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Synopsis

Out in the hall way they’re just plain old Mark and Hannah. But behind closed doors, they’re Mistress and Slave.

After bumping into each other at a conference sparks fly immediately, but Hannah has one rule. If Mark wants to play then he has to be her sex slave.

They have three days together. Humiliation, chastity and Femdom will all take place.

Mark has no choice but to be submissive to Hannah’s humiliation. He will be forced into becoming an obedient and submissive sex slave and Hannah will make him love it.
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WEDNESDAY
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The hotel lobby was large and bustled with the footfall of people as they came and went. I waited in line at the front desk, so I could check in, get to my room and get some much needed sleep. The flight over had been long and I was greatly overdue some. I had to admit the place looked pretty swanky. I had to spend the next three days in Memphis for a conference. I wasn’t thrilled at first when I was told I’d  have to come, but now I was thought of it as a break, a mini-adventure. I always liked the romance of travel; it was the three day long conference on nut wrench technology advancements I wasn’t so thrilled about. 

I finally checked in and made my to the elevator, punched the button for the door and stood waiting looking at the faux marble interior.

“Mark? Mark Walsh?” I spun around to see who had called my name and to my surprise I saw a beautiful blonde stood right beside me.

“It is Mark right? It’s me – Hannah Voss! We went to high school together!” For about three seconds I acted like I couldn’t place her, but the truth is that I could never forget Hannah in a million years. She had always been the hottest girl in school. Her legs stretched for miles, her ass and tits were like a playboy bunny, she had a great figure and those beautiful big blue eyes….

“Oh my god!” I said. I placed my bags onto the floor and went in for a hug, “Hannah! How the hell are you doing?” It felt good to have my arms wrapped around her – they slipped around her petite figure easily.

We exchanged the pleasantries that people do after not seeing each other for five or ten years. It turned out she was in town for the same conference as well.

“Yeah I’ve been in wrench tech now for about six years…” I couldn’t help but be transfixed by her beautiful smile as she spoke. She was wearing a thin pencil skirt that accentuated the curves of her body brilliantly, and a white blouse from which her cleavage busted out the top. I had always wanted to fuck her when we were younger – we’d made out once at party but nothing had ever come of it.

The elevator dinged to mark its arrival and we stepped in together. Not only did it turn out we were on the same floor, but our rooms were right next to each other and they were adjoining. As we stood in the corridor outside our doors we made small talk about the stacking coincidences.

“Listen it’s so good to see you Mark. Are you in town for the conference until Friday?”

“Yeah, I’m here until Friday afternoon. You as well?”

“Sure am!” She rolled her eyes and spoke with mock enthusiasm. We stood there for a moment in the corridor just staring at each other and smiling, we shared an awkward laugh.

“Say Mark – I’m just kind of thinking out loud here but I didn’t really have any plans for tonight. I was just going to get drunk at the bar and watch old movies. Maybe you’d like to get dinner later on-”

“I’d love to.” I hadn’t meant to interrupt her, but damn if I Hannah was asking me down for dinner I was going to say yes. A huge smile spread across her face.

“Well – great! What do you say we settled down for an hour or two and when I’m ready I’ll come over and knock?”

“That sounds great Han. I’ll see you in a bit.”

We disappeared into our respective rooms. I looked around the suite – it was nice. For once the company hadn’t spared any expense. I remember my boss had mumbled something about being under spent for the tax year, but this was nice. I put my bags down fell onto the bed and then I heard a knock at the front door. I jumped up again, cursing to myself silently and ran to it.

I opened the door but the hallway was empty, then I heard the knock again. It was coming from the adjoining door. I ran over and clicked it open, Hannah was stood on the other side.

“Hey Mark. Sorry to interrupt you.” I couldn’t help but stare at her, she had somehow changed in the minute or two we had been apart. She was wearing a pair of tight pink gym shorts and a white  top with thin straps. I looked at her long golden legs and tried not to stare at her perfect breasts.

“Oh hey…yeah no that’s fine Han. That’s a good idea! Is everything alright?”

“Yeah it’s just…we haven’t got a lot of time with each other this week. And I – Well. I always liked you when we were in school together Mark, but I never really had the guts to say it out loud to your face.”

I felt myself blushing slightly, “Hannah I-”

She took a deep breath and then she said it.

“Do you want to fuck me Mark?”

That question. That question knocked all the air out of my body, sucked every drop of blood out my brain and sent it down towards my dick, which throbbed in my pants now. I stood in the door way for a moment reeling from its impact. I mostly certain did want to fuck Hannah, but I had never anticipated before that things would be this upfront.

“I….what?”

“Do you want to fuck me?” She repeated the question slowly and carefully. She pointed her finger at me and then back at herself.

“…yes.” I said quietly. A huge smile broke across her face, and mischief danced in her eyes. My heart pounded in my chest, I took a step forward and leaned in the door way. Was this really happening?

“That’s what I thought Mark. But there’s something that you need to know about me. And I want to get it out into the air as fast as possible. So if you want to play with me that is fine. But is has to be by my rules and on my time.”

I felt my hard on pressing against the fabric of my trousers even more now, a huge fucking ranging hard on. I wanted more than anything to bury it deep into her tight pussy.

“Okay?” I said, a little confused to where she was going with this.

“Step into my room, sit on the bed and wait a second.” I did as she said, took my jacket off and hung it on the back of the adjoining door. As I sat on the bed I readjusted myself, trying to relieve the raging boner in my pants.  Hannah disappeared into the bathroom again and came out carrying a small black case, she placed it on a chair and opened it facing away from me.

“This might seem completely fucking nuts to you Mark. But if you want to fuck me then this is the only way. I could tell when you laid eyes on me down in the lobby that you wanted to.”

“So – if you want to play. That’s what we’re going to do to. But first of all you have to make the choice.” She put her hand into the travel case on the chair and pulled out a small black studded collar.

I looked at the collar on the bed. It was black leather with a neat row of small silver studs. I looked back up at Hannah, trying to assess if she was being serious or not.

“I can appreciate that you probably think this is crazy.” She said. “And it’s fair enough for you to say that. I’m bonkers Mark, I’m fucking off my trolley.” She paced back and forth across the hotel room and tugged at her wrist nervously.

“But.” Her toned turned serious. “I know you want to fuck me. And I know I want you to be my play thing. So why not just get it out in the open? I’ve wasted too much of my time pussy footing around with guys who just want to lie on top and do missionary three times a week. No thank you!” She threw her hands in the air as the said the last part.

I’d always heard from my buddies in school that Hannah had a little bit of a wild side, but I’d never got to see it myself. Still, sitting there on the bed watching her march around the hotel room in those tight pink shorts and that white strap top...the idea of being her sex slave for a week was intensely arousing, and my boner was aching to be inside her now.

“So - these are the rules mark. When we’re inside these hotel walls you’ll do whatever I say. You will call me ‘Mistress’, and you will never speak to me unless spoken to. You eat when I say you eat. You sleep when I say you sleep. You cum when I say you cum. I can’t stress to you how important this last bit is. You can only cum, when I say you can cum. That’s the long and short of it really. Pretty simple actually.”

She talked fast, a clear sign that she was nervous. I got the impression she had done this before, but broaching the subject this abruptly was new grounds even for her. The silence of the hotel room hung heavy, I looked back down at the collar on the bed again, wondering what it would look like around my neck.

“I can understand this is a lot to take in at once. So I’ll give you a little time. I’m going to jump in the shower. I’m a bit sticky from driving in this Tennessee heat, so I’ll take my time. But by the time I come out, I want my answer either way. If you think this is all rather fucking crazy and you don’t want to play, then that’s fine. Just shut the door between our rooms, lock it and I won’t bother you for the rest of this week. We can pretend we never even bumped into each other.” I cleared my throat, speaking for what felt like the first time in ages.

“And If I choose to stay?” Her eyes lit up for a moment as I said this and she tried to bury her excitement.

“If you want to play you put on the collar, strip from your clothes and be waiting on your knees on the floor by the time I get out the shower. If you decide to do this, there’s no backing out. Please understand that.” I nodded quietly,  to acknowledge what she had said.

With that she felt enough had been explained, she turned on her heels and faced towards the bathroom. Without saying anything, she put both her hands on the waist band of her shorts, and slid them all the way down past her knees onto the floor. I sat there on the bed with my mouth agape, my cock positively screamed to be let out of my trousers. She looked even better naked than I had imagined. Her long sun bronze legs were slim and svelte, leading up to an unbelievably sculpted ass that was full yet seemed to defy gravity.

With another quick motion she pulled off her top and bra and let them fall to her feet next to the shorts. There she stood with her back to me, completely naked from head to toe. She turned slightly to look at me, still keeping the front half of her body covered. “You have 10 minutes Mark.” She walked into the bathroom, shut the door behind her and fired up the shower.
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The second I heard the water hit the shower floor I stood up and looked again at the collar on the bed. I picked it up, turned it over in my hands. I felt the cool smooth leather, considering everything that Hannah had just said.

Was she fucking crazy?

Here we were, reunited after a decade apart, in each other’s companies for less than fifteen minutes and she was asking me to be her sex slave for the next three days, to comply to her every demand. I paced around the room mindlessly while I contemplated the ridiculousness of it all. My boner hadn’t shifted at all, seeing her naked at only made it worse. There’s no way I would be doing it, I couldn’t - it was out of the question. Do whatever she said no questions barred? Where would she draw the line?

Don’t get me wrong, I definitely wanted to fuck Hannah. But if it had to be on these terms, then it just wasn’t going to happen. I could always pick up some floozy at the hotel bar any given night of the week. I wasn’t anything special with women but maybe after enough expensive cocktails I’d look like a suitable candidate for a one night stand…

I walked out her room, through the adjoining door and stood in the center of my room, and looked at the case on my bed which I hadn’t even had time to unpack yet. I could grab the case now, go down stairs to reception and asked to be moved to a different room. Hell I could be asked to be moved to a different hotel, I’m sure this company had another franchise a couple of blocks over.

No. I couldn’t just leave. Even if I didn’t want to do this it wouldn’t feel right completely blanking Hannah for the rest of the week. I played her voice over in my mind, going over the rules she had just laid out. Thinking about it I felt myself getting hard again. There was something about that idea that made my cock tingle. Something about being completely in the control of someone else…I had never considered something like that before in my life.

I looked down and noticed I was still holding the collar in my hands. The leather felt nice against my hands, the small silver studs cool yet hard to the touch. No. It’s too much. I’ll walk back into Hannah’s room, I’ll put it back on the bed, close the door, have a couple of whiskeys from the mini bar and get some much needed rest.

I walked over to the bed to put the collar on the bed when I caught something out of the corner of the eye. I turned to see what it was and noticed it was just my reflection in a mirror. There I stood in the middle of the room, in my trousers and work shirt. Apart from the collar, I looked so completely bland, so completely normal. When had I turned into this person? How long had I been another faceless corporate pulse?

I walked nearer to the mirror, looked at my wrinkled skin and bloodshot eyes. When the hell did I get so old looking? I was only in my early thirties but...this just looked bad. Maybe it was the hotel lighting, I remembered reading an article saying that hotel lighting was the most unflattering in the world, or had that been airport lighting?

I held the collar closer, found the clasp and opened it. What harm would it do to see what it looked like? Something to cross off the bucket list! Wear a dog collar!

I put the collar on. It looked...good. It felt a little tight against my throat, like the first time I’d ever worn a tie that I’d knotted by myself. I felt overly conscious of it. But that would disappear with time...providing I even agreed to this thing.

This was ridiculous. There’s no way I’d be going through with it, enough was enough. I put my hands to the collar reached to unclasp and heard the shower shut off behind me. Caught by surprise, I spun around and stared at the door. There’s no way that was 10 minutes! Was she testing me? …She had to be testing me.

“I’m nearly done!” Hannah sang from the bathroom. I looked back at the adjoining door between the bedrooms, and back again to my face in the mirror, the cool black collar pressing into the skin of my neck. Ah…fuck it.

*

The bathroom door clicked and swung open. Hannah stood with a towel wrapped around her body and another on her hair. She paused for a moment in the doorway, retied the towel against her torso and walked into the bedroom.

I’d thrown my clothes onto the floor by the bed in a pile, there hadn’t been time do to anything else with them. Pressed up against the carpet, I could feel my knees starting to hurt as I knelt on them, but I didn’t move. Apart from the collar, I was completely naked. I had my hands palm down on the tops of my thighs and I was trying to sit upright as still as possible.

Hannah walked in without even looking at me, went over to the mirror on the other side of the room and began rubbing her hair between the towel.

I opened my mouth to speak, feeling somewhat confused. Had I gotten the wrong end of the stick here? Was this all just one big joke? Had I fallen for some complete and utter tragic prank designed to see what extremes a lonely man would go to for a bit of sex?

Hannah threw the towel from her head on to the duvet and examined herself in the mirror. The towel that was covering her body slipped off and she stood there completely naked.

“I hate my body so much,” she said to herself as if I wasn’t even in the room. “Why have I got to be so fat?” She lifted up her incredibly pert breasts with her hands as if to suggest she thought they sagged, ran her hands down her hips and across her ass with a grim expression on her face and rolled her eyes.

The silence was too much. I had to say something.

“Hannah I-” She spun around on the spot, marched over and grabbed my face with her hand. She was smiling but her eyes were open wide, she looked completely mad.

“What...did you just call me?”

I shot my eyes down and looked around the floor, trying to think what it was I supposed to call her. Wait...Mistress! I remembered now.

“Mistress!” I said eagerly, “Mistress - I’m sorry.”

Her grip tightened and her fingers pushed my cheeks towards my nose, which hurt a little. She leaned in closer, just inches from me now and stared into my eyes.

“What are you sorry for…slave?”

My eyes darted around looking for an answer. I looked down at my lap and saw my cock standing tall between my legs...why the hell did I have an erection. Was I actually enjoying this?

“I...er...I called you by the wrong name Mistress.” I don’t know how, but now that I was wearing the collar and Hannah had a hold on my face like this - it was like every ounce of courage I’d ever had was gone. I couldn’t even look her in the eye anymore. I felt intimidated, I felt....out of control.

“And?” She raised an eyebrow, and loosened her grip a little.

“And?” I parroted back to her, unsure what she wanted me to say.

“And what else are you sorry for slave?”

“I….I don’t know Mistress!” I closed my eyes, completely unable to look at her at all. I felt truly ashamed...how was I getting this all so wrong so fast?

“You broke two rules slave. You spoke without being spoken to and you failed to call me by name.” She stood up and tilted my face upwards. From where I knelt she towered above me. When she had come out of the shower I had been sat bolt up right, trying my best to look the part, but now I had been berated my spine was bent and I was slouched over forwards. From where she was stood her pussy was just inches away from my face. I looked past it, past the underside of her glorious breasts and into the steely gaze of her dominating stare.

“So you’ve broken two rules slave and you’ve been in here for less than a minute.” She tutted loudly, shook her head and slapped my cheek softly with the hand that had been holding it.

She paced around the room slowly, turning her attention back to me every couple of seconds and speaking to herself out loud.

“What are we going to do with you slave?” She said quizzically. “How am I going to punish you?”

She walked to the case on her bed and opened it. She looked around for a moment as if searching for something that she had lost and then pulled it out. A riding crop.

“Get on your feet slave and come over to Mistress.” I did as she said, and walked over to her by the front of the bed.

“Put your hands on the table over there and spread your legs. Wide.”

I looked at the table sheepishly for a moment, walked over and placed my hands on the cool laminate surface.

“Now - now now.” Hannah said to herself whilst striding over to me. “Tell your mistress that you’re….sorry!” She screamed the last word, rose the crop high. It whooshed through the air and into the skin of my bare behind.

“AAA!” I yelled loudly, the pain of the spank had caught me by surprise, prompting my whole body to tense and tighten. I felt the tip of my cock lift and press against the underside of the table, I was harder than a slab of concrete.

“You liked that slave didn’t you?” She spanked me again, but harder this time. I jumped and let out another yelp as the crop slapped against my buttock. I could feel my ass glowing red from the sting of the pain.

“I said...you liked that didn’t you slave!” The crop slapped into my ass once more, sending jolts of pain and pleasure up my body and out of my mouth.

“Yes Mistress...yes...I’m sorry.”

“I don’t think you are sorry slave. At least you don’t seem sorry to me.” She stroked the tip of the crop softly against my ass in small circles, ran it down the back of my leg and up the inside to tickle my balls. “Maybe we could try something…”

I heard the whoosh of the crop rushing through the air and felt it smack into my testicles. The pain was too much to bear. I doubled over on the desk, strained to shout but no sound came out at all. A deep feeling of nausea swirled in my stomach and I fell to the floor clutching my fists. Above me I heard Hannah laugh.

“Oh I’m sorry Slavey...was that a little too much?” I couldn’t answer back, my mind was only focused on the pain. I felt her place her foot on my hip and pull backwards, rolling me on to my back. My knees were still doubled over from the pain, but she brushed the crop against the tops of them lightly and tapped. I straightened my legs out in response.

Lay there on my back with my hands in fists at my side, I had my eyes closed and tried to breath out the pain that was still radiating from my groin. Despite the pain I noticed I still had a massive hard on. What was this girl doing to me?

“Maybe it was too much, slave.” She said whilst looking down at me writhing on the ground. “I’m sorry - we should probably work you up to stuff like that. I hadn’t realised you were….such a sissy.”

The word dropped from her mouth into the room like a stone into a still lake. I grimaced involuntarily at the insult, she saw it - she liked the reaction it had caused.

“Yes Slavey….you’re my little sissy boy. But you’ve been punished enough for now.” She knelt down to the floor and ran a hand through my hair.

“It’s not your fault you’re a stupid little man. There’s so many rules to remember and it’s only your first day being a slave!” She had put on a motherly voice and spoke to me like I was a child being reproached for stealing cookies. I hated it - but I loved it at the same time.

“How about Mistress gives Slavey a little reward?” Hannah perked her voice up a little as she continued to stroke her fingers through my hair softly. “Would you like that Slavey?”

I looked up at her and nodded solemnly.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Get up on your knees Slavey and stand behind Mistress here at this desk.” I moved to my knees like she said and knelt in front of the table. Hannah stood at the desk with her back to me, hands flat on the surface as I had just done, her legs spread wide apart. Speaking to the wall, she addressed me from the front.

“Lean forward Slavey baby, I want you to lick Mommy’s asshole for her. I want you to lick it clean. This is a reward remember…so no using your hands. Keep them clasped firmly behind your back.” She bent herself over slightly and wiggled her ass around a little, inviting me forward to eat it. She looked utterly delicious. From where I was knelt I could see her shaven pussy, all plump and pink - just begging to be licked and fucked.

“Slave? I don’t hear you moving?” I hesitated, having never eaten an asshole before I didn’t know what to do what if-

“Slave!” She screamed the word this time and I hesitated no longer. I shuffled forward on my knees with my hands behind my back and fell face first into her ass. She tasted as delicious as she looked.

At first I had to weasel my mouth between her cheeks, spreading them by burrowing in with my nose, but when I’d managed to part them and get my lips to her anus...wild horses couldn’t have torn me away. I kissed at her asshole passionately, running my tongue over the bumps and ridges of her sphincter, I even caught my tongue slipping out of my mouth and pushing inside of her slightly. What was becoming of me? Above and in front of me I could hear Hannah moaning to her softly, she pushed her ass backwards as my tongue slipped inside of her again and my face was buried between her legs completely.

“Oh Slavey…” Hannah moaned. I pushed my tongue flat against her ass hole, licked up slowly all the way to top of her ass crack and back down again, past the hole and down to her pussy.

“Naughty Slavey…” Hannah said cautiously. “Keep your tongue on my fucking asshole or I’ll get the crop again.”

I froze for a second, terrified at the prospect of her using the crop again and went straight back up to her asshole, and licked at it lovingly.

She resumed her moaning, I could feel my cock maddeningly hard and wet now, precum spilling over the tip and down my shaft. More than anything all I wanted to do was cum inside of her.

“Oh Slavey...you’re so good at this. Have you done it before? You’ve probably licked a lot of asses in your time. But none of them are better than mine are they? Mine is your favourite isn’t is slave?” I continued to slurp at her butthole, moving my head up and down as if to say yes. The sweat from between her ass tasted salty sweet. I pushed my tongue into her asshole again now, trying to go even further than I had done before. Hannah let out a louder moan, pushed her ass back in my face once more and then pulled away to stand up.

“That’s enough for now don’t you think?” She spun around and leaned back on the table with her legs crossed, looking a little flustered. Her eyes caught sight of my giant erection and widened a little.

“You look like you’ve been enjoying yourself Slavey...do you want to cum for mommy? It’s looks like you want to cum real bad.”” She’d put on her mommy voice again and was belittling me once more. It felt like I was starting to really get off on this shit.

“Yes Mistress…please...can I fuck you?”

Hannah let out a sharp laugh that filled the room.

“Ha! ...Dear goodness Slavey. No you most certainly cannot.” She looked at me as if I had told her a dirty joke. Chuckling to herself she walked over to the bed and sat down to pull on some lacey pink underwear.

“I can tell we’re going to have some fun Slavey, but don’t go getting carried away with yourself. You should consider yourself lucky that I let you eat my asshole so early. I only did that because you made me feel so bad about hurting your tiny little sissy balls.”

I looked away from her, back down towards the floor, once more I felt ashamed of myself. My erection throbbed between my knees intensely, I needed to relieve the pressure which had mounted within. Hannah saw me looking down at my cock, and guessed what I was thinking.

“Come over here Slavey,” She said with a sympathetic air in her voice. She patted the bed with her hand and pointed at the carpet by the foot of the bed. Without standing up I crawled over and knelt at her side on the floor.

“I’m sorry if I’ve been a little tough on you tonight. I can appreciate it’s your first night and this is all a bit new to you.” She ruffled my hair between her fingers once more as she spoke, her voice had taken on a soothing and gentler tone now.

“I can’t let you cum tonight though honey...I just can’t. Not with it being your first day and all. Don’t you think that would make me look a little bit stupid?” She phrased the question and spoke as if it was completely obvious. I nodded my head sheepishly.

“Exactly. So stop thinking about the thing in between your legs for now and pay some mind to your poor Mistress, whom you’ve humiliated terribly my breaking two rules on your first day. “

“I’m...sorry Mistress.” I looked up at her, shocked at how broken my voice sounded. Hannah looked back down at me like a mother at a child.

“Oh I couldn’t stay mad at you Slavey!” Her voice picked up again now and she patted my head affectionately, leapt off the bed and onto her knees in front of me. Without warning she wrapped her mouth around my cock quickly, pushed her head all the way down to the shaft and up again. Before I could realise what had happened she had jumped back on to the bed with her legs crossed and had her fingers back in my hair.

I stared down at my saliva coated cock in disbelief and back up at her again. Had she really just done that? My shaft flinched around, aching for another taste of her mouth, my tip feeling almost swollen from the stiffness. Now I needed it so much worse.

“I think that’ll be enough for tonight eh Slavey?” Her voice was jubilant once more. She rolled onto the bed, grabbed the remote and turned the TV on. I waited at the foot of the bed for a moment, unsure of what it was she wanted me to do. I shifted around uncomfortably on my knees, in effort to gain her attention. It seemed to work and her gaze jumped from the TV for a second to me.

“Stop staring at me Slavey, you’re making me feel self conscious.” I looked away awkwardly, unsure of what it was I meant to do now.

“Mistress?” I spoke quietly. Hannah sighed impatiently, muted the TV and turned to look at me.

“WHAT is it Slave?”

I stared down again, unable to look her in the eye. “It’s just...I don’t know what I should do. Should I go back to my room?””

Hannah’s eyes darted to the adjoining door between our rooms for a moment and then looked back to me. She lay silently on the bed, turning something over in her head. She had her weight propped up on one elbow. I stared at her breasts as the light from the TV danced upon them. All I wanted to do was put my mouth on them.

“Hm….go and get your duvet from the other room and make yourself a little space at the foot of the bed here. You can sleep there for now.” I looked at rough carpet and back at her.

“On the floor?”

“Yes on the floor. Did I fucking stutter?” A note of anger flashed through her voice and threatened to undo the peace we had just worked towards.

“No!” I said hastily. “No...I was just making sure.”

“Hm…” She said suspiciously. “Well go and make sure you do what I fucking said.” She looked at the TV for a second and then back at me. “NOW.”

Terrified for my life, I got up to my feet, ran into the other room and stripped my bed bare. I dragged the duvet back through the adjoining door, into Hannah’s room and on the floor at the foot of her bed.

Without looking away from the TV Hannah spoke out loud, “Good job Slavey, you get yourself nice and comfy. If you want anything then you have to ask me first. Have you got that?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good little Slavey.”

I curled up on the duvet and pillows, shifting my weight around and trying to nuzzle into a space that would bring me comfort. Eventually I found a spot that was comfortable enough and lay there listening to the sounds of the TV above me. For a while I stared at a spot of skirting board that was directly opposite me on the other side of the room. Before I knew it my eyes had started to drift off, the weariness of the day’s travel catching up with me. My eyelids dropped once, twice and then they closed completely. I nuzzled into the bed a little further, felt the softness of a pillow against my face and I drifted into a long and deep sleep.


THURSDAY
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The alarm buzzed harshly through the dark and quiet of the apartment, stirring me from my sleep almost instantly. Forgetting for a moment where I was, I looked around confused wondering why I was on the floor when I felt the coolness of the leather collar biting into my neck. Then it all came rushing back.

“Morning Slavey…” Hannah grumbled from the bed above me. I sat up on my knees and stretched whilst looking at her shift from sleep also. “Did you sleep well honey?””

“Yes...Mistress.” I said. And to my surprise I had. I would have thought sleeping on the floor like a dog would mean waking up with a crick in my neck – but I felt great. I stood up, stretched and looked at the time on the digital clock over in the corner. It was over an hour before we had to be downstairs for the conference. I looked around the room and noticed that Hannah was looking at me.

“Yes…Mistress?”

“Aren’t you going to ask me how I slept slave?” She sounded irritable and impatient.

“I’m sorry Mistress…did you sleep well?”

“Yes Slavey, as a matter of fact I did.” Her voice had picked up once against, as if the fright had just been an illusion.

I held my thumbs together and stared down at my feet, “Mistress – may I go and have a shower and get ready for the conference?” I couldn’t bare look her in the eye when I spoke, how did she have so much control over me?

I glanced up and noticed that Hannah was staring at me with fire in her eyes, turning the request over in her mind. All of sudden she hopped up on the bed and stood on the mattress, looking down at me. I stared up and saw her body silhouetted from the dim morning light filtered through the blind behind. Her long elegant legs, slim waist, pert breasts all looked amazing. Just seeing her stand there in the lacy pink underwear was starting to make my cock move again.

Hannah walked over and stepped down on the floor next to where I was sleeping.

“Of course you can Slavey,” She said in her mom tone again, “But first…”

She turned her around, bent over and bumped her ass into my naked crotch, gyrating her behind against my dick. It felt good. I could feel the warmth of her legs and pussy sliding against my cock as she wiggled her ass from side to side and up and down. She even felt slightly wet.

“Do you like that Slavey?” She teased.

I whimpered a noise to indicate I did. I felt my cock glistening again with pre-cum.  Hannah stopped gyrating against my cock, turned around and dropped down to her knees. Again, without warning she took the entirety of me in her mouth, but this time she bobbed her head back and forth a few times before standing up and letting go again.

“There,” She said as wiped the back of her hand against her mouth, “That should be enough teasing for the morning.”

My erection was so intensely hard now I could feel my balls positively aching at her touch. I had been mere seconds away from blowing my load all over her mouth.

I managed to mutter a, “Thank you Mistress…”  and started to make my way back towards my room to get ready for the morning when Hannah stopped me once more.

“One second Slavey…” She said beaming. She walked over to me, put one hand around the back of my head and the other around my waist. She pulled me in and kissed me passionately, tongue darting in and out of my mouth. I stood there with my arms pinned by their side, wanting to touch every inch of her body but not sure if I should. My erection throbbed and I could feel it pressed her against her warm and smooth stomach. Hannah moved her hand down between my crack and ran her finger over my ass in small smooth circles. She pushed inside of me slightly and I stood on the tips of my toes involuntarily in as she continued to kiss me.

“There.” She said with a satisfied smile once more. She glanced down at my cock and back towards me, mischief in her eye. I turned to walk back to my room and she gave me a quick spank on my ass.

*

The rest of the morning passed rather uneventfully. I jumped into the shower, got dried and dressed and sat on the edge of the bed looking at the conference schedule for the day. It looked about as fun as I had expected it to. Although I was back in my normal work attire, I still wore the collar underneath my dress shirt and could feel it pressing into my neck. Unsure of whether or not I could take it off or not – I decided not to risk it until I knew for certain.

Just before we left Hannah noticed I was still wearing the collar. “Silly Slavey, we can’t have you wearing that outside – not yet anyway.” She made me drop down on to my knees as she unclasped the collard from my neck.

The second we’d got out of the room and into the hotel corridor outside, Hannah’s demeanor towards me changed instantly.

“Hey Mark!” She said with her old usual daintiness. “How you sleep last night? These beds are quite something huh?”

At first I was unsure how to react, but apparently out here without a collar it was plain old Mark and Hannah again. I proceeded cautiously at first but after a couple of minutes we were talking like last night simply hadn’t happened at all.

We grabbed a measly ‘continental’ breakfast, and spent the rest of the morning in introductory conferences.

‘Advances in the world of wrench nut tech’ had been the first proper seminar. In all honesty the presentation itself wasn’t actually that bad. The speaker had been lively and the information was actually quite interesting. I just couldn’t focus at all though. Everything I saw and heard had to go through a filter of me replaying last night’s events over and over again.

Outside the confines of our room, Hannah acted like her old self. We spent the day talking, joking and flirting together. Anyone else at the conference probably would have thought we were having an office romance. I suppose in some way that would be right. Eventually the conference wrapped up for the day, Hannah and I walked outside back towards the elevators with a couple of people we had met inside the hall. One of them was an older gentleman and he spoke to us as we waited for the doors to open.

“Any chance you kids want to grab some food outside?” He spoke to both of us but looked at me directly. “It’s driving me a bit stir crazy being cooped up inside this hotel!”

I wanted to answer, but I wasn’t sure if I should. Although we were outside the room and we were just normal Mark and Hannah again – I could feel something radiating from Hannah’s direction. I looked over to her for an answer.

“I don’t know about Mark here,” She said to the man, “But I’m done in! Maybe we could do something tomorrow night though?”

“What about you kid? Fancy getting a couple of drinks to wash this all down?” It had been a bit of a chore being cooped up in the hotel since we’d arrived, but now I wanted nothing more than to get back to the room and…did I actually want to put that collar back on?

“Yeah I’m running low on batteries myself,” I rubbed my hand against the back of my neck as I spoke, “Rain check for tomorrow?”

He told us we were ‘no fun’ and we rode the elevator back in silence. Hannah and I said goodbye as we got off at our floor and walked eagerly back to our adjoined room. Hannah went in first, and I followed closely behind.

“You want me to order some food from room service?” I said as I shut the hotel door behind us. I turned back around to see Hannah standing in front of me impatiently, holding my collar. I took the collar pensively and looked down at it in my hands.

The leather bit softly into to my skin again once more. All day it had felt like something was missing. Now I was wearing the collar I felt like I had that back. As soon as the collar was back on around my neck Hannah slipped straight back into character of the mistress.

“What a long and boring day Slavey!” She said as she kicked of her heels and stripped her clothes onto the bedroom floor haphazardly.

“For a moment there I thought you were going to be a naughty little Slave and go out for drinks with that boring old fuck.” She had walked off into her room and continued to talk through the adjoining door.

“But,” She walked back through the door now and stood there in just her pink underwear, “You were a good boy. I guess that means you deserve a reward then.”

Seeing her stood almost naked in the door way again brought my erection straight back. She noticed the bulge in my pants and smirked.

“Another rule Slavey, when you’re in here you’re naked. Now.” The last part was uttered as a command. I stripped off immediately, not wanting to invoke her wrath.

“Oh you’re hard again huh Slavey? I guess I have been a little cruel on you this last day or so. You haven’t cum in all that time right?”” She looked at me and I shook my head. She walked over, circled behind and grabbed my erection in her hand, working it slowly. She leaned in closer and whispered into my ear.

“Are you sure you didn’t have a naughty little wank in the shower when you were alone? Because that would have been very naughty Slavey.  That would have been very, very naughty.” She tightened her grip on my cock and I felt her nails biting into the flesh.

“No!” I gasped in pain, “No Mistress, I swear.” She said nothing back, but loosened her grip and continued to work my cock slowly. With her other hand she ran her fingers between my ass and circled it with her fingertips. She pushed one inside of me gently and my ass pulled towards her involuntarily.

“Good. Because you’re only allowed to cum when I say you are. Remember?” Her hand worked the head of my cock gently, it felt so intensely good. Combined with the sensation of her finger massaging the inside of my ass I was about 15 seconds from blowing my load all over the bedroom carpet.

“You’re probably close to cumming now aren’t you Slavey?”

I moaned back at her softly, “Yes….Mistress.”

She dropped my cock and whipped her finger from my ass.

“Well you’ll have to wait. It’s time for you to bathe me.” She walked off through the adjoining door.

Hannah ran the bath and I knelt on the floor by the tub, washing her as she sat upright. The hard tiles below pressed into my knees uncomfortably.

“Are you ok there Slavey?” Hannah said whilst I shifted around in obvious discomfort.

“Yes Mistress.” She looked back at me but said nothing.

After Hannah had finished with her bath I helped her out, dried her and we ordered some food up to the room. While room service delivered the food, I waited in bedroom. After they were gone Hannah whistled for me to come back in. There was a large silver cart by the door, upon which the food had been brought in. Hannah lay on the bed watching TV and eating pizza.

I walked over to the cart to grab myself a slice.

“No Slavey.” Hannah said without breaking eye contact with the TV. “I’ve got you a bowl ready. It’s on the floor by the bed.”

I looked around and sure enough there it was – a large silver dog bowl on the floor with a slice of pizza in it. I opened my mouth to protest, this was ridiculous even for Hannah.

“Han-“ Her eyes shot up from the TV towards me. My mouth closed and glanced down at the floor, trying to escape her stare.

I got on my hands and knees and ate the pizza like a dog. I made quite the mess. Hannah got up halfway through me eating, sat on the edge of the bed and stared at me giggling.

“Oh Slavey…you’re making such a fucking mess. Would you like another slice?”

My stomach was still growling. I nodded my head keenly.

Hannah got up and threw another two slices into the bowl. I wolfed them down and automatically crawled over to my bed on the floor and lay down.

Hannah stared at me thoughtfully for a moment as I did this.

“You’ve been awful good tonight Slavey. What do you say we get you another reward?” I put my head up and looked at with eyes full of hope. I needed to break. I needed to. My balls felt swollen and actually hurt now. The prospect of whatever lay ahead made my cock start to harden.

Hannah stood up, pulled her panties down slowly, exposing her clean shaven pussy. She pointed at hand at me and signaled to stand up, and she walked over to the bed and lay down spread eagled.

“You can lick my pussy tonight Slavey. Come on.” She motioned with her hand for me to come over. I got on to the bed and crawled towards her cautiously. My cock was rock solid now, I felt as if one touch would bring me to orgasm. I moved closed to the glorious sight between her legs, Hannah had spread herself with her fingers and traced small circles with her thumb at the top.

I leaned in closer, inhaled her scent and buried my face in her loving folds. I was so ready to burst I had the eagerness of a bull in heat. I ran my tongue up and down, across, traced shapes across that made her pelvis shake and convulse. I kissed her, kissed her softly, forcefully, slipped my tongue in as far I could and tasted every drop. She was writhing on the bed with her back and eyes closed, her hands groping her nipples and breasts.

“Oh Slavey…” Hannah moaned. I wrapped both my hands around the undersides of her thighs and hooked myself in, listening to her body as I brought her closer and closer. Two episodes of some awful reality show came and went without much notice from myself or Hannah. She had cum several times now and lay on the bed panting with her eyes closed. My cock was on fire with the need to cum. I brought my hand up cautiously and started wanking myself silently. Hannah lay there with her eyes closed, smiling.

“Slavey that really was rather good - I’ll have to bring you with me when we get home from this conference. You’ve been such a good boy tonight……I don’t know if you’ve earned your prize yet however. Maybe it can wait until tomorrow.”

She continued to lay there with eyes closed, talking up to ceiling. I was pumping away at my cock fiercely now. Consequences be damned. I needed to cum. As I twitched my hand quickly up and down my dick I stared at her spread pussy, still dripping from where I had eaten her out. I traced my eyes across her slender legs and body. Her firm round breasts pointed towards the ceiling. My cock tightened, I was cumming – it was too late.

I let out a large gasp as my load shot from my dick in heavy pulses. It felt like I saw the whole thing in slow motion, the long trails of grey arching through the air silently. Hannah had opened her eyes and looked at me the instant she heard my moan, but it was too late. I came all over her body and even on the bed sheets too.  Hannah said nothing, but lay there with her mouth open in complete shock, as I continued to squeeze out the never ending load of jizz on to her stomach and pussy.

The orgasm felt like it lasted forever, but truth be told it was probably only around ten seconds. For the entire duration, Hannah stared at me silently, propped up on her elbows. At first she had stared at me in shock, shock turned to fury and fury settled into some sort of malign disappointment.

I was hunched over now with my eyes closed; hand on cock as it pumped one last dribble from my flaccid tip on to the bed. I rolled over softly onto my side and fell on to the bed. We lay like that for a few seconds in complete silence, I could tell Hannah wasn’t going to like this one bit, but I was too relieved to care what my punishment would be. Finally, Hannah spoke.

“You cheeky fucking bastard.” She started. I lay on my side with eyes closed and refused to open them. “If you had just waited –– If you had just waited you could have cum inside of me like a real man. But no. You waited until my eyes were closed and guard was down and you jacked off on top of me like a pathetic little boy.”

I kept my eyes closed, I tried not to make a sound. But something horrible bubbled up from deep inside of me and reached the surface. I couldn’t help it, but something ghastly possessed me. I let out a small giggle.

I didn’t look, but I could picture perfectly the way she would be looking at me. The mattress jostled as she sat up straighter.

“Look at me.” She said. Her voice smashing into the quiet of the room like led weights.  I opened my eyes and brought every ounce of strength I had to look at her.  She was propped against the pillows, halfway between laying and sitting. Both her hands were held flat in the air, pointing down towards my mess.

“You will clean this up right now.” She said. I heard her order but I was tired from the orgasm. Too tired to care, too tired to move.  Her hand slipped behind the pillow and pulled something long and dark out. It was the crop.

“No Mistress!” I said as I jumped to my knees in an instant. Any semblance of relaxation the orgasm had brought was now gone, washed away in an instant at the threat of the crop.

“Now.” Hannah said once more.

I crawled forward towards her, as I had done before. But this time it was not a reward. It was a punishment. I leant in close to her body and dragged my tongue across her skin, scooping up the thick grey semen that was splattered everywhere. I did not like the taste or the consistency but humiliation had me more turned on more than ever before.

Hannah noticed my cock was already back to a raging hard on. She let out a snort of disapproval. “Getting turned on from eating your own cum Slavey?” She spoke to me as if I were human garbage. “You really are pathetic.”

It took me a minute or so to clean up the extent of my mess. I swallowed down the last drop and sat back on my knees, staring down at the sheets.

She made me bath her again, to help clean her completely. Then we went back into the bedroom. “Straight to your bed,” she said. “I don’t want to see or hear from you from the rest of the night.”

I went without question. I lay there and stared at the skirting board again and wondered if she had forgotten my real punishment, if I had been ‘allowed’ to get away with it.

“You’re in for a world full of trouble tomorrow Slavey.”


FRIDAY

4

The next morning came and went without much incident. Hannah was acting strangely upbeat and happy – like nothing had happened at all the night before. I knew it was a trap, but still I couldn’t help but feel myself being pulled into the sway of her emotional control. We got ready for the final day of the conference, and just before leaving the room I knelt on the floor as Hannah took the collar from my neck.

Out the door, into the hall and Mistress and Slavey were gone once more. Now we were back to being regular Mark and Hannah again. The final day of the conference wasn’t at the hotel; it was in a function hall that was a couple of streets over. The walk was brief and the morning was early, but the humid Memphis heat was already too much to bear.

The final day of the conference was less work than the other two had been. Half the speakers hadn’t showed up and we ended up finishing much earlier than usual. Throughout the day Hannah was joking around with me just like she had been the rest of the week. All I could picture as she spoke to me was the thick strands of my cum jettisoning through the air on to her naked sweaty body. She was definitely going to punish me tonight – I had no idea what that would be. But I was looking forward to it. We cooled off after the conference wrapped up, got a couple of drinks from the bar next door and a bite to eat from a restaurant over the road.

Later that evening we got back to the hotel. On the walk back all I could think about was putting the collar back on and being Hannah’s slave once more.  Before we walked in to the room Hannah stopped outside and turned to me.

“Hey Mark…maybe we should just stay in our separate rooms tonight.” All the blood drained from my face.

“I –what?”

“I’m just not feeling very well. So maybe we should just end the week here.” I felt my knees buckle slightly and had to hold a hand out to the wall to steady myself.

“Hannah was it something I…”

“No Mark. I just think we should stay in separate rooms. That’s all.” She pulled her key card out of her purse, and disappeared into her room, leaving me standing alone.

I felt strangely numb. Like I wanted to cry. Was this because of last night? Was this my punishment? No more Mistress? I scolded myself silently for my idiocy. I walked into the room and my heart dropped even further. Not only was the adjoining door between our rooms closed, but Hannah had taken the collar off my bed, and back into hers. She was serious. She didn’t want me to be her slave anymore. The hotel door was swung shut behind me and I fell to my knees, reeling at my mistake.

I sat on the edge of the bed for what felt like hours. After looking at my watch I had seen it had been something more like forty minutes. I hadn’t heard a peep from Hannah’s room the whole time I had been in here. I toyed with the idea of knocking on the adjoining door and speaking this out with her. But I just couldn’t bring up the courage to do it. I sat there on the bed with my head in my hands, staring at the adjoining door, wishing that I could burn holes into it with my vision and see what Hannah was doing on the other side.

I stood up and stripped off. After lying naked on the floor for the past two days, sitting on the bed clothed just felt plain alien. Maybe tonight I could make myself another make shift bed on the floor at the foot of the bed and that way I could pretend she was sleeping above me. Wait.

That was it, the bedding!

I had left my bedding in her room at the foot of the bed. If she wanted to stay in extra rooms tonight then I would have to get it back somehow. This would be my excuse to knock on the adjoining door. But no. I didn’t just want the bedding back. I wanted Hannah back. I wanted my Mistress back. I wanted my collar back. Then another idea struck me. A way I could show Hannah that I was sorry –– it was a little bizarre but I thought it would show her how serious I was about all this. I walked over to my wardrobe and pulled out a belt that was hanging on the rail inside.

I looked around the room for something sharp, something could cut with…but there was nothing. These hotels these days, all the health and safety regulations – they’d have the beds wrapped in bubble wrap if they thought they could get away with it. Then I realised I had my straight edge razor and a pack of spare blades in the bathroom. I knelt on the bathroom floor tiles, grabbed a spare blade from the pack and went to work on the leather belt. I got through much quicker than expected, and two or three minutes later the belt was a third of its former size.

I wrapped it around my neck, I had gotten the length almost perfect. It occurred to me now that I should have measured first and then cut it – as I could have miscalculated and got it horribly wrong. Luckily though it was pretty much a perfect fit. There was a little excess belt sticking out, I pulled the buckle through a loop and fastened it tight against my throat. I stood up and looked in the mirror, and shifted the buckle towards the center of my throat so it looked like a proud emblem. There we had it, a makeshift slave collar. I would go to the adjoining door, knock and wait for Hannah on the floor like the good slave I was.

I knocked on the door, ran back a couple of paces to the center of the room and knelt in the middle of floor with my palms flat on the tops of my thighs. I waited there for what felt like forever. Then finally, I heard the door click and open slowly. I couldn’t bear to look her in the eye, and had to glance down at my thighs. What if she’’d really been serious? This could drive an even bigger wedge between us…it was too late now. I had already done it. All was silent for a moment as she stood there in the door way, looking at me. Then, she finally spoke.

“Oh my god…” I heard Hannah say. I wanted to look up and see what her expression was. Her tone was that of disbelief, shock…disgust?

“Do you have…” She trailed off for a moment, cleared her throat to get it’s usual strength back, “Do you have any idea how fucking pathetic you look right now?”

I continued to look at the floor, humiliation burned through my entire body. It had failed; I had been an absolute moron. I had made things even worse.

“I was wondering how long it would take you to pluck up the courage and come crawling back…but this is something different altogether Slavey.” There it was. She said my name. I could have been in the middle of a hectic airport terminal on Christmas Eve and heard no other noise, the rest of the world washed away as she said that word. I was back.

I heard her walk over to me; she grabbed my hair tight in one fist and pulled my head back to look up at her. I gasped at how beautiful she looked. From head to toe Hannah was clad in a full dominatrix uniform. Tall black heels, long fishnet stocking that finished just above her knees, exposing a slight gap of flesh before the very short leather skirt that was hugging her trim figure. The skirt was so short that I could see up it from here. She had no panties on. Above the skirt her midriff was exposed and on her torso she wore a black lace up corset that pushed her breasts up, making them look massive. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a long neat plait. In her free hand she held the riding crop and my collar.

“Take that thing off.” She said, looking at the makeshift belt collar wrapped around my throat. I undid the collar and threw it on to the floor beside me. Hannah knelt down and wrapped my proper collar around me, the cool black leather sunk into my flesh once more and all the weight in the world disappeared.  “Look at me.”

I looked up at her; she towered above me in her mistress uniform, looking beautiful and fierce. I had never felt more grateful than I did right now for her taking me back. The humiliation of my misdeeds last night would be carried around with me forever.

Without speaking she lifted one foot up slowly and placed the heel on my forehead. I could see right up her skirt, her pussy was glistening. She pushed back against my head with her foot slowly forcing me backwards all the way to the ground. Then, as I lay on the floor she stepped over me until she stood directly above my face. She crouched down and brought her crotch all the way to my face.  Her ass hole pressed up against my mouth. She pulled my hands up and placed them on the leather of her skirt.

“Apologise to my ass hole. Do it now. You fucking worm.”

My fingers hooked into the leather of her skirt and I started to worship her behind. My lips massaged the ridges and explored every inch. I pushed my tongue in as far as I could and licked the insides of her, tasted her sweet juices. Above me I heard Hannah let out a slight moan. I continued like that for another five minutes or so, worshiping her asshole with her my tongue and mouth, apologising in the only way I knew how. Like a slave. She stood up slowly, and I felt some juices from her pussy drip on to my forehead. My face was clammy from where she had sat on it. My cock was like a pole of solid concrete.

“Now get on the bed.” I did as she said immediately, without question or hesitation. I knelt on the bed on all fours, my ass exposed to the room and my balls hanging freely between my outspread legs.

Without a word or warning Hannah brought the crop flying towards my behind with an intense fury. It cracked loudly across the otherwise quiet room. Pain and pleasure exploded across my behind and my body shook from the force of the blow. She smacked it again and the crop cracked deafeningly.

“Ow!” I yelped involuntarily.

She continued like that for another minute or so, spanking my ass a dozen or more times. The next crack was the most painful. Instead of bringing the crop down from the side she brought it down vertically, and it landed right between my cheeks and on to my ass.

“Fuck!” I yelped again.

“Silence.” Hannah commanded from behind. She tapped the crop against my ass, pushing the tip of it inside of me slightly. I twisted my pelvis involuntarily against the sensation.

“…Did you like that Slavey?” She asked. I said nothing back. She jabbed the tip of the crop inside of me sharply and I flinched in reaction.

“Answer the question you fucking stain.”

“Yes Mistress.” She said nothing, but I could feel her smirking at me from behind.

“My room, now. Let’s go.” I got off the bed and started to walk behind her towards the adjoining door. Hannah stopped and looked at me. “On your knees dog.”

I dropped down immediately, she turned back around and I crawled after her back into her room.

“Get back on the bed. Mistress has a surprise for you.” I crawled on to the bed, back into the position I had been when she had just whipped me with the crop in the other room. I waited there, staring at the head board, cock throbbing between my legs. I wondered what was going to happen next.

I heard Hannah open her case and rumbling around inside it for something. I felt something hit the mattress and stop against my leg. I looked back to see a large bottle of lube. Hannah pulled something else out, but from where I was I couldn’t quite make out what it was.

“Keep your eyes forward slave.” I did as she said. I heard something zip open and the sound of leather crumbling against carpet. Had she taken off her skirt? She sat down on the edge of the bed, the mattress sinking a little below her weight. She fumbled around for a minute and then stood up. “Look at me.” I turned my head back and my mouth fell open.

There Hannah stood behind me. She had taken off her skirt and replaced it with…a huge fucking strap on dildo. I looked at the size of the thing. It was shiny black, massive…easily the length of my forearm and nearly the same thickness.

“Mistress,” I murmured, “I can’t..””

“You can and you will.” Hannah barked back. “I warned you yesterday. And this is what you get. I was going to punish you really bad, but you made me laugh so much with that pathetic collar you made out of the belt, I thought you deserved a little treat instead.”

“This…is my treat?”

“By the time I’m finished destroying your asshole Slavey, you will be begging me for more.” With that she walked forward and grabbed the bottle of oil. She pulled the top off and I could feel thick slatherings of the lubricant coat my ass, legs and the small of my back. I looked down between my arms and could see oil pouring freely on to the sheets; I could feel oil dripping down my balls and down the shaft of my cock. She had practically poured half the god damn bottle on to me. 

I heard a schlicking noise from behind, she had applied another healthy dose of oil to her strap on cock and now was working her hands up and down the shiny black shaft, covering every inch in oil.

“Normally we’d start you off with something much smaller than this.” Hannah said. “But you’re such a massive slut, you’ll get used to it no time.”

I felt my entire body shaking in anticipation. I was terrified, but at the same time she was right. I was excited to feel her dominate me from behind, to suffer the ultimate humiliation.

First of all, she pressed the hard black tip against my ass. I felt her massage it around my ass gently. Every now and then she would push against me softly to see if I was relaxed enough or not. After a few minutes of prodding and some more oil, she pushed firmly against my ass and I felt the mouth of my asshole finally swallow around the thick tip of the rubber cock.  I gasped a little in pain, in shock, but mostly in pleasure.

“That’s it Slavey…” Hannah said reassuringly from behind, “Take your medicine like a good boy.”

She continued to work the massive cock into my asshole, stretching my anus to capacities I‘d had never thought possible. Every now and then I would let out louder gasps of pain as she slid it in further, I felt as if she was almost splitting me in two. At one point the pain was almost unbearable, but it went as quickly as it came and was always replaced with the new warm sensation of her filling my completely. Nearly at the end she slid the cock fully into my ass and I felt the hilt of her bump against my behind. I could feel the entire length of the cock inside me, snaking through my cavity and pressing against something deep inside of me.

“You’re a very good boy Slavey – I’m very proud of you……taking 12 inches on your first time. That is quite impressive.”

I whimpered a little, I had no idea it had been that big. Here I was on all fours shaking with delight as my asshole wrapped itself around my Mistresses’ 12 inch strap on. She started to fuck me. At first she started to slide in and out easily. She drew the entire length of the cock back and sent it all the way back in to my ass, all the way up to the hilt. I felt the length of her pressing against my prostate, and spasms of ecstasy rocked through my pelvis. As I relaxed more fully now, Hannah started to work up a tempo and within a few minutes she had gone from sliding it in gently, to slamming my ass like the little slut I was.

“Do you like that Slavey?” She said as she rammed my asshole from behind. “Do you?”

“Yes Mistress,” I moaned loudly, “Yeeees.” I could feel myself being stretched to the brim, and it felt glorious. She continued to slap the base of her pelvis against my ass, digging her hands in deep into my waist and thrusting in and out of me vigorously. A pressure was swelling up within me, a tide of warmth starting to break over my body.

“Mistress,” I moaned once more, “I think…I’m close.” She started slamming me even harder now, digging her fingers in deeper and thrusting faster.

“Yes Slavey.” She said through grunts as she thrusted her cock into my ass hole. “Tell me that you love my big black cock.””

“I love your big black cock Mistress.”

“Tell me that love being fucked in your asshole like a dirty little whore.”

“I love being your dirty asshole whore.”

“Tell me you want to be my slave forever.”

“I want you to fuck me in my ass every night for the rest of my life.”

She threw herself in and out of my ass, slamming against my behind with no restraint. My balls tightened, my cock grew hard. The warmth inside of me exploded and I felt waves of ecstasy spiral across my body.

“Oh god.” I moaned as I came. My cock throbbed and sent string after string of semen off on to the bed below me. My whole body tensed and ebbed and tensed again as the sensations gripped me from head to toe. “Mistress,” I moaned with my eyes closed, whispering her name on every exhalation. She slid the cock out of me and I collapsed on to the bed, lying in a pool of semen and oil.

SATURDAY

The next morning we packed up. I was sorry to be leaving so soon. We had only been at the hotel for three days, but I wanted more. I needed it. As we stood in the corridor outside the rooms, we were Hannah and Mark again. Mistress and Slavey were left on the other side.

“It’s been good seeing you Mark, it was nice to bump into you again.” I looked at her with adoration and regret. I didn’t want this to be the end.

“Hannah – I know we don’t exactly live right next to each other, but maybe we could get together some time…it would be good to see you again.” She looked at me for a moment, with a twinkle in her eye.

“I’d like that Mark.” I leaned in and she took me in her arms, I felt myself melt in her embrace.

We walked down the corridor towards the elevator, Hannah pushed the button and we waited there in silence.

“Say Mark. I have a cabin in the woods near our old home town. It’s probably only a couple of hours drive from where you are now. I was planning on going up some point next month to get a week to myself. Maybe you’d like to come with me?”

I stared at the elevator doors for a moment, listening to the engines grow louder as it made it’s approach.

“I’d like that Hannah.” I said, “I’’d like that very much.”

The doors dinged open and we stepped inside.
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Ganged! By Pirates (Elizabeth Harding Vol 1)

“Elizabeth Harding is on a boat far out to sea, surrounded by a gang of hot and steamy pirates. On the way to visit her esteemed husband, Elizabeth must sit on her hands and behave. But watching the muscled crew work is driving Elizabeth absolutely wild with lust - no man has ever made her feel like this before. 


Will Elizabeth succeed in seducing the rugged Captain Jim and his delicious crew? She needs their attention and will do anything to get it. But none of them wanted a woman on board in the first place. Elizabeth must do absolutely everything she can to get her way with them...”
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Ganged! By Aliens (Elizabeth Harding Volume 2)

“Elizabeth has been turned from a lady into the ship's slave. One night after a day of satisfying the insatiable demands of Captain Jim and his lusty crew, Elizabeth decides to get some fresh air up on deck.

That's when she sees it, a strange green light coming towards her from the sky. A powerful green laser comes down, strips Elizabeth of everything she owns and she is taken deep into the belly of the strange UFO.

Now she must face the strange alien men on board. But why have they taken Elizabeth here and what could they possibly want with her...?”
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Working Overtime

“When Catherine gets a call from her hot boss Tom asking her to come in on the weekend and work overtime, she jumps at the chance. Catherine has been lusting after boss Tom for a long time, and now they finally have a chance to have some alone time together. Will they be able to get their work done in the board room all alone? Or will they get distracted and end up doing something else?”
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