words resonate with him for the entire drive to the secret party. I knew he would analyze them, wondering if there was some hidden meaning. Or, maybe, it was just a simple compliment.

Matthew was in his assigned position in the backseat - sprawled across the floor over our feet to keep our legs warm. It was uncomfortable for him because of his size, and we'd take turns slipping off our shoes and tickling him with our toes. I was positioned so that my feet were under his crotch, and I had long before mastered the ability to get him rock hard by masturbating him with my toes and feet. I could curl my soft, dainty soles around his cock and stroke up and down better than most women could give a hand job. It drove him crazy.

Carrie was sitting next to me, giggling, amused at him. At idle times, she put her toes in his mouth and made him suck. Often she did this while we were in deep conversation. The two friends of mine in the front seat were chatting away with us also, and it was like four close girlfriends doing what they do best while Matthew was a side note, an object, just like a pet sprawled at the bottom of the car.

Except, he was being forced to suck toes and being masturbated by my feet. He knew his role, though, and that was to keep quiet.

The ladies and I talked as if he wasn't there. We talked about shopping, about shoes, about our latest office gossip, about our latest orgasms, about various sexual events. We didn't mind talking about our pussies in front of Matthew, our fantasies in front of Matthew, or even Matthew in front of Matthew. Quite often we talked all about Matthew.

Carrie would just shove her toes deeper into his mouth and say, "Don't you love it when we talk about it? It's almost as if you're relevant!"

Matthew could only moan a little, and keep on sucking.

***

Unlike most fetish parties, the private party we went to was full of more women than men, and the participants were of the most upscale, fashionable and gorgeous in-crowd. It was a very exclusive event, and I knew the hostess very well as she was a fan of my writing and put some of my stories into a sort of "menu" for clients to choose from, so she could more accurately role-play their deepest fantasies.

Her name was Alexia, and she was also very smitten with my Matthew. She didn't hide it, either. As soon as she saw him trailing behind us, his hands politely behind his back, she leaned in to greet me with a kiss on the cheek and said, "Akasha, WHEN are you going to bring this piece of meat to my dungeon so I can have some play time with him?" I should say, she purred it.

Matthew blushed. Even though he seemed the type to never blush, he always did when complimented that way; it was another one of his endearing qualities. As was his clearly visible large bulge in the front of his tight, tight black latex briefs.

We exchanged various greetings, and I was eager to get to the main event. We watched various fetish acts going on, mingled with some of the regulars. I had Matthew fetching drinks and at one point, kneeling at my feet so I could tease him with finger food, but this was all idle play, and almost boring. I wanted to get to the reason I had planned that night.

Matthew did look nervous, I'll admit, when all eyes were on him and our hostess asked me if he was ready. "Of course," I said. "He's always ready. He is, after all, a good man."

The tug on his leash this time was a little harder, and he knew I meant business. I took him to a corner of the large main room and made him lay down on what looked like a slightly modified workout bench. Considering the way he was built, it looked as if he was simply about to start lifting weights.

But if you saw the look on his face, you'd realize he knew it was going to be something far different. He was right.

***

Matthew had long had this fantasy, and I know he thought I would never get close to acting out on it. That's the beauty of it all, the fact that you can surprise someone randomly one day with something they thought was only going to remain a fantasy. I didn't even tell him it was going to happen, because I didn't want him to spend every waking moment fantasizing about it. I wanted the reality to surpass it all.

And, it turned me on like nothing else. It was going to be the ultimate objectification and fed so nicely into my nastiest cum-drinking fantasies; my smothering fantasies; my cuckold fantasies; my group sex fantasies. Matthew was indeed a good man, and I wanted everyone in that room to know just how good he was.

Matthew was tied down on his back to the workout bench, his arms down and wrists in a spreader bar underneath. His feet were on the floor and ankles tied tightly to the legs of the workout bench. I am a big fan of leather straps, so I had my girlfriends add two of them across his chest, just to hold him still and make his chest feel slightly constricted. Of course, I wanted him to be nervous, vulnerable, slightly scared, and incredibly turned on.

Based on the huge erection in his briefs that revealed everything, he was indeed turned on.

After he was restrained, everyone went about their normal business; that is, making love. Or having sex. Or, simply, fucking. Everyone, of course, but Matthew. When I walked over to him and sat on his chest, crossing my legs casually, letting him peek up my skirt to reveal my wet pussy, he looked confused.

"What's going on?" he asked me softly, shifting a little, probably more turned on by the feeling of my warm ass cheeks on his chest.

I lifted a leg over and straddled him, sliding my wet pussy down his chest and over his belly, then slowly up again, smiling down at him. He looked desperately confused, completely helpless, and painfully turned on. I could feel the bulge in his tight briefs against my ass as I backed up.

"You're going to be of use tonight, in any way, at any time, in any manner, as ANYONE sees fit. You're just our sex toy. You're a fuck-beast. You're a cock to use, a mouth to use, and an ass to use. You're in for a long night."

Matthew was breathing hard, as much as he could under the tight leather straps. I observed his expression for a moment as I reached behind me and slid my fingers under the waist band of his briefs, peeling back the latex which was now wet, hot and sticky.


I teased his hard cock with the back of my ass crack for a moment, smiling at him, and then lifted up and with ease slid down on top of him, feeling him at once fill me, tight, firm, hot. I knew he would not last long; he had not cum in weeks, and it was rare that I allowed him the pleasure of being inside me. It took a few soft moves of my hips, lifting my body off him just slightly at first, and a slow, rhythmic fucking that left him gasping, aching to move, desperate to be free to grab onto me.

He got nothing. He did, however, cum loads into me. He was cumming hard for what seemed like a very long time; I just kept pumping, shoving my fingers into his mouth with amusement to muffle his groans, licking his taste off of me, reaching down and rubbing my pussy. Matthew was completely in another place; he could not believe what was happening to him.

Without hesitation I dismounted and slid up his chest slowly, inching up as he gasped to catch his breath, and when he opened his eyes, he only had a brief second to see me smile as I stood with a thigh on either side of his head, leaving him to stare up at my cum soaked pussy.

"Lick," I ordered. He was familiar with this, although it was a treat I had denied him for some time, so he was eager. I lowered myself down onto his face with a moan of satisfaction and pleasure, allowing him to do his job. He knew what I wanted; he knew I wanted him to first suck as much of the cum out as he could, then slowly clean up the inside of my pussy first, then all around my shaved crotch until there was not a drop left. He took his time; Matthew was talented with his tongue, and knew from experience that I expected perfection.

When he was finished, I lifted off of his face and again straddled his chest. I smiled, leaning down to slide my fingers over traces of cum around his lips, under his nose. I made him lick those bits off my fingers, also.

He was breathing hard, his cheeks flushed. I could feel his cock behind me, already hard again.

One of my girlfriends approached behind me. I saw Matthew look up at her. She was a gorgeous dark-haired woman, tall, exotic. She had the hand of a lover who was a man with a huge cock - probably more than nine inches, rock hard, dripping with pre cum. My girlfriend asked politely, "I want him to suck this cock for me, to get it ready."

I turned to Matthew and raised my eyebrows. "Already a line for your services. You have quite a reputation."

Matthew looked behind me at the man, and saw three other couples also standing close by.

I leaned down and whispered to him, my fingers intermingling with his hair. "You're going to drink cum out of any pussy presented to you. You are going to suck the cock of any man that a woman commands you to. You are going to be fucked in the ass, first by me, then by my three girlfriends. Including, at some point, two cocks in your ass at once. And that's just for starters."

Matthew swallowed. When I sat up straight again he looked at me. I think he was at a loss for words, but I knew he was incredibly turned on. His cock didn't lie.

As I lifted a leg up and over his chest to dismount him, I smiled. "A good man is hard to find."


Part Two

My slave was made a party favor of sorts, forced into some ultimate acts of submission.

As the evening went on, I realized a lot of things. First, while Matthew had talked a lot in the past about this gang-bang type fantasy, I realized early on that it was a much more overwhelming reality for him. In fact, there was a point that he was not sure it was what he wanted. It was a pivotal point for us.

Still strapped down on the bench after I had made him clean out my pussy, he whispered my name and reached out to touch my stockings with two of his fingers. I leaned down to listen to his whispers.

"I…I don't know about this…" he said softly, his voice shaking just a bit.

I turned to look at him, at the conflict in his eyes. Groups of people were behind me, some eying the situation, obviously waiting for their chance to get their hands on my boy. Others were off in various stages of sexual and sadomasochistic bliss. I also saw something else when I peered around; Matthew's cock was once again rock hard, standing straight up, pre-cum dripping down the shaft and creating a glistening pool on his briefs, which were pulled down slightly.

Matthew was nervous, but he was incredibly turned on. So was I. This was a bit of a shock to me; I had no idea that turning him into a fucktoy for a group of people would be so incredibly hot. But I couldn't deny it; I was soaking wet, and the heat between my thighs was impossible to ignore. After seeing his cock erect again, I could have gone another round right then and there.

All I wanted, though, was to see him used like a whore for everyone else's pleasure. I wanted to have them line up for a piece of my man; I wanted to see his mouth and ass used at the same time. I wanted him to feel objectified and exhausted, and for the evening to end without an ounce of him gone to waste. I want him to be stretched at every orifice, and prove that he could handle it, and could continue to be of service.

So I made the decision. I said, "Matthew, let me make something clear to you," as I moved again toward him, standing next to his helpless, bound frame on the workout bench. I again lifted a leg up, this time sitting on his face so that he was covered with my soaking wet pussy. "This should tell you what I think of this situation."

I think the message was clear, evidenced by his deep moan and eagerness to lick my pussy, now fully soaked with my own juices and some light traces of his own cum. Yes, I was incredibly turned on, and I knew that nothing motivated Matthew more than getting me wet. "You want to get me off, slut?" I asked him.

His response was a muffled whimper into my pussy, an attempt to inhale.

That set it all into motion in no time.

***

I can't pinpoint what the best point of the evening was. I spent a great deal of time in a leisure chair just next to the workout bench where my slave was kept bound and helpless. It was a large, comfortable chair where I could have a perfect view of the action while leaving my legs open leisurely, toying with my vibrator, giving occasional commands or comments, or even take pictures and videos. I did a lot of everything.

Watching my Matthew suck the first huge cock from a large, well built man was astounding. I was impressed (but, not shocked) at Matthew's ability to take all eight inches of the man's cock deep, and do such a fantastic job at sucking him off. Watching another man thrust his hips toward Matthew's face wasn't just another turn on. It put me on another planet. My Matthew was sucking a dick right in front of me.

For the first show, I could not help but put in my request as I watched the man fuck Matthew's face, holding him by the hair ruthlessly to ram his cock all the way down.

"Cum all over his face," I insisted, toying with my vibrator at the very edge of my pussy. I knew I would have to be sparing with the vibrator or else I would cum too quickly, and not fully appreciate the long evening ahead.

The man moaned with pleasure and looked over his shoulder at me, "You want to see a big load of cum on his face?" he asked me breathlessly.

"I do," I responded. "Matthew looks hot with a face full of cum. Don't you, Matthew?"

There was a moan of approval from Matthew, who was so busy slurping and sucking, it was as if he was a fine-oiled machine.

The man pulled his cock out with a grunt of pleasure, stroking himself off at the same time, and in second shot an entire load of cum all over Matthew's face. It was everywhere; in his eyes, in his hair, all over his chin and lips.

It drew a great round of applause from the crowd, who now were all watching the show, not just some of them.

No one stepped over immediately to clean up Matthew, who was breathing hard and licking his lips to get what bits of cum were on his face in reach. He was panting hard, his chest pushing up against the leather straps. He looked incredible in his nearly naked bondage, I couldn't resist taking pictures of him with cum all over his face.

A couple behind me called my attention. The woman was a tall blonde with large breasts who looked like a model. The man was reserved in appearance, conservative looking. She was obviously in charge. "I want to use a strapon on him," she said, "while he sucks my lover's dick."

I beamed. "That sounds perfect. Let me just flip the bitch over."

***

Turning over Matthew was an erotic experience itself. First I let him use a hand mirror to scoop up whatever cum he could from his face onto his fingers and lick it all off, little by little. I wanted to make sure he was sufficiently "cleaned up" before his next performance.

The bench was equipped with a special pull-away hole in the middle at crotch level, so that even face down, Matthew's cock was exposed on the other side pointed toward the ground. Immediately, I had more ideas for that, including weights on his balls or a variety of cock torture (which never really came to be; there was a line of up women who had their men on a leash ready to suck off my Matthew, the ladies eager to see a man suck cock just as I was).

We strapped Matthew face down, his cock through the hole, and his ankles spread and down so his ass was in perfect position to be fucked. This left both his mouth and ass completely exposed and ready to be violated. He was such a sight!

The first couple were ready at once. I went around to greet Matthew first, to check on him, to see that he was still well aware of what was about to happen. And, to remind him of how turned on I was. This time, I turned around and pressed my fine ass against his face, making him search with his tongue for my pussy and also worship my ass for a bit. I think it was very clear to him how much this was making me wet, and he agreed eagerly to continue.

The tall blonde was wearing a fine leather harness and sporting a nine-inch pink dildo. It looked stunning. Her lover was massaging his half-limp cock to erection, and both of them looked more than ready.

Watching Matthew take it both ways was a crowd stopper. You could hear a pin drop, because everyone was so entranced by the act they were witnessing. The woman's huge pink dildo looked incredibly hot sliding in and out of Matthew's tight butt cheeks, and he did not seem that phased by it as he kept his mouth open to suck the second cock of the night. He slurped it all down, his entire body rocking with the motion of the woman's precise thrusts. She apparently was not new to using the strapon, and it was obvious to everyone watching.

She had great precision with her hips, and was giving him long, deep, rotating thrusts. I was worried he might cum, because he was sensitive enough that way that I had made him cum from ass fucking many times. Peering under the table, I could see he was indeed dripping precum like mad.

I walked over and reached down, scooping lots of the precum up on my fingers and licking it off in Matthew's line of vision. He wasn't so busy focusing on cocksucking to not give me a glance, watching me eat his taste off my fingers in approval. He could tell once more from the look in my eyes and my body language that I was very aroused by this, and approved of his performance.

Without warning, the man exploded in Matthew's mouth and he swallowed it all, gagging slightly on it, but still managing to get very drop. This was all too much to the delight of the blonde, who was ready to cum herself just by watching the entire act unfold in front of her as she pumped her big latex beast into his ass.

My girlfriends, meanwhile, were taking turns peeking down under the table to comment on Matthew's erection, each reaching under now and then to give him a few strokes of encouragement, or to announce to the people who did not have a good view just how hard the party slut was. He got a round of applause.

Her lover spent, the blonde removed her cock from Matthew's ass to give someone else a chance. There were two other women waiting, each strapping on their own member. Once had an eight-inch realistic flesh dildo, and the other had a nine-inch black cock. Two men also wanted their chance at Matthew's mouth, and they were negotiating who would go first.

I was the one that suggested they take him at the same time; I knew how much cock he could suck; after all, on more than one occasion I had shoved two huge dildos into Matthew's mouth. He could take it.

The guys were impressed by this, and agreed to dual-fuck my slut's mouth. I wanted a good view of this, so I made his ass off limits and instead, I took time to finger him myself, knowing just how to do it to make him insane with lust. It also gave me a chance to spank him, another thing I loved to do while watching him perform.

We flipped him over.

He was sweating all over, and that was incredibly erotic to me. His entire body was covered with glistening moisture, and his hair was starting to drip a little. A pool of saliva was on the floor under his head because he had been slurping and sucking so eagerly. He had to keep shifting his body weight to get comfortable in the variety of restraints, but he did so eagerly, wanting only to continue for me. All he required was that I told him I was still enjoying it. He said, "Then, keep it coming…"

Indeed, we did. Soon he had two cocks in his mouth, which was logistically challenging and most of the time he could only take one at a time. One of the guys liked to slap him in the face though, and that was pretty hot to watch as well. I was masturbating with one hand and fingering him with the other, pumping two fingers, then three, all the way into his ass. If I knew I had the time, I would have fisted him right there. But I was eager to see more cocks in his ass, and the partygoers behind me were eager for their turn.

One of the men came into Matthew's mouth and the other came all over his face at the same time. More applause. What a mess! I had to laugh a bit when I took a picture that time, and when I went to help clean up my helpless slut, I whispered to him, "Are you still okay?"

He looked up at me, straining his neck a little. "The position is a little tiring," he said, his voice scratchy. His lips were red and strained, his eyes watering a little - he looked like such a tramp! "But I want to keep going if this pleases you," he said.

I felt such a rush inside of me. I was enamored and drowning in lust all at the same time, thinking that he was so willing to keep going at it, to continue until every single guest at the party had a chance at him. All for me.

I smiled and slid my fingers through his hair. "Let me get you some water," I suggested. "And then we'll continue."

"As you wish," he responded quietly.

Turning to go fetch the water, I heard a woman a few paces away ask out loud, "Does anyone know where there's a bathroom!?"

I turned and looked at Matthew. He was staring at me inquisitively.

"I do," I said to her.


              Part Three

Matthew had never been forced to drink piss from anyone but me, and I was unsure how he would handle it. It was as if he was in a trance at this point, though; he was so turned on, so objectified, I think he would have done anything at that point.

Releasing Matthew from his bonds that kept him on his back gave him an opportunity to stretch his toned muscles, and seeing him stand upright, much taller than many of those milling around, surveying the room, was a sight in itself.

Matthew did indeed look wrecked. Extremely exhausted, weary, but his eyes still held that sparkle of confidence and resolve. A girlfriend and I were fussing with the restraints on the innovative and adjustable bench-type device, and the impatient female partygoer was standing a few feet away bouncing eagerly like a schoolgirl with bladder problems.

She had a youngish look to her, probably helped by her Catholic School Girl outfit - with thigh high fishnets. Her brown hair was in pigtails. She was holding both hands over her crotch saying, "Gotta pee, gotta pee!"

Soon we had Matthew fastened down even tighter once again. His arms were outstretched over his head and his legs, though, this time were up in stirrup-type lifts. This added to his humiliation. I'd quickly fastened a cock and ball harness over his dick, which was glistening from pre-cum and rock hard. It was obvious he was enjoying his ultimate servitude to me.

The young woman happily and eagerly assumed her position above my slut, pulling down her panties and standing with a thigh on either side of his head, looking down to aim as best she could with precision. Meanwhile, I stroked his cock through the harness to keep him even harder, telling him out loud in front of the entire group that he was indeed my cocksucking toilet whore, and that he'd continue to take whatever I wanted up his ass, in his mouth and elsewhere that evening.

Watching the young woman piss into his mouth was hot; but it hotter noticing how many men around me were jacking off at will. I wondered if they were turned on by the young woman. I realized they were more turned on by what I was doing to Matthew. They all wanted to be him. Little did their female partners know, (and some of them, sadly, would never know) that they were not watching him in shock; they were watching him in envy.

They all wanted to be used in such a degrading way! Why? Because they saw how it was turning me on. They were enamored with my ease in masturbating right there, watching my slave endure it all. They watched me sit on his face once more and have him lick me to my satisfaction, wanting a mid-evening orgasm. They watched me make him lick my ass as I bent over casually, having him turn his head all the way. I was having a casual conversation with my girlfriend asking her where she got the stockings she was wearing as he ran his tongue up and down my ass crack eagerly. Meanwhile, the line up became great.

At this point, it became obvious that I could choose any man, any woman, any couple to have my Matthew. Those that had been hesitant at first were now so aroused, they wanted a piece of the action.

One woman approached me with what was the largest dildo I had ever seen. She said, "We have a bet whether or not your slave can take this up his ass." It was black, about fourteen inches long and eight, mean inches in circumference. I saw Matthew lift his head to see what we were talking about. He groaned, and his cock pulsed. To me, that meant he did think he could take it; or at least he'd try it.

Having his legs up, knees bent, ankles strapped in stirrups was even more objectifying and hot. The position was such that his legs were pulled back and up far enough that his ass was pointed up and his hole was visible and accessible to all. Still tight and willing, it sat there as an invitation to all that wanted to violate him - by finger, by tongue, by dildo, or by cock.

This one was going to be a challenge. I took a huge tub of lubricant and began slathering it all over his belly to tease him, then up his cock and started stroking it there. Up and down his cock, smearing all over the leather cock and ball harness, making a huge mess, I told him about what was going to happen to him.

"I'm going to lube up your ass so you can take the biggest cock you ever have," I warned him. "You are going to be stretched so wide you'll feel like you are going to be split in half. You're going to be impaled with more than two inches of cock width. This is going to prove to everyone just what a fuckwhore you are."

I made Matthew look again at the cock. I had the woman take it and shove it into his face as I fully lubed his asshole, sliding two, three and four fingers into his ass, the slick mess squishing loudly. "Stick it in his mouth," I encouraged her.

He could barely take more than the head of this huge beast; it was enormous! There was a bit of a murmur from the spectators. I think some whispers from those who believed no man could handle a cock this size. Surely, the monster cock must have been a party decoration, not a functioning dildo!

The lovely blonde woman brought the huge cock to me, which was slightly red at the tip from Matthew's failed attempts to suck it down. It didn't matter; it was about to go into him anyway.

His tight hole resisted the cock at first. He was tense, his muscles tight, his legs all stiff and his butt cheeks squeezed together. "Loosen up, whore!" I ordered, slapping his ass to make him open his eyes and pay attention. He was gritting his teeth, clenching his fists and hissing breath what he could. Just the head barely disappeared into his asshole, spreading his two ass cheeks far. And that was just the tip!

The gigantic dildo was a challenge for Matthew. He let out his breath, sweating like man, writhed a little and groaned. I pushed more. The dildo slid in just a slight bit, and the crowd buzzed audibly. That appeared to distract him as he tightened up once more, pushing the dildo back out and eliminating the progress we had made. I frowned.

Impatient as I was, I pushed harder, pushed at the base of the huge cock, its balls like two giant bulbs in my line of vision. I pushed with the weight of my body a bit, pressing my breasts into the backside of the dildo. It went in a couple of inches, and Matthew let out a gasp in pain. But it was going in, it was spreading his ass cheeks apart so far, it was inhuman. But his ass could take it. I was dripping wet, simply aroused behind belief.

Someone started taking pictures. I couldn't take it anymore; I wanted to watch, wanted to take the best seat in the house. I turned to my best friend and said, "You take over," and let her step into my place.

There was an audible "mmph" as I took my seat - on Matthew's face - watching from there as my girlfriend continued to push the enormous black beast into his asshole. He was so stretched, it nearly ruined his concentration to lick me. But once he got started, he fell right into his routine, licking me eagerly.

The monster cock soon entered him more, and people were awed. I slid up and down and sideways on Matthew's face, completely aroused and ready to cum. I had never seen such a display in my life. I couldn't believe Matthew's ass could accommodate a cock of that side. I must say, I was proud of him, even as I was focusing on my pleasure.

There was a limit as to just how far in the dildo would go, but it seemed humanly impossible that it went in as far as it did. I instructed my beautiful friend to keep pumping at a steady rhythm, faster and faster, imagining how much pressure he must feel inside, how he must feel like he was going to explode from it, how stretched his asshole was. He just kept moaning, kept licking my pussy, moving his hips slightly to accommodate the monster dildo.

For awhile, I had her leave it there hanging out of his ass. It fell slightly from such huge weight. He groaned.

It must have been in his ass for a good 20 minutes before I dismounted his face, went around and started to pull it out. I wanted to watch up close how his ass resumed its normal shape, imagining I may see a huge hole upon its release. His asshole, though, slid tight as the dildo was removed, his ass cheeks coming back together. He groaned loudly, and panted with exhaustion. More applause from the horny onlookers.

As the dildo was taken away by the woman who had brought the challenge, apparently the bet-looser as she looked dejected, I realized that the room was still full of dozens of horny guys jerking off. I wondered how my Matthew could satisfy all of them in time for us to go home and for me to get pleasure of my own!

Being the crowd pleaser I am, though, I came up with a compromise that satisfied the most important person of all. Me.

***

I went to my toy bag and shuffled through the dildos, plugs, vibrators and other toys, until I found the item I was looking for. A leather O-ring gag and shallow funnel.

Matthew hated the gag, of course, but he didn't have a choice. What I had in mind was going to be the night topper, and there was nothing he could do to talk me out of it.

I told the dozen or so men of various ages and builds that they, too, would have a chance to use Matthew in good time. The idea was one I had toyed with in several dark fantasies, but never in a million years thought would I have the opportunity.

Matthew grimaced when I took him by the hair and put the O-ring gag into his mouth. He gave me a disgruntled look and shifted in his bonds. In his eyes I could tell he was wondering what else I could possibly put him through; I am sure his ass was still throbbing in its attempt to return to its normal shape, and he was vividly remembering the sting of the beastly cock pounding him from behind.

With the gag in place, I took the shallow funnel, which had a wide opening, and fastened it over the gag. It became all too apparent to Matthew, and to those around us, what was about to happen. He was about to be forced to drink cum - gobs of it - from whoever wanted to add his seed to the pot.

And the men were horny, ready to jerk off, with lots of women who were so intrigued by the process they were happy to help prime their partners for ejaculation. Matthew could do nothing but wait, the sounds and sights of mass self pleasure around him as men approached with stiff cocks in hand, ready to empty their load.

I wanted to make sure that the cum guzzling was consistent, though. I insisted that the men get right on the edge, because I wanted Matthew to have no break as the loads and loads of creamy white fluid was poured down his throat. I wanted it to be an endless stream with no breaks, and seemingly no end. To say my pussy was soaked is an understatement.

The men obliged, and in the first round, four cocks were ejaculating into the opening of the funnel at once. The cum started to back up, as Matthew could only swallow so much at a time. As soon as they backed off, three more men replaced them, all on the edge, pumping their throbbing dicks until they squirted almost in unison into the pool of cum that was already there. The funnel was actually filling up!

Matthew guzzled. That was all he could do. He swallowed and swallowed, but more kept cumming. His eyes were shut tight as I am sure he was concentrating. I wondered if the loads tasted different, if the consistency of each load mixed with the other, if he could perceive just how much of the liquid he was swallowing down.

One man couldn't hold his load and came all over Matthew's face, but that was ok - it was in his eyes, his hair, and dripping down his nose. I doubt he knew; he was too busy swallowing three more loads of cum. I couldn't resist reaching into the funnel with my finger to stir up the fluid, mixing together more cum than I had ever seen in one place. To think he was going to keep swallowing until it was all gone.

More men came forward, and I even recognized some from before. Certainly the display was a big enough turn on, they could not resist coming back for seconds. Matthew was gagging on it all, but I figured it was more from the O-ring than the actual cum. He was a cum drinker to the core, he just hated being gagged.

The last man approached. He was an African American, built man with a football player's stature, and he had the biggest cock I had ever seen. I wondered how I had missed him from before. He was stroking his eleven-inch dick and looking at Matthew. He said to me, "I want to stick my cock in his mouth."

"Sure," I said. I couldn't help but reach over and stroke the man's huge cock. I had never seen or felt anything like it, and I wanted to know if it was real. My hand could barely close around it. It was amazing. Veins were popping out everywhere. Precum was forming in a nice white blob at the end of his dick.

My girlfriend removed the funnel and gag, and for good measure turned the funnel so Matthew could lick out the insides and all through the plastic. He cleaned out every drop. He turned his head to the huge cock in front of him, swallowed, looked at me, then opened his mouth wide. As wide as he could.

With his head turned painfully to the side, an awkward position at best, he choked a little when the huge cock was slid into his mouth. At first he could not take it all. Then, he relaxed, and soon the man was pumping his hips fully, getting the length of his huge dick all the way into Matthew's mouth.

What a sight it was, seeing that huge dick in Matthew's mouth, watching my slut's spit glisten up and down the massive length of the huge shaft. The guy obviously was impressed; in no time he was morning and saying, "Oh yeah baby, suck it baby, take it all man, suck my dick!"

Matthew did as told, and soon the man was pumping his hips into Matthew's face with a fury, and when he came, Matthew's entire body tensed as he sucked and sucked, managing to not lose a drop or fail to accommodate the entire length of the man's enormous shaft. He swallowed again and again, and when the man pulled his cock out with a groan of pleasure, he let his tongue slide along the bottom of the shaft.

I was speechless; just watching Matthew, whose face was still flushed, sweat dripping off of him. I could do little more than that. His eyes were weary and his lips were swollen. I did not even want to think what his ass felt like.

"You are such a whore for me," I told him.

When I turned, I saw that his cock was still rock hard. His erection was fierce.

Turning back to him, I said, "Good thing you left some for me. You have more in store when we get home."

From behind me, a woman leaned over and whispered, "You aren't leaving now, are you? A good man is hard to find, you know."


Part Four

Needless to say, when we got home, Matthew was exhausted. He'd consumed more cum than ever, and had been violated in every hole. I was so wet from the entire evening; my thighs were still visibly moist when I got undressed for bed.

I slipped into a bikini panty and cami, and snapped my fingers for Matthew to come to me.

There was a bit of a groan - a mixture of exhaustion and curiosity - coming from the next room. Matthew slowly made his way into the bedroom, his hair disheveled. I reached up and ran my hand through it. Areas were still greasy, slick with cum. "How's your ass feel?" I smiled at him, reaching around and sliding my fingers down his underwear. He had stripped down to just that.

Matthew jumped away, wincing a little. "I'm sore as hell. Please, be careful."

"I'm not done with you," I hissed into his ear. I wasn't lying. I was already soaking through my new bikini panties, I was already recounting the evening in my head and I knew I wanted more. I needed more. I wanted to be the one fucking him in the ass all night long; I wanted to be sitting on his face and making him drink my piss; I wanted to be making him shoot his load right over my ass crack so I could force him to lick it out, and do a damn good job of it.

I dragged him playfully to the bed and pushed him down. His eyes were closed and he was moaning, groaning, and waving his hands in front of him. "Please, please, come on, I need sleep. I've been violated…"

Kissing him hard on the mouth, I stopped only to whisper, "You loved every minute of it!"

"Yes," he kissed back. "But I'm…I'm so spent…"

Indeed. As I was on top of him, I felt nothing from his crotch. Not even the slightest bulge in his briefs. Irritating, to say the least.

In the amount of time I had to think about it, about my next steps, Matthew simply fell asleep. I leaned over, tapping him on the cheek, but he was completely out.

Meanwhile, my panties were still soaked. I plopped back down on the bed with a sigh, stared at the ceiling, and slid my hand into my panties, circling my pussy for a moment. Opening my legs, I closed my eyes and thought for a moment, coming up with something to appease me for the evening. I knew Matthew would be of no help to me.

It seemed he had pleased everyone by the most important one. He'd forgot to leave some in the gas tank for me. But, that was to be expected. After all, he had more cocks in his ass and mouth in one night than most men have in a lifetime.

Perhaps, I'm always just looking for a reason to get revenge.

Because the ideas that started to come to me were simply diabolical, and easily enough to make me climax right next to him, two fingers teasing my cunt deliciously.

Yes, I had plans.

***

A few days later, Matthew had all but forgotten his gang bang night, and things had returned to normal around our place. I'd put aside the kinky games just a bit, and his ass had plenty of time to recover.

On Friday, I told him he had to make himself available to me for the entire evening and into the next day, and no plans were to be made. He agreed, knowing that something was obviously up.

When he got home that evening, I dragged him by the hair into the bedroom. He laughed at this, and thought I was being playful. He taunted me and went a long with it, howling a few makeshift, ow’s just to get me going. He had no idea.

I was wearing knee high black patent leather boots, a short latex skirt and latex bra. And, of course, elbow high black gloves. He should have known that I meant business. Going into my drawers, I started to pull out lingerie. I began tossing it at him.

A black thong hit him in the face. Then the stockings. Then the teddy.

"What's this?" he asked, holding up the thong with his finger.

"That's what you're wearing tonight, sissy boy."

He groaned. "You know I hate dressing up…I look so…. I look so fucking silly, please, do we have to do this? God." Matthew played with the thong between two fingers and shot it across the room like a rubber band.

Without hesitation, I turned to him, took him by the chin, and glared into his eyes. "You will put that on, pussy boy, and you will present yourself for an ass fucking," I paused. "Immediately."

Matthew swallowed, and nodded. I could tell by the look in his eyes, he finally realized I

meant business.

***

When I get like that, there is little he can do to appease me. He knows he just must endure and obey, and hope the mood passes.

Matthew looked ridiculous in the too-tiny thong, the thigh high black stockings and the teddy. For a man his size, it was simply ridiculous. But that's why it turned me on so much.

I spun him around and pushed him against the full length mirror. "Look at you, you pathetic girly slut. You look like a bitch whore. You look like a complete sissy! You aren't a man at all, are you?"

Matthew hated it when I talked to him like that. I reached around, slid my hand down the thong and grabbed his hard dick, which was only half way in the thong to begin with. "Look at this useless piece of meat," I hissed into his ear, stroking it with my gloved hand.

He moaned, his eyes closed.

I reached up with the other hand and pulled his hair hard, clenching my fist and making him wince. "Don't you fucking close your eyes. Look in the mirror, whore!"

Matthew opened his eyes and looked.

"Put your hands up against the glass," I ordered, stepping back to get my leather strap on harness.

Matthew obeyed with a soft sigh, placing his palms against the full length mirror and backing up a little, as if in a position to be frisked. He could see me through the mirror reflection as I buckled on my strap on harness. He could see that I was staring at his ass, right at his ass. He knew what I was thinking.

"You want lube, bitch?" I asked, smiling a little. Mocking.

"Yes," he said solemnly. "Please…" he trailed off, then looked at my eyes in the mirror reflection. He lifted his eyebrows, sincere. "Please?"

Taking the bottle of lube, I dumped a little in my right hand and then went to work greasing up the long, black dildo. It was my nine-inch, realistic cock with balls and veins. The base of it pressed suggestively into my crotch, and I was already turned on. I knew that as soon as I started thrusting my dick into his ass, I'd be totally on edge from the pressure in my crotch, ready to cum.

Matthew knew this drill fairly well. He knew I wanted to fuck his ass with him bent all the way over, his palms against the glass, so he had to watch in the mirror. He knew that's why I was wearing the five inch heels. He knew that's why I had the outfit on.

But it still felt like the first time to me. It always did. I pulled him by the hips to back him up, made him bend over, but ordered him to keep his palms flat against the glass and to keep watching, to never close his eyes, and to never look away. I wanted to humiliate him, to make him watch me fuck his ass and treat him like a whore.

"Look at you, in panties and stockings, wearing a teddy," I smirked, running my hands over his thighs as the tip of my lubricated dildo pressed against his ass cheeks. "You want it up the ass, don't you, slut? You want a real dick up your ass, don't you?"

"Yes," he responded, starting to close his eyes in shame, but I slapped his ass.

"Keep them open!" I ordered.

First, I slid down his black panties, just around his thighs. Then I used both hands to open his ass cheeks and purred. "Look at that tight pussy. Just waiting for me. Just waiting for my big cock. Come on, back up for me. Back up onto it. Shove your ass this way, whore."

Moving his feet a little bit, Matthew managed to press his asshole right against the head of my cock. All I had to do was move my hips forward a little and the pressure was all there, momentarily, until the head popped through.

Matthew moaned.

"You like that, don't you? You like the way it feels when my cock is up your ass!" I teased him. I didn't waste any time after that. No, I wasn't in the mood to screw around, I wanted to cum.

I started thrusting at once, and he yelped, in startled pain. My strength pushed him against the mirror a little and he had to brace himself to not be shoved forward as I started to really pump into him.

It felt amazing. I watched him in the mirror, his face wrenched in tension and pain, combined with arousal and lust. I watched his ass cheeks as my cock pumped in and out in a fluid motion, slick and glistening. My crotch felt warm, my pussy was soaking and my cunt ached. I wanted to cum so bad. I didn't even need to touch myself at all - I was on the edge in no time.

Matthew was sweating now, but I kept pumping harder and harder, reaching around and gripping his hard cock. I stroked it as I fucked him, and he moaned. He moaned louder and louder, and I warned him not to cum.

"You don't get to cum, slut," I told him. "Not yet. This is just the start…this is just…my warm up!" I breathed heavily, sweating myself. With that, I came - I came suddenly, and without warning. I came when the cock was all the way into his ass and the base of the dildo pressed against my crotch at just the right moment.

Holding him by the hips, keeping my cock all the way inside of him, I shuddered all over, cried out, and then told him what a nasty bitch he was.

Then, I told him to go get my other cock.

"The seven-inch," I said breathlessly. "Get it, and then crawl to me with it, between your teeth."

Tired, and sore, Matthew stepped away from the mirror tenderly and made his way.

I looked at the clock. The timing was perfect.

***

After I made Matthew replace the cock in my dildo harness and refasten around my hips for me, I told him to crawl to the other side of the room near the bed and remain kneeling.

I went to touch up my make up and hair, as I often did, just so he had to watch me saunter around the room in my strap on. Just seeing me in it always made him hard and anxious, not knowing what was in store for him.

Finally, I went to Matthew with a handful of shackles. He was still in black lingerie, looking quite silly, and I knew he had hoped I would at least strip him down to nothing. His cock was sticking straight out of the thong and it barely was on any longer. I reached down and pulled it up, patted his cock and said, "Keep it in your thong, sissy."

I restrained Matthew simply. I used wrist restraints to shackle his arms behind his back, added a spreader bar between his ankles and then locked the two together, keeping him kneeling upright with his legs spread nicely.

Then, I added a black leather blindfold, which he hated, and told him he wasn't going to get to watch me pleasure myself this time. No, that he had to sit there and just listen. But first, I was going to fuck his mouth until I was good and hot.

Matthew groaned, and grimaced when I tauntingly reached over and started to put red lipstick on his lips. He hated that with a passion, but knew that I loved to see red lipstick marks on my flesh colored dildo when I fucked his mouth for pleasure.

I only waited a few moments before I took him by the hair and ordered him to open his mouth. I made him sit there for a few seconds before I forced him to beg for me. I loved hearing him beg to suck my cock, I loved making him lick his lips and stick out his tongue hungrily and ask for it. I loved making him into a wanton, nasty cocksucker.

When he had sufficiently amused me, I pushed my hips forward so my cock slid into his open, waiting mouth. It was greeted with a familiar, slightly startled "mmph" from Matthew, who always needed some time to warm up. He needed to suck for a few minutes at quarter length to get his jaw loosened up, and then I knew I could fuck him all the way - I could make him deep throat the entire length of the cock. He was indeed a well trained cocksucker.

His cock was stiff, poking out of the thong again and glistening with precum. It was starting to drip a little, a nice ball of creamy precum sitting at the tip. I ignored that and held him by the head, using my hips to guide the length of the cock in and out of his lips. The lipstick was smeared. He looked like a cheap whore. I told him that, and he moaned.

Unable to see me, to see how turned on I was, all Matthew could do is keep sucking, slurping, and going down on my dick. I alternated between fucking his face and then making him actually bob his head up and down while I fingered my pussy underneath the harness.

Matthew was so busy sucking cock, and slurping it down and hearing himself moan, he had no idea the 6’2, built man had walked into the room to join us. His name was Colin, and I had called him earlier that day and offered him the best blow job of his life. And more.

I smiled over my shoulder at Colin as he quietly slid out of his trousers and pulled down his underwear. His eight-inch dick was already rock hard, his shaved crotch made it look even more amazing. I called Colin over with my finger, and then slowly pulled my latex cock out of Matthew's mouth.

Matthew wasn't expecting anything other than a quick break, like I often gave him. He remained there panting, his mouth wide open, his lipstick smeared around the corners of his mouth and above his lips. He looked exhausted and incredibly turned on.

Of course, he was nowhere near as turned on as I was, as I reclined on the bed and opened my legs to watch the show. I rolled onto my side, just a few feet away from the two men, and teased my upper thighs with my finger tips.

Colin stepped over to Matthew and, without warning, simply shoved his warm, dripping dick into his mouth.

Matthew jumped, startled, and let out a yelp, then tried to pull back.

"Stop!" I ordered from the bed. "You just suck it, whore! You suck any cock I put in your mouth, remember?"

Gagging, he choked down the real cock with a muffled, "Yes…" and gagged a little again as Colin really started pumping. Colin obviously was very experienced at fucking a man's mouth, and he wasted no time grabbing Matthew by the head and ramming his entire length between his lips. His moans were deep, guttural.

As I touched myself I watched Colin's fine ass cheeks quiver, tense, and move with the motion. He was a hot, hot man and the sight of him fucking my lover's mouth was incredible. I knew I could cum from this show, and that it would not take long at all.

"Ooh yeah, suck it," Colin moaned, thrusting faster and faster. I was fingering myself with more urgency also, letting out a moan of my own, and I'm sure Matthew heard it.

Matthew's cock was still rock hard. He was still blindfolded, helpless, just remaining there like a whore of mine, meant only to be used as I saw fit. The idea nearly brought me over the edge, but I held back. I wanted more.

"Colin," I said breathlessly. "Don't cum. Don't cum yet…"

"I'm close," he panted. "God he's a good cocksucker! Oh yeah, fuck! He's a good cocksucker, he's got it…" Colin moaned loudly and threw his head back.

"No!" I ordered. "I want you to fuck me!"

Matthew's body tensed. I could see it, clearly, in every bone of his body. He gagged a little on the cock, and I could swear at that moment he was trying to suck harder, more eagerly, to make Colin either explode right there or decide his mouth was better than my pussy. Jealous, perhaps. Afraid.

Colin moaned, and pulled out of Matthew's mouth. Luckily, I didn't see a stream of cum flowing.

Matthew let out his breath, slurped in the saliva and said to me, "Are you serious?  Are you going to let him…let him fuck you?" he was incredibly out of breath.

"He already is," I said breathlessly. The bed was creaking loud with each thrust. I knew Matthew could hear it. I moaned uncontrollably. Colin's cock was hard, slick already, and he was fucking me passionately, deep. It was incredible.

All I need to do was look over at Matthew. Helpless, blindfolded, his lips red and puffy, his cock stiff and dripping. Watch him listening to me being fucked by another man, that man he just got hard from his cocksucking. The dick he just sucked was in my pussy.

Colin fucked me hard for several minutes, and Matthew had to listen to it all. Listen to his deep groans, him telling me how tight my pussy was and how good I felt. Listen to me tell him how hard his cock was and how deep he was going; how close I was to cumming.

Matthew was pumping his hips, as if trying to be there, or perhaps he was just so turned on he could cum from fucking air. His cock was throbbing.

When Colin came, he came quite loudly. There is no doubt that Matthew was well aware of how good it felt, and it was coupled with my familiar coos of orgasm as I writhed in pleasure also. Colin collapsed on me, panting.

Matthew was shaking. I looked over at him, the way he was panting, helpless. The thong was off again, as his cock had popped right out of it completely. "Mmmm," I said softly toward him. "Too bad you can't move. I would love a little clean up."

Matthew pursed his lips tightly, swallowing hard. "Please," he said. "Let me. I want to…I need to."

Colin rolled off of me with an exhausted groan and ran his hands through his wet hair. "Ohh. fuck," he groaned, rubbing his eyes, exhausted.

I smiled, and rolled over to Colin. "Go unlock the shackles," I ordered him, "So my slut can come clean out my pussy."

Colin wordlessly rolled off the bed and got up, took a breath to revive himself and walked over to my kneeling Matthew. He reached over and unlocked the shackles and spreader bar, and without hesitation Matthew crawled toward me.

"Come here," I ordered.

Matthew crawled toward the sound of my voice, still blindfolded. I reached over, grabbed him by the hair, and guided him between my thighs. When his face was at my pussy, I pressed hard and ordered, "Lick it up. Lick it all up."

With a groan of pleasure, Matthew started lapping away at me. Then, he knew, it was a real. When he tasted Colin's cum mixed with the wetness of my pussy, he knew what he had heard was real indeed. He just licked harder, deeper, and I stretched out on my back and purred softly, my body still sensitive to touch.

Colin was getting dressed a few feet away, his hair a mess, his cheeks still flushed. I just waved at him silently and with a nod he left the room.

I was in no hurry at that point, so I let Matthew keep licking.

There was no doubt, when he was finished, that I was clean.


Part Five

It didn’t take long for my thoughts to wander again. I found myself thinking about the next time I would violate Matthew; about the next time I would make him center stage at a party. The next time I would offer his mouth, his ass up to anyone who felt like getting off.

There’s something so incredibly hot about turning my Matthew into nothing more than a sex toy. Making him into a complete object. I feel like the director, calling the shots, creating situations that seem so unthinkable now, but in the heat of thee moment are absolutely mind blowing. I get off on watching Matthew endure it all, a little at a time, watching how he musters the strength, the energy and hangs onto what shred of ego he can in order to go as far as I need him to. Even if it means going against everything his masculine male ego and pride tell him.

One night, last week I took Matthew to the intimate fetish club in Hollywood that we frequent from time to time. I made him dress in nothing but a tight pair of latex briefs again, combat boots and a leather collar. I was wearing a skin tight latex dress that often rolled up a little at the bottom, nearly revealing my ass crack and thong. I was also in thigh high black patent leather boots with semi-reasonable heels this time, elbow length gloves and a black choker. My hair was pulled up away from my face in long curls, and I did my makeup to the extreme. This look always made Matthew want me more than anything.

It didn’t hurt that I was also teasing him relentlessly. I had denied him release for nine days and counting, but had him on the edge many times. Now, at the club, all I had to do was stand in front of him and press my latex ass against his crotch and I felt his stiff erection. He would moan and talk down into my ear, but I pretended not to hear him, not to listen at all because I was too busy watching a man across the room.

The club was crowded with the fetish divas and various male boytoys, and of course the occasional tourist or wanker that was just there hoping to see women like me. Hoping to maybe score a change to just lick my boot, or get me to talk dirty to him. I always had to scan the place several times to identify the prey that I thought would suit me best – usually a college aged Betty Page type girl, the more exotic, the tighter body the better. Tongue piercings a plus.

That night, though, I was looking for something else. Matthew was standing behind me leaning against the bar, oblivious to anything but how nice his hand probably felt resting on my ass. I turned and leaned over and went into my purse, taking out a metal chain leash.

As soon as Matthew saw it, his eyes took on a different look. He knew, then, that this was going to be one of those nights. We weren’t there to just enjoy the view and say hi to a few friends. We were there for another reason – and it was all about me. The leash meant he wasn’t going to have a choice any longer. And the leash also told all the fetish ravens who were checking out my man that he was off limits unless I was the one calling the shots. Ironically, even though I got off on whoring Matthew out, nothing infuriated me more than women hitting on him or propositioning him; I am extremely possessive. I want to whore his mouth and ass out for my pleasure; it must come from my direction.

I fastened the clasp of the leash to the O-ring on the leather collar that was around Matthew’s neck. I often thought collars looked silly on men that didn’t wear them well. Matthew was the opposite. The collar on him only accented his firm body, his masculine look, making him appear almost like a captured gladiator or historical male prisoner.

Just attaching the leash to him made me wet. I could feel the moisture between my thighs. The latex was incredibly hot to begin with, but the added warmth just compounded it. My thong was uncomfortable, and I was eager to get rid of it, but wary of flashing anyone on accident thanks to the latex dress that was barely there.

I lifted up a gloved finger, close to Matthew’s face, and he looked at it. “Stay here,” I ordered him. He reached around with both hands, deliberately putting his palms down on the edge of the bar as if to say he was virtually locked there. I smiled. As I turned to walk away from him, I knew he was staring at my ass. I knew Matthew so well; he was staring at my ass, his dick was stiff in his briefs and he was hoping tonight was the night he’d get some relief.

Poor Matthew. As I headed out toward the dance floor I knew his eyes were scanning the crowd, looking at the gorgeous redhead in the fishnets and mesh top. Looking at the Asian beauty in the schoolgirl outfit. Looking at the tall, statuesque blonde in the sheer bodysuit. Hoping I would pick this one. Or that one. Or the one over there.

I wonder what he was thinking when I stopped in front of the tall, wiry gentleman in the business suit. The tourist, he was probably thinking. Of all the fetish dolls available, what was I doing talking to a man in a suit who was probably from Toledo, Ohio and there on a business trip?

This man, I could see, was out of his element. I don’t think he had ever seen a woman like me standing so close to him, my latex-clad breasts pressing into his button up shirt, our eyes exactly level because I was in heels. “Uhm…” was all he could stammer, looking at me, afraid to look at me, wanting to look down at my cleavage, but not wanting to look, but not wanting to look like he was trying not to look.

I smiled at the businessman and put my palm on his chest, pushing him back against the wall with a little pressure. I knew this must be driving Matthew crazy, but he was busy stationed at the bar and unable to leave. I knew he was standing there, watching like a hawk, ignoring any casual comments made by a passerby about the leash he was wearing, about why he was standing there like that.

Teasing Matthew from afar was just a mere warm-up for me, something to continue to make me hot, to get me into a mood where I would continue to push the envelope. It wasn’t the conservative businessman I wanted anyway; I was after another prey that had apparently disappeared when I came looking. Hopefully, that person had not left.

I turned my back toward the nervous man and pressed my ass into his crotch, looked over my shoulder and asked him, clearly, if he had ever been fucked in the ass. It was a loud enough question to be heard over the music, so I knew he heard.

The man looked flustered. I swear he might have cum in his pants right there. The look on his face was priceless. In fact, I probably would have considered taking him into a back room for some amusement, giving him my own fetish makeover, because underneath the glasses and clothes he actually looked pretty cute.

But those thoughts were squashed when my original intended victim walked by. Tall, well over six foot and built like a truck, he had huge biceps and a single tattoo on his arm, short hair and a nice prominent bulge in his black pants. The man had short, well kept blonde hair and a European look to him. I could just imagine an accent – German, possibly Dutch. And he looked kinky as hell; I could just tell that about him.

I left my businessman behind (I think I heard him calling after me, something about buying me a drink) and caught up to the muscle bound treasure, touching him on the arm to get him to stop and turn toward me.

If Matthew had seen what came next, he’d certainly have been aching with jealousy and desire. The man and I had one of those moments – that just happen – when you look at each other and things just start happening. Sort of dancing, but not really, and I was not shy about giving him a serious look that meant I wanted to fuck him. Shy is something completely foreign to me. When I want someone, I make it clear.

Within a few moments we were deep in a lustful kiss, and I could swear even his mouth tasted European. As that thought occurred to me I questioned what European tasted like anyway, and just as quickly lost the thought, completely distracted by the bulge pressing into me. He wasn’t hiding anything. I wanted him.

And Matthew, poor Matthew, I’m sure he watched us both with aching balls and a combination of fear, lust and betrayal, but the kind of betrayal that was like an intoxicating too-sour yet addicting piece of candy.

Matthew knew that he was mine, and only mine, and that my flirtations with other men were merely steps toward bringing them to where I really wanted them. He knew what my ultimate goal was. But he still got that achy feeling when he realized I could have any man in that club, and we both knew it.

***

The club has a dark area upstairs where people find hidden corners and hideaways for the underage that need a place to pass out. I found myself up there with my new prey, Karl, who was, sadly, not European. He was from West Hollywood.

Matthew was led up there behind me, by his leash. Going up the stairs must have looked quite interesting, me in the arms of the stocky pseudo European Karl, with my regular side dish trailing behind on a long chain lead. He had his head down. There’s something about being led on a leash in a public place that just puts Matthew into such a mind frame. I knew he was reeling.

Our own private corner was not very private at all, but at that point I didn’t care. I was full of an incredible lust, I could swear my pussy was aching and my thighs were slick. The latex dress was no longer sleek and sexy, it was tight and confining. I wanted to be naked. I wanted a lot of things; but in all of this my thoughts of lust went in one direction.

Matthew. I wanted to use him right then. The aching in my pussy wasn’t for my new found stud; it was for Matthew, and my mind racing through thoughts of what he would do for me. I wanted to use him. I wanted to turn him into a service-whore, a slut that was there to facilitate a random, public fuck. The lowest of the low, I thought to myself, is a slave that services total strangers for his Mistress in a public place, risking humiliation and disdain.

Oh, but what a cocksucker he was. And I knew once I saw his lips wrapped around Karl’s huge dick I’d be right where I wanted to be. Public or not, it had to happen. “The bathroom,” I hissed to Karl between kisses, as Matthew stood, quietly, just a few feet away, connected to us through the lead I was still holding.

Karl apparently knew what I was thinking, and we made our way into the bathroom and finally into the handicapped stall. It was a unisex bathroom, and I’m sure the regulars there had seen far worse than three people going into the largest stall alone.

Immediately my thoughts went to bondage, restraints, strap ons, and all the toys I wish I had there with me, but did not. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t stopping. I pushed Karl up against the wall and kept kissing him, and at the same time reached over and put my hand over Matthew’s face, somewhat recklessly, and pushed down. This gesture, crude and deliberately cold, told him his place was on the floor.

Matthew had to kneel there on the hard floor and watch me unzip Karl’s pants and slide my hand down. When I felt him, I was even more turned on. He was so big, so thick, that I knew Matthew would be further humiliated and objectified. He was even bigger than Matthew. The bulge had not been a lie.

Karl was moaning into my mouth, feeling up my breasts over the latex, pushing his hips toward my hand as I held his cock. I lifted one leg up and put my boot up on the toilet seat, opening my thighs, making my latex skirt roll up. No one had known that I’d earlier gotten rid of my thong, something I had learned to do in public many times without someone even noticing, backed up against a wall, with one fluid movement, quickly into the nearby trashcan. I reckoned I should have saved it, as a souvenir, for Karl from West Hollywood.

When I had Karl’s cock completely out of his pants, I broke the kiss and turned to kneeling Matthew, grabbed him by the collar, not even the leash, and yanked him over. “Suck it!” I ordered.

This didn’t seem to shock Karl at all. In fact, I had expected some hesitation or even a question or two, but Karl said nothing. He leaned over so his huge dick was thrust in Matthew’s face.

Matthew looked up at me, his expression one of desperation, humiliation and need. He didn’t need to suck a dick; no, he needed to please me, to get me off. I knew there was nothing more disgusting to him at that very moment than taking this man’s dick into his mouth; but at the same time, it was as if that was the only thing in the world that would satisfy him. Because it was what I wanted. And he could see, as my skirt was rolled up, that I was already fingering myself a little, watching, a hungry smile on my face, a bit of a knowing smirk. He knew I’d been waiting for this all night, and he didn’t want to keep me waiting any longer.

Karl moaned when my Matthew leaned over and starting sucking his cock. Karl’s eyes were closed, he was leaning with his palm up against the opposite wall of the stall for balance, pumping his hips ever so slightly.

Matthew was gagging on the warm cock because of its size. He could barely get a couple inches in at first, that is, until I told him he had to. I grabbed him by the hair and told him not to disappoint me, that I wanted him to deep throat all of that cock, and that I knew he could do it.

While he was sucking I lifted my boot off the toilet seat and moved my leg over, pushing my heel against the bulge in Matthew’s tight latex briefs. I started sliding it up and down, slowly, tracing an outline of his erect cock underneath the trappings of the material. This made his hips quiver and some deep moans come amid the gurgling and choking. Matthew was incredibly turned on, so turned on that I bet I could’ve made him cum in his latex briefs just from what I was doing.

Karl was groaning even louder, his eyes shut tight, hissing loudly, “Oh yeah, that’s good. Keep sucking it. Keep sucking it down…” Hearing guys talk dirty has always been a turn on for me, and as I heard Karl’s words and Matthew’s obedient moans in response I found myself getting dizzier with lust and need.

Matthew was sucking the entire length of the man’s dick now, and I watched every moment of it. I watched how he sucked so eagerly, knowing every ounce of his effort was going into giving me the show I wanted. I watched him knowing he was going to try to make the man cum if that was what I wanted. I knew he would not stop until I told him to.

“I’m getting close,” Karl moaned, alerting me more than Matthew. It was decision time for me, suddenly faced with a difficult choice. Did I make Matthew stop so Karl could slide his wet, throbbing cock into my pussy – or did I make Karl cum into Matthew’s mouth so he could swallow every drop?

Both were incredible to ponder, but at the last minute, I did something entirely different. Instead, I pulled Matthew’s head back by a fistful of hair and held him there, letting the stream of cum shoot all over his face, startling him. It was something he had not expected, and I think the second stream shocked him even more as Karl just seemed to keep cumming and cumming, his groans the loudest yet.

Matthew’s face was covered with the creamy white cum, and when he reached up with his hands instinctively I pushed them aside. “Not yet,” I told him. “Look at me. I want to see. Let’s see how good you look with your face covered.”

It embarrassed Matthew to look up. Both Karl and I were looking down at him, and Karl was stifling a chuckle as he caught his breath. “Shit,” he said. “That felt good.”

It did, I thought to myself. It felt amazing to me, and I had not even cum yet. It had all been just the warm up for me, my climax would come much later. I pressed the heel of my boot a little firmer into Matthew’s bulge to make him wince. He kept his eyes up on me as ordered, straining a little, grimacing, and a small drop of cum dripped off his chin.

I thought about making him remain that way. With cum on his face. I thought about putting him there in the unisex bathroom and then going out and ushering in the most gorgeous fetish women one at time to get their instant reactions to my cum covered cocksucker. It was such a hot idea, I thought, but somehow knew the timing was not right. It was an idea to file for later.

Instead, all I wanted to do was lead my Matthew out of the club by the leash, have him drive me home while I masturbated and replayed the events of the night in my head. The sooner we got home, the sooner I could get my hands on my toys, and give Matthew the ass fucking he so deserved.

The next round of humiliation would simply have to wait.


Part Six

Matthew gets little rest.

Even when I allow him a decent night of sleep, I often still make him sleep in restraints, or plugged, or in tight latex shorts that are hot and objectifying. Sometimes I like to move close to him in the middle of the night and start fondling him through the warm, slick latex until he moans sleepily and tries to roll over, realizing that the chain collar around his neck won’t give him the room.

I knew Matthew needed to be well rested, though, for the night I had planned. It was a Saturday evening party. He’d seen the invitations around the house, but I never let him read them. He knew, based on the erotic black and white photograph on the front, that this was going to be a kinky party of sorts.

But Matthew mistakenly thought this was a party I had talked about for months. Something I had always wanted to do. I wanted to have a party and theme it “liberation” – a party for all my female friends who were not quite kinky, but were “in the know” when it came to my games of passion and kink with Matthew.

The “liberation” party would be for female friends, and their friends, and friends-of-their-friends, to come together and explore the liberation of their sexuality through roleplaying, fantasy sharing and living a night on the edge. There would be no taboo, there would be no judging, and the ladies would all experience a new side of their sexuality that promised to bring them to a heightened sense of awareness – of passion and excitement.

Yes, “Liberation” was going to be quite an event, one that promised to have the thirtysomethings in new, shining strap on leather harnesses as they sipped champagne, promising to screen them viewing quality erotica and sharing with one another what they found exciting and real to them. Best of all, it promised to have them experiencing the erotic high that comes from using a man sexually – without limits, and without judgment – to indulge whatever dark desires they thought would never be actualized.

Matthew thought that Saturday night was going to be “Liberation,” and that he and a few other men would be the guinea pigs of the group, the sexual “toys” for the ladies, the sluts for use. That, I know, he figured would be a cake walk. After all, he’d served much hornier, nastier women than these slightly-on-edge housewives.

Matthew had no idea that these women were already quite liberated. In fact, the ladies he would be entertaining were of the most liberated, sadistic dominas of the nation – all under one roof.

Ours.

This wasn’t the “Liberation” party I had told him about. This was a party for the most experienced, the most extreme and the most talented dominas and their friends. But the party was for my pleasure, really.

***

I’ve always gotten off on showing others just how much my Matthew could take. This party was no different.

That desire, combined with my gnawing lust and need for his surrender, added to the intense electricity in the air and my own one track mind. I could not stop staring at Michael, wearing only a latex thong and black collar, as he moved some furniture in our spare party room. I watched the way his muscled-frame maneuvered the large chairs with ease, and I watched his tight ass as he bent over to unplug cords and tend to small potted plants that needed to be moved.

I restrained myself, so to speak, and saved my passion for later. Only a few hours would pass before the room was full of women – and a few men – who were all brought together for a party that would celebrate our mutual lust for power exchange.

Matthew, ironically, had no idea these were women who were already liberated. It wasn’t until he found himself used as a sexual piece of furniture that I think the idea occurred to him that perhaps these women had a little experience.

It was my idea; the way he was restrained. It was an idea I had dreamt up many weeks before. My Matthew was strapped down on a low table on his back, naked except for his thong. His wrists were pulled under and shackled together, his legs were spread and his ankles were fastened to the legs of it.

His strong knees provided suitable places for a petite woman to sit comfortably and carry on a conversation, as did his thighs and his belly. But the seat of honor was indeed on his face, where a double sided dildo provided not only a clever table decoration, but a method to keep my slut quiet and attentive.

Matthew was gagged with a large dildo, and another ample sized cock was fastened to the other side, pointing upward. It did not take long for Dandrea Dayne, the auburn haired British bombshell, to casually lift her skirt and lower herself down onto the dildo, mounting Matthew’s face. Her skirt fell over him and other ladies laughed, two of them immediately stepping forward, both aiming to lift the skirt so they could still see the eyes of the unsuspecting victim.

Dandrea played by bouncing up and down playfully, and I watched as Matthew’s head thumped on the table a bit, his muffled protests drowned out easily by the music and laughter. Dandrea’s strong thighs were at the sides of his head as she looked down at him and pinched his nose, cutting off his air, giggling at him tauntingly.

Once again, I found myself incredibly turned on at the sight of him being used so sexually, so heartlessly, by a woman I barely knew. I could tell he was suffocating slightly, his body twitching, one of the petite ladies on his knee going flying a bit with a shriek, only to catch her balance and turn around and slap the inside of his thigh.

Matthew was turning red, and Dandrea started to rotate her hips in a steady motion, commenting about how well made the dildo was, how tight it was inside her. She ordered Matthew to lift his head and fuck her with it, to actually strain to lift as best he could when she pushed herself up off of him slightly. “Come on, boy, you can fuck better than that!” she laughed.

A few ladies gathered around to watch. My own eyes were fixed on the action, and I was lost in it. I felt the moisture between my legs at once. The lace panties I wore were already damp. My toes were curling in the spiked, open sandals I was wearing. My face was flushed.

A tap on my arm broke me out of my spell. I turned and saw a beautiful Asian woman standing beside me. She smiled. “Does it make you jealous, seeing all this?” she asked, looking over at Matthew as he was being virtually face-fucked.

“No,” I replied simply. “I…. I don’t know why – I just get so turned on, I love it. I could watch for hours.”

The woman smiled and nodded, then looked back at Matthew. Two more girls had toppled on him, one falling over into his chest and bumping the riding Dandrea. “He’s a good man,” she agreed. “You may have plenty to watch tonight, I think.”

***

I did have plenty to watch, but once again, it felt like it wasn’t enough. I was as turned on watching the acts unfold as I would be if I were the one in every case actually violating my Matthew.

The double sided dildo torment ended up being a tremendous hit with my female guests, so much so that it was hard to remove Matthew from the bondage to cage him for the next series of torments. The ladies all wanted to have their chance at him, each using their own special style of sadism, erotica and humiliation.

Matthew’s face was soon drenched in sweat and the juices of various women, two of which had squirt cum on him and another who had actually started to pee on him before I told her that such potty games were off limits for the time being. Poor Matthew, his face smeared and red, was left suffering and humiliated for some time, remaining in that position, as my guests and I regrouped in the next room and I showed them the next exhibit.

Yes, I left Matthew strapped down on the table, still locked into the double sided gag, still painfully stretched out. A woman had also asked me for permission to insert an inflatable plug in his ass. I didn’t see the harm in it; after all, his ass could probably use a little preparation for the rest of the evening.

The inflatable plug actually had the most precise, responsive flow control I had ever seen, using a lever instead of a bulb. The ladies took turns experimenting with the features, watching his body twist and convulse as the bulb in his ass expanded to his body’s limits, his cheeks visibly stretched and his hips pumping in response.

The plug was left at half-level when we parted ways with the helpless slave, and all I told him was that I we were preparing the cock cage and suck station for him. He had no idea what this meant, of course. The diabolical words were designed to leave him helplessly to wonder what I had in store for him next.

Indeed, the next phase was something I was proud of, and my pussy literally ached with desire as I told my guests what Matthew would endure next for them. I’d combined a few pieces of bondage furniture and other toys to devise this torment for him, one I knew I’d want a front row seat for.

He would be positioned in all fours over a horse-type device, in a kneeling position, with his cock in a cage and his balls exposed. His balls would be in a harness and stretched down to the floor, locked in place with a metal hook. This would allow ladies easy access to his sensitive sack, where they could apply clothes pins, shoot rubber bands from afar or coat his freshly shaved jewels with heating ointment or gels.

His cock, meanwhile, would be in a studded cage that allowed no room for an erection without punishing his flesh. He’d only been in this cock cage a few times, and even the slightest erection was excruciatingly painful. He’d be familiar with it as soon as it was locked in place, and I knew he’d be on edge.

At the other end of the horse, he’d be locked down by the neck and his chin would be held in place. His mouth would be held open with an O-ring gag which would remain in place until a cock was slid in. Matthew’s head would be in a position so that he could not turn at all and could not see anything going on behind him, only face forward and endure what was presented.

This position was ideal for cock sucking, as I saw it, because he’d have no choice but to open his mouth and accommodate. I had a half-hood available for those that wanted him totally blacked out and unable to even see what was going on.

There were some complaints, surprisingly, from those women that wanted full use of his ass. No, I explained to them, this session was meant to entirely focus him on the task at hand – the sucking of dick – and that the cock and ball torture was going to be directly related to how well of a performance he was giving. That seemed to appease them slightly, as now they had a method to their torment, and could pair off and have a real logic to their teams. One would make him suck cock, the other would apply the cock and ball torture to keep him motivated.

His ass, I assured them, would be the entire focus of his third stage – an opportunity for them to see how well he could endure the largest cock, the most severe ass fucking, all while remaining ungagged. A few ladies asked me about sound proofed walls, and laughter followed.

I smiled, and assured them that my Matthew could keep quiet. When he was forced to.

***

Watching Matthew endure for me was spectacular.

I took a fine seat just a few feet away from him, so I was able to watch him suck each cock as it was presented to him. Some ladies used a handheld dildo, others had fine strap ons in leather and latex harnesses. One woman had a cock that was curved, of all things, and watching him try to maneuver his lips around it was priceless.

What turned me on most of all was how well he could deep throat it. Despite the pain in his balls, the pressure of the cage as his cock stiffened instinctively, he managed to open his jaw wide and take the largest dick all the way down his throat. His eyes watered and his lips started to get puffy in a matter of minutes, but he kept on sucking.

I had a fine view of the best asses as they pumped in the direction of Matthew’s face. I heard the women grunt and call him names, from asswipe to cocksucker to fucktoy. I heard him moan in response, heard him grunt as his body twitched when one woman ruthlessly started in on his ball sac with a leather riding crop.

When someone put the hood on him, I took the opportunity to stand up and fasten my own harness in place. I raised my finger to my lips to alert my friends that I wanted no one to reveal that I had left my post of watching and moved in for action myself.

Instead, in stealth mode, I moved my body toward Matthew and waited until the tall, Amazon woman had stepped aside, listening to the familiar “pop” as her large black dick exited his tight lips.

He let out his breath, gasped, and licked the sides of his mouth with a visible wince, even though I could only see part of his face. I took my large, flesh toned dildo and pushed the tip of it into his cheek. Matthew immediately turned his face to find the head of it, searching blindly, searching eagerly to find the cock so he could get it inside of his mouth.

This was fascinating to me. Fascinating because I knew he didn’t like sucking cock. He didn’t like large, dick shaped objects in his mouth. He didn’t like the taste of latex or the feel of hard rubber in his mouth. Yet, he was driven to please, driven to do the best possible job. And in this case, it meant getting that cock into his mouth as quickly as it could.

I let him flounder for it. I kept moving it out of the way, then rotating my hips around and slapping him in the face with it mockingly. Giggles were heard around the room, and at the same time a woman behind me gripped his balls in her gloved hands and squeezed hard. He let out a yelp and I shoved the head of my cock into his mouth and he choked on it, startled.

She had been wearing vampire gloves, nasty leather gloves with tack-like protrusions on the padding, something I’m sure felt numbingly painful against his tender balls. She smiled at me and squeezed again, making his body rock against the restraints.

Matthew kept on sucking. He sucked on my dick even though his balls were on fire. He sucked on my dick even though his hips were twitching instinctively, trying to pull his body away from the pain. He sucked and his cock visibly stiffened in the metal cage, turning red at once.

I realized he recognized the feel of my cock. He knew he was sucking my dick, and despite the pain, it turned him on.

Matthew kept on sucking.


Part Seven

Even though I had fucked Matthew many times, this was different.

It was different because so many beautiful women were watching and making comments, it was different because he was hooded and could not see, yet I knew that he knew it was me. He knew by the way I was thrusting. He was so familiar with my style that he could tell when it was my cock that was in his mouth.

His enthusiasm for sucking my dick just made me wetter. He was unaware, it seemed, that his balls were bulging and on fire and that his cock was pulsing in the metal cage, strained, chaffing. All he seemed to be aware of was the thickness of my large shaft in his mouth and making sure he got every inch of it all the way down his throat.

It was glistening with his spit and the balls were slamming his chin. I was breaking a sweat as well, and the giggles and whispers started to soften and disappear until the room was silent except for the slurping of Matthew’s lips and his occasional moan.


Finally, Dandrea broke the silence by announcing, “This one’s gonna blow, just from sucking you off, girlfriend.”

She was indeed talking about his dick. It was impossible for him to cum in the device, but it was apparent to all that his load would be shot as soon as his cock was free. In fact, the amount of precum that was oozing out was remarkable. One lady reached over with a gloved hand to even scoop a little onto her fingertip and show it to me, raising her eyebrows as if to compliment me on my task.

I put my gloved hands in Matthew’s hair and kept pumping, finally whispering, “You want something to eat, cocksucker?”

All he could do was moan in agreement. Moan and whimper. He knew it was me of course, knew by my scent and now by my voice. I looked over to my girlfriend and nodded, with a smile, toward the desert table nearby. She grinned at me knowingly. It was so obvious to us – all of us women – what this was all about.

Matthew, meanwhile, had no idea. He just kept on sucking my dick as fingers reached under and freed his cock from the device, as gloved hands cupped his balls and then another reached around and handed me a plate of cheesecake. At least, I think it was cheesecake.

I wasn’t ready for the desert surprise – at least not yet. I shoved my cock all the way down Matthew’s throat and held it in place as I leaned over to one of my girlfriends – Annabella – and told her to open up his ass with the milking rod.

Matthew heard this and I saw his body tense, heard a faint whimper from him. He had hoped he was going to actually cum, but he knew that it was not a possibility – he knew he was going to instead be milked like an animal. A rod would be shoved up his ass and pushed into his insides and against his most delicate prostate until the cum oozed from him without the feeling of release. Without orgasm. Without pleasure. Instead, he would endure a painful, humiliating milking in front of the entire room of ladies.


And he had no idea that he was going to ooze cum all over the desert that he would soon be consuming. Of course, I left that part out.

***

Milking Matthew was a sheer delight. I enjoyed it from my vantage point – my cock in his mouth, bent over his body, his head pressed against me as he gagged and choked on the latex in his mouth.

The choking came in response to the rod being slid into his tight, tight asshole. He was well lubed and loosened up, but the rod was cold and medicinal and he knew all too well what was coming next.

I coached Annabella on how to push the rod deeper and deeper, and the rest of the ladies peered under Matthew’s belly to see his red, bulging cock being to deliver the semen. Cum first started to drip, ooze, and then flow even in moderate spurts. It looks like an orgasm in slow motion.

There were giggles as the white, creamy fluid was dripping onto the cheesecake. My lady friend made sure she circled the plate round and round so an even dose of cum was coating the entire top of the tasty desert. “Yummmmm – my!” one of the ladies comment, but she was quickly shushed by her friend who knew this was supposed to be a secret, of course.

Matthew was oblivious anyway. He had no idea this was happening, he was groaning, writhing in discomfort as the rod pushed deeper and deeper inside him and the cum continued to drip.

“There, there,” I said to him sympathetically. “You’ll feel so much better without that load weighting down your balls.”

I could tell his face was drenched in sweat under the hood as the scent of wet leather started to become so strong. That scent was one that turned me on more than anything, and the pressure of the strap on against my crotch and the sight of the cum-covered desert were enough to bring me back to my main focus – when my pleasure was going to come.

Finally, I slid back to remove my large cock from Matthew’s mouth. His response was to let out his breath and gasp, panting, exhausted. His lips were cherry red from the activity and his chin was covered with spit. He was a mess. I patted him on the head and asked him if he wanted some water.

I knew this was a trick question. Of course he would say yes, he was exhausted, spent. He was dying of thirst and would take anything at that time, and it didn’t matter that he knew I could be devious. He’d ask for water anyway.

“First, you need to taste some desert!” I told him, reaching out with a smile. The plate was handed to me. Part of me wanted Matthew to actually see the cum-covered mess he was about to eat. Anna had taken the liberty of smashing it up a little so the cum was mixed in quite well. It was still very visible in white, creamy blobs all over the top of the cheesecake.

Something about seeing a man eat cum-covered deserts fascinates women. They all jockeyed for position to see Matthew eat, and by the hush and the hustle I know he realized this was something horribly nasty. He probably imagined it would even be worse than what he was about to taste. It didn’t matter, I still planned to make it as humiliating as possible.

***

Cum-covered-cheesecake was first shoveled into Matthew’s mouth a forkful at a time, until finally he tasted it and wrinkled his nose and coughed some up. Then, all bets were off.

It was slight pandemonium as my friends reached over to help. One of my girlfriends grabbed his head to hold it in place, and then wound up straddling him to hold his head with her thighs above him. Another lady was plugging his nose with two fingers and calling him a “dirty piggy.”

I just kept shoveling, and another girlfriend scooped up part of the cheesecake and pushed it into his nose and mouth, inciting a round of cheers and applause from the audience.

“Lick up the mess!” I ordered Matthew, pushing the plate into his face and making him lick all around it. He was gagging on it. I knew he could taste more cum than anything else, because the load had been huge. The pieces of squished cheesecake started to cake onto his face and dry there. I used my fingers to scoop it off a little bit and then shoved more into his mouth.

“What do you taste, my slut?” I asked him.

“Cum,” he coughed, dejected.

“Say it louder so they can all hear you!” I hissed playfully, leaning down and getting closer to his face.

He coughed up some crumbs and lifted his head. “Cum,” he said. He paused, licked his lips, and added, “Cum and cheesecake.”

The ladies laughed at his clarification. I was expecting him to say something else, something funny perhaps. Like ask who made the cheesecake, or comment on which tasted better.

But apparently he was too exhausted. Or maybe he knew that the night wasn’t even close to over yet, and that his “snack” was a mere intermission.

I can say this was the first of many, many parties.  But that is a story for another time.
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