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Mistress was being especially hard with
Adam tonight; there was a reason for it of course, he just was unaware of it
and so he trudged through, hurrying to follow her orders.
And bungling many of them up in the process.


He was racking up quite the list of punishments tonight. That was sure
going to cost him tomorrow which was exactly how mistress wanted it.


Mistress had planned their 'quiet' evening at home in advance for
two specific reasons:


One, slave Adam had to be so tuckered out from coming that he
would need at least a week to recover, she intended to drain his pretty little
pecker dry tonight so he didn't leak and sputter tomorrow in front of
Mistress's friends. That would just be embarrassing for everyone.


Two, he needed to be punished. As a point of order, Mistress only
punished Adam if he did something reprehensible, but that didn't mean that
she couldn't orchestrate matters so that he had no choice but bungle things up
so much that she just had to punish him.


Mistress wanted to show off her little slave toy tomorrow evening
to her friend Jenny who was getting married. Tomorrow evening was her
bachelorette party during which mistress had promised to supply the
entertainment. In the form of Adam's delicious naked body.


Mistress smiled to herself at the thought of all she would do to him,
and have Jenny and her inebriated friends do with him.


She chose not to share this information with Adam; she liked to keep
her submissive slave on his toes and springing a surprise like this on him was
sure to fluster him, causing all kinds of adorable 'accidents' at the party.


She would let him know when it was time for him to dress and get ready,
perhaps an hour or two before the party.


For now, she needed his cock dry and she intended to achieve this goal
by having him come as many times as he was able in the space one evening.


Mistress didn't just hand out orgasms to slaves like that, especially
to slaves were behaving as poorly as Adam was tonight.


He had to earn his orgasms tonight like any other
night. In fact, he was earning one of his orgasms right this minute.


Adam's
hot tongue was slurping away at mistress's pussy, licking and sucking for
all he had. Strained as he was in an awkward position, he could only do so much
with his mouth.


Mistress had not allowed him use of his hands which she had
tied together at the wrists behind his back.


His knees were spread as he sat on the floor beneath mistress's
chair, craning his neck back to reach her crotch, hanging just on the edge of
the recliner to make it as uncomfortable for poor Adam as possible.


"Faster, slut!" mistress screamed and flicked her whip over
Adam's sensitive nipple causing him to wince and moan with the added
effect of causing him to lick and suck faster.


She glanced down at the stopwatch in her hand, thirteen seconds on the
clock were left in his four minute window to make her come.


"Chop, chop, baby boy." She said, breathing heavily, "If
mommy doesn't come this time, you don't get to rub your little ding dong and
you'll waste your orgasm."


She taunted him with her words and wiggled he hips over his face.


Adam's neck muscles strained and let out a strained moan of desperation,
this time he just had to make mistress come before the clock
ran out. If he did, he would only be one 'edging' away from having his
first real come in almost two weeks. His mind raced and the need to come drove
him to lick harder at mistress's delicious smelling pussy.


In a fit of desperation, he pushed his tongue, stiffening it as much as
he could into her entrance, risking what was sure to be a rough spanking for
entering any part of her without express permission. But he was desperate, he
needed her to come, needed to watch her head tip backwards and her thighs
clench, squeezing his head between them and trapping him so effectively that he
lost his breath for a moment.


He
shoved as much of his face into her pussy, rolling his tongue inn semi-circular
movements while she bucked her hips against his face and soon, she was moaning
her release and fisting her hand through his hair, nearly pulling it by the
roots while she came.


Just then, the beep of the stopwatch started up, announcing his victory
for this round.


Mistress released his hair and eased her legs from around his head,
sinking her delicate feet, toe nails painted fire-truck-red into the plush
carpet.


"Uhmm," she moaned, "That was very naughty
of you, my sweet little boy slut. I'll have to punish you for that…
later."


Adam didn't have the mental capacity right this minute to wonder why he
hadn't received any of his punishments for the evening, he sure had fucked
up enough to earn him a nice whipping that left him unable to sit for a week, at
least.


He knew better than to think mistress had gone soft, though. He
wouldn't make that particular mistake again.


"For now, I'll give you thirty five seconds to show me
one nice, big pearly drop of pre-cum on the tippy-tip of that sweet little slut
cock of yours.”


Before he was ready, the timer was on and his wrists were unbound.


He closed his eyes, trying his best to ignore the timer and focus on
his dick.


The game was rigged, of course. Adam could rub his cock to a nice
little come in thirty five seconds any day if he was determined to do it,
especially with his beautiful, menacing mistress standing in front of him,
dressed in nothing but a corset.


Her generous breasts poured out of the corset and
her fragrant, pink pussy visible to his eyes, still slick from his
mouth. But she had only let him edge himself till he started leaking pre-cum,
demanding that he give her five orgasms, and edge himself only once after each
orgasm, only allowing him a come after the fifth.


This served to get his dick to settle somewhat between each of her
orgasms. The dangling stopwatch did not help matters whatsoever.


"Rub, my sweet little slut." She said, "Rub your
sweet cock for me, I want to see that pre-cum now."


Adam's hands flew over his swelling cock and he almost regretted
seeing the first signs of the moisture seeping from his slit, trying to
hide it with his fist as best he could but of course, mistress was watching him
like a hawk.


"Enough." She yelled and her crop landed with a flesh-searing
sting on the exposed flesh of Adam's inner thigh and he screamed out loud, his
torso twisting. He was unable to close his legs or rub the painful welt
that was emerging at the top of his thigh.


Mistress leaned down and brought her face right up to his penis,
quivering with the strain of sustained erection. There was a round, pearly drop
of clear pre-cum hanging off the tip. She scooped it up with her index finger
and gazed into her slave's entranced face.


"Open wide, lover." She said and he complied, opening
his mouth and sticking out his tongue like a good little slave, allowing
he to smear the pre-cum onto his protruded tongue.


The salty taste was something he had grown used to over the years with
his mistress; she demanded he taste his own come often. A good slave should
always know what he tastes like, she thought.


There he sat, exhausted and frustrated when Mistress chained up
his hands once more.


"Hang in there, sweet slave." She said, straddling his
upturned face once again and pushing her clit into his face.


She used one hand to grab hold of his hair, steering his head
around and with the other, she whipped his chest, catching his nipples
more than once. The sensations of his head twisting for breath
underneath her and his muffled screams from the pain of the unceasing
lashes were heavenly and mistress rode her slave's face to her fifth
orgasm of the night.


 


When
she peeled herself up and stood in front of him, she was sated and
content.


"You did so well, my little pet." She said, "You
definitely earned this come."


Adam's eyes shot open; he had been caged for an entire two weeks
now, not allowed to take his dick out of its metal prison for anything.


Being unable to feel anything around his dick was torture, just like
she had intended it to be.


 Sometimes he felt as if he would go mad from the torture of not
being able to relieve some of his frenzied arousal.


But now was the moment, at last. He would be allowed to come, after
having given her five orgasms in the past two hours and edging himself to just
the cusp of orgasm four times, she was finally letting him jerk himself to
completion.


She untied his hands, leaving his ankles bound as they were and
produced another length of leather.


Adam's heart started beating frantically as he recognized the
contraption.


It was a short leather strap with a hole in the middle and two
clasps on either side. Mistress attached the two clasps to his thighs and
grabbed hold of both his balls, shoved them through the hole in the leather.


The cold sturdy strap felt constricting around his sack but the
sensation of slight discomfort made Adam buck his hips into the strap,
almost like he was trying to fuck the hole in the leather.


Mistress smiled as she watched him try to rise off the floor. His mouth
hung open and his breathing was loud with desire.


She took great pride in keeping him in this state almost all the
time; She loved watching his slack-jawed expression as he tried to twist
his body into impossible positions in an attempt to derive a modicum of
pleasure.


His hands were unbound but he didn't dare touch his dick which lay
obscenely hard and pointing straight up, leaning  on his hard flat
belly.


She ran her hand over his torso; she made sure to keep him in good
physical condition, making sure he ate well and slept well . After all, how
could she expect him to serve her needs if he was not at his best. Besides,
as hard as she liked to ride his tender ass, she knew he needed to
keep his strength up.


She liked her man slaves to be smooth and malleable, vulnerable looking
even.


Adam was a tall and lithe one and she liked that about him, especially
the way his long cock protruded from a thin frame like an over sized fishing
pole.


Now that she thought about it, she was starting to crave having his
dick between the folds of her labia. Maybe tomorrow after the bachelorette
party she would tie him down on the ground and make him fuck up into her pussy
with his legs splayed open.


She smiled and rubbed her breasts at the thought. But right now, her
slave needed to come and he needed it fast.


She leaned forward and grabbed his dick, relishing the sigh of absolute
pleasure that came from his lips.


She examined it; it was hard and stiff, the head engorged and shiny
with pre-cum, the eye winking at her, begging for stimulation.


She toyed with the notion of letting him hang there until he came
without any stimulation whatsoever. She knew it was possible; when she got
him in this state, orgasm was only inevitable.


She had done it to him once before as a punishment for masturbating
himself past the point when she ordered him to stop.


The crestfallen look on his face that day as his dick released a load
was hard to watch, and she had resolved not to use this punishment again unless
his offense was grave indeed. Luckily he was a good boy and didn't disobey his
mistress unless he truly couldn't help it.


She gave his dick a little shake and laughed at the way his eyes
rolled into the back of his skull.


"Okay, precious," she ran her hand up his stomach
and tweaked his nipple. "Rub that pretty pink dick for me, make your
little slave cock come for mommy."


His hands shot to his dick so quickly they were a blur of motion. He
wrapped both fists around his shaft and began pumping, the movement made by his
bucking hips was pulling his balls down as he pulled his dick up, pumping
it into his hands. The two opposite motions made his head buzz with
excitement and lust.


"Mistress, I'm so close, I'm about to shoot off, please, can I
come?" he asked, his voice strained from the effort of keeping his orgasm
at bay. He knew that if he came without receiving the express
permission it would be his own hide that would get tanned as a result.


She regarded him for a second longer but didn't prolong his
torture. He would receive enough of that tomorrow night at the party
and he had earned a little release.


"Yes, sweet slave, "She cooed and stroked this taint with the
tip of her whip, extracting a groan from him as he squeezed his dick tighter
and tighter. "Come your little heart out."


As soon as the word had left her lips, his cock had started shooting
thick ropes of viscous, white come. The load had been pent up for the better
part of the month and now, finally having found a way out of his aching, heavy
balls, did not seem like it was about to stop anytime soon.


Shot after shot landed all over his chest, his thighs and coated his
fisted hands, still gliding up and down his shaft. 


He
milked wads of come out of his cock, the head disappearing into his fist again
and again until, finally, he slumped back on the edge of the chair and let his
hands rest on the carpet.


He was covered in come and gazed up at his mistress in exhausted
loving worship.


"Thank you, mistress." He said and she leaned down to stroke
the fine light hair out of his face.


"May I sleep now?" he asked, eyes already swinging closed.


"Yes, sweet pet, you may sleep." She said, "You're going
to need all the rest you can get."


His mind registered her words too late for any comprehension to set in,
instead focusing on the sound of a click and the cold touch of his all too
familiar cage snapping around is dick once gain, almost comforting in its
familiarity.


 


"May I please know where we're going, mistress?" Adam asked
for the third time since she had lead him out of the car and down the long
winding corridor.


"No you may not, slave." She answered again.


She was close lipped, not giving anything away and instead tugged his
leash tighter, causing him to stumble and hurry along, bare feet padding
on the marble floor of the corridor leading down to the club proper.


He would find out for himself soon enough.


The corridor wound down into a set of wide marble stairs and she turned
to her slave, regarding his bound wrists; the leash extending from the
leather and spiked collar around his neck.


She reached behind his head and released the blindfold from around his
eyes.


"Start climbing down." She ordered and she held up a
hand. 


"No questions." She said


Adam looked down the stairs but could see nothing at the bottom.
Carefully, they descended, mistress leading him by the leash and
he, helpless to do anything other than follow.


As they walked down he began hearing notes of thumping, sensual music
accompanied by snatches of female laughter.


Adam froze of the bottom of the steps, eyes wide in surprise and bound
wrists held in front of him as if he were about to fly away.


"Mistress, is ther-," he gulped, unable to form the words he
needed to say "Are there people in there?"


"Not people, pet. Women." She answered the question he didn't
ask. No, she had assured him, no men were behind that door, no one who would
ridicule you for wearing mistress's chain, no one you would have to compare
yourself to.


"friends." She said and his agitation subsided, replace
instead by keen interest and arousal, evidenced by the jump of his
cage as underneath it, his dick began to stiffen and swell.


"Yes, baby, get that dick hard." She said and stood behind
her slave, wrapping both arms around his waist and hugging him tightly.
"We are going to have a lot of fun with you tonight, my sweet little
slave."


The heavy metal doors opened and the music assaulted their ears,
enveloping them in its warm cocoon and isolating them from the world outside.
The room became hushed all of a sudden, everyone turned to the entrance and
paused mid-conversation to stare at the voluptuous woman leading a tall, thin
man by a leash like a dog.


Slowly, the odd twenty or so women scattered around the room's gazes
slid down, taking in the hard length of his dick and the metal cage around it
and a collective sigh and giggle filled the room.


"Good evening, ladies." Mistress purred, clearly enjoying the
attention of the women on her boy toy.


"This is my slave Adam, as promised." She lead him to the
center of the room where a large chandelier dangled almost to to the top of
Adam's head and he felt he need to duck as they passed underneath it.


A slight, but curvaceous woman stepped forward from the crowd and made
her way to where they stood.


From the paper mache crown she wore and her obvious
inebriation Adam had to surmise that this was a bride to be.


Mistress and the woman embraced and ran their hands through each
other's hair by way of greeting.


"So this is Adam, huh?" the woman stood back
and appraised him.


She went around, looking Adam up and down and inspecting every inch of
his bare body. Finally, she came to a stand in front of him and cocked an
eyebrow toward his dick prison.


"can this come off, Vee?" she asked Mistress.


Adam's heart thumped and his dick responded to the question by
giving a small lurch of its own; 'Can I' it asked.


"Whatever you want, sweetheart. It's your night." Mistress
answered indulgently and the woman beamed, coming closer to Adam and hugging
her arms around him.


She smelled of champagne but it was not an unpleasant smell, just
a warm cloud of intoxication that exacerbated the warmth of her hug.


She hugged him as if he were a teddy bear, squeezing him and wrapping a
leg around his legs.


Then all at once, her hand dipped down to his ass cheek and pinched.
Hard. Adam jumped and the woman laughed.


"Jenny, don't get him too excited now. He still has a lot of
punishment to take before we can begin our fun." Mistress scolded her over
excited friend.


"I don't know what you're talking about, Vee." Jenny slurred
slightly, "My fun has already started."


They both laughed and Adam's cock lengthened painfully as they thrilled
over his tormented state.


Mistress had informed him that he was to receive his
punishments from last night this evening.  And now that he knew he
was to provide the 'entertainment' for Jenny's bachelorette party, he realized
that Mistress had saved up his punishments to be administered in front of the
whole gaggle of laughing women.


In fact, he was sure that last night's whole ordeal, which he had
thought was merely another of Mistress's little games was designed to make
him mess up as much as possible.


Mistress took center stage and the women all crowded around her,
watching Adam as she pulled his chained neck closer to her, leading him around,
displaying his naked body form every conceivable angle.


The eyes of the women on him were making his dick strain against its
metal prison and his breathing grow shallow and rapid.


"Ladies," mistress's voice carried, "My little slut boy
has been very, very naughty." She lay her hand across
Adam's chest, massaging his pectoral muscles and dragging her sharp nails
across his stomach.


"He was naughty and tried to shove his filthy little tongue inside
mistress's hole when he was instructed not to." She trilled, drawing
titters and gasps form the crowd.


"And for that, he's going to receive twenty lashes." She
finished sweetly.


The woman roared and clapped, greedily lapping up his humiliation and
despite his shame, he was aroused beyond belief, his whole body tingling with
lust at being the object of these women's excited murmurs and hungry glances.


By the time mistress had listed his infractions, he was
looking at more lashes than he cared to think about; this was going to be a
long night. 


Mistress turned to face him and seeing his terror, cupped his face
between her hands and brought her lips to his, kissing him and
pushing her warm tongue into his mouth.


"Breathe, pet. Just breathe." She spoke into his mouth and
her words filled him with the confidence he needed to obey as she tightened her
pull on the leash and pulled him down to kneel on the chair placed in front of
him.


The chair was padded and comfortable and he was thankful for his
Mistress for her selection, at least his knees would be comfortable throughout
the evening.


"Poor little Adam," she cooed in false sweetness, "Your
ass is going to be put through such a rough time tonight."


She lifted her leg and placed the pointed heel of her stiletto on his
ass where it sank into his soft skin with a sharp stab of pain.


"Spread those cheeks, slut. Show everybody that warm little man
cunt." She said, louder this time for the benefit of the gaggle of
spectating women.


Adam's hands trembled with the delicious mixture of anxiety and head
tilting lust at this obscenely exhibitionist act.


He placed his sweaty hands on his ass cheeks and dragged them apart,
feeling the cold air touch his sphincter.


Goose pimples spread across his skin and he leaned
forward onto the back of the chair.


His anus winked open and closed, almost like it had a mind of its own,
almost like it knew what was coming.


"For his colossal fuck ups, my sweet little fuck toy will have to
keep his hands right where they are throughout his punishment."


Adam's sharp intake of breath at his mistress's words was lost among
the wild roar of whoops rising from the women. And mistress took the opportunity
to begin his torment with a well-placed slap of her riding crop, aimed
directly inside the cleft of Adam's exposed ass.


He screamed and his vision went dark around the edges.


The women quieted down a bit, taken aback by the force of Mistress's strike,
unable to believe that she had whipped her slave across his exposed
asshole.


"Adam's little man hole needs to be nice and red for his fucking
tonight." She announced to the crowd and proceeded to pepper his ass
cheeks with stinging blows.


His pain tolerance was high, she knew, but she was pushing
him especially hard tonight. Mistress insisted on delivering hard
punishments instead of the soft stuff other dommes liked to dole out.


Hers was more of a disciplinarian style: she preferred well
behaved submissive and lenient punishments made for not so disciplined
ones.


Adam had learned a long time ago to grit his teeth and bear her hard
punishments, but found he would not give them up for anything. They gave his
life structure and his Mistress was always fair, never actually
punishing him unless he had done something to deserve it.


The slaps that fell across the tops of his thighs were all of the same
quick, severe hand which is why he was surprised when the force changed
suddenly, becoming softer and less assured.


He twisted his head around to find that behind him stood the bride.


Jenny held the crop somewhat awkwardly, eyes laser focused on Adam's
puckered hole and his caged dick and balls, hanging heavily between his splayed
legs.


Again he felt the kiss of the crop, but this time, she seemed to have
gathered momentum and the blow struck closer to his sphincter than
the last.


He gritted his teeth and waited for the inevitable to happen.


"Thank you so much for doing this." He heard her say. She had
leaned forward to speak to his and timidly, she touched the wrinkled skin
of his sack.


Adam's back arched, sensitive to any kind of stimulation as she rubbed
him through the opening of his cage.


"My fiancé would ever agree to this and I've always been curious."
her voice trailed off, she seemed uncertain but her voice was full of some sort
of wonder, as if she was enjoying this almost as much as he was.


"I guess I just wanted to know what it would be like." She
finished and with decisiveness, bent her head and pressed her lips to the side
of his face, catching his earlobe and giving him a kiss, a peck really.


Adam
would have laughed at how chaste the kiss was compare to what her hand was
doing between his legs but he busied his mouth with a moan instead.


Out of nowhere, the blow he had forgotten about came, straight on his
sensitive entrance. His 'man cunt' as his mistress affectionately referred to
it.


The crowd jeered, emboldened now that their bride was having her fun
with the slut slave and Adam heard smatterings of suggestions and more
that made his  head swim with over stimulation as Jenny's hand
pinching the skin of his sack while the whip fell again and again on his flesh.


By the time she let up, he had no more voice to scream, his dick
was leaking through the cage and his ass was sticking out obscenely over
the edge of the chair, begging to be had. Begging for a good, hard fuck..


His brain was so fogged over that he didn't even feel the final
swats that landed on his exposed ass. He couldn't have said for sure if they
caught his ass or his contracting and expanding hole, or even if they had
burned his sack.


He was solely fixated on the tension in his convulsing dick,
unable to verbalize his plight. All the more exacerbated by the fact that
all these women, dressed to the nines were watching him being whipped and
beaten, prodded and completely exposed to them.


The fact that any one of them, could reach out and do to his vulnerable
body whatever she willed was terrifying to him, yet arousing beyond compare.


He trusted his Mistress implicitly, but these women he did not know.


He pushed the thought out of his head and concentrated on the
comforting presence of his mistress beside him.


She was caressing his hair, cooing to him in the tone she always
adopted after his punishments.


"Good boy, my sweet slut." she said, running a hand over his
welted and bruised ass which he was sure was black and blue by now,
"You took your punishment like a good little slave. Mistress is proud
of you, baby boy."


This she whispered into is ear, in a mumble designed to be heard
by his ear only and somehow the gesture made him feel stronger, more able to
face whatever they had in store for him tonight.


It was as if she were telling him to be strong, to obey. And he wanted
to obey, he lived to obey her every desire and so he grit his teeth and
suffered as she massaged his abused ass and ran afinger  between his
cheeks all the way down his taint and balls.


Her fringes probed his hole and he shivered. He felt the wet
trickle of must have been lube spray onto his tender anus and mistress's finger
slipped in to the first knuckle.


Adam squirmed, teeth clenching at the pain of his smartened asshole
being probed.


The women were quiet now, not jeering anymore. they were watching her
every move.


Adam felt his whole body flush with embarrassment now that he was
certain everyone's eyes were on him, laser focused. The charged atmosphere
felt like a physical weight descending upon his body as Mistress
worked two then three fingers into him, stretching him open in preparation for
what he knew must follow.


"Come over here, Jenny." she said "You're the star of
the party so you get the honors."


Adam heard the familiar clicking of a harness fastened into place
and reflexively, his back arched, legs spread just a bit wider and his dick
jumped, screaming with desire.


He looked back to confirm what he already knew; jenny was sporting a
strap on that he knew well.


It was is Mistress's favorite cock toy to use on him; molded with
Adam's own body in mind, the curve and bend fit him like a key in a lock.


This key would now be used to unlock his asshole by someone other than
his mistress for the first time and although he was fairly used to being
pegged; his mistress had his ass well trained to her liking, he found himself
trembling at the prospect of being under the mercy of someone else.


"Work that cock into his ass slowly, Jenny." Mistress guided
the head of the cock to his entrance, coaching her friend in how to fuck him.


Adam stole a glance at Jenny; her small frame looked disproportionate
to the large latex cock hanging from her pelvis and her
face scrunched in absolute concentration, eyes glued to the tip of
the dildo as it smeared the lube around his anus.


"Come on, bitch boy, spread those cheeks open and show us your
winking hole."


Adam did as ordered and Jenny began to exert pressure on his
anus. The tip of the cock popped into his ass and he felt the
familiar rush of stretching send pleasure through his body.


"Just like that. he loves getting his ass filled with
huge cock. Don't you, my slut?"


"I do mistress. I love getting my ass fucked." Adam answered
mechanically, panting around the word as Jenny began to fill his ass with the
cock until he was full, totally and completely.


He felt the fabric of her black dress on his sore ass cheeks
and the friction made him wince. The heady joy of being full to the brim
with cock made his head swim with joy and his own cock leaked with the
pleasure of it while Jenny began moving her hips experimentally.


Her movements were choppy at first as she worked out how to fuck
someone with a cock, something she had never done before but she grew
accustomed to the hip bucking that produced the deepest possible penetration in
no time.


She figured out that moving her hips in a more circular motion, as
opposed to a simple back and forth one made the full girth of the dildo
stretch Adam's ass as it went in or out of his hole, adding to the stimulation.


She tuned herself to his gasps and moans, the more he showed
enthusiasm to a particular motion, the more she hammered him again and
again in that same way, working to get the most out of him.


Unbeknownst to Jenny, she was hammering his prostate, the tip of the
cock pushing against it with every hammering thrust, causing his dick to
quiver as the tension in his body rose but found no release.


He wailed and begged, causing her to take pity on him.


"Can't we let him out now, Vee?" she said, out of breath but
bubbly with enthusiasm "Pretty please, for me?"


Mistress regarded them both, her slave had been through quite a lot and
he still had quite a bit more to go through tonight.


"Well, do you promise to behave, bitch?" she asked him.


Adam shrieked his assent, hardly believing his luck; he could kiss
Jenny right now and he did kiss her the moment he was loose. He fell onto
the floor and ran his tongue over her high arched feet, toes painted a
pretty coral and peeking through her open stiletto.


"Thank you Mistress Jenny." he said in worshipful respect.


Jenny's eyes lit up at the gesture and she stroked his head, smoothing
back the hair that had fallen into his eyes.


"You're welcome, honey." she said, "Now open up those
legs and show me that little man hole again." she finished sweetly.


Adam hurried to comply with her order, looking up at his mistress who was
smiling her assent.


He sat on the chair, back pressed into the cushions and lifted his
legs, bracing each foot on an arm rest and letting his knees part to where
everyone could see his dick and balls standing stiff between his reddened
thighs.


Jenny held her hand out for the crop and mistress placed it into her
palm. She ran the tip of it along the seam between his balls, testing his
sensitivity. Adam's eyes rolled into the back of his head as Mistress
grabbed hold of his shaft, clearing the path so jenny could toy with his balls
all she wanted.


Her hand was now firmer with the crop, he noticed. She had
taken to it like a dream.


He didn't dare move out of his spot or close his legs while she delivered
the stinging blows. His Mistress's hand squeezed his dick, milking the
pre-cum out of it while Jenny hit his balls with short little flicks of the
crop.


"Do you like having you balls spanked, slave?" she asked


Adam's eyes couldn't focus on her face but her voice was closer. The
warmth of her closeness driving him wild.


When he failed to answer, she delivered another stroke
causing the words to tumble out of his mouth in a rush.


"Unnh, yes mistress Jenny!" he screamed.


"Yes, what, bitch?" she aimed her crop to his shaft this
time, leaving him struggling to find breath to answer her.


"I'm sorry mistress Jenny, I love getting balls spanked." he
said, teeth gritted against the lingering flame torture.


Mistress massaged him where the crop had landed, murmuring to him while
he fought the urge to lift his hips up and down into her palm.


"I'll bet," she said and scooped up a drop of his pre-cum
onto her index, holding it up for all the gathered women to see.


"Are you going to come while I spank your balls, slut?" she
asked and extended the finger to Adam, holding it near his lips as he
obediently opened his mouth.


She placed another and then another inside his mouth until all four
fingers were stretching his lips and then began sliding them across his tongue,
fucking his mouth with her fingers.


"Well, are you?" she asked, gagging him.


Adam nodded his head and choked out a 'yes, mistress' as best he could.


She drew her hand out and slapped him across the face with it, leaving
a wet, red imprint on his cheek.


"Come before I tell you to and I WILL put your little cock back in
prison, understood?" She said.


Adam nodded and gritted his teeth, breathing as deeply as he could and
counting the seconds silently in an attempt to bring calm to his raging
erection.


His eyes scanned around the room; all these women had come here tonight
to watch his torment and he was gripped by a sudden fear of displeasing them.


As a slave, Adam lived his life in service of his Mistress
and anyone she deemed was to step in her place whenever she chose.


His whole mind focused on not disappointing his mistress, or
Mistress Jenny who was lubing up the cock again and placing it at his
entrance.


She grabbed his legs, spreading them wide and placing his ankles all
the way by his face.


He was completely open to her and she started reaming his hole
faster and harder than before, his prostate screamed as the tip of the
giant dildo hit it with every thrust.


Tears stung his eyes from the effort of containing his orgasm and
to make matters worse, Mistress Jenny's hand continued to work his balls,
pinching and slapping them, making it impossible for him to hold a
single coherent though in his mind


"Mistress, Please," he shouted over the slapping sound and
the jeering of the crowd, "Please may I come."


She let him dangle there for a few seconds, pumping his ass once more
before she looked him in the eyes, burying her cock into his ass as deep as it
would go and watching as he screamed, legs twitching.


She grabbed hold of the base of his cock and stroked it once then
tightened her grip around the base.


"Come, slut." she said so low that he wasn't sure he heard
her correctly.


His dick did not, however, wait for confirmation and thick white globs
of come shot from his slit and landed all over his stomach, seeping down into
the crack of his ass where mistress continued to pump in and out, the dildo
sliding smoothly with the added lubrication of his hot come.


"Now look what you did, baby." Mistress Jenny held her hand
to Adam's lips again, this time it was coated with his come and he stuck out
his tongue, greedily lapping it up, cleaning her with his mouth, grateful and
elated.


The spell was broken when his mistress stroked his cheek and leaned
down to give him a small kiss and turned around to face the ring of women who
still stared at Adam's splayed body.


He thought they seemed rather closer than they were standing before,
and drawing in closer still. Tightening the ring around him.


"My turn now!" an excited voice chirped from behind him and a
woman stepped forward and was handed the strapon.


"Well," Mistress said, "You are the
maid of honor, Tammy."


All three of them looked down at him gleefully as murmurs and tsks rose
from the rest of the women.


"Don't worry, ladies." Mistress announced "There's
plenty of him to go around."














 


Ready for some
more kinky Femdom action by Susanne?


Cruel Mistress: Femdom/malesub/Fm/CBT


Tonight was supposed to be
a special night; Mistress was finally allowing her sub the release he had been
denied for oh, so long, but when a rash indiscretion on his part lands him in
trouble, Mistress is forced to administer some much needed discipline and teach
him a hard lesson.



What will Mistress do to correct her sub's disobedience?
Whatever it is, she's sure he won't be challenging her authority anytime soon.



A CBT, orgasm denial Femdom erotic short







Secretary On
Top: Femdom/malesub Erotica


"Tomorrow, I was going to become my boss's
Mistress."



Elena's boss is an infamous hard ass, but everyone
has secrets and when Elena discovers her boss's naughty, dirty secret, she
hatches a plan to take full advantage of the situation and get her smoldering
CEO of a boss to bend to her will for a change.



The boss man is in for the experience of his life.
Will he learn the joys of submission or will this proud man struggle to respect
the authority of his new Mistress?


His First Pegging: FemDom/First time malesub


Daniel can't keep his eyes off Mistress Arielle. In fact,
he keeps coming back again and again to watch her bend helpless male subs over
and have her way with them.



What he doesn't realize is that he's caught
Mistress's eye as well, and she has plans for him; She wants to show him just
how much fun it can be to be completely under the control of a wickedly
seductive Mistress.



Can Daniel handle being Mistress's submissive or
will the heat prove to much for him to handle?
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