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Chapter One: Travelling
Home

Why couldn’t he just have
gotten the train like normal? Virtually everyone else had already
left, the campus deserted except for the post-grad students, what
had once been bustling and busy lecture halls and hallways now
empty. He checked his phone again – I’ll pick you up @ 13:00. Be
at the main square. He hadn’t recognized the number, but
another message had come through from his dad: Business in Hong
Kong. Be nice to Eloise, I know you’ve not met her, and it was a
quick romance but she’s my wife now.

He fiddled with the zip of his suitcase – at
least it had been easy to pack everything up, and dump most of the
rest of his stuff into storage until he came back next year. He was
only home for a few months before the next academic year. From what
dad had said, “Eloise” was in her mid-forties, someone that he’d
met through business. Well, she couldn’t be as bad as the last one
– a crazed gold-digger, barely older than Jonathan himself and a
ditzy airhead to boot. At least it had been a swift marriage, over
and done with in a few months.

A large car rolled up, blacked-out windows
glinting in the sunlight. It was moving far too fast for the
narrow, twisty road around the student shops and admin buildings,
screeching around the roundabout, before skidding to a stop next to
him.

The door opened, and a woman stepped out. She
was taller than he was, wearing well-cut dark jeans and knee-high
leather boots over the top, a tight, black jumper showing off
decent-sized breasts. Her eyes were hidden behind large sunglasses,
looking at him, half her face hidden from view, bright red lips
curved in a slight smile.

‘Jonathan? Let me throw your bag in the back.
There’s something else in there I’d rather not get damaged.’ She
walked over, tall enough, especially with her heels, to be able to
look down at him, over a head taller than him. He stood up and
extended his hand, which she took – her palm was smooth and soft,
nails neatly manicured, painted a bright red. Her grip was
surprisingly strong as she gripped his hand for a moment before
releasing.

She easily lifted his bag and walked towards
the boot. When he went to help her, she shook her head. ‘Go get in
the car.’

It looked like the sort of thing that
celebrities drove around in, high off the ground, the windows
blacked out, a metal crate held on the back seat by a seatbelt. It
was high enough off the ground that he would have to step up into
it. It looked equipped to drive through a zombie apocalypse!

As he opened the door, he felt a sudden
presence behind himself, the woman suddenly close behind him, an
arm on his shoulder. ‘Hmm, you must work out? Running, was it? That
would explain your leanness. Although maybe you should do more
weights?’ She squeezed his arms, before running a hand down his
chest. ‘Well, we’ll be living together for a while, so I suppose I
can help train you.’

He could feel the strength in her body, the
denseness of her muscles – she must work out herself? She didn’t
seem excessively muscly, but had a definite strength to her
body.

‘Um, thanks, uh…’

‘Oh, Eloise is fine. Don’t worry, I’m sure
we’ll be nice and close soon enough.’ She felt his chest again, her
hand suddenly underneath his shirt, nails tickling along his belly.
‘Hmm, nice and trim here.’

He tried to back away, but her grip was too
strong, her nail sliding around the rim of his navel.

‘Um, yeah. I’m on the running team…’ He could
see better into the interior darkness now – along with the metal
crate, there were several thick bundles of rope, as well as some
metal things beneath the rope, the inside too dark to make out any
details. Was she into mountain climbing or something?

‘Now, let’s get you sorted for
transport.’

Metal prongs bit into his back. A moment
later, lightning slammed into his spine. He sank forward, feeling
her supporting her weight as all strength left his body. He
couldn’t even gasp in pain, his lungs flaring with agony. Leather
slide over his face, blinding him, the scent wafting into his
nostrils, along with something sickly-sweet, making him feel
woozy.

 


Sense started to return. His head throbbed,
his mouth was dry, some awful aftertaste lingering in his throat.
Soft leather was pressed against his face, wrapping and containing
his head. When he tried to move his hands, he found they were tied
behind his back, metal cuffs digging into his wrists, a short chain
linking them. Something had been shoved into his mouth, feeling
soft and lacy, a strangely earthy aftertaste there. When he tried
to spit it out, he found he couldn’t, the leather hood in the way.
He was sat up, straps keeping him in place, the car vibrating
beneath him.

‘Mmmppphhh!’ What the hell was going on?
There had been the throbbing bite of electricity, then that sweet
scent, and now…

A hand slid over his thighs, and he flushed,
suddenly aware that his trousers and underwear had been removed,
his cock dangling loose. Nails teased against his outer thighs as
blood rushed to his face.

‘Hmmm, I do hope you’re a grower, that’s a
bit of a disappointment.’ A finger tapped his flaccid cock,
flicking it upwards before it slapped back into place.

‘Mppphh!’

‘Oh? You should be flattered. There’s not
many that I allow to enjoy the taste of me. Riding commando
certainly makes things a little more thrilling.’

His tongue probed at the material wadded into
his mouth – lacy and frilly, a taste of sweat and something else.
‘Mpphhh!’ What had been pushed into there? What could he taste? He
tried pushing his tongue against it, trying to force the stuff out,
but he couldn’t. His mouth was fully sealed, forcing him to breath
through his nostrils.

‘I hope you won’t be too much of a problem.’
The hand stroked his belly, under his t-shirt, tweaking a nipple
before moving back down between his thighs. ‘Good strong muscle
here. It’s nice to have good material to work with.’ Her hand slid
between his legs, and he tensed his thighs, trying to keep her away
from his crotch.

Sharp fingers pinched at his thighs.

‘None of that! I’ll be looking after you for
a while. Unless you want me to be harsh? Some people do like that
sort of thing.’ She had managed to slide her hand between his
thighs now, twisting her wrist until she had cupped his ballsack.
The car suddenly wrenched as they turned a sharp corner, her hand
squeezing hard enough to make him gasp.

‘Nice and sensitive! Although I’m not a fan
of all those hairs – they’ll have to come off. Boys should be nice
and smooth. Maybe you should start swimming as well? You’d look
good nice and wet.’ Her hand enclosed his sack, nails not quite
digging in enough to hurt, but making his eyes prickle with tears.
‘Don’t worry, I’m sure we’ll have plenty of fun together.’

She began to squeeze and relax her grip,
using a finger to stroke his cock.

‘Mmmppphhh!’

He tried to protest, but couldn’t form any
words, a nail skimming along the underside of his shaft.

‘Shhhh, boy. Just relax and enjoy this. After
all, I’m sure you don’t have much actual experience, do you?’

He flushed even more, the hood seeming tight
as he blushed, his cock starting to harden.

‘Oh, very good! Certainly easier than having
to use pills. I do like an attentive young man.’

He tried tensing his thighs again, but she
squeezed his balls hard enough to make him gasp.

‘A little bit of fighting back can be cute,
but don’t get carried away.’ The pressure continued, nails digging
into his soft skin. It hurt, the points jabbing into his testicles,
a soreness that threatened to get worse, fast, with only a little
more force. ‘We can establish some better rules once we’re
home.’

The vehicle swerved, his cock not yet hard
enough to be fully erect, slapping from side to side. Her grip
shifted, releasing his balls and grabbing his shaft, squeezing the
hardening meat. He grunted, trying to will it away, wishing he
didn’t react so obviously to the stimulation. She squeezed, his
cock growing against the warm grip of her head, a thumb brushing
against his crown. He shivered and gasped, twisting his shoulders,
feeling the straps holding him tighten. He tried moving his hands
again, but the cuffs around his wrists were unrelenting, the metal
biting harshly into his skin.

‘Oh, I’m not letting you go easily. If you
prove yourself a good boy, then you might be allowed a little more
independence, but you will have to earn that. Your father allowed
you, I think, a little too much freedom, so I’ll have to be more
strict. No pornography, of course, and I’ll be monitoring your diet
closely. And no masturbation, either. If you’re good enough to be
worthy of it, then I can tend to your needs myself.’

He was getting hard now, cock stiff in her
grip.

‘Mmmm, you are a grower! Nice and large and
stiff, I’m sure you will be satisfying. I have some friends that
I’m sure would love to spend some time with a youth like yourself.
Are you a virgin?’

The heat was now suffusing his entire face –
if it hadn’t been for the hood, his furious blush would have been
obvious, but he could feel the burning blush, leather tight and
close against his head, sweat trickling down his face. He tried to
wriggle his hips, but her grip on his cock was too strong.

She chuckled. ‘Oh, such a sweet young thing
you are.’ Her hand started to slide up and down his shaft, playing
with his foreskin. ‘If you’re a good boy, you might be allowed to
come. Although only if you obey.’

‘Mmmppphhh!’ He tried to shift away again,
wincing at the pain as he moved, her grip still tight on his
cock.

‘Don’t be rude, now. After all, I’m looking
after you for the summer. It’s my responsibility to make sure that
you become a decent young man, able to please your lovers. You look
so wonderful and soft, it will be a delight to train you. I want to
get my hands all over that flesh of yours!’

She sounded far too excited, a thumb skimming
over his cock-head, making his breath hitch. ‘I’ll have to take
particular care of this. So sensitive!’

Her stroking pumps got more regular and
rhythmic, the car now vibrating as it hit top speed, racing down a
motorway. The straps that bound him were tight enough that he
couldn’t get away, even if he was willing to suffer the pain from
having his cock wrenched. And he could feel the orgasm starting to
build within him, his hips starting to pivot on their own, having
to suck in air through his nostrils, his head feeling light and
hazy.

And then she let go, his cock suddenly free,
in contact with nothing but air, release so close but denied
him.

‘Mppphhh…’

‘Not yet, Jonathan. Such pleasure must be
earned! And I’d rather not have you make a mess over the seats –
properly cleaning leather is hard work.’

She flicked his cock, making it bob from side
to side, still desperate for just that little bit more stimulation
to get him over the edge.

‘Mmpphh!’

‘It’s nice to see you so eager! Keep that
attitude and I’m sure we’ll get on fabulously. Now, I just need you
to be nice and quiet for the rest of the trip.’

‘Mmpppph!’

Fingers fumbled around his neck, the hood
pulling upwards for a moment. He tried to spit out the spit-soaked
fabric, but fingers pushed something dry and chalky into his mouth
before the hood was pulled down again.

‘That should dissolve soon enough, and the
next thing you know, you’ll be home, and we can start to have some
fun.’

He could taste something, heavy and gritty,
and tried not to swallow, even as more spittle filled his mouth.
When he had no choice, he swallowed, feeling wooziness start to
swell up in his brain, his cock shrinking as everything faded to
black.

 


 


 


 


 



 Chapter
Two: A New Home

The throbbing in Jonathan’s head was even more
intense now, his mouth dry. He was on his back now, something soft
beneath him, the hood still on his head, something forcing his
mouth open. What was going on? He tried moving, his hands cuffed
still, but in front of himself now. He patted himself down – he had
his own t-shirt on, but nothing below the waist.

It took some twisting around, but he managed
to get his fingers underneath the neck of the hood and twist and
tweak it open, getting the cord open without strangling himself.
The air into his mouth was fresh and warm, as he eased it wider,
grunting and shifting around on the soft surface. Something snagged
around his ankle, restraining his movement. Jonathan kicked his leg
experimentally – a chain clinked, limiting his movements. Was he
chained to something?

Jonathan managed to get the hood off, his
face and head feeling sweaty and grimy. There was a collar around
his neck, locked tight. Spit was caked around his mouth, a fat
rubbery lump shoved between his teeth. He looked around – he was in
a bedroom, on top of a four-poster bed. The walls were painted a
bland off-white, blinds down but letting enough daylight in that he
could see. There was a heavy wooden wardrobe and several metal
chests. Around one ankle was a leather ankle-cuff, a padlock
sealing it there. He tried getting it off, but the padlock was too
tough to break. The thing in his mouth couldn’t be removed – the
strap around his head had a lock on, the metal not yielding to his
tugs.

Where the hell was he? That crazy bitch! Had
he been kidnapped? The chain was only a few feet long – just about
long enough to let him stand, but he couldn’t move far from the
bed. There was a door into a shower-room, a large head above a
tilted floor to let the water drain away. Another closed door was
probably the exit – but there was no way he could get that far. The
chain was attached to one of the bed posts, a metal cuff scratching
the wood. He tried twisting the metal cuff, twisting and pulling on
it, but all it did was scratch the wood. The blinds were out of
reach as well, so he couldn’t even see where he was.

His suitcase was in the far corner, just as
out of reach as everything else. Was it worth shouting for help? Or
would that crazy woman show up?

The door opened, smoothly swinging open,
Eloise stepping through. She was still dressed in the jeans, boots
and tight sweater, her large breasts shaping the wool.

‘Ah, you’re awake. You’re a bit smaller than
most I’ve played with, so I wasn’t sure how long it would take you
to recover. Although you’ve taken your hood off, you naughty boy.’
She wagged a finger at him while shaking her head. ‘I had hoped to
be here when you awoke, but my other guest needed some persuasion.
Her accommodation is rather less comfortable than yours though. She
is something of a side-project though – you will be my main
concern.’

‘Fupphhh opphh!’ His tongue pressed against
the rubber ball, enough that he could sort-of talk.

‘Naughty boy! Bad language, and trying to
escape. I think you need some punishment. Now, this is my house,
and while you are living here, you will obey my rules. And naughty
boys get spanked.’

She approached, and he raised his hands
trying to fend her off. She simply grabbed one of his hands and
twisted, wrenching him off-balance and pushing him back. The back
of his legs hit the bed and she twisted him around, moving beneath
him so that he was over her knee. He tried to fight her off, but
she was too strong, simply holding him in place.

‘Some people enjoy this.’ She reached between
his legs and grabbed his balls. ‘Now, be a good boy, or I’ll start
to squeeze.’ Her nails were sharp against his soft skin. ‘And you
need a trim down here as well. I’ll have to give you a shave soon.’
As he continued to struggle, her grip tightened, starting to crush
his sack.

‘Ouuppphhhh!’ He could feel the pain
intensifying, her palm and fingers steadily increasing the
pressure, until he went limp, her knees pressing against his naked
stomach. She gave a final squeeze, making him grunt in pain, before
she released.

‘That’ll earn you a few more spanks! Silly
little boy.’ She slapped her hand against his buttocks, a sharp and
stinging slap. ‘I think twenty should be a good start. And if that
isn’t enough, then I’ll see how you take to the cane.’ Her hand
slapped against his backside again and again in a swift and steady
rhythm. He lost count of the impacts, feeling tears stinging from
his eyes, his skin flaring with pain. He heard himself crying and
panting, sobbing around the gag.

‘Now, I hope that’s taught you your place.
You are going to be a cute little thing to train. And if you’re a
good boy…’ She slapped his butt again, then reached between his
legs and wrapped her fingers around his cock. ‘You’re a healthy
boy, so I’m sure you’ll want to earn some pleasure.’ Her fingers
were warm and skilled, stirring up a warmth inside of him,
something that he could focus on rather than the humiliating
stinging of pain from his buttocks. She withdrew her hand, tapping
him on the cheek. A set of leather straps dangled from her hand.
‘This is a cock-leash. A way to make sure that you stay under
control.’

He tried to stand up again, but she shoved
him down, before wrapping leather bands against his balls, and the
base of his shaft. She tightened them as she stroked his cock, the
thing swelling, making the bands painfully tight.

‘I do hope you will be nice and obedient?
Now, I’d like to introduce you to someone else.’ She tugged on the
leash again. ‘Will you be a good boy, or do I need to punish you
more?’ A hand tapped his backside, reigniting a flare of pain. ‘I
expect an answer when I ask you a question.’ She slapped his
backside, making him grunt in pain.

‘Yeph!’

‘Good boy. Now stand up.’

He slowly obeyed, hands dropping to his
waist, where the leather cords snagged around his sensitive flesh.
His hands dropped to his waist, wanting to get the thing off.

She took his wrists and wrenched them
upwards, clipping them to his collar. ‘If you’re going to
misbehave, then I might need to train you further.’ She cupped his
balls, breathing gently onto his cock, the warmth breath enveloping
him, making him hot and hard, the leash biting even harder.

With the leash still around her wrist, she
reached into her pocket for a key, unlocking the chain that bound
his ankle.

‘Come with me.’

She pulled on the leash and walked away,
leaving him no choice but to follow as the cords bit deep, making
his eyes water with pain. He followed along behind her, staying
close to try and make the pain less, his hands clipped to his
collar.

She led him outside, into a long hallway –
the place was well-furnished, a large house with lots of windows to
let light in, a wide staircase leading downwards to an entrance
hall. Through a window he could a lawn outside, a gravel drive with
her car parked up. A gleaming kitchen could be glimpsed through
another doorway, a huge living room with a massive TV – did she
live here alone?

Then down a narrow stairway, and she produced
another key, unlocking a heavy metal door. Cool air rushed out,
making him shiver, still wearing only a thin t-shirt.

The door opened, into a large basement, lit
by bare bulbs. At the far end were several cages, currently empty,
while a variety of BDSM tools and items were lined up along the
walls. Cuffed by her wrists to a metal pipe was a young woman,
dressed in a tight silver dress, barely covering her thighs,
tousled brown hair falling down past her shoulders, a heavy band of
leather over her mouth.

As Eloise entered, she grunted, shaking her
wrists to rattle the chain as she stood up, as much as she
could.

‘Hmmm, I was told you were spirited.’

‘Mmmpphhh!’

‘Yes, yes, give me a moment. Your previous
master said you were well-trained?’

‘Mpphh!’ They nodded.

‘So you’ll behave?’

They nodded again.

‘Good. Then you can help me with this one.’
Eloise tugged on the leash to make Jonathan move forward, pushing
him by the shoulders. He could see the other woman’s eyes light up,
focusing on his cock as he was pushed forward. He tried breaking
free, but Eloise’s power was too much, her fingers digging into his
shoulders.

‘I’m told this one is called Emily. She will
be helping out around the place, and helping to train you. I’m told
she’s a cockslut, so you might even get lucky and get to enjoy that
lovely body of hers.’

The leash was tied to a hook on the ceiling,
forcing him to stand on tip-toes or his balls would get stretched
out by the cords. He twisted around, hands grasping at empty air as
Eloise moved to unlock Emily.

‘I will supply more appropriate clothing.
While you are attractive, I don’t really think that “party slut” is
an appropriate look.’

The gag was removed from Emily’s mouth,
spittle dribbling down her chin, into the low neckline of the sleek
dress, staining her tanned skin.

‘Yes, Mistress.’ Her eyes were still on
Jonathan, focusing on his cock. ‘How may I serve?’

‘Strip and tease him. If you make him come,
then I’ll beat you, but I’m told you’re skilled enough that you
will be able to manage.’

Emily’s smile was predatory. ‘Yes, Mistress.’
She stood, shaking out her hair before stalking towards him,
swaying her hips. She was wearing 4-inch stilettos, looking down at
him with a teasing smile. Her makeup was mussed and worn, her
mascara having run around her eyes, lipstick smeared from the gag.
‘May I remove this thing, Mistress Eloise?’ She plucked at his
t-shirt.

‘You may.’

Her hands grabbed his shirt, ripping away at
the cloth, easily tearing it, leaving him naked, still forced onto
tip-toes.

‘He is a pretty thing, Mistress.’

‘He’s mine, not yours. Follow my orders and I
might let you have some fun though.’

Emily ran her tongue over her lips, leaning
in and licking one of his nipples, before kissing it, nibbling the
flesh, drawing back to stretch it out. Then she released him, and
started to rub herself against his body. Her dress was sleek and
smooth against his skin, rubbing against his cockhead.

Then she twisted and lifted her dress up,
looking back at him seductively as she ground her ass against him.
His arousal stirred, cock hardening despite the pain from the
leash, and how tightly the cords bit. Her long nails, painted a
pale blue, scratched against his belly, before she cupped his
balls. She twisted around again, opening her mouth wide and running
her tongue over her lips before licking at his crown.

The warmth and wetness sent an electric shock
through him, his hips trying to drive forward, suddenly with a life
of their own. She drew back, still only lightly licking at him,
twisting her head to let her hair fall over his cock, now painfully
erect.

Eloise spoke from behind her, a heavy leather
collar in her hands. ‘Remember, he is not allowed to climax. You
may tease, but no more.’

Emily’s voice was slightly warped by having
his tip in her mouth as she responded. ‘Yes, Mistress.’ Even the
brushing of her lips, the passage of air, was another painfully
sweet sensation, stirring him up further. She took his length
further in, tightening her lips and swilling her tongue over
him.

He whimpered, wanting to push further in, but
the leash was too tight, forcing him to stay on tiptoes, as the
wetness of her tongue rolled around. She withdrew with a pop, as
Eloise walked up close and grabbed her hair, pushing her forward
again. With a squeak of protest, she took him deeper into her
mouth, two inches in now, tongue lapping down his shaft.

The leather creaked as it snapped around her
neck, forcing her to hold her head high and stiff.

‘Now, Jonathan. Emily will be helping to
train you. If she ever exceeds her boundaries, do let me know and I
will punish her. But she comes highly recommended, and
well-trained, so I’m sure that won’t happen. And I have more of a
preference for men, myself.’

She pushed Emily’s head further forward,
breath from her nostrils gushing over his cock. He could feel the
imminent explosion, building within him, ready to blast into
Emily’s throat, and then she was wrenched back, a line of spit
linking his cock to her mouth before dribbling to the floor. He
tried to push forward, desperate for completion, cock rock-hard.
Emily’s soft mouth was out of reach though, leaving him whining and
desperate.

‘Jonathan, you need to learn that you are
only allowed to come with permission. If you do climax without
being ordered to, then measures will be taken.’ She held up a
string of beads on a stiff wire. ‘I’ve never had the change to
insert these, but I’m sure they would be effective in preventing
any discharge. Or a metal rod, locked into that cute cock of
yours.’

He shook his head and whined through the gag
– having something shoved into his penis? That sounded
painful!

‘Good, you understand me. Emily, fetch the
belt.’

Emily rose smoothly from her position and
moved out of sight. He couldn’t twist enough to see her, Eloise
taking his chin in hand.

‘You’re going to be a lovely plaything over
the summer. And if you’re good, I may even let you come a few
times.’ She tapped his cock, painfully hard, barely able to even
swing from side to side.

‘This one, Mistress? Or this one?’

Emily came back into sight, holding two metal
things – they looked like underwear, but made of metal. One had a
bar, several inches long, made up of knobbed balls, that was
positioned where the butthole was, and a small bar attached by a
chain on the front. The other was similar, but plainer, and with a
downward-sloping pipe on the front.

Eloise pointed at the second. ‘That one, to
start with. There should always be room for escalation, after
all.’

He paled when he realized how the first one
would work – the thick lumps of the bar to go into the wearer’s
backside, and the thinner one to plug up his penis.

‘Mppphhh!’

‘Don’t get too upset, Jonathan. After all, I
could just lock you into a cage and leave you there. Instead, we
all get to have a little fun.’

She let the cock-leash down a bit, taking
some of the strain off his legs. She grabbed his cock, still
slippery with Emily’s dribble. ‘Have to let this down a bit, before
you could even get into the belt. I’m glad that you’re nice and
eager though.’

She tapped his cock again, before settling
back. Emily pushed the chastity belt against his body – even when
she tried bending his cock, there was no way it would fit into the
narrow confines of the metal. The two women stared at him, the
cock-leash loosened enough that his erection could slowly diminish,
the cords removed, and then the metal wrapped around him in its
place. It was cold, robbing the heat from his body as Emily fondled
his cock, pulling it into place so that it was down the tube. He
was still stiff enough that it stung slightly to have it pushed
into the metal, and if he were to get erect again, he wouldn’t be
able to rise up properly, the pipe bent down.

‘Gepphhhh opppphh!’ He tried shaking his
hips, but more padlocks sealed the metal around him, a bar running
between his buttocks.

‘Shhh, shhhh.’ Eloise grabbed his throat,
above his collar and wrenched him around. ‘Into your cage, boy,
while I teach Emily her tasks. And then…’ She stroked a hand down
his chest, her tickling fingers making his breath hitch. ‘Some
training for you.’

He tried to shake his head, tears running
from his eyes, but she tightened her grip until sparks started to
dance in his eyes. She was too strong to fight against! She dragged
him over to one of the chests, Emily darting ahead and opening it
up – the inside was padded with ridged foam, so when Eloise threw
him in, he sank into the padding. He was too slow to stand up, the
lid coming down, locking shut above him. He tried pushing back
against it, but it didn’t budge.

He was locked into the darkness, the walls
padded, absorbing his kicks without even making a sound. What was
going on? Why was he here, with that mad woman, and the other
woman? He kicked, again and again, but the padding was thick and
soft, and the air quickly grew hot, and it was hard to breathe. He
didn’t want to suffocate himself, so tried to slow his breathing.
He couldn’t get it off but managed to detach his hands from his
collar, and then felt the metal between his legs – he could just
about touch the end of his penis. The metal was unyielding though –
getting an erection seemed like it would be brutally uncomfortable,
if not painful!

 



 Chapter
Three: Rough Preparation

The box opened up, blessed air rushing in. Jonathan’s
head was throbbing even more now, between hunger, thirst, getting
tased and now lack of air. Hands grabbed him before his eyes had
adjusted, Eloise hauling him back out of the box. He couldn’t
resist her power, as she dragged him across the floor.

‘You’ve pulled your cuffs free of your
collar? Naughty, naughty! But it’s time to prepare you, and clean
you up a bit. Your need a bit of a shave downstairs. It would be
unpleasant if hairs were to be cut in your chastity belt! And Emily
probably won’t appreciate getting hairs in her mouth while she
wraps her mouth around you.’

The memories of that wet tightness sent a
surge of lust to his penis, which started to stiffen, pressing
against the metal. He tried to think calm thoughts before it got
too large and started to hurt, closing his eyes. Metal loosened
from around his wrists, just for a second, before his arms were
pulled around and shoved against wood, leather bands getting pulled
over his wrists and elbows to hold his limbs in place. Hands pulled
his legs apart, more padded leather cuffs wrapping around his
ankles.

‘Heeeyypphh!’ He tried to protest, opening
his eyes to see Eloise in front of him, Emily crouched down and
wrapping more leather bands around him, just above his knees. She
was changed now, dressed in a skimpy maid’s outfit that highlighted
her figure, cut low at front and back, leather collar around her
neck and matching cuffs at her wrists and ankles. She reached up,
probing a finger into his chastity belt.

Eloise pinched the back of Emily’s neck.
‘Only with permission! You are to help train him, remember? But
that means no touching without permission, if you want me to let
you out of your chastity at all.’

‘Yes, Mistress Eloise. Sorry, Mistress.’ As
Emily went to tighten the straps around him, she ran her fingers
over his thighs, leaning in close, despite what she had just been
told. Eloise turned away, returning with a basin of hot water and a
razor.

‘Emily, position him.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Emily reached behind him, and metal clicked,
a padded lump shoving itself into the small of his back, pressing
it forward. This shoved his body forward, straining him, and making
it impossible to move at all.

‘Your first task then – shave him.’ Eloise
produced a key and unlocked the chastity belt, pulling it off him.
Without it on, he felt exposed and vulnerable, his cock now
accessible. Emily reached up and tugged at his pubic hair, hard
enough to hurt. ‘I prefer it when men are smooth down there. So
much tidier. Now get to it.’

Emily flicked his testicles, making him grunt
and wince in pain. ‘Be a good boy, or I might slip.’ She took a wet
cloth from the basin and wiped his crotch down, the warm water
trickling down his body as she rubbed at him. The stimulation
started to have an effect, his cock hardening, starting to bend
upwards. Emily held it with one hand, using the other to rub water
against his pubes.

‘You certainly are keen! Emily, be careful
not to overstimulate him. He is only allowed to come when
permitted. I know you’re something of a cum-slut, but if I find you
draining him without permission, I will be most upset. And I’m sure
I can find something unpleasant to do to you.’

She breathed on his shaft, as though buffing
metal on a car, dabbing at his growing length with the flannel.
‘Yes, Mistress.’

Once she judged his pubes soft enough, she
squirted shaving foam into her hand and carefully smeared it over
his skin. Then she took a razor blade and carefully placed it
against his skin, twisting and tweaking it. It rasped over his
flesh, neatly slicing away the dark curls. After a few strokes, she
wiped the razor through the basin, a few tufts visible in the
steaming water.

With the wood lodged against his back, he
couldn’t move his torso at all. The blade scraped and scratched
away, slicing away the hairs. Eloise settled back to watch, a crop
in hand, lightly tapping it against Emily’s back whenever she
slowed.

Having the blade stripping away his hair, and
removing a layer of skin as well, made him feel even more exposed
and vulnerable. Emily’s hand moved his cock around, keeping it out
of the way as she rasped the blade over his balls, making him
tingle and shiver.

‘That looks much better. Emily, this will be
one of your tasks – he is to be clean-shaven at all times. If I
find any stray hairs, then I think some water-torture, for
starters.’

The razor kept moving, nipping and scratching
at him, as she carefully held his sack, careful not to cut him.
Hot-cold flushes of shame ran through him – he was utterly
disempowered and there was nothing that he could do to prevent the
changes made to his body.

Finally, she was done, standing up and moving
away. Her skirt was short enough that Jonathan could see a band of
metal beneath it, above the lacy cuffs of silk stockings.

‘Very good.’ Eloise approached, towel in
hand, which she used to dry him off. The soft fluff of the towel
felt good against his cock, the skin of his testicles now
ultra-sensitive from the skin that had been scraped off. ‘This will
be how you are presented from now on.’ She finished drying him off,
before running a nail along the top of his length, tapping it and
making it bob. ‘I’m glad to see that you’re nice and eager. But
there’s some special clothing for you as well. We can do this the
easy way, or the hard way. If you struggle and resist, then I will
use the taser again. If you cooperate though, then I will treat you
more kindly.’

She stroked his cock again, looking down at
him, resting her other hand against his throat. ‘Hmmm, I think a
blindfold as well. You don’t need to see, after all.’

‘Npphhh!’

Emily passed over a leather blindfold, which
Eloise pressed against his eyes, blinding him. He could feel her
hands buckling it into place, the inside padded and soft against
his face.

‘Well you be good?’ She gripped his cock
again, and then he heard the snapping zap of the taser.

‘Yeph! Yeph!’

Fingers pinched his nipple. ‘You are to refer
to me as “Mistress”. I like to establish clear rules.’

‘Yeph! Miphriph!’ The hand stroked down his
chest.

‘Very good. Emily, is everything ready?’

‘Yes, Mistress Eloise. Do you wish me to
prepare him?’

‘I think I will stay close. After all, it
wouldn’t do if young Jonathan were to try anything unwise.’ She
moved around, her hair rubbing against his shoulders, before she
licked his ear. ‘Your body is nice and attractive. But I think you
need to be shown your place.’

He heard a phut of a pump, before
another hand rubbed against his chest, oil being smeared over his
body, massaged into his skin. The hands reached around to the back
of his body, at least as much as possible, making his body feel
slippery. He tried tugging on his restraints, but they were too
tight, even with the slipperiness.

A hand slapped against his cheek, not too
hard. ‘None of that!’ A hand squeezed his cock, pulling backwards
to peel his foreskin away, the tightness of the grip pleasurable
despite his utter lack of power. ‘Emily, begin dressing him.’

His ankles and knees were released, although
he didn’t move. A foot was lifted, some slick material stretching
over his foot. He could feel it clinging to his body, getting
teased up and into place, encroaching up his body. It compressed
his skin, extending up to his knees, inch by inch. Soft hair
brushed against his cock as Emily switched between legs, keeping
the material at about the same level on each side.

As she patted it onto his thighs, he felt
little sharp taps against his chest – Eloise with the crop, tapping
against his body. Then it gently moved against the underside of his
penis, shifting it from side to side. ‘Definitely a grower –
impressively sized.’

The tight, clinging material reached up to
his hips, his cock free, getting pulled through a hole. One of his
arms was freed, his hand grasped, oiled and then pushed into a
glove of the same material. The fingers pulled on him, tugging his
hand inwards, meaning he had to exert himself otherwise his fingers
pulled inwards. Unable to see, he didn’t dare move, letting the
stuff envelop more and more of his body. It pushed in on his chest,
stifling and confining, every breath now more of an effort. He was
pulled forward, as the stuff covered his buttocks, then his back
and chest, before he was completely swaddled in the stuff. It was
tucked underneath his collar, before fingers brushed at his
hair.

‘You are obedient – something of a surprise!
But I suppose you’re sensible enough, at least when monitored.’

He felt soft lips brush his cheek as he was
kissed.

‘Now, time for a walk. Hands behind your
back.’

Jonathan slowly obeyed, cuffs wrapping around
his wrists, another pair around his upper arms, pulling his
shoulders together.

‘I think you need to work on your posture.
And some mild exercise, to start with. And to see how you deal with
latex. It looks good on you.’ A hand rubbed his chest, the feeling
numbed by the latex wrapped against around his body. It numbed him,
and made everything feel like a strain.

Fingers – strong and forceful, they must be
Eloise’s – felt at his genitals, before the leather bands of the
cock-leash were tightened into place. Put over his fully erect
cock, it hurt, biting into the skin, quickly snapping tight around
his testicles.

When the cords tightened, he took a forced
step forward, hoping there wasn’t something there to stumble
over.

‘Good boy. Would you like to go outside? Get
some exercise?’ She spoke like she was talking to a dog, her voice
child-like.

Maybe, if he was outside, he might be able to
escape, make a run for it?

‘Yeph.’

The cord was yanked on, making him gasp in
pain, agony flaming around his ball sack.

‘Yeph! Yeph Miphtreph!’

‘Much better. Remember your place. Follow the
leash.’ The next tug was more gentle, and he stepped forward again,
his arms straining at the twin sets of cuffs around his arms.
‘Emily, you as well. A little sunlight will do you good.’

He was kept moving forward, trying to feel
his way forward, guided by tugging on his cock and balls. The cords
bit into his skin, keeping him hard, his cock straining forward. He
stepped forward again, his crown suddenly tapping against rough
denim. He strained his hips, shaft rubbing against Eloise’s
backside.

‘Not yet! A little too forward.’ A nail
flicked against his cock, making it sway, before she kept pulling
on it, leading him further forward. His foot brushed against
stairs, and he managed to fumble forward, finding the next step
upwards. He swayed, desperately wanting not to fall, wondering if
his cock would be torn off if that happened. Every step was a
trial, the pain on his balls a constant threat.

It was a relief to be on level ground again,
Eloise continuing to pull him forward. He strained his ears,
desperate for any kind of information, hearing a door get unlocked.
Cooler air brushed against his cheeks, and then gravel beneath his
feet. The latex on his soles did little to protect his skin against
the spiky rocks.

‘Mpphh!’

‘Oh, it’s just a little discomfort. Or would
you like more pain?’

‘Npphhh! Miphtriph!’

‘Then stop complaining. After all, Emily is
managing in her heels.’

He could hear another set of crunching behind
him – it must be Emily.

‘Now, a brisk walk around the house.’ He
could hear birdsong, but nothing else – were they in the
countryside? Or in a large estate somewhere? It was hard to think
between his lust and the continual pain from his crotch, being
dragged forward constantly.

Soon he was walking over grass rather than
gravel, the stuff at least kinder on his feet. True to her word,
she did set a brisk pace, and without being able to see where he
was going, or when she turned, he had nothing to navigate by but
the cock-leash. And Emily’s hands occasionally reached out to feel
his buttocks, fingers pinching at latex-bound flesh.

He lost all track of time and distance,
unable to tell how far he had walked, how long he had walked for,
even what time of day it was. The latex dragged and pulled at him,
making every step more of a fight, the stuff pulling at his body,
making it more of a strain. His feet suddenly touched against
gravel again, making him flinch at the stinging pressure against
his soles.

‘Very good. Sensible enough not to fight
back. Although with this in place, running would be unwise.’
Another tug on the leash made him gasp in pain. ‘Now, Emily, give
him his treat. A kiss on his poor, tormented dick.’

He heard the rustle of fabric, and then soft,
wet lips brushed against his cock. A kiss, gentle and slippery,
before his crown was licked, taken partially into Emily’s mouth.
She rolled her tongue around it, licking and kissing, sucking her
cheeks tightly.

Jonathan pumped his hips, trying to push more
deeply into her, but she withdrew, keeping only the tip of his cock
in her mouth. He heard himself whining, the cords suddenly snapping
taut, making him wince in pain. Could he even cum when the cords
were that tight around the base of his shaft?

Her head suddenly dipped forward, the length
of his shaft enveloped in the tight wetness, just for a moment, her
tongue rolling all the way around his penis. Then she withdrew,
leaving his cock cool, sticky and abandoned, twitching and
desperate for release.

Eloise’s voice, smug and powerful, spoke,
close to his ear again. ‘So eager, young Jonathan! But you’re a
virgin, aren’t you? I’ll be taking that, once I’ve trained you
more.’

Her hand dropped down, cupping his balls.

‘I wonder how long it will be before you earn
that privilege? Well, time to go into your cage. I’ve had Emily
prepare your room. And then we can begin your real training.’

He was pulled forward again, cock bobbing
about, desperate for release, or at least for the leash to be
removed! He stubbed a toe on the riser of carpeted stairs, getting
dragged back upstairs. A door opened, and then he heard the clank
of metal. A hand pushed down on his head, forcing him to duck, as
he felt cold metal beneath his feet. Metal scraped again, a lock
clicking shut, before the cock-leash was released. Two sets of
heeled footsteps moved away, leaving him in the darkness again.

 


 


 


 



 Chapter
Four: Training Begins

Emily’s breasts pressed against his back, her skimpy
maid’s outfit doing little to shield him from the soft curves of
her body, the frills sticking to his skin. Her fingers were
slippery with oil, being massaged into his skin, warm and gentle,
his flesh getting made slippery. Jonathan’s body was being held in
a standing spread-eagle, with chains around his ankles and wrists
to spread him out. His chastity belt had been removed, cock and
balls now free, Emily’s quick fingers soon teasing him to hardness,
before a band had been snapped in place. He was starting to feel
the yearning pangs of lust now, a desperation desire to cum, but it
was never granted.

Leather cracked against flesh and he
shuddered, but the blow had been aimed at Emily, a whip striking
against her flesh, making her hiss in pain.

‘Your job, Emily, and nothing else. If you’re
a good girl, you might be allowed more, but his cock is not your
plaything. Unless you want me to take a whip to your juicy
cunt?’

She gave a sharp shake of her head, some of
her hair sticking to Jonathan’s skin.

‘Good girl. I was told you were already
trained and obedient – it would certainly be a shame if you were to
waste my valuable time with such things. Now, if you are released
from your bonds, will you be a good boy?’ Eloise stepped close,
lightly stroking the leather whip-cord against his chest. ‘I want
you in fine fettle, so it’s time to start your physical
training.’

She reached down and tapped a nail against
his cock-head, the sensation vivid and intense, making him gulp in
breath, the thin slither hard against his own rigidity. A fat
ballgag had been pushed into his mouth, making it impossible to
speak, and he had to keep his head tilted back and suck in spittle
before it overflowed down his chest.

‘If you obey, like a good little boy, we
might be able to have some fun together.’ Another thin line of
pressure joined the first as she started to push harder, making his
vision swim. ‘A healthy boy like you, I’m sure you want some
release.’

‘Pleeaaappph!’

‘So, will you be a good boy?’

He gave a short, desperate nod, trying not to
dribble down himself, thrusting his hips forward. She gripped his
shaft tightly and squeezed, oil beading up between her fingers.

‘Good. So you’ll let Emily dress you, without
causing any trouble?’

‘Yepphh!’

Her hand let go, his cock now thrusting into
empty air, bereft of anything that might grant him climax and
release. ‘Good. Emily, prepare him.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

His limbs were released from the bonds, and
then Emily helped him into a latex bodysuit. With the oil, it slid
smoothly over his skin, sliding smoothly into place, fighting him,
clinging to his every curve. This one had a hole at the crotch, his
cock pushed through, feeling heavy and hard, the band meaning it
didn’t shrink away. The soles of his feet felt different, padded
and springy, rather than protected only by a scant layer of latex.
The black material came up over his hips and belly, then his arms
and fingers. It was so tight over his fingers that they kept
getting pulled inwards, his hands forming themselves into curves
unless he pushed back against it, but as soon as he stopped
straining they were snapped back into place.

‘Mmpphhh!’ He tried pleading through the gag
as Emily dressed him, snapping the latex back into place around his
body, pressing herself tightly against him, warm and soft, her
breath brushing against his ears, her tongue suddenly flicking out
and licking his earlobe, unseen by Eloise.

She tapped the handle of the whip against his
erect cock, before clipping a leash to his collar.

‘This way. If you behave, then you might be
allowed to see the rest of the house.’ She gave the leash a tug,
and he followed after her. Emily grabbed his wrists and bent them
behind himself, metal cuffs snapping into place.

As he stepped forward, he could feel padded
soles – like he was wearing trainers. Maybe he could make a run for
it? He might be arrested as a pervert, with his cock hanging out
and his body wrapped into latex, but that was better than being
kept here as a captive! Not that he could do anything other than
follow along at the moment, the leash dragging him along.

He was led through the house, down a
wood-paneled passage, expensive-looking artwork hanging in place,
before they came to a conservatory. The glass walls let in lots of
light, illuminating a tiled floor, an elaborate water-feature
surrounded by brightly-colored flowers. One area was a home gym,
with yoga mats on the floor, weights neatly racked up, and several
machines for weights, jogging and cycling. Although one of the
cycling machines had been modified – a dildo stuck up above the
saddle, ready to violate the user.

He swallowed nervously. He didn’t want to be
on that! But Eloise pulled him forward, past that machine and
towards one of the running machines, tying the leash-cord around
the control panel.

She turned it on and the conveyer belt
started to move beneath his feet, but only at a gentle pace. It
felt good to be moving again, but it was harder in the latex, the
stuff fighting him, his body quickly heating up, unable to shed
heat properly.

There was a TV screen in front of him,
currently turned off, dark enough that he could see Emily in the
reflection. Eloise stroked his buttock before increasing the speed
of the machine, forcing him into an actual jog – he would have
preferred a proper warmup, but could still easily cope, even with
his hands behind his back and the gag in his mouth.

‘Good boy. Now lets get Emily set up.’

She walked away, shoving Emily around until
she was on the dildo-bike, carefully lowering herself onto the
prong. He was already rock-hard, but Emily’s grunts of aroused pain
were hot, before she put her feet onto the pedals. When she started
to cycle, the dildo began to pump in and out of her, sliding back
and forth. With every spin, she grunted again.

‘You’re not allowed to come, or I’ll be
testing my whip on you.’

‘Yes…
Mistress… Eloise…’ Emily
puffed and panted as she was penetrated, her face turning
red.

The
conveyor belt started to
accelerate, forcing him to move faster and faster. The speed was
something he could normally deal with easily, but the latex was
hard to move in, and he couldn’t move properly.

Eloise
approached, slapping the back of her hand against his
buttocks. ‘Nice and
firm! You will be a delightful plaything once you’re done. Don’t
worry, I’ll let you go at the start of the new term. You’ll have a
lovely, educational summer.’

His cock
was bouncing around with every stride, painfully bobbing and
slapping around.
‘Mpphh!’

‘Oh? It is
quite impressively large.’

‘Pleamph!’

She
slapped his backside again. ‘Oh? Would you like it a little less free?’ The speed
increased again, making him run faster, increasing the strain on
his cock even more. He nodded desperately, spit flowing down his
chin, before she tapped it with the back of her hand.

‘Mpphh!’

‘So, if I help
you a little, will you be a good boy?’

‘Yeppph!’

‘You are
to call me “Mistress”.’
She tapped his shaft again.

He could
feel tears starting to prickle his ears, from the pain and the humiliation. ‘Yephh,
Miphtreph!’

She twisted
something, and the band suddenly snapped loose. His cock flapped
about but without the band, he could feel himself shrinking away,
strides getting less uncomfortable.

‘Hmmm, something
of a shame, but I suppose you’re sensitive enough that bringing it
back will be nice and simple. You’ll need a lot of training, and
then maybe I’ll take you for myself. You’re certainly handsome
enough.’ She patted his backside again. ‘I’m sure you’d like that,
wouldn’t you? A lovely summer with an experienced and mature lady –
every young man’s fantasy! And I may even let you have Emily a few
times, get her used to taking large cocks. Would you like
that?’

‘Myeph?!’

Emily was
panting and gasping
away, the dildo now slippery with her juices as it slid in and out
of her, chest heaving as she tried to keep cycling.

‘Speak to me
properly.’

‘Myeph,
Miphtreph!’

‘Good
boy. Well, let’s stretch you a bit.’ As his cock
flapped around, she
increased the speed further, his feet thudding against the belt in
a steady rhythm. Breathing around the gag was hard, spit thick and
hot as it flowed from his mouth. Trying to swallow fast enough to
keep from drowning made it even harder, although the speed was
something that he should be able to deal with easily. And having
his hands behind his back made it even harder to breath, throwing
his balance off.

She
pressed buttons around the TV screen, the thing turning on. She
walked away, hips
swaying before picking up a remote. An image appeared, Emily on her
back, wrists and ankles all tied to the same bar, a fat ballgag in
her mouth. She was entirely naked except for her collar, hands
grabbing her hips, a fat cock sliding into her slick cunt. From the
sounds she was making, she was enjoying it, her head rocking up and
down, tits jiggling.

There
wasn’t anywhere else he could look, and Emily had a fantastic body,
as she was fucked. The sounds from the screen mingled with the
sounds from the real
Emily, still getting fucked on the bicycle.

‘10K I
think, and then I’ll wash you off. And you, Emily, need to work
harder.’

Her heels
clicked away onto the tiled floor, leaving him watching the video of Emily getting fucked
as he tried to regulate his breathing. Having his dick loose and
his arms bound made it harder, but once he found his rhythm, he was
able to keep going.

The video
changed every so often, showing Emily in other restraints, but
still getting fucked, again and again, and in every hole – her pussy, mouth and
asshole all running with cum, lube and spit.

He tried
to ignore it, not wanting to get hard again, although the scent of
Emily’s arousal was something he couldn’t entirely ignore, the
odour turning him on, his cock starting to harden again, mercifully not to full
size.

The
distance melted away under his regular stride, and he managed to
keep his balance, his
breathing in rhythm now. The distance counter kept ticking away,
until Eloise came back and started to decrease the speed, letting
his slow down, back to a jog, then a slow walk.

Beneath
the latex he could feel that he was slicked with sweat, fluid
mingling with the oil smeared all over his body, heading downwards
and pooling in his feet and hands, making the latex
smeary and tight against his
body. No matter how he flexed and strained against the stuff, it
didn’t break, tight around him, making him a prisoner.

‘Good
boy. I’ll have to push you harder next time.’ She stroked his body
through the latex, able to caress his flesh without dirtying herself, feeling his chest
as he recovered his breath. ‘Emily needs more training, but you’ve
earned yourself a treat. With me.’

He didn’t
have any way to resist, as she untied the leash and pulled him
away, through a door into a large bathroom – there was a plunge pool, as well as
a large shower. He was leashed in position again, beneath the
shower, before there was the soft sound of a zip being undone.
Eloise stripped off in front of him, pulling her jeans down, then
her tight jumper over her head, revealing the large curves of her
breasts, contained within a fancy bra, before that was taken off as
well.

She was
softer and curvier than Emily, her larger frame powerful even when
naked. Eloise turned a dial and water poured down over him, splashing onto his head,
the latex repelling the water. She stepped him under the water as
well, opening up a panel on the wall to reveal gels and
shampoos.

‘If you
try anything foolish, there will be consequences.’ Her breasts
pushed against his body,
barely beneath his face, as she fondled his ball-sack. ‘So
sensitive. I’m sure you would rather I not take a paddle to
you?’

He shook his
head, blinking water out of his eyes.

‘Good.’ She
stroked it more gently, teasing the shaved flesh. ‘Now, let’s get
you cleaned up.’

She
unzipped the latex, releasing his skin from it’s confines. The
cuffs on one wrist popped loose, letting her strip him entirely.
One of her hands gripped his sack throughout, gently, but a
powerful warning of what might happen if he disobeyed. He kept his arms and head
down, letting the water sluice over him, washing away sweat and
oil.

There was
a phut as she
squirted shower gel into her palm, starting to rub it over his body
from behind. Her breasts, full and heavy, pushed against him, her
nails lightly scratching at his skin, her lips kissing the wet skin
of his neck and shoulders.

She
started to stroke his cock, her touch confident and powerful,
urging him to stiffness again. He still felt sore where the
band had been in place,
but he couldn’t do anything but rise to her touch, hardening again.
Her fingers stroked back and forth, light and soft as her body
pressed against his, scent delicate and light.

‘You are
nice and sensitive. And if you’re nice and obedient, then you may even get to come a few
times.’

She started to
pump his cock, pace suddenly faster, and he started to pant. Then
she let go, letting his cock bob free.

‘But not
now.’

His hands
were suddenly pulled
behind himself and cuffed again, as he sank against her with a
sigh. ‘Pleaph…’

‘Not yet,
little boy.’ She kissed him on the neck, lightly nibbling with her
teeth, before the water suddenly cut away, and she started to dry
him off with a soft and fluffy towel. Once he was dry, and his cock
shrunken again, the
metal of the chastity belt harsh and cruel against his body as it
clicked shut. Then she pulled a leather hood over his head,
blinding him, dragging him back through the house. He could hear
Emily as they passed, still fucking herself, gasping and
panting.

 





 Chapter
Five: Manners Maketh the Man

Emily hummed to herself as she powdered his body. He
was stood up, a rope around his neck, more restraints spreading his
arms wide. His balls were still soft and sore from being shaved
again, feeling very vulnerable. Jonathan twitched every time she
touched him, her hands soft and warm as powder was patted against
his skin. He could see a latex outfit hanging up, just the sight of
the thing making his skin crawl. He didn’t like the tightness of
it, the way it made movement harder, how it turned him into a
thing. And Emily smelt so good! Clean and sweet and fresh
and female.

Just her closeness was arousing, making his
cock hard. He hadn’t been allowed to get off, his balls feeling fat
and heavy, even after being shaved. He was hard pretty much all the
time now, his cock throbbing and jutting out ahead of himself, long
and heavy. It made it hard to move, always in danger of hitting
something.

Emily stroked a gloved hand down his body,
tweaking a nipple. She was gagged as well, a leather muzzle around
her mouth, covering half of her face. Something inside must be
holding her tongue down, but she could still make noise, happily
humming. When she saw Jonathan looking at her, she glared back,
raising a hand, the latex fingers white with talcum powder. He
looked away, and then she stroked his face, leaving a trail of
powder in her wake, happily buzzing.

Then she rubbed his chest, her fingers
teasing his nipples. The lacey apron brushed against his
cock-crown, and he couldn’t help but thrust his hips forward, eager
for any sensation, any pressure against his shaft, wanting to get
off, to climax. The starched material felt good, stiff against his
skin, and beneath was the latex minidress, slippery-smooth against
him.

She shook her head and stepped away, making
him whine in disappointment. He wanted to come! Although the metal
cock-ring bit into his flesh, a throbbing he had gotten used to,
but that added another continual humiliation to his torments.

She mumble-grunted something he couldn’t
understand, running a finger down the middle of his chest, making
him shiver. His mouth was sealed with a large ball-gag, bright red
rubber filling his mouth tacky, plasticy taste, dribble oozing over
his chin no matter how much he swallowed. Emily tugged on the rope,
making it tighten around his neck, then she pointed at the latex
suit. He whimpered, swallowing back another load of spittle, but
nodded.

The rope lowered, easing the pressure on his
neck, and then Emily released his wrists from the restraints. He
knew how to behave, keeping his head down, not making any sudden
movements, keeping his arms spread wide and away from his cock, and
letting himself get pulled into the latex bodysuit. It clung and
compressed his flesh, getting pulled over him from the legs up.

It made him feel less like himself, less a
person, more of a thing, his flesh becoming gleaming black.
When it came up around her waist, his cock had to be carefully fed
through a hole, the pressure from Emily’s hand making him pant as
she squeezed his shaft, moving it into place. When she pulled it to
the side, it made his vision fuzz and blur, sparks bursting in his
head. The denied orgasm was almost a physical thing, throbbing in
his balls, powerful but impotent, unable to come to fruition
without further help.

He whined into the gag again, his tongue
shoving against the slippery orb, unable to shove it away or move
it. Emily looked at him with annoyance, shoving her hand against
his mouth to silence him. In doing so, she moved closer, his cock
slapping against her thigh, coming in below her skirt. Her skin
felt so warm and smooth! He wanted to be inside her, to thrust all
the way into her, blast her full of cum! Even the slight contact
with her thigh made his head spin, the heavier fabric of her
petticoats beneath the short skirt a sensation he couldn’t
describe.

She gripped his face more tightly, having to
contort herself awkwardly to avoid touching his cock. Thanks to the
powder, the latex slid over his skin, moving up over his body. He
moved his arms around so that they could be fed into the sleeves,
more and more of his movement, his freedom, being taken away. It
forced his hands into closed fists, rendering him unable to pick
anything up. And the thing seemed slightly too small, making it
harder to even stretch out his arms fully.

Before it fully covered his chest, she taped
a vibrator to each nipple, then rolled and tugged the latex over
the top, making it look like he had two oversized nipples. It came
all the way to his neck, and he twisted, wishing he could twist his
way out of the tight and clinging stuff.

As a final step, she zipped it up along the
back, sealing his flesh away entirely except for his feet and face.
Black boots were provided – they were heavy, but at least they
weren’t heels, like the narrow stilettos that Emily had to
wear.

He obediently stepped into them, letting
Emily lace them up. Her head was just below his cock – maybe she
would look up and her hair would rub against him? He shook his
hips, making his cock bounce down. He could feel a few stray
strands of hair, or maybe that was just his imagination? He shook
his hips again, managing to get it closer to her head, as she
switched to his other shoe. Again, this time feeling more strands
of her hair, soft and sweet against his cock-crown. A little
more!

She looked up as he bounced it again, his
cock bouncing off her forehead with a meaty smack. Emily looked
shocked for a moment, before grabbing his cock tightly, squeezing
hard. Her other hand came up, backhanding him in the balls,
knocking the breath from his lungs, making his knees weak. He
whimpered through the gag, a trail of spit falling from his mouth
and splashing onto his cock.

Emily squeezed his balls, growling through
her gag, and he whimpered again. But the pain was making the
throbbing heat of the contained orgasm get closer! She squeezed
again, more tightly this time, before the time opened and Eloise
entered.

As soon as she heard the sound, Emily let go
of his sack, and he took a deep breath in. She glared up at him
then stood up and curtseyed, lifting her skirt to show off her
chastity belt beneath.

‘I do hope you have everything ready? It
certainly seems to be taking you long enough.’

Emily ducked her head in apology, before
gesturing at Jonathan.

Eloise scrutinized him, her gaze sweeping
over his latex-clad body. She was wearing tight black trousers and
a sleek blouse trimmed with gauze. A chunky golden necklace hung
about her neck, a pendant hanging between her large breasts.

‘You look as lovely as ever. And still nice
and large!’ She flicked his cock, making it swing from side to
side. ‘Such a sweet young thing!’ She tapped a nail against his
exposed cock-crown, making his head reel again as it scratched
against the soft flesh.

‘Mppphhh!’

‘Shhh, little one. Don’t worry. You are
well-behaved. I may even let you climax eventually. Would you like
to use Emily’s soft mouth? Or maybe even her pussy? I’m sure she’ll
be eager as well, as I haven’t allowed her to come either.’

Emily stood up, keeping her eyes down.

‘Now, let’s get you into place. She
approached with a collar, wrapping the leather around his neck, a
padlock clicking shut and locking the material into place. It felt
even worse than the latex, the inside rough against his neck, and
then she clipped a leash into place.

He let himself be led through the house, back
to the ground floor, into a larger chamber. Large and round tables
had been covered with white tablecloths, floral arrangements in the
middle. Along one wall was a long table, covered with a covered
buffet.

Were there going to be guests? What was
happening?

Emily approached from behind, grabbing his
arms and stretching them out. Eloise picked up strange-looking
mittens, large, flat discs. She grabbed his hand and shoved it into
one, buckling a strap shut. It was a plastic tray attached to his
hand, another going onto his left hand, like plastic cymbals.

‘Now, today you are going to be a cute
waiter. Emily will be pouring the drinks, and you will be carrying
them. Is that understood?’

He slowly nodded, trying not to dribble
again.

‘Good. If I ungag you, are you going to kick
up a fuss?’

He shook his head, not wanting to get
punished at all. ‘Good. So you will take drinks orders, then Emily
will make them. I hope you will be good. I’ve told all my friends
what a good boy you are, and will be very disappointed if you don’t
live up to my expectations.’

She pulled out a small tablet on a long cord,
looping it over his neck. Before moving away, she flicked at one of
his nipples, the vibrator sparking to life and buzzing against his
skin before stilling itself. ‘I hope you can concentrate well.’

Emily walked over to a well-stocked bar,
bottles of spirits arranged in front of a mirrored wall, and
started arranging cocktail glasses and slicing up lemons. Eloise
stepped behind him, her breasts pushing against his shoulders,
hands gripping tightly.

‘Some of them can be a little grabby, but I’m
sure you have enough self-control to not make a mess. It would be a
problem if you were to have a mishap. No-one wants to be coated
with your cum.’ Her hand ran down his back, then between his legs,
cupping his balls. ‘Mmmm, nice and firm. A good boy might have his
desires seen to. A bad boy, well… I’m sure I can think of a few
ways to convince you of your error. Perhaps a sounding rod?’ He
didn’t know what that was, but didn’t want to find out! She
squeezed his balls again, sending a rush of stimulation through
him.

‘Now, be good and attentive, and you might
get a treat. Do you understand?’

‘Mmpphhh…’

‘Good. Now, get ready.’

It wasn’t long before guests started to enter
– women that looked about the same age as Eloise, dressed in
expensive and elegant clothing. They looked at him hungrily, their
eyes dropping to his cock. One of them, tall and slender, bit her
bright red lips in obvious lust, tilting her head and scrutinizing
him thoroughly, before nodding in approval. Eloise greeted each of
them, kissing their cheeks and embracing them, before one of them
approached him. She was wearing a blue satin dress that fell to her
ankles, and stroked his cheek before taking the tablet and tapping
something into it. The material of her dress was smooth and cool
against his cock, and he shivered and tried to turn away, not
wanting to risk climaxing all over it.

When she was done, she stroked his chest
before he could break away, heading over to Emily. She looked at
the tablet, nodded and quickly mixed several things together into a
lurid blue concoction, topped with a small umbrella. He extended a
hand having to try and keep the tray upright and level as the
cocktail glass was put in place.

With it resting there, he took a slow and
awkward turn, all his focus on keeping it steady. At least the
woman was easy to see, her dress bright enough to stand out. He
made his way over, feeling his cock shift and bounce around.

When he approached, she smiled at him and
took the glass. Several other women pounced, crowding around him in
a flurry of skirts and perfume, his view suddenly nothing but
carefully wrapped breasts and arms and made-up faces. He tried to
move away but they were all around him, his cock sliding around
beaded gauze, hard lumps of something suspended amongst scratchy
gauze. When she turned towards him, it made the stiff and loose
material bundle up, black beads scratching against him. Her large
eyes were rimmed with black and midnight-blue, silver running
across an ear, her hair tied into complicated braids.

‘You are a lovely little thing. Where did
Elly get you from?’

There was a heavy musky scent coming from
her, a rich and pungent odor even more overpowering than that
coming from the others. Every movement bought new pangs of
sensation, as her tulle skirts brushed and rubbed against him.
Thoughts of the fine mesh, heavy and dripping with his cum, rose up
in his mind. That would almost certainly get him in trouble!

‘Hmmm, what to order?’ She twisted her hips
as she played with the tablet, staring him in the eyes, not even
pretending to look at the actual menu. He tried to keep his
breathing level and steady, but it was hard to focus, the scent
worming into his brain and distracting him further. She licked her
lips, before reaching out with a handkerchief to wipe away some of
the dribble oozing down his chin. ‘Oh, such a messy little boy!’
The motion bought her even closer in, as his nipple-vibrators
started up. ‘Are those tears in your eyes? Elly treats you most
cruelly, I’m sure.’ His cock was now deep within her skirts,
buffeted and enveloped, making his breath in deeply through his
nose in an attempt to control himself.

She tapped something into the tablet, before
withdrawing with a teasing smile, and another set of scratchy
rubbings against his shaft, balls and crown. Before he could make
his way over to Emily, another woman stepped in his way. This one
was wearing a pants-suit, and stood off to one side, sparing his
any further torment. Silver shades looked at him, her expression
unreadable behind them as she made her order. Then it was the turn
of a short woman, barely coming up to his chin, who pressed herself
against him, soft breasts compressing, one hand rubbing down his
thigh.

She was so close that his penis was pushed
fully vertical between them, meaning that he could feel the warm
drape of her ankle-length dress, folds of material weighting
heavily on him. The smile she gave him was devilish, her thumb
scribbling something onto the device. ‘Cute! A shame Eloise doesn’t
like to share. Although she has no issues showing you off.’ She
twisted her hips, compressing his shaft, making his eyes bulge. He
wanted to back away, but someone else was stood behind him, nailed
hands stroking his back and buttocks. He didn’t dare try and push
them away, the short woman continuing to grind against him until
she finished writing her order, then stepping back with a saucy
wink.

‘She must be training you well!’ She looked
down at her dress, where there was the faintest smear of precum
across the expensive fabric. ‘Or maybe it’s just that cock-ring.
Well, I’m sure she’ll let you cum eventually. Maybe!’ She patted
him on the cheek, then turned away, letting someone else step into
the gap she made.

It was a torturous flurry of fabrics against
his sensitive cock-head, scents dizzying and confusing him, a whirl
of sensation and frustration before he was able to step away. It
felt like his dick was on fire now, his shaft filled with a
fizzing, bubbling sensation kept at bay by the cock-ring. He
stumbled and managed to catch himself, the searing heat between his
legs not getting any better, before reaching the drinks bar, Emily
taking the tablet.

As she set to making drinks, doing
complicated-looking things with shots of different drinks, crushed
ice and mixer, shaking them together and pouring them into glasses,
adding more ice, cherries and lemon slices to decorate them. He
tried to gather his thoughts, glad of some relief, of not having
more teasing pressure against his sensitive skin.

It wasn’t long until he was jolted from this
by Emily grunting at him. He turned to her putting his hands palm
up to offer her the trays. The number of drinks was a lot harder to
balance, the liquid slipping and slopping, and he had to focus to
keep the trays balanced.

He looked around, trying to see where the
women that had ordered had gone – there were about a dozen now,
talking in pairs or small groups. He could only move slowly, trying
to keep the trays steady and level, not wanting to know what the
punishment for a spillage would be.

The short woman was talking to Eloise and
turned towards him, reaching out and taking her drink.

‘So, this is your new boy? He seems quite
biddable. Although it looked as though you haven’t taken him for a
ride yet?’ She reached down for his cock, but he managed to step
back in time. She chuckled. ‘Quick on his feet as well!’

‘Oh yes, he’s a runner. Built for distance, I
think. I want to work on his stamina a little more before letting
him free. But he’s an amusing diversion. As long as he remembers
his place.’

He instinctively ducked his head, the
movement making the remaining glasses shift worryingly before he
caught his balance, beating a retreat. The other two women were
mercifully close by, talking to each other. The one in black saw
him coming and smiled, beckoning him closer with a long-nailed
hand, five talons all painted dark red. She wiped dribble off his
chin again, before taking his chin in her hand and tilting his head
around.

‘Hmmm, you are a looker. Although a muzzle
would stop all that unsightly dribble. I like my toys to be a
little cleaner! And bare, none of this stuff.’ She pinched at his
shoulder, at the latex. ‘Skin is far nicer. But each to their own,
I suppose.’ She took her drink and sipped at it, giving a sigh of
pleasure. ‘Mmmm, this is good! And this is yours, isn’t it? I don’t
think anyone else would drink such an awful mixture.’ The drink she
passed to the other woman was a lurid green color at the top,
tinting to dark blue at the bottom. ‘It looks vile. Now, on your
way boy – there’s a lot of thirsty women that need serving! Even if
you’re not on the menu yourself.’

He walked away, glad to have escaped further
torment. He tried to keep his distance as he was used to serve
drinks, treated as an item rather than a person, every touch
against his bare dick making him shiver in denied agony.

 


 


 


 


 



 Chapter
Six: Never Quite Enough

Jonathan took a deep breath, trying to ignore the
desperate yearning coming from between his legs. All these women,
in their elegant dresses and suits, taking their turns to tease
him! Why couldn’t they just let him be!

Another line of dribble fell from his mouth,
smearing down his body. He barely noticed it, mutely following his
orders and ferrying drinks back and forth. Whenever he drew close,
the women would take the chance to ogle and stroke him, running
manicured fingers over his body, tweaking his nipples or tickling
his flesh. Several of them openly admired his cock, although none
seemed willing to tease him all the way.

The woman in black was the worst, her long
nails scratching against his flesh, drawing him close so that his
shaft penetrated into her long dress, the material rubbing and
scratching. She didn’t seem to care about the precum smears, and
her perfume was thick and heavy enough that it made his head swim.
And now she was drunk – her cheeks were flushed, and whenever she
saw him she licked her lips.

He turned, almost overbalancing as the weight
of his cock swung about, but wasn’t fast enough, feeling a sudden
presence behind him, as claws tickled against his spine. He
shivered, the glasses in front of him chinking together, and then
soft breath tickled his ear, heavy with the scent of booze.

‘You are a lovely little thing, aren’t you? A
shame that Elly has you picked out for special training.’ An arm
came around his waist, a nail poking into his navel. ‘I’d love to
have you at home. We could have such fun together!’ The hand
dropped lower down, cupping his balls. ‘Mmmm, nice and solid! I
wonder how long it’s been since you were allowed to come? You must
be getting desperate!’

He tried shaking her off, but her grip just
tightened – it wasn’t tight enough to hurt yet, but it wouldn’t
take too much more pressure until it would. He looked around in
desperation, as Eloise stepped away from a conversation and
approached. Would she save him?

‘He is quite fetching, isn’t he?’ Eloise
patted him on the head. ‘Don’t tease him too much though. He’s not
yet fully trained, and I don’t want my training to go to waste. And
it would be a shame if that lovely dress of yours were to be ruined
– young men can make such a mess, after all.’

‘Oh, I can always buy another!’ The nails
started to pinch into his soft flesh, making him gasp. He wanted to
shake her off, but didn’t dare when she had hold of him down there,
or to be punished at all. ‘You’ve not let him have any release?
Poor thing!’ She kissed him on the cheek, the closeness making him
smell even more booze, strong and potent.

‘I like my boys to know what it’s like to go
without. It makes them very thankful for what they get.’ Eloise’s
gaze was hard, and Jonathan looked away, not daring to meet her
eyes, as she patted him on the head. ‘You will be a good boy, won’t
you? As you don’t want to find out what happens to bad
boys.’

He nodded, trying to ignore the softness of
the woman pressed up against him, her breasts heavy and full, the
material crinkling against his own flesh.

There was a sudden clatter behind them,
followed by the sound of glass shattering. Eloise spun, to see
Emily at the counter, a bottle of something having fallen to the
ground and broken, a pool of amber liquid rapidly spreading. Emily
was dithering, looking around for something to clean up with, as
Eloise strode towards her.

‘Stupid girl! That bottle was older than you
were.’ She grabbed at Emily’s collar and dragged her forward,
around the bar, fear flaring up in Emily’s eyes. She dug her heels
in and dragged backwards, Eloise simply overpowering her and
pulling her forwards.

‘Bad girls need punishment!’

A ripple of focus went through the crowd, as
everyone tried to move so that they could see, Jonathan shrinking
backwards, not wanting to get caught up in it.

As Emily struggled, a slap across her face
broke her resistance, letting her be hauled forward. She was bent
over a high bench, a rope found from somewhere and swiftly wrapped
around her body, tying her in place with her arse up, arms and legs
tied to the arms of the bench.

Jonathan could see her muscles straining
against the hemp cord, her flesh paling where it pinched at her,
her legs tensing up without any success at breaking free. Her head
shook about before Eloise grabbed her hair and wound more rope
around it, anchoring it around her waist, forcing her to bend her
neck and keep her head straight.

Jonathan was stood behind her, able to admire
the taut globes of her buttocks and her stiff thighs, another throb
of desire spiking through his cock. The woman in black giggled in a
strangely-youthful fashion and pinched one of his nipples. ‘Oh? Do
you like the silly, slutty maid? She looks nice, but I think you’d
have more fun with a woman with a little more maturity.’ One of her
legs had slid between his, her knee coming up to stroke at his
thigh, top of her knee just brushing against his testicles.

Sharp cracks split the air, as Emily was
spanked, Eloise’s hand cracking against her buttocks, pale flesh
turning red under the impacts, Emily squealing in pain and
indignation, still trying to break free, without any success. She
muttered something that Jonathan couldn’t see, earning herself some
more sharp spanks.

Eloise removed her chastity belt, tossing the
metal onto another table with a clatter. Her pussy was shaved, the
skin soft, her folds partially open and moist. Jonathan mewed into
his gag, wanting to plunge himself deep into the waiting slit, to
be swallowed up in her tightness!

The woman tightened her grip around her,
pinching at the latex that sheathed his body. For all that it
covered him, it didn’t seem to offer any protection against her
hands, or her sharp nails. She kissed him, teeth hard against his
neck. ‘Watch and learn, little boy.’

Eloise gave Emily a particularly hard spank,
the audience nodding in appreciation. Jonathan winced at the sound,
glad it wasn’t him being punished! Emily’s face was turning red as
she fought her restraints, trying to breath properly through her
gag. Eloise’s eyes settled onto Jonathan and he winced – he didn’t
want to have any attention drawn to him. But Eloise crooked a
finger at him as she smiled, his heart dropping.

‘Well, little boy – your mistress has a need
for you. A shame, but I shall have to let you go. For now.’ She
released him and gave him a little shove forward. Feeling nervous,
he stepped forward slowly, until he was standing over Emily. This
close, he could smell her arousal, see the wetness of her cunt,
tight and desperate-looking, feeling his cock surge. He wanted to
be fuck her! Even the tight pucker of her asshole seemed tempting,
a hole that would grip and consume his cock, letting his thrust
until he got off, filling her with cum.

Eloise smiled at him, although the expression
was far from reassuring. ‘You’ve been a good boy, so you can help
punish this silly little kitten.’ She gestured past him, one of the
other women approaching with a black rubbery length attached to a
harness – it looked like a dildo, although quite a large one, and
attached to a squirty bottle covered with tiny writing.

‘It’s still too early in your training for
you to be allowed any release, but I think you can be allowed to
fuck her. Well, sort of.’ She flicked his cock, making his brain
fuzz as the sensation ran through him, then putting on surgical
gloves. ‘So nice and hard and manly! It’s astounding how long you
can keep it up for, even with the medication.’ Oily-looking paste
was squeezed onto her hand, and then she started to massage it onto
his length.

At first it felt good, the paste warm and
slippery, her hands rubbing against his cock-crown, sending
pleasurable sensations through him. He bit into the gag, desperate
not to cum as she smiled at him again.

And then a coolness starting to develop – he
could still feel her hands rubbing and stroking along his shaft,
but it was like being rubbed through a heavy sweater, everything
distant and numb. As she gripped his shaft tightly and rubbed the
full length before releasing, he tried thrusting forward, as she
smirked at him. ‘Don’t be naughty, now! Or I might have to let my
friends have their way with you. Or maybe you would like that?’

He shook his head.

‘Then be a good boy and follow orders.’

By now, his cock was completely numb – still
rock-hard, but even when she tapped the crown again, he could only
feel dimly feel it. Then the dildo was handed to Eloise, and he
could see that the thing was hollow, and impressively sized.

Eloise squirted more of the numbing gel
inside of it, before sliding it over his shaft. He could vaguely
feel the tightness, but it was distanced from him, as a strap went
around his hips to keep it in place.

She spanked his backside, but only lightly.
‘Now you may fuck her. Consider this practice for if I deem you
worthy to own her fully.’ She peeled the gloves off her hands and
discarded them, then moved around behind him, putting her hands on
his shoulders and moved him into place.

Emily tried moving her head to be able to see
him, but the rope from her hair to her waist was too short, meaning
all she could do was strain again, her head shaking from
side-to-side, pathetic pants coming from her mouth. Her pussy was
wet now, the scent powerful, as Eloise steered him forward.

He put his tray-mitten hands against her
back, enjoying the whimper she made, pushing down on her. Not that
she needed restraining or pinning into place, but it felt good to
have some measure of power!

His hips slowly moved forward, the tip of the
dildo pushing apart her lips, pressing into her. He started to
grind into her, looking down in fascination as he speared her,
deeper and deeper with each thrust. The walls of the strap-on were
thin enough that he could feel the pressure on his cock, but it was
like an extra-extra-thick condom, a cruel torment keeping him away
from actually feeling the penetration at all. But Emily’s body was
responding as well, as she was spread and violated, her pussy fully
open and consuming the length of the dildo. He pushed down on her,
hearing the way the pitch and tone of her sighs changed, her hips
shifting on their own, outside of her control.

His own thrusts were something he couldn’t
control, his cock desperate for stimulation, every instinct
screaming out that he should be close to coming himself, buried
deeply inside of a woman. Jonathan whimpered, Eloise’s hands tight
on his shoulders, her body pressed against his from behind, too
strong for him to be able to escape, her breasts soft against his
back.

‘Good boy. Punish this slut like she
deserves, and you may even be allowed to do it for real
someday.’

He kept grinding away, until his hips were
touching against her buttocks with every thrust, the full length of
the cock shoved deep into her. She was making pitiful grunting
noises, her head shaking, seemingly out of control as it tugged on
the rope, her hair getting stretched then going slack.

He was so intent on fucking her that he
didn’t even notice she had come until Eloise tried pulling him
back. He pushed down on Emily with his trays, wanting to keep going
until he finally achieved release for himself, hips possessed of
their own spirit. He could feel her cunt, tight and wet, but his
cock refused to come! It wasn’t fair!

Eloise pulled harder, dragging him away, the
strap-on that sheathed his shaft now pushing only into empty air.
He sagged, feeling suddenly drained, as she reached around his head
and pinched his nostrils. Forced to breath through his gagged
mouth, spit bubbled up, oozing down his chin.

‘Hmmm, I don’t think I approve of that loss
of control. A little more focus will be needed – you should try and
be a good and considerate lover, after all.’

He whined through the gag. He didn’t want to
be Emily’s lover, he just wanted to fuck her! Or fuck
somebody, just to get rid of the burning pressure between
his legs!

‘I think a little time in the cool box, to
help you cool off.’

He shook his head, not liking the sound of
that, but couldn’t resist as she dragged him by the collar, the
other women still looking on admiringly. He felt shame burn onto
his cheeks, the indignity of his position getting to him – to be
used as a fucktoy, but not allowed to come, unless he was given
permission!

In one corner of the room was a wooden chest,
one of the guests already opening it up as they approached. His
strap-on was removed, and then he was pushed downwards, made to
kneel and curl up into a ball, feeling the throbbing heat of his
shaft against his belly.

The lid of the chest slammed down above him,
leaving him alone in the dark.
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Seven: Party for Three

The box was hot and close, with nowhere for
Jonathan’s body heat to go. At least there was a cushion beneath
his knees to reduce the discomfort somewhat, but he couldn’t move
at all, the lid harsh and rigid above him. The numbness of his cock
persisted, but it slowly shrunk away, nestled between his thighs,
even the cock-ring not enough to keep him rigid for however long it
had been. In the latex, he could feel himself getting sweatier over
time, liquid building up and slowly trickling down his body,
pooling at the lowest points it could reach.

With the gag still in place, he couldn’t stop
himself dribbling, making the cushion slowly moist with his
spittle, making his position even more uncomfortable. Why was he
here? Although it was probably better in here than whatever was
happening to Emily! Being fucked by an oversized cock first, and
then whatever the women thought up to do to her. He could dimly
hear through the box – strangled grunts and gasps, the sounds of
something impacting on flesh. He tried to imagine what might be
happening to Emily – spanking, slapping, maybe a whipping? Or would
she be left in position on the bench, and her holes used? Nails
scratching down her back, a strap-on penetrating her pussy or her
asshole…

He felt a quiver of heat stir through his
still-numb cock, the thought of Emily’s soft and yielding body
arousing. Would Eloise really let him fuck her, properly? The
thought of having her tied down and at his mercy, her leggy and
sexy body spread on a bed, so that he could do whatever he wanted
with her… Another twitch of heat, and he felt himself starting to
harden, his desperation to cum having obvious effects. Being kept
in chastity… it was starting to settle into his entire body, making
him hot and sensitive, his cock desperate for stimulation.

Jonathan started to rock back and forth,
trying to clamp his cock between his thighs. Could he get off like
this? He was still numb and cold there, despite his surging growth,
his desperate shaking and rocking making his cock harder, but
without getting him off still.

He was jolted around, feeling his balance get
forcibly shifted. It wasn’t the smoothest carrying, his body
getting knocked around a bit, the crate not being carried very
levelly, shaking around as he was moved elsewhere. Where was he
being taken?

He stopped thrusting, not wanting to know
what would happen if he would found to be trying to get off. His
cock was still fat and heavy between his thighs, only slowly fading
away.

After being carried away, he felt the crate
get put down heavily, jolting him again. And then… silence. He
could hear his own breathing, but nothing else. Where had he been
put now? What was going to happen? His throat was starting to dry
out, the sweat of his body and the dribble flowing from his mouth
were dehydrating him, his thirst becoming increasingly
uncomfortable, throat drying out.

When he tried pushing against the lid, it
resisted him, sealed shut somehow. All he could do was wait, unable
to do anything by himself.

After an impossible-to-judge period of time,
there was a wooden creak, the top opening up. Hands grabbed him and
pulled him out of the box, too strong for him to resist, dragging
him around.

It was Eloise and the woman in black, still
in her finery, keeping a firm grip on him. They were in another
basement, with stone floors and thick walls – Emily was chained up
opposite, head dropped, limbs spread to hold her in a standing
spread-eagle. Her dress had been stripped away at some point, her
pale flesh covered with red marks where she had been scratched and
pinched, darker lines showing where a crop or cane had been used.
Her pussy looked like it had come in for particular attention, with
lines up the inside of her crotch, a peg still on one pussy-lip,
pinching the soft flesh, thighs still wet with her own juices. Her
head hung down, hair covering her face – she must have been pushed
hard!

There wasn’t much time to fully study her as
he was manhandled around, getting pulled around the room, Eloise
easily overpowering any resistance he could have put up. He let
himself be moved, to where a chain hung from the ceiling. A brassy
padlock hung from the end, which was clicked shut through his
collar.

‘He is very obedient! You certainly seem to
have found some excellent raw material, Elly. Although he is a
little… ripe. I normally have my staff deal with such things. A
certain crude roughness can be nice, but to much is rather
unappealing.’

‘I’m sure we can manage. Let’s strip him
down, then we can wash him and have some fun. You’re not going to
fight back, are you, Jonathan?’

He shook his head and grunted.

‘Good boy. Keep that attitude, and I’m sure
we’ll get along just fine.’

She moved behind him and unzipped the top of
his latex suit, peeling it off his body. He could feel it sticking
and shifting, his sweat making it cling to him. The air felt cool
and dry against his body, his cock now sore and shrunken.

He held out his arms to let it be stripped
off, glad not to have it over his skin. The vibrators on his
nipples were removed, making them tingle, his arms getting pulled
from the binding material. Soon he was bare above the waist, the
latex flapping around loosely. Having it peeled off his legs was
strangely degrading, with Eloise’s fingers moving with swift ease
to strip him naked, pulling it off his legs. He didn’t dare move to
cover his nakedness, heat flushing his cheeks, naked and grimy with
his own sweat.

The other woman was stood, waiting, a hose in
her hands. Jonathan looked down to see that the flooring he was
stood on was sloped tiles. Eloise patted him on the cheek, undid
his gag and then stood back.

As soon as she was out of the way, the hose
turned on, water blasting out. It was icy cold, slicing against his
skin, and he had to keep his mouth shut. He tried to protect
himself from it, covering his crotch with his bare hands, his flesh
rapidly cooling under the brutal assault.

‘Hands away, or I won’t let keep them
free.’

He whimpered, but obeyed, spreading his arms.
The hose-water slammed against his testicles, knocking his breath
from him. It hurt, both from the pressure and the coldness,
slapping against his sack, and he could feel tears welling up. It
was a relief when it was turned against the rest of his body – it
was still a brutal, painful assault against his body, especially
when he was ordered to turn around.

The bitter chill crept into his body as the
water sprayed and splashed against his body, until he was
shivering. When it cut off, he stayed in position, not even daring
to wrap his arms around himself, wanting to warm himself up but
fearing the punishment it might bring.

‘Oh my, he really is obedient! It took days
to break my last one of covering themselves up. Most
impressive!’

He stood there, shivering and dripping,
before Eloise chucked a towel at him. It was cheap and scratchy,
but he was thankful to dry himself off, getting slightly warmer.
The other woman opened up a plastic bottle and dropped several
pills in, shaking it up to make the water cloudy, then

‘Drink this.’ He just barely managed to catch
the plastic bottle, drinking it down, gagging at the chalky and
bitter aftertaste. Whatever had been added to it made him feel
slightly woozy and light-headed, but it was probably better than
disobeying.

‘Good. Now we’re going to have some fun. If
you do well, you can earn yourself a little treat. But you’ll have
to be a good boy. Can you do that for me?’

He shivered, but nodded.

‘You may use your voice.’

‘Yes… Yes, Mistress…’

‘He calls you mistress? He’s practically a
natural!’ The woman was cooing in delight, having to fan herself
with a hand to cool herself down. ‘You have all the luck! I’ve not
been able to find anyone fun. It’s all huge and muscle-bound guys,
I want someone small and sleek. I’ve tried a few girls, but it’s
just not the same. They make nice screaming sounds, but it’s much
better when there’s a cock attached. A real cock, not a
strap on!’ Her eyes dropped to his waist, grinning as his cock
started to throb and grow. ‘Mmmm, so lovely!’

‘Don’t get distracted!’ Eloise smiled at his
growing cock, then turned to the woman and shook her head. ‘You
always were too hasty. You should learn to savor things more. Build
up to the anticipation, rather than diving right in. That’s why you
always struggle with men – once they’ve peaked, they need time to
build up. Even for specimens as happy as young Jonathan here.’

His cock was now half-grown, starting to get
heavy now.

Eloise pointed at a wooden table, shiny with
sweat and varnish. It looked like a medieval rack, with manacles on
each corner, attached to winches, with a curve of wood in the
middle that would force up the pelvis of whoever was tied there,
and with a deep wedge cut so someone bound onto it could still have
their crotch accessed.

‘Oooo, are you going to be disobedient?’ The
woman clapped her hands in delight. ‘I like it when they’re
disobedient. Hmmm, maybe the cane? See how he likes that against
his lovely, soft balls?’

He shook his head, not wanting to experience
what it would be like to have his testicles assaulted, instead
crawling onto the table, face up, then spreading his limbs out. She
made a disappointed sound, and then moved closer. Metal cuffs, cold
and hard, clipped into place around his ankles. They felt far
harsher than the latex!

He kept his body deliberately limp, not
wanting to draw any negative attention. They both loomed over him,
powerful and dominant, looking down at him with worrying grins. The
woman in black had acquired a cane from somewhere, tapping it
against his bare sole. The shock of the impact made him shiver,
unable to control his reaction.

Eloise moved around the table, taking his arm
and stretching it out, then wrapping another metal cuff into place.
She looked down at him, a calm smile on her face. ‘Good boy. I
might not have to gag you if you stay nice and quiet. Otherwise
I’ll have to stuff those pretty cheeks of yours full, do you
understand?’

He nodded his head.

‘Good boy.’

She moved out of sight, and then he heard
chains clatter and clank, his body getting stretched and drawn
tight. The wooden curve forced his crotch upwards, his cock now
fully hard, pointing up at the ceiling.

A cane flicked against his foot, making him
twitch and whimper. It tapped against his shin, then the top of his
thigh, before carefully poking into the meat of his thigh.

‘Mmm, such a lovely young man! I don’t suppose I can borrow him? Please,
Elly?’ Her voice was wheedling.

‘No,
Olivia. He’s barely trained himself, and you’re always rough with
your toys. I want him kept in good condition. Unless he does
something to deserve
it.’ Eloise’s voice came from above him, from somewhere he couldn’t
see. A hand gripped his forehead, before a thick leather strap was
bound over his forehead, sturdy enough to seal his head in position
and stop if shifting from side to side.

‘I
was going to use this as a
training exercise for Emily, but she is indisposed at the moment. A
shame, but she is clearly in need of further work. While you are
better than expected! Olivia here has taken quite a shine to
you.’

The woman
in black, Olivia, walked
forward, so that she was between his forcibly-spread legs. Her
movement made the fabric of her dress press against him again,
rubbing against his skin. She was still holding the cane, tapping
it lightly against his belly, then against a nipple.

‘Mmm, such a
lovely piece!’

‘Olivia
is going to entertain you. But if you come without permission, then
that lovely little cock of yours will be sealed.’ An hand appeared
in front of his eyes, holding a ribbed metal rod with a ring on one
end. ‘I doubt you’d
enjoy this going in, would you?’ He shook his head and whimpered,
his eyes bulging. He didn’t want anything going in there! And the
thing looked huge, like it
would spread his hole far too wide.

Olivia
rested the cane over his chest, over his navel, leaning over him. Her braided hair fell
over her shoulders, hard little knots of hair striking against his
stomach.

‘Now, Olivia,
don’t take him too far. Or maybe I’ll have some fun with you?’

‘Oh,
promises, promises! It’s
such a shame it’s so hard to make time for each other. Oh,
congratulations on the wedding as well. And everything that came
from it.’ She ran a hand down his chest, her hair stroking and
slithering down his body. When some of the braids hit against his
cock, they were tight and hard enough that he could feel them,
rubbing against his balls.

She spit,
a gob of warm spit splatting onto his cock. The warmth of it! His
hips thrust forward desperate for the sensation, and for release,
the throbbing desperation building up within him again.

Eloise’s voice
was commanding. ‘You are not allowed to come without
permission.’

Olivia
smiled down at him, twisting her head around to make her braids
dance about on his body, before running her nails down his chest.
He could shake her off
at all, groaning at her touches.

Eloise tugged on
his hair. ‘I have given you an order. When you are commanded, and
able to speak, then you should respond appropriately.’

‘Yes
Mistress!’

The yank
ceased, and she stroked his face. ‘Good boy. Nice
to see that university
education has had some use.’

Olivia
grabbed his cock, wrapping a hand around the spit-slicked shaft, grip tight, making him
whimper, as her head dropped down between his legs.

Her
tongue flicked out, stroking against his balls. He
strained, her hand still
tight around his shaft, slowly pulling down, peeling his foreskin
back. Eloise’s touch against his forehead helped calm him somewhat,
but that tongue, stroking and licking against him! How long had it
been since he’d been allowed to come? He wasn’t sure how long he
had even been here!

Her lips
kissed his balls, her tongue stroking and wriggling, her other hand digging nails
into his thigh. He was having to gulp in deep gulps of air,
desperately trying to keep himself under control, her hand keeping
his shaft in a tight grip as she slowly stroked up and tone,
lubricated by her own spit.

Olivia’s
head came up, braids stroking and teasing, her brilliant red lips
gleaming as she planted a wet kiss onto his shaft, tongue stroking
and teasing
again.

All he
could do was try and endure it, staring down at the crown of
Olivia’s head. She
tilted her head, flashing him a wicked grin before taking the tip
of his cock into her mouth. Her tongue rolled around the most
sensitive part of his cock, and his vision blurred. He could feel
pleasure throbbing between his legs, hot and powerful, cum wanting
to blast out. He glanced upwards, desperately pleading with his
eyes, Eloise looking down at him and shaking her head.

‘Not yet.
But you want to be good,
don’t you?’

He
managed to find the strength to answer, staring up into her eyes. ‘Yes! Yes,
Mistress!’

Her voice
sounded happy, but having Olivia sucking and licking at his cock
made it hard to concentrate. ‘You are a delight, aren’t you?
But there’s still a long
way to go.’

Jonathan
could hear himself grunting and whining, Olivia’s eyes bright as
she looked up at him, still worshipping his cock. She started to
dip her head, taking
more and more of his length into her mouth, her throat tight around
him.

It felt
so good, her throat soft
and wet, her cheeks sucking in tightly around him. And her tongue!
It continued to lick and twirl and twist over his cock-head, and
his head strained against the leather strap. He wanted to come! But
he knew that would just get him punished again!

She dropped her
head, his entire length sliding into her throat. It felt so
good!

‘Not yet.’

‘Please….’

‘Begging is
undignified. That means I’m going to delay your release.’

He
whimpered, trying to control himself, Olivia still licking and kissing.

‘Isn’t
she nice? Paying all this attention to your cock. I’ve seen how you look at Emily.
Like a horny dog. But you need training, to be a
good
dog. One that obeys. And that
only comes when permitted.’

Olivia’s
cheeks sucked in, and
his head reeled, mind going blank, his hips rising up off the
block. Her lips were consuming his whole length, one hand stroking
his chest, the other squeezing his balls. Molten fire surged up in
him, powerful and shameful, as Eloise continued to stroke his
forehead.

He bit his lip,
the flare of pain helping to keep him from release. Olivia drew
back, kissing his tip again, a thin string of spit joining his cock
to the woman’s mouth.

‘You may
come.’

It took
several slow and sluggish seconds before he heard her, and then relaxed himself. The
climax burnt through him, searing his mind with fire. Cum blasted
out, a heavy shot of white spraying all over Olivia’s face. She
just about managed to close her eyes in time, her face covered in a
sheen of cum, gumming an eye shut. Olivia used a nail to scrape it
off her face, licking her finger clean.

‘Mmmm, he
tastes good!’

He sagged back,
having shot his load, mind empty and vague.

‘Oh, he’s
going all soft!’ She kept playing with his cock,
even as he ebbed, barely
able to think.

Eloise slid a
blindfold over his eyes, before something was pushed into his
mouth.

‘Rest
now, boy. You’ve done well, for now. Once we’re done with Emily,
then I will train you further. And Olivia? Go and wash your
face off.’

‘Mmm, but he
tastes so good!’

He could
hear Olivia licking her fingers clean, but even that wasn’t enough
to give him strength to
get hard again. He sank down, deeper down into darkness, falling
into a deep stupor.


 Chapter
Eight: Key Life Skills

Jonathan’s heart hammered in his chest, his lungs
heaving for breath around the fat gag in his mouth, as the
treadmill rolled away beneath him. The screen in front of him was
showing Emily, arms bound behind herself in a leather sleeve so
tight that it pushed her breasts forwards. She was strapped by her
thighs on top of something that was buzzing and vibrating, her eyes
lolling in her head, barely able to focus as a hand grabbed her
hair and pulled her forward. Her mouth vacantly opened, tongue
sliding out as she started to kiss and lick at the offered cock.
Her face was already smeared with sweat and semen, white trails of
the stuff oozing down her face.

He could feel his own erection, hot and
heavy, barely constrained with the tight running shorts he had been
given to wear, straining at the material and pressing against his
belly. With the screen on, he couldn’t use the reflection to tell
where Eloise was, although he could hear Emily, puffing and panting
away on an exercise machine of her own. He didn’t dare turn to look
directly, fearful of Eloise. He could hear her cane slicing the air
sometimes, and several times the sound of it impacting against
Emily’s flesh, making the girl wince under each impact, as it
slapped against her body. There must be a gag of some kind in her
mouth, as her whines were always stifled and blubbery.

Jonathan concentrated on keeping his pacing
steady – the speed wasn’t too bad, but having to run while erect
was hard, along with the continual distraction of Emily being
tormented, and the fear that Eloise might punish him. He’d already
felt the cane over his buttocks once, a searing slap right across
tense meat, spurring him to run faster. The leash tying him in
place meant that he couldn’t slow down either – it wasn’t long
enough to let him reach the end of the treadmill.

His mouth was covered by a muzzle – it
clamped his jaw shut, but had an open grille on the front, allowing
him to breath mostly unhindered. Far better than a ballgag! The
readouts on the running machine slowly ticked upwards – he’d done
almost 10K already. Enough that he was sweaty, but he knew that he
could go further.

Another flicking hiss of the cane and the
slap against flesh, Emily’s breath sucking in. She must be doing
something wrong, or Eloise was just enjoying punishing the girl, he
couldn’t tell.

The running machine beeped at him, kicking up
a notch, going even faster. He adjusted his gait, running even
faster, feeling the inside of the muzzle-mask getting wet with
moisture from his breath.

Through the haze of his own breath, he could
smell her scent, cutting into his brain. His t-shirt suddenly felt
far too tight, his sweat making it cling to his body, his body
slick and wet. The cane tapped his shoulder, making him shudder and
his footing went astray for a moment before he recovered.

‘Very good! You’re maintaining your pace
well. I think it’s time for your training to move on, as there’s
not much need to work on your physical health. Don’t worry, I’m
sure you’ll enjoy it. If nothing else, it will make you a lot more
popular with any girlfriends you may have. Stay here while I
prepare Emily.’

She dropped a blindfold over his eyes, a
strip of black fabric that was swiftly knotted into place. Her cane
flicked against his shoulder again, before lightly tapping between
his legs, hitting him in the nuts. It was only a light strike, but
it still knocked the breath from him, making him stagger again,
feeling the leash snap taut. He had to struggle to regain his
pacing, hearing Eloise chuckle. He didn’t dare remove the
blindfold, Eloise’s scent still heavy in the air as he continued to
run, although he could hear Emily squeak as something was done to
her.

He lost himself in the rhythm of running,
wondering what was happening, trying to ignore the throbbing
hardness of his cock. Was his food being dosed with something? He
hadn’t been allowed to come since getting here, but even that
couldn’t explain how he was erect all the time!

It wasn’t long until Eloise came back – she
must be deliberately making noise, as he knew she could move
silently. Her sleeve brushed against his arm as she reached over
him, and he heard the treadmill start to slow. It was a relief to
move from a run to a jog, then to a walk.

His leash was pulled on, pulling him to the
side and off the treadmill. Being moved around while blinded was
disconcerting, but Eloise must only be a step or two ahead of him,
so at least he knew there was nothing there to walk into.

He could tell be the change of his footing,
and a different scent, that there were in the shower. He was pulled
forward, before Eloise grabbed his shoulders, dug her nails in and
steered him forward.

‘Nice and obedient! Good boy. Now strip off
and clean yourself.’ Her presence faded slightly, and he peeled his
t-shirt off, dropping it to the ground, feeling the sweat and heat
of his own body. Still blindfolded, he pulled off his trainers and
socks, neatly putting the socks into the shoes and trying to put
them outside of splash-range. That left him in just the shorts, his
cock bulging still.

As soon as he lowered his shorts, he felt
more exposed and vulnerable, pulling them off and putting them
aside. He moved to cup his balls with one hand, but then the cane
hissed, striking against his hand, making him draw it back. Water
splashed down on him, and he fumbled around, feeling for the shower
gel.

‘Turn around. Let me see you.’ As he lathered
himself up, he obeyed, squirting the gel over his body, keeping his
legs spread to display his cock, not wanting to draw any further
punishment. He rubbed his hands over his own body, before slowly
moving his hands down to his swollen member, carefully touching it,
trying to clean of the sweat, but without teasing himself too much.
He held it with one hand, carefully rubbing it with the other,
before wiping the suds off.

Once he was done, the water cut off, leaving
him standing there, naked and dripping, deliberately keeping his
hands away from his cock. A towel was tossed at him and he managed
to catch it, trying himself off, scrubbing it against his length,
his thighs and backside tensing up, as Eloise made approving
sounds.

When he was done, her hand stroked against
his chest, nails tweaking a nipple before moving downwards,
grabbing at his cock. ‘Lovely! If you continue to behave, you may
even be allowed to use it.’ She stroked a nail along the underside,
making him shiver. ‘You must be nice and sensitive now. I wonder
how long you could last in Emily’s mouth? Or inside her sweet
pussy?’

He shivered again, not daring to respond,
even her light touch bringing him close to the edge, the fire
surging up within his balls, his backside tensing up as he tried to
get himself under control. She chuckled again, soft and sultry.

‘Well, maybe you need a little more training.
Now, hands above your head.’

He obeyed, feeling her move close in, metal
sliding over his cock, an upward-pointing shaft keeping him
contained, more metal locking around his waist, running up between
his buttocks. Fingers flicked against his backside, stroking his
flesh, Eloise purring in satisfaction.

‘You are going to be very popular when I show
you off! I wonder if you’ll have the stamina to pleasure everyone?
Now, come with me.’

He mumbled assent, his muzzle not letting him
move his jaw enough to properly talk, before she tugged on his
leash again. He could feel his cock, now sealed within cold metal,
leaching heat from his skin, the metal chafing against his
sensitive flesh. It was tight and uncomfortable, a thick wire
between his buttocks, pinching against his cheeks. The leash was
pulled tightly, and he stumbled forward, against Eloise’s back,
feeling the fine silk of her blouse before hurriedly stepping
back.

‘Hmmm, I will need to work on that. Although
I imagine you haven’t had much chance to practice moving
blindfolded? Well, plenty of time for that later. This way.’ At
least she didn’t punish him!

He was pulled forward, still slightly damp,
loosing track of where he was in the house, and where he might be
getting taken.

‘Watch the stairs.’

His feet touched cold stone or concrete he
realized they were at the top of the stairs into the
basement-dungeon. He slowed down, carefully finding each step
downwards until he was back on solid ground again.

Eloise took his shoulders again, her breasts
pushing against the top of his shoulders, pushing him forward. A
soft whimper came from somewhere close by, making him swallow
nervously.

His blindfold was suddenly whipped off, and
he blinked as harsh electric light scored against his eyes. In
front of him was Emily, sat down on an unusual chair. It was made
of metal, all three legs securely bolted to the floor. The front
two legs had thick leather straps, currently locked around Emily’s
bare legs. A wide metal plank was raised as a chair-back, although
without any cushioning, it must have been uncomfortable and cold
against Emily flesh.

Jonathan shivered as he saw that Emily was
utterly naked – her breasts were marked with red lines, the flogger
put on a nearby chest for later use. Her arms were raised above her
head, cuffs around her wrists being held over a hook on the metal
back-piece. A fat red ballgag was nestled between her lips, her
lips bright with spit, a growl sounding from behind the rubber
ball.

She shook her wrists, the cuffs chinking
against the metal back. There were more leather straps above and
below her breasts, squeezing them, compressing and squashing the
soft flesh. A metal clamp had been applied to each nipple, the skin
beneath looking red and painful.

The chair held her legs spread, Jonathan
clearly able to see her shaved pussy, the wrinkles and folds right
in front of him. Despite the metal around his cock, he still felt
another surge of heat, his body reacting to the smell drifting from
the spread cunt in front of him.

‘Time to start your oral training. Too many
men are sloppy with the tongues, or rude enough to not want to use
them, even if they want to be orally pleasured themselves.’ She
clicked her tongue in disapproval. ‘I have better things to do than
endure your fumbling attempts myself, so Emily will be used for you
to practice on. As she hasn’t been allowed to cum herself, then she
should be fairly easy to work on.’

Emily grunted again, her feet shifting and
tensing. Eloise picked up the flogger and swung it, the cords
striking against Emily’s breasts, making the clamps shake and
jiggle, leaving another set of impact marks. She raised her arm as
though to strike again, Emily tensing up in anticipation.

‘Now, Emily, I would have thought this would
be something you’d like? All you have to do is sit there and be
pleasured. He will probably be a bit slobbery and messy, but I’m
sure you’ve endured worse.’

Emily made a mumble that might have been an
apology, as the flogger struck out again, making her grunt in pain,
the impact hitting both the clamps. Another strike, and then Emily
dropped her head in defeat, a long line of spit oozing out from
behind her gag.

‘Jonathan. Come.’ He walked forward, head
bowed, letting Eloise remove his mask. ‘Kneel.’

He dropped to his knees, looking up between
Emily’s spread legs, his cock still throbbing inside of its
cage.

‘Now, you need to practice. I want you to get
that tongue nice and deep into her. She’s nice and wet already, so
this should be quite easy. If you can’t manage it, then I will have
to punish you, and it will be even longer before I allow you to get
off.’

He crawled forward, the ground rough against
his knees, moving towards the “Y” of Emily’s open legs. He’d never
seen one this close up in the flesh! It was spread open, ridged
already slippery and wet, her nub sticking out. The smell reached
into his brain, his cock stiffening against the metal, making him
hurt as the metal refused to yield.

Emily grunted at him again as he slowly moved
towards the wet cunt, his tongue sliding from his mouth. The cords
of the flogger brushed against his backside, making him thankful
for the chastity belt, protecting his cock from being struck.

He plunged forward, licking at the edge,
tasting her sweet-salt juices and the slippery-smoothness of her
skin. She shivered above him, as the flogger tapped against him,
harder this time.

‘A little more enthusiasm!’

He pushed his face further forward, his nose
brushing against her body, the scent of her cunt overwhelming. He
could barely see anything other than Emily’s crotch, pushing his
tongue deeper into her, twisting it around. Her taste flowed over
his tongue, into his throat, and all he could sense was Emily, and
the tapping of the flogger against his backside. He could feel her
thighs tensing, strapped into place, her breath hitching. Did that
mean he was doing something right?

The flogger cracked against his butt, shoving
him forward, his tongue spearing into Emily. He winced at the
taste, but didn’t dare stop, trying to find where got the most
reaction. Her breathing was getting faster and faster, as he pushed
his lips out and tried sucking at her flesh.

That got a reaction, a punctuated shiver
running through Emily’s body. Nibbling or biting would probably not
be a good idea, but he kept sucking and licking, swirling his
tongue, brushing it against her nub. Her breathing was coming
faster now, and he felt a splat of her dribble fall down onto his
head. He didn’t dare stop though, pushing on, kissing and licking,
her scent heavy and erotic, his cock painfully hard.

She made a strange sighting grunt above him,
her thighs twitching and tensing, a rush of fluid spilling over his
face. He kept going, not sure if he should stop, unable to stop the
stuff flowing into his mouth.

Emily sighed above him, her body suddenly
slack. The flogger tapped his backside again.

‘Better than I expected. Although you still
need quite a lot of work. I hope you enjoyed the taste of her
cyprine, as you will be tasting it a lot. Think of it as part of
your diet now. Did you enjoy it?’

The flogger tapped his ass again, cords
angling upwards, striking against the metal of the belt with a loud
chime.

Jonathan swallowed, still able to taste Emily
on his tongue, a flavor that probably wouldn’t fade anytime soon.
The flogger tapped against him again, prompting him to answer. ‘Ye…
yes, Eloise.’ The flogger struck again, harder this time. ‘Mistress
Eloise!’

‘That’s better. Now, when Emily has recovered
herself, then you will start again. You need a lot of practice. And
maybe less slobber?’

He looked up at Emily – her pussy was wet,
dribble still slowly oozing from her gagged mouth, her eyes
fluttering, only partially open, barely focused.

Eloise moved forward, grabbing at his collar
and making him crawl forward again. The scent of Emily was fresher
now, more potent.

‘Keep working. Get her nice and warmed
up.’

She kept pushing on his collar, forcing him
forward, and he started to lick and nuzzle at Emily’s cunt again.
Emily stirred, still only barely conscious, as he kissed and
licked, Eloise purring encouragement at him.

 





 Chapter
Nine: Visiting Elsewhere

The heavy and sickly-sweet scent of flowers and
pollen was strong enough that Jonathan had to struggle not to
sneeze, as Eloise pulled him forward by a leash attached to a
padded collar around his neck. With his hands cuffed behind his
back, there wasn’t much he could do about it, and the fat ballgag
in his mouth stifled any objects he might have made. At least it
wasn’t a cock-leash though – when she’d shown him the tight leather
straps to go around his balls, he’d shaken his head in desperation,
apparently convincing Eloise to go for the merciful option of the
neck-collar instead.

The grass was scratchy on his bare feet, but
he had been allowed some trousers, but that was it for clothing.
Emily was with them as well, her heels sinking slightly into the
ground with every step, the high spikes of her stilettos not suited
to the lawn, her hands cuffed to a wide leather belt around her
waist, a muzzle covering her mouth.

Jonathan wasn’t sure where they were – after
being loaded into a car, securely strapped in, Eloise had driven
(far too fast) for hours, only stopping in a small layby and
getting Jonathan dressed, threatening him with the cock-leash if he
disobeyed.

It looked like a manor house, set in a large
and well-maintained garden, with bright splashes of color from
flowers pooled around the plinths of statues, most overtly
erotic.

‘She really should train her staff to receive
guests. Although she doesn’t get many, and she does tend to get
through her staff quite fast.’ Eloise tugged on Jonathan’s leash,
her words doing nothing to comfort him, as he carefully stepped
over a prickly weed, not wanting to injure himself.

They moved closer to the house itself, where
a massive and old-looking greenhouse could be seen, lush foliage
inside, thick wooden frames between the glass panes, and he could
see a murky-looking pool, water flowing from an urn held by a naked
man, fat gold smears darting about beneath the surface.

Eloise had to shake the handle a few times
before the door opened, paint flaking off the doorframe. She
sighed. ‘Really, she should get a handyman. And manage to keep her
hands off him until he’s done all the work!’

Stepping inside, the air was hot and humid,
insects buzzing in the foliage, the stone paving warm underfoot.
The flowers inside were even brighter than those outside, huge,
tropical things. On the wall opposite was a painting, cracked and
faded, depicting what looked like a roman orgy, with two young men
in the middle of being buggered. He swallowed nervously – Eloise
hadn’t done that to him yet, and he definitely didn’t want
it done to him!

Eloise tutted again. ‘She really should keep
the place better maintained. But she’s a bit forgetful and keeps
getting distracting, and flitting off to some new project.’

The paint was cracked and faded, the details
of other scenes impossible to make out, vines pulling at the
plaster.

‘Helen? Are you in here?’ Eloise’s voice made
Jonathan jump, the sound swallowed up by the thick plant life. She
waited, but there was no response. ‘Hmmm. Well, she’s probably in
here somewhere. And watch your legs, both of you. I want to show
you off, which is hard if you’ve swollen up from touching
something.’

Jonathan’s eyes scanned the ground, picking
out brightly colored fronds and twists of greenery that lay across
the path, a thorny vine sprawled in his way. Emily stepped close
in, tucking her elbows in as much as she could, before Eloise led
them both further into the thick greenery.

As soon as they stepped away from the
doorway, it was like entering a jungle, with only occasional
glimpses of the outside through green-tinted glass. The smell of
greenery and pollen was all-pervasive, making Jonathan want to
sneeze, struggling to contain himself, not sure how that would work
in a gag.

From somewhere ahead of them came a muted
moan, suddenly cutting short.

‘Ah, that must be her.’ Eloise marched
onwards, Jonathan trying to keep up without rubbing against or
stepping on anything that might be injurious. After stepping around
unpleasant-looking spiked vines, the low moan came again, along
with a soft thwap sound.

‘I do hope you’re learning from this. I’m
always disappointed when you make such mistakes.’

Jonathan had to step to the side to see
properly, as Eloise stepped. They were in an opening amongst the
greenery, the growth kept somewhat at bay by waist-high stone
walls, although they were cracked and topped with moss. He could
see the back of a woman, wearing a classic dress, with short and
slightly puffy sleeves, the material thin enough he could make out
the shape of her arms. A high-waisted skirt emphasized her shape,
dark brown material matching the top. Lace gloves covered her
hands, chunky bracelets catching the light as she flicked her wrist
forward.

In front of her, limbs tied to two stone
pillars to force them into a standing spread-eagle, was a young
man. Their face was red, tears trickling from beneath a leather
blindfold, their flesh otherwise tanned and toned. Their cock was
erect, several loops of leather cutting into the base of the shaft,
making Jonathan’s dick tingle in sympathy.

The woman bought her arm down, a length of
greenery in her hand, striking against her prisoner’s chest, then
downwards and against the tip of his penis. He was panting and
gasping, lips tight, as Jonathan saw that she was holding a length
of stinging nettles, using them as a lash. That would explain the
angry red rash all over the man’s chest!

Eloise cleared her throat loudly, and the
woman reacted with shock, turning around and holding the nettles as
though to protect herself. Her face was perfectly made-up, with
rosebud lips tinted rose-red, blusher on her cheeks, mascara and
eyeshadow making her look gorgeous.

As she saw Eloise, she smiled and stepped
forward, spreading her arms wide for a hug. Eloise stepped back,
raising her own hands to keep the woman away.

‘I’d rather not get stung, Hannah.’

They looked at the stinging nettles as though
seeing it for the first time, before laughing and tossing it aside,
where it disappeared into the surrounding greenery.

‘So good you could come!’

They embraced, kissing each other’s cheeks,
the woman shorter than Eloise, even in her heeled boots.

‘I was just having to discipline Danny. He’s
been dreadfully forgetful lately – the last dinner he cooked for
me, he forgot the strawberries! But this is your newest?’

She looked at him, and he tried to hide,
pushing himself against Emily, the closest thing he had to
support.

‘I prefer a bit more of a tan, a bit more
weathering, but he’s nice enough, I suppose.’ Her hand reached and
touched his chest, the thin lace making it feel scratchy on his
skin, before moving between his legs, feeling his crotch.

‘Hmmm, doesn’t feel like much. But I suppose
he must be more impressive than he looks if you’ve been working
with him.’ She pulled at his waistband, pushing her hand in,
stroking at his cock with her gloved hand. He could feel the warmth
of her hand through the thin material of the glove and couldn’t
stop himself reacting, hardening under her touch, the mesh of the
lash gentle but scratchy against his crown. She smiled at him,
rosebud lips and white teeth. ‘Oh, that feels more
encouraging!’

The man whimpered, his welts looking red and
painful. His cock flapped against, stomach tense enough that
Jonathan could make up pectoral muscles.

‘Perhaps you should finish him off
first?’

‘Oh, yes. I suppose I should.’ She let go off
Jonathan’s cock, now half-erect, and stepped away. She returned to
her own victim, running her hand down his chest. ‘You should know
better than to misbehave! I don’t mind you being a little naughty,
sometimes, but you shouldn’t let you mistress go without!’ She
stroked his cock, the shaft rising to full hardness, and she
tightened the bands. ‘Forgetting my strawberries – what a silly,
naughty boy you are. I hope this will teach you not to do it
again.’ She started to pump his cock, stroking the head with her
other hand.

‘Eloise, dear, could you pass me my clutch?
I’ll just finish him off, then we can go and get some breakfast. Or
lunch? Yes, lunch.’

Her clutch purse was handed over, and she
opened it, pulling out a condom, and a small glass vial.

‘I’ve been working on some new hybrids.’ She
ripped open the condom, shaking it out, before carefully opening
the vial and pouring some of the contents into the condom. It was a
bright red paste, gathering in the top. She started to pull the
thin condom over his condom.

His breaths quickened, chest heaving, lips
pressed so tightly together that they had gone pale from the
pressure.

‘Too spicy for me to eat, but some people
enjoy them. And of course they can be used for all sorts of other
things. Well, hurting people, at least.’ She pulled the condom
fully into place, using another piece of cord to tie it into place.
Jonathan could see the bright red paste against the man’s
cock-head, not wanting to imagine what spicy paste would feel like
against that.

He was panting heavily now, trying to shake
his hips, Helen shaking her head regretfully. ‘I’ll come back and
get you later. Hopefully this will serve as a lesson! Don’t forget
my strawberries, you silly boy.’ She tapped him on the nose with
her finger.

‘Please… Please, Miss Helen!’

She stroked his face, then pulled a gag from
her clutch purse, shoving it into his mouth without mercy.

‘I can’t abide screamers. Such an ugly
sound.’

With the gag in place, all he could do was
whimper pathetically, spit oozing around it, accompanied by
pathetic blubbering.

‘Do try and show a little more fortitude.’
She kept a firm grip on his painfully erect cock, pumping it up and
down, smearing the spiced paste all over it. Jonathan tensed his
legs, remembering what it felt like eating spicy food, the burning
spice down his throat, in his mouth, but that feeling instead on
his cock, all against his crown, a burning that wouldn’t quit.

Helen kept rubbing the man’s cock, his breath
equal parts pain and pleasure, before letting go, leaving him
unfulfilled. Jonathan’s cock ached in sympathy, as he tried to make
himself small, hoping he wouldn’t be punished himself, at least not
like that!

‘Now then, food. Punishing someone always
makes me hungry!’ She giggled, before turning to Eloise and lopping
their arms together. ‘And cake. Of course, there should be cake as
well! Cook never lets me see what see’s making, but it smelled
delicious. This way.’

Eloise was moved forward, dragging Jonathan
behind her, Emily staying close behind. They were led through more
of the lush greenery, the man’s pained gasps rapidly fading
away.

Helen kept a tight grip on Eloise, chattering
about her gardening, and all the painful-sounding plants she was
growing. Her dress was tight over her buttocks, heels high enough
to make her legs nice and taut, her top thin enough that her could
see the straps of her bra beneath it. Her auburn hair fell into
crisp curls, just past her neck – she was like a movie idol from
years ago! He tried to keep his own cock under control, although
having Emily stay close, her breasts pushing against his back,
teasing him further. Without the belt on, he felt free, but his
hands were locked behind his back, his erection pushing urgently
against his trousers.

It didn’t take long before they stepped over
a threshold from the greenery into the house itself, all dark woods
and old ornaments, poorly lit through narrow windows.

The dining room they entered was dominated by
large potted plants, Jonathan and Emily both keeping a safe
distance in case they were painful to touch. A smartly dressed
butler, a leather muzzle covering his mouth, bowed, before
gesturing at the table, already laid out with tea, and a fat,
honey-brown cake on a silver tray. He pulled out one of the chairs,
allowing Helen to sit down.

Eloise seated herself, gesturing at the
floor, Emily kneeling, Jonathan following her example, the hard
wood uncomfortable on his knees, his cock obviously erect, Helen
looking at him with interest, arching one perfect eyebrow.

‘After food, perhaps we can play with your
two? You always were so much more inventive than me! I’ve had a few
new things installed as well.’ She clicked her fingers and the
butler approached, his face blank as she reached towards his
crotch, stroking him through the material of his trousers, then
unzipping his flies and drawing his cock out.

Seemingly un-phased, the butler swiftly cut
two slices of cake, passing one to Eloise, as Helen pulled out
another condom, sliding it into place and then sliding her hand
back and forth rapidly, until the man shiver and came. She removed
the condom and held it above her slice of cake, squeezing out the
cum, a thin drizzle soaking into the sweet sponge.

With a cake fork, she sliced off a tiny
segment, raising it to her lips and consuming it, with every
appearance of delight. ‘Mmmm! He has a delicious taste. Would you
care to try some?’

Eloise shook her head, before taking a bite
of her own cake. As Helen continued to eat her cum-splattered cake,
a blush rose over her face, bright-red lips making a delighted
smile, her tongue sliding out to lick at a stray crumb.

‘I’m trying to adjust their diets for a
sweeter taste. I’m having some success – although there were some
complaints at first! Silly, naughty boys. I took care of them
though, and now everyone is happy again.’

Jonathan shivered, not liking the sound of
that, as they continued to chat, and he tried not to squirm too
much despite the uncomfortable position.


 Chapter Ten: A House of Refinement

Emily gasped slightly, down on all fours, Helen using
her as a step, heeled boots spiking into Emily’s back. They were in
a large and well-lit room, large windows letting in lots of light,
the wooden walls covering with unpleasant-looking implements.
Several metal cages hung from the high ceiling, chains creaking.
Jonathan could hear whimpering coming from one, but couldn’t see
the occupant.

Helen strained to reach upwards, toes
pressing deeper into Emily’s back, her buttocks visibly tightening,
drawing Jonathan’s attention. There was the faintest line of the
waistband of her underwear, just about visible beneath – she must
be wearing a thong. Jonathan tensed his thighs, trying not to let
himself get aroused. Eloise glanced at him with amusement, her hand
idly holding a flogger, the leather cords stark against her pale
clothing, but didn’t say anything.

‘Ah, there we go!’ She pulled at something,
motes of dust sparkling in the sunlight, a short pole in her hands.
She tottered on Emily’s back, balance gone, falling backwards.
Eloise stepped forward, managing to catch her, easily holding
Helen’s slight body, before lowering her to the floor.

‘Thank you! Now, this is the thing I was
talking about. I’ve not had the chance to use it yet – I was going
to test it on Leonard, but then I got the milking equipment, and
used that instead. He had difficulty walking afterwards, but
donated rather a large amount. Not the best flavor, but
acceptable.’

Eloise let her down, Helen absent-mindedly
patting her on the cheek.

‘Your girl is nice and stable.’

‘I’ve been training her core strength. I want
her able to take a good pounding.’

‘Your boy is nice and lean as well. A little
short though.’ She cast a smoldering gaze at Jonathan, licking her
lips in a way that sent a surge of blood to his groin.

‘He’s a runner. Lovely backside, nice and
tight. And relatively well-behaved. I’ve not used him fully yet, so
he’s getting nice and attentive.’

‘Mmmm, it’s always nice when there’s a big,
healthy gush. And the flavor! You’ll have to let me have a taste of
him. Young men always taste the best – they get more bitter with
age.’

‘I think he’ll be popular when I let him
loose, yes.’

‘He must be well-behaved for you to keep him
ungagged. Has his mouth been trained yet?’

‘Somewhat. He’s eager, but needs more
practice. Emily seemed to appreciate it, though.’ Eloise used her
foot to poke against Emily’s buttocks. ‘Now, shall we use this?
I’ve not had the pleasure of one before.’

‘Oh, yes. Are you sure you don’t want him
milked and drained? I could set him up for that?’

Eloise flicked Helen’s forehead. ‘The
humbler, I think. I only want him to be used by hand as well.’

‘Hand-reared? Very conscientious of you. I
prefer the personal touch, but it is nice to have a constant
supply.’ She was playing with the thing in her hands, and Jonathan
tried to figure out how it might be used – two curves of wood with
a hole in the middle, screws holding them together.

Eloise moved close to Jonathan, smiling down
at him, making him shiver nervously. She placed a hand on top of
his head, grabbing some of his hair. ‘You’ll be a good boy, won’t
you? Nice and obedient?’

He nodded, at least as much as he could, her
grip tight enough that it limited his movement. Her other hand
rubbed against his face, fingers sliding between his teeth, pushing
it open. ‘Another test of your tongue, at least once you’re set
up.’ She pulled her hand back, wiping her fingers against his
cheek. ‘On all fours.’

He obeyed, wondering if he was about to be
used as a step as well. Although there wasn’t anything near to him
to reach, and with his hands cuffed behind his back, he had to lean
all the way forward, resting his face on the floor, the hard wood
uncomfortable against his cheek and knees.

Helen smiled down at him, unscrewing the bars
as she moved closer, then moved behind him. A hand pushed between
his legs, the scratchy feeling making it obvious that it was Helen,
grabbing his cock and pulling it backwards between his thighs. Her
firm grasp was arousing, and he felt himself stiffen.

‘You are a good boy! He’s certainly keen,
Eloise.’ She kept his cock pulled back, stroking it, rubbing his
balls as well. ‘And nice and clean-shaven as well. Although I’d
expect nothing less from one of yours.’

As he hardened further, he felt the wood
pushed against his thighs, settling between his cock and his balls,
the lower bar just beneath it.

‘Now, just a few turns of the screws…’ The
wood started to tighten, compressing against his flesh, crushing
where his balls were attached. The wooden bars extended far enough
to either side that they were pinioned against his skin, meaning
that if he moved, it put more pressure onto him. His cock was held
at a forcibly uncomfortable angle as well, pointing down and back,
still getting harder, the gentle and rough touch intoxicatingly
arousing, despite the pain surging from his genitals. There was no
way that he’d be able to stand, not without ripping his balls off!
Even squirming the little he could did nothing to relieve the
pressure, just increasing the pain.

‘The humbler. Looks cute, doesn’t it?’ He
felt a single finger run down his shaft before tapping the head,
the shiver that went through his body hurting him. ‘And a cock on
display is always a lovely sight. I almost want to take a sounding
rod, so it can have a nice display on the tip.’

‘I think just test him out. Although it
certainly seems a good way of restraining someone.’

He shifted his knees, trying to relieve some
of the aching, even that slight movement just hurting him. A boot
appeared in front of his face, one he recognized as Eloise’s. He
didn’t want to risk further pain so didn’t move his head, only able
to see her shoe and leg.

‘Hmmm, I’m impressed you’re not making a
fuss. You’re doing well – and Helen is certainly enamored.’

A gloved hand brushed his cock again, before
taking a firm grip and squeezing. ‘He’s got a good size on him!
He’s probably a lovely ride.’ He whimpered, trying to ignore the
surges of pain coming from his crotch.

‘Well, why don’t you test his tongue? He’s
had some practice, and I’d be interested in your opinion.’

‘Really? You don’t mind? It’s very generous
of you to share! Although I’d still like to taste his cum.’

‘Not yet.’

Helen made a pouting sound, a gentle tap to
his forced-tight balls making Jonathan gasp in pain.

‘Hmm, should have gotten him into position
first.’

Helen walked past him, her skirt dropping to
the floor, revealing her stocking-clad legs, a suspender belt
around her slender waist, a thong doing little to cover anything
else. Eloise grabbed him around the waist, slowly lifting him up,
and he tried to stay as still as possible, not wanting to hurt
himself anymore, as he was put onto a wooden chest. It was still
uncomfortable, but less harsh on his face than the floor. Helen
leaned over, giving him a kiss, long and slow, her tongue sliding
into his mouth, her hand stroking his cheek.

He let himself relax into the warmth,
enjoying the feeling of her kiss, her scent, some rich and floral
perfume, almost overwhelming him. Then she withdrew, taking a step
back and letting him see her fully – her blouse was still in place,
the sheer material so thin he could see her bra through it, but her
slit now fully bare, pink and clean. He tensed his thighs, then
yelped in pain as the humbler pulled against his genitals
again.

When he had blinked the tears from his eyes,
Helen had pulled a chair over, very close, and sat down, spreading
her legs wide. He could smell her, not just her perfume, but her
body, and the warm juiciness of her cunt. He swallowed nervously,
before sticking his tongue out, wanting to show willing.

She slid back on the chair, legs bent back,
her crotch sliding towards him, smiling back down at him. ‘I do
hope you do well. I don’t like excessive slobber, or those that
take too long.’ She patted him on the head, using one hand to
spread herself wide, a gloved finger slipping into herself, the
scent gushing out and making Jonathan’s head swim. He strained
forward as she slid closer, until his tongue touched warm, sweet
flesh.

Helen made a happy sounding noise, so he
continued. She was using one hand to hold herself fully open, her
folds wide and wet, his tongue sliding across them, taking the
taste of her. Then he slid deeper in, finding her already so wet it
was easy, pushing his lips against her body, breathing her in, his
cock painfully bent and getting even harder, despite that hurting
him more.

Jonathan slid his tongue around inside of
her, using his lips to suck at her, listening for her reactions.
Her thighs pushed against his head, and he could feel her
stocking-tops and skin against his ears, as she enveloped him
utterly in her presence. Desperate to finish her quickly, he kept
licking and kissing, drinking her juices as they flowed into his
mouth.

He heard a winsome sigh, the thighs pressing
against him even more tightly then relaxing away. He didn’t stop
through, still kissing her slit, her fluids sweet on his tongue,
her hand slacking and falling loose.

Her tone was drowsy and happy. ‘Mmmm. You are
a good boy… Such a shame that Eloise rarely parts with her toys,
otherwise I’d keep you.’ With her cunt having moved out of reach,
there wasn’t much he could do, other than lay there and hope to be
released. ‘Are you sure I can’t taste his cum? He’s a good boy, I’m
sure he deserves it.’

‘No, he still needs more training.’

‘Oooo, Eloise! Please?’

From his position, he could see the
half-naked Helen, one hand lazily playing with her own breasts, the
other dawdling between her legs, lightly fingering herself, her
glove now darkened with her own juices.

‘No. And I think that’s quite enough
excitement for him for one day.’

A firm hand grasped his balls, the pressure
sending a painful throbbing throughout his entire body, making him
gasp.

‘This certainly exposes a wonderful target.’
Thin, cool cords tickled against his compressed and hot flesh, and
he remembered the flogger in Eloise’s hands. In this position, he
was utterly exposed, and any strikes against his balls would
really hurt! The cords tickled back and forth against his
shaved sac, making him whimper, as Eloise chuckled. ‘I try to be a
fair mistress – how was he, Helen?’

‘Lovely! A little hasty, but I think he’s
frightened, the poor thing.’

The cords slithered against his skin again.
‘Then he will escape punishment today.’ A hand lightly tapped his
backside. ‘You’re doing well, boy. I do like obedience. I may even
allow you release soon. Now, Helen, why don’t you show me your
milking facilities?’

‘Oh, of course!’ She stood up, a delicious
sight, with crème-white skin, her heels making her legs lovely and
tight. ‘This way.’

Eloise sighed. ‘Your skirt? And let me just
restrain Emily. She is still a little rebellious sometimes.’

As Helen went to pull her skirt back on,
Eloise grabbed Emily and dragged her to a pole, wrapping rope
around her to crudely bind her in place, the stuff compressing and
pinching at the maid’s clothing and skin, another twist going
through Emily’s mouth, rubbing against her lips and cheeks. By the
time Eloise was done, Emily was completely restrained, pinned at
multiple points and unable to move, sagging against the ropes.

‘Be good, both of you. Once I return, then
dinner, and then we can drive home. Would you like a gag,
Jonathan?’

He shook his head, regretting the movement as
soon as he made it, feeling his flesh getting compressed again.
‘Please, no! I’ll be good.’

‘See that you are. Fortunately, all of
Helen’s staff are well trained, so you won’t be troubled.’

By now, Helen had dressed herself again,
twisting her hips to get her skirt properly back into position. She
smiled down at Jonathan and stroked his face, her glove soaked in
her own juices, the scents making his head reel. ‘Lovely! I hope
Eloise will let me borrow you later, once you’re fully trained. It
would be a pleasure to drain you dry. But as Eloise owns you, I
will defer to her, for now. Anyway, Eloise, this way.’

The two of them left, leaving Jonathan still
restrained, trying to move as little as possible to not cause
himself any excess pain. Any time he shifted his thighs, a jolt of
pain surged up within him, making him whimper in pain. Emily glared
at him from her pillar, without any sympathy in her dark eyes.

 


 


 



 Chapter Eleven: The Personal Touch

Were they in London? The small glimpse of wherever
they were that he had been permitted before being shoved through a
doorway had seemed big and urban, busy streets between large
buildings. Could he have made a break for escape? There had been
people, but the fat gag in his mouth had meant that he couldn’t
make any noise, and his arms had been tethered to his waist and
behind his back, even before Eloise’s grip on his neck. He probably
wouldn’t have been able to wrench free from her grasp, and the
place they were in had a bouncer, a large and bulky man in a
tailored suit, a reflective strip on his arm.

Inside, everything was old-fashioned and
elegant, with a marble floor sounding out loudly from Emily and
Eloise’s heels, cold on his bare feet. Although better than the
street outside – dirty, and with far too much rubbish, and the
worry of stepping on something painful.

As soon as the thick wooden door shut behind
them, all of the sounds of the street were silenced, replaced with
a thick and luxurious almost-silence, only broken by tinkling water
and gentle music. He passed a glass display case, a figure inside
wearing a long gown of virtually invisible material, used mostly to
support clusters of crystals over the crotch and breasts. As he got
closer, he could see that it wasn’t a dummy, but a young woman. A
metal frame held her in a dramatic pose, arms extended like a
ballerinas, a leather muzzle covered with gems over her mouth. Her
eyes were the only part of her that could move, flicking about.
Around her neck was a heavy metal collar, the dull iron at odds
with the rest of her elegant outfit.

Eloise didn’t stop to look at them, striding
past and through a wide doorway. Sweet scents tickled his nose, a
confusing haze of clashing odors. The room they were in now had
wooden shelves, and dummies, real ones now, wearing various
outfits, all overtly sexual. Jonathan could see several maid
outfits, varying from full, ankle-length skirts, to barely-there
micro-skirts, or things of latex or lace, shiny or see-through, or
both. Glass vials were on the walls, topped with puffers – perfume
and other scents. A glass counter contained a black velvet sheet,
gemstones and shining metals atop the deep black.

‘Miss Eloise! What a pleasure!’ A woman stood
up from behind the counter – despite it not yet being noon, she was
dressed in full finery, an expensive evening-gown sheathing her
body, a high thigh-slit showing off bronzed and toned flesh, a deep
“V” of cleavage coming down almost to her navel, a rope of pearls
around her neck.

She stepped out from behind the counter, a
thick haze of scent making Jonathan wince, the odor making his nose
tickle. She and Eloise embraced, kissing each other’s cheeks,
moving through the polite niceties of greeting each other.

Emily and Jonathan looked at each other, both
rolling their eyes, Emily’s head tilted backwards to avoid
dribbling over herself, her lips spread around a rubber ball, the
same red as her lips.

‘So, these are your two?’ The woman turned to
look at them, stepping close to Emily first. ‘Well, this one’s
rather lovely, isn’t she?’ She reached out and grabbed a breast,
digging her fingers in, manicured nails stabbing into flesh. ‘So,
some new clothing? I assume you’ll be wanting to show off those
lovely legs.’ The nails jabbed into Emily’s thighs, making her
grunt in pain.

‘Yes, and she can be moved to the next set of
heels. I want her in ballet heels soon.’

‘Hmmm.’ The woman’s hands moved up and down
Emily’s legs, nails poking and scratching, making Emily squirm in
discomfort. ‘She’s got the legs for it. And this outfit is getting
a little worn. But what about this one?’

She moved away from Emily and turned to
Jonathan. This close, the scent was thick and cloying, her jewelry
clicking. She grabbed his chin, staring into his eyes, her other
hand running down his chest, moving between his legs, fondling his
balls. He couldn’t stop himself stiffening, blood flowing to his
cock, and she pressed herself tightly against him, breasts against
his chest, the silk of her dress smooth and soft, making him gulp
nervously.

‘He’s a bit weedy-looking.’ She squeezed his
arm, her nails pricking his bicep.

‘I’m working on his stamina. Feel his
legs.’

He didn’t have any choice but to let himself
be groped at, the woman brushing his cock and balls aside to feel
his thighs, squeezing the meat.

‘These are more impressive! Not quite as good
to show off though. Unless you want him in suspenders? Little
fluffy skirt?’

‘I think I’ll keep it simple for now. Just
enough to show him off, but nothing else.’

The woman’s hand continued to brush around
between his legs, making him twitch nervously, especially when she
used the back of her hand to stroke his cock, until Eloise tutted,
and she withdrew.

‘So, a new outfit for the girl? A similar
style? I’ve just had some new pieces come in, that are suitable for
work and play. And are designed to be easy to clean. This way, into
the changing room.’

With a final teasing stroke of his cock, she
moved away, allowing everyone to follow along behind her. A doorway
opened at her approach, more thick scents billowing out. As he
passed through, Jonathan could see that the door had been opened by
a young woman, wearing a tight black evening dress, narrow strips
of fabric coming up from a hobble-skirt to cover her breasts, her
torso otherwise bare, a gem-studded collar at her neck.

Eloise put a hand on Jonathan’s shoulder, her
face close to his, her breath licking against his ear as she spoke.
‘It’s nice to see you’re still as enthusiastic as ever! Don’t loose
control through, or I might plug that sweet little cock of yours
up. Today, you can be our cute assistant – perform well, and you’ll
get a reward. I would advise against failing, though.’

He nodded his head, feeling spit ooze out
onto his chin. Having something pushed inside his cock? He
didn’t want that!

‘Good boy. Follow Madame Prideur’s
instructions then.’ She looked up. ‘Susannah, he’s all yours. But I
don’t want you or your girls being mean to him!’

‘Of course, Eloise! Well, it’s your lucky
day, boy. Not many get to have this chance.’ Despite her words, her
face was predatory, eyes and nails sharp. ‘You get to be the shop
assistant for the day. Along with Clare here. She’s a little slow,
though. Now, you.’ You gestured at Emily. ‘Strip.’

Jonathan couldn’t make himself look away as
Emily pulled her already-skimpy maid’s dress over her head, holding
it in one hand. Underneath, all she was wearing was her chastity
belt, a suspender belt over her slender hips and stockings, making
her legs appear even longer. She twisted, shooting Jonathan a quick
wink, the gesture somewhat distorted by the gag.

He tensed his legs, trying not to show his
desire, but could feel his cock hardening, tenting his trousers. A
nail flicked against the back of his neck, jerking him from his
contemplation of Emily’s legs and crotch, before Eloise spoke.

‘No dawdling. And no touching yourself
either! Follow Clare’s instructions.’

The girl was already making her way to a
side-door, her movement impeded by the hobble-skirt, forcing her to
take tiny, mincing steps, drawing attention to her backside.
Something was pressing against the material of her skirt from
beneath, a lump between the curves of her buttocks. He felt the
pressure on his wrists release, his cuffs allowed to move from his
waist.

Jonathan moved towards her, trying not to
lose himself in the sway of her buttocks, and the movement of her
hips and that lump, imaging his cock buried in her pussy, or mouth,
or even getting massaged between her breasts until he came. Her
chest and tits, smeared with white, creamy cum… He wanted to get
off, so badly!

The girl shuffled to the door and pushed it
open, cooler air blowing out, helping to clear his head a little.
After the ornate and perfume-scented front-room, this was far more
mundane – a stockroom, although the stock here all looked to be
clothing, carefully hung from racks, thin sleeves protecting them
from damage.

‘One of those new ones, and the black heels
from Germany. Oh, and some of the Japanese metalwork? With the
water-patterns?’ The commands came from outside the room, the
material swallowing up the sound.

‘Yes, madame.’ She twisted her head around,
blue eyes resting on Jonathan for a moment. She lowered her voice,
so she couldn’t be heard outside. ‘You’ll have to do most of the
work. I can barely move in this thing, and the plug is bloody
massive! Pick those up, and that, and I’ll get the cuffs.’
An accent was sliding into her words, rather more rural than he
expected as she shifted from polite and cultured tones. ‘Unless you
want me to slap you in the nuts, see how much that makes you
squeal?’

Her no-nonsense tone spurred him to movement,
following her gesture towards the shelves, reaching up towards one
of them. He heard an appreciative sigh and felt a blush coming over
his face – he didn’t like being ogled so overtly! He focused
instead on picking up the wooden box, carefully lifting it down,
glad of something he could hold as limited protection. The girl was
bending over, her dress taut over her pert buttocks, the material
thin enough to show the curves of flesh beneath. Jonathan wanted to
step forward and grab at her, sliding into her slit, his cock
getting even harder, but instead took a deep breath, trying to
steady himself.

She stood up, balance slightly shaky,
delicately holding the heels.

‘Grab that box as well. Madame can be a picky
bitch!’ She coughed, turning her head aside, and when she spoke,
her voice was posh again. ‘Behave and we might be able to sneak
away for some fun.’ She moved close, taking the shoes in one hand,
using the other to cup his crotch, lightly tickling up his shaft.
‘You’re not my type, but I really need to get fucked!’ Her voice
was tight and desperate. ‘That bitch of a mistress never lets me
have a man.’ Her fingers tickled his cock before withdrawing. ‘But
work first, before we get locked into bloody chastity again.’

She withdrew, and it was an effort not to sag
to the ground from pent-up lust. But he managed to collect himself,
following the girl back out of the storeroom, trying to will his
cock to shrink before it drew any more attention.

Back in the main room, Emily had been
prepared, a leather harness around her torso, running between her
legs and around her breasts, chains suspending her from the
veiling, more chains connected to leather straps on her forearms,
leaving her powerless and unable to fight back, naked except for
the harness. Jonathan could see the pink wetness of her slit – was
that the scent of her desire as well, beneath the perfume?

He opened up the box, letting Eloise take out
the contents – metal cuffs, the surfaces wavey and rippled,
slightly blue-tinged, light etchings of gold around the locks and
panels. These were held up against Emily’s skin, to check if they
would complement the tones of her flesh, Eloise nodding in
approval. Emily was struggling to stay still, the suspended
position wobbly and unbalanced, as she was laced into her new
shoes, feet forced almost straight by stiff leather, before she was
lowered, allowed to touch the ground again.

‘She’s quick to arousal.’ Madame Prideur
fingered Emily, whose breath hitched as she was violated. ‘It must
have been some time since she was allowed climax? Or is she simply
that much of a slut?’

‘Oh, she isn’t allowed orgasm, of course. It
keeps her nice and eager.’ Eloise slapped Emily on the backside,
making her squeak in pain.

‘And the other one, the boy – how is his
training progressing?’

‘His tongue is adept. I’ve not yet tested his
cock. Completely unused! I’m not sure if I’ll claim him for myself,
or let him take Emily. I’m sure he’ll be thankful either way. Isn’t
that right, Jonathan? Would you like that throbbing cock of yours
inside a tight pussy, for the first time?’ She stared right at him,
pinning him in place with a glance, making him acutely aware of the
throbbing hardness of his cock, pushing tightly against his
trousers. The other woman, Madame Prideur, looked at him as well,
licking her lips in a way that made him swallow nervously, far too
aware of the warmth at his waist.

‘He seems eager.’ She thrust another finger
into Emily, twisting them back and forth, making Emily’s eyes water
and her body twitch. ‘I prefer my men a little more experienced,
but I imagine that won’t take long. Or are you going to tease him
even more? My own Clare I’m training as a coquette. Lovely soft
hands, and she’s only allowed her own pleasure as a rare treat.
Isn’t that right, Clare?’

‘Yes, Madame Prideur.’

‘A bit stubborn, and she needs to get more
used to the taste of cum, but she was only cheap. As long as she
doesn’t talk too much, she’s rather charming. I did have to remove
a few piercings and let them heal, but she’s far better without the
nose piercings. I was thinking of maybe a tongue-piercing though?
To improve her oral skills?’

Eloise slapped Emily again, before stalking
towards Jonathan, her eyes keeping him pinned in place. She grabbed
his cock, taking a firm grip, and using it to move him around. It
didn’t hurt as much as being grabbed by the balls, but it forced
him to move as she wished, getting pulled forward. Even that tight
grip was making him want to thrust and pivot his hips to grind away
and get off, warmth surging up inside of him.

‘Now, why don’t you show off your skills?
Hmm, why don’t you have Clare show off those soft hands of hers?’
She let go off his cock before pushing him down, and he sank to his
knees, Eloise’s hand still on his shoulder. ‘Madame, if you would
care to sample him? And any feedback would be appreciated.’

He felt soft breasts press against his back,
Eloise moving aside to let Clare push against him. A hand reached
into his trousers, pulling the material away, his cock springing
out. Clare’s fingers were soft and gentle, tickling against his
shaft. He whimpered through his gag as she kissed his neck, tightly
pressed against him.

Madame backhanded him across the face – not
hard enough to daze him, but it helped him to focus on something
other than the quick, soft fingers as she tapped his crown, making
his vision swim. She tweaked her dress aside, the smooth skin of
her thigh, then her slit, pink and shaved. He leaned forward as she
grabbed his head, unbuckling his gag.

Throughout, Clare pushed tightly against him,
the fabric of her dress smooth against him, her body close. He
wanted to cum, to release the pressure in his balls, but knew that
would only lead to suffering! He leaned forward, tongue licking
against the Madame – her skin tasted sweet and clean, the scent
overpowering, perfume and cunt-scent mingling together. When his
tongue slid into her, the taste of her juices was potent, sliding
over his tongue and into his throat.

As trained, he pushed his tongue into her,
twisting it around, trying to listen to her reaction. But with
Clare’s hand stroking his shaft, he could barely think, sparks
floating in front of his eyes. So good! Even with his thighs
tightly clamped together, it was all he could do to not explode
then and there. Clare’s tongue slid out, licking against his neck,
wet and warm, before she nibbled his neck, her other hand squeezing
his sack.

A hand grabbed his hair, pulling him forward
and keeping him in place, as his tongue slid around Madam’s clit,
curling around the wet nub. She tasted different than Emily, her
fragrance overpoweringly sweet and strong. Her hand gripped his
hair tightly and painfully, getting even tighter when she came. She
didn’t gush excessively, but there was a flow, which he tried to
lick and kiss at, making sure to get every single drop.

Madam made a happy sigh, as Clare continued
to tease him. She lets his balls go, moving her hand onto his
belly, her nails lightly rubbing against her skin as she kissed his
neck again, harder this time, teeth pricking into his flesh. He
groaned and whined, wanting to come, but not wanting to be
punished, hot desire bubbling up, his whole self wire-taut, white
fuzz in his brain.

She squeezed his shaft, helping to keep the
surge from overwhelming him, before letting go completely, his cock
suddenly feeling cold, bereft of support. He whined, desperate and
needy, thrusting his hips forward, wanting more pressure to get
off, but there was nothing there. Clare kept wrapped her arms
around him, a tight embrace that also locked down his movements,
her hair tickling against him.

‘Please…’ He struggled against Clare, but he
felt weak and drained, his essence all in his erect cock. Eloise
stopped forward, tapping the toe of her boots against his balls,
the sting of pain making him gasp.

‘You seem to have pleased Madame. Very good.’
The toe tapped forward again, pressing his thighs apart, leather
point cold and harsh against his skin. ‘Although your self-control
needs work.’ When he tried to tense his thighs, she simply pushed
through, scraping his soft skin, pushing harder against his balls.
‘Very good. I think you can cool off in a crate, while we tend to
Emily.’

Clare bit him again, before dragging him to
his feet. He was too weak to resist, his legs sagging, cock heavy
and hot. Clare spun him around, cuffs snapping his arms behind his
back. She shoved him towards a metal crate, kicking it to make the
lid pop open, then shoving him into it, where he had to curl up,
cock tight between his thighs, before the lid came down, sealing
him into darkness, still desperately horny.


 Chapter Twelve: Sneaky Treats

At night, the house was silent and still, the windows
thick enough to block any sound from outside. The only light was a
thin line around the door, letting a faint glow from the hallway
outside in. The mattress was soft, a thin sheet covering his naked
body, with chains running to each of the bed posts, holding him
spread-eagled onto his back. He had just enough clearance to shift
about, ever-so-slightly, but not enough to do any more. He couldn’t
even bend his wrists back far enough to touch the wrist-cuffs,
stiff leather locked around his limbs, enough padding on the inside
that they didn’t chafe, but still unpleasant.

As a small mercy, his cock was free of any
bindings, allowed to be flaccid and small for once. Jonathan had
tried grinding his hips forward, hoping to be able to rub against
something to get himself off, but all that had done was push the
sheets away from his body, the material too light to be used for
wanking. At least the room was warm enough that it wasn’t too
uncomfortable!

Footsteps walked past, making him tense up
nervously – sure-footed and confident, that must be Eloise. He
tried to move his arms inwards again, wanting to cover himself up,
fearful that she would come in and torment him some more. His balls
felt fat, heavy and soft all the time now, and he could imagine cum
gathering there, a torrent ready to be unleashed.

Just the thought of her made her scent rise
up in his mind, memories of being fondled and stroked, entirely at
her mercy, and his cock started to stiffen, entirely against his
will. Jonathan forced himself to relax, taking deep breaths,
feeling himself soften again. He was so sensitive now, denied any
release!

He whimpered, the leather muzzle over his
mouth absorbing the noise. There was a rubber lump between his
teeth, preventing him using his tongue to push the thing out, the
straps tight and secure, although loose enough not to pinch or
hurt. He tried rubbing his head against the pillow again, but it
was so fat and fluffy that there was nothing to gain any purchase
on. How could he get free? He kicked his legs in frustration,
hearing chains clink, the mattress absorbing the force of his heels
without a sound.

The light increased, oh-so-slightly, and he
heard the soft creak of the door. When he turned his head, he could
see a female shape outlined there, the short and frilled skirt and
lace-fringed bodice marking it as Emily. She moved inside, gently
shutting it behind herself, moving slowly so as not to make any
noise, the spikes of her heels barely audible against the hardwood
floor.

As she moved closer, Jonathan could hear the
rustle of her clothing, and smell her body, the sweet perfume she
wore, and the earthier undertones of her own desire, sealed into
chastity. The mattress creaked slightly as she climbed onto it,
making the surface dip towards her. He could just barely see her,
skin a pale ivory in the low light, as she pressed a finger against
her lips in the gesture for “silence”. He grunted indignantly – he
couldn’t make a noise even if he wanted to!

Her hand ran down his bare chest, lace from
her wrist cuff scratchy yet soft, her nails lightly pushing against
his flesh. He wanted to roll over and ignore her, to be left alone
to just rest and sleep, but couldn’t move that much! And her body
felt soft and nice, as she wriggled in closer, her breasts soft
against his body, her breath tickling his hair.

Her hand moved downwards, and he shook his
head, trying to turn away without success, as she cupped his balls,
then squeezed his shaft. Emily gave it a slow squeeze, pumping the
shaft with agonizing slowness, before letting it go. Not yet fully
erect, it slapped against his belly, her voice whispering into his
ear.

‘We can help each other.’ Her leg moved over
his torso, pressing more closely against him, and he could feel the
harsh metal of her chastity belt on his thigh. ‘Use your tongue, I
think the slot is large enough. And then I’ll get you off?’

Her body was making him feel warm and fuzzy,
his brain unable to properly her think. He wanted to get off! He
nodded his head in a short and urgent gesture, and she kissed him
on the cheek, sending another surge of blood to his cock.

When she withdrew, he whined, feeling
suddenly cold, before she knelt over his head. He was looking
directly up her short skirt, but couldn’t see anything in the low
light. Her scent enveloped him though, the tang of her own desire
flowing into his nose.

Her hand fumbled through his hair, finding
the buckles of his muzzle, wrenching painfully at his hair before
finding the clasp and releasing it. As the pressure relented he
worked his jaw and teeth, managing to push it out, before Emily
pulled it aside. Some spit fell from the gag onto his chin, then
Emily leaned over, pushing her hand against his mouth. ‘Be a good
little boy, and we can both get something we want. You were good
last time, but she barely ever lets me cum! I hate this damn belt.
And you must be desperate yourself.’

She settled back down, her weight pressing
onto his chest, the chastity belt pricking uncomfortably at his
bare skin. Being held between her thighs, spread-eagled, powerless,
and rock-hard, made him whimper again, tongue pushing against her
palm.

‘Don’t get slobbery! At least not there.’ She
turned around to look over her shoulder, looking down at his cock,
then smiling. ‘You really are horny and desperate, aren’t you?
Well, get me off, and then you can have some pleasure.’

She rose up, moving forward, then slowly
lowering herself towards him. He strained to lift his head up,
tongue probing outwards, the metal warm with body heat. He could
smell her cunt, only separated by the thin metal sheet, kissing at
the metal. Fabric rustled as Emily lifted her skirt and petticoats,
lowering herself further.

There was a narrow slot in the metal, and he
twisted his head to try and get his tongue inside of it. The taste
of her was stronger now, sweat and something sweet, nicer than the
metal. Straining, feeling the edge of the metal slit rub against
his tongue, he pushed forward as far as he could. The top of his
tongue encountered warm, wet flesh, making Emily sigh above him, a
shiver running through her body.

‘Yeeessss…’

She ground around, but he couldn’t push his
tongue in any further. The taste of her made him rigid and hard,
but he couldn’t get in any further, only just able to lick the edge
of her cunt. She kept rocking back and forth, her sigh of pleasure
turning to whimpers of desperation, grabbing at his hair and trying
to pull him further upwards.

His teeth knocked against the metal of the
belt, making him grunt in pain.

‘Come on! Try harder! Please!’ Her voice was
desperate and wretched-sounding, and her scent overwhelming, but he
couldn’t reach, no matter how hard he tried.

She sagged to the side, her legs still over
him. One hand gripped his throat, her voice turning spiteful.
‘Hmph. If you can’t get me off, then I won’t get you off. But I’ll
have to play with you first. I wonder what Mistress Eloise would
say if she found you had ejaculated over yourself during sleep? She
might make you sleep with a rod in that cock of yours.’

He opened his mouth, wanting to shout for
help, but she used her other hand to shave the gag back in, the
rubber lump settling between his teeth. He tried shaking his head
to get it off, but she was too skilled, buckling it into place and
gagging him again.

‘She likes you more, you know. I’m just a fun
little side-project, to train and then be sold on somewhere else,
but she wants to keep you around.’

Her hand rested against his belly, before
moving down, beneath his rigidly erect cock, nails scratching at
his skin. Jonathan tried to turn away again, with no more luck than
the last time, the chains keeping him locked into position.

Emily’s hand took a firm grip of his shaft,
and he squeaked from behind his gag, staring up into her eyes. Her
nails dug into a nipple, pinching his flesh, several times, making
tears come to his eyes.

‘Useless, naughty boy! All except this
magnificent cock of yours.’

Keeping it firmly gripped, she changed
position, moving to kneel between his legs, looking down at him,
strong and predatory, eyes gleaming.

She rubbed her head against his cock, her
hair teasing his cock-crown, precum making it glisten in the low
light. Her cheek was soft and warm, and he wanted to be inside her
mouth, her tongue flicking over his length, to cum into her mouth,
or over her face! But he couldn’t do that, couldn’t force her to
get him off.

Instead she let him go, sniffing her hand,
then licking her palm. ‘Mmmmm… The smell of horny boy-slut.’ She
groped at her own breasts, playing with them through her maid’s
outfit, one hand dropping between her legs, nails desperately
tapping against her chastity belt, making his hiss in frustrated
annoyance. ‘My last owner might have used me hard, but at least he
used me! As something other than a training dummy!’

She licked her hand again, dropping down,
eyes holding him rapt as she firmly gripped his shaft, turning her
head to kiss it from the side. Jonathan tensed his legs, wanting to
close them up and push her away, but there was no give in the
chains! She pulled downwards, tugging his foreskin backwards and
exposing him utterly. Her hair brushed against him again, just that
gentle touch making him pant with desire.

‘Oh, you are a horny, naught, desperate boy,
aren’t you?’ She kissed his cock, nuzzling at it from the side,
wrapping her lips around it, her tongue sliding around, as her hand
came up and started to roll around the tip. Her spit-slick palm
slid easily over his skin, and he thrust his hips forward,
desperate for more, and for release.

When she withdrew her hand, he tried pushing
further up, but couldn’t, making Emily chuckle. ‘I can see why
Eloise is fond of you. Desperate boys are so cute to play
with!’

One hand gripped his balls, fingers making a
tight ring around the base of his shaft. The other continued to
stroke up and down, slow and rhythmic, making his squeak nervously
with every motion.

He wanted to cum, but didn’t want to be
punished! And if he did cum, then it felt like he would be blasting
out a massive load, leaving obvious evidence! But Emily’s hands
consumed his cock, and it was a struggle to think of anything
outside of her touch, her hands warm and skilled.

‘Such a lovely naughty boy. Not even able to
get the maid off. Maybe I should punish you instead?’ She let go
completely, letting his cock bob for a moment, still
unfulfilled.

Then she flicked his balls. Just lightly,
with a single finger-nail, but with enough force to make him wince
in pain, the pleasure snapping. She flicked him again, and he tried
to pull himself backwards on the bed, without any success.

‘Eloise is far too kind to you.’ Emily
grabbed his shaft with one hand, continuing her agonizing edging,
never letting him get too close to an orgasm, as her other started
to torment his testicles, nails squeezing, not far off
crushing.

‘Mpppphhh!’

‘Don’t worry, boy. I won’t do anything that
will leave a mark.’

He tensed his thighs, still unable to force
her away at all, desperate to cum. Her eyes held his, bright and
sparking, like a demonic succubus holding him rapt.

‘Pllphhhh!’ Just a little more, and then he
could get off! The pressure within him was strong and surging
upwards, needing only a few more nudges and then he would cum. The
thought of Emily with silvery cum, thick pearls and beads, blasted
over her face, soaking into her dress, made him feel good, sinking
down onto the bed in defeat, unable to resist at all. Maybe Eloise
would let him have his way with her, if he was good?

Her thumb pressed against his cock-head, firm
and strong.

‘Look at me, boy-slut.’

He opened his eyes to obey, meeting her smug
gaze. With deliberate and agonizing slowness, she pumped her hand
up and down again and again, tightly squeezing his meat.

Light exploded into the room, the door
slamming open. A shape stood, outlined in the door, the light
making Jonathan’s eyes sting, but he could recognize Eloise.

Emily squeaked in fear, her hands tightening
painfully around his cock and balls.

‘Hmmm. A silly maid-slut, thinking she could
have some fun?’

‘I… Mistress, I’m…’

Eloise stalked towards Emily, grabbing her by
her collar ring and wrenching her away from Jonathan. She kept a
grip of his cock for a moment, wrenching it painfully before
letting go.

Eloise slapped her across the face, hard
enough to redden her cheek, before shoving a fat and squidgy ball
between her cheeks, making them bulge out. Then she took a leather
belt and wound it around Emily’s head, using that to seal her
mouth. The ball was so big that Emily couldn’t form any sort of
words, her nostrils flaring for breath.

‘You clearly need more discipline.’

She sat down on the edge of the bed, making
the mattress deform towards her, then bent Emily over her knee.
With swift and practiced movements, a rope bound around Emily’s
arms and neck, forcing her into a painful and restrained position,
where if she moved her arms too much she would choke herself.

Then she started spanking the maid, hand
slapping against bare buttocks, again and again. At first, Emily
tried kicking her legs in indignation, shoes knocking against the
floor, but as the punishment continued, she started to whimper and
cry, her body going limp.

Jonathan lost track of how many brutal slaps
had been delivered to Emily’s ass cheeks, but could see that they
were glowing red from the repeated impacts. With the ball held in
place, Emily couldn’t even beg for mercy, simply going limp and
accepting her punishment, tears welling up in her eyes.

‘You should be thankful that you didn’t get
him off. Otherwise I’d be considering welding that belt onto you,
or getting a padlock put through your pretty little pussy, to lock
you shut entirely.’

Emily grunted and shook her head, bending
backwards in pain from another sharp slap to her buttocks.

‘I think you and I will have to have a
lengthy session tomorrow. To remind you of your place.’

By now Emily’s buttocks were slapped raw,
both cheeks glowing cherry-red from the impacts.

‘And maybe I should demote you? A maid needs
to have some ability to obey, after all.’

As Emily shook her head, the assault
continued, before it was concluded with a single brutally forceful
impact, of Eloise’s hand against Emily’s sore flesh.

‘And you did well to resist, Jonathan. Soon,
you may earn yourself a release.’

He couldn’t smile with the gag in place, but
wriggled his hips hopefully, his shrinking cock flopping about.
Eloise smiled back, giving it a playful flick.

‘But not tonight. I’ll put this one in a cage
downstairs, and hose her down with some cold water. See if that
improves her demeanor at all.’

She leaned over and kissed Jonathan on the
forehead.

‘Sleep well.’

Eloise left, dragging Emily behind her, Emily
having to keep up or risk being choked. The door shut behind them,
plunging Jonathan back into darkness.

 


 



 Chapter Thirteen: Frustrated Vengeance

He awoke, still spread-eagled on the bed, morning
wood making his cock rock-hard, poking up at him, the tip staring
at him. The edge of the blanket was over one thigh, but there was
no give in the chains holding him spread-eagled on the bed.
Memories of Emily were heavy in his mind, her body close and warm,
her hand tight around his shaft.

Jonathan wriggled around, shifting his hips
up and down, grinding against empty air, desperate to get off. His
cock felt huge, unnaturally engorged, his balls heavy with cum.
When would he ever be allowed to get off!?

He grunted in anger, kicking his heels
against the mattress, shaking his wrists, hearing the chains
chatter and clink, seething at the gag between his lips. He wanted
to get off! At least to have a wank! His cock was all he could
think about, lust a continual burning fuzz in his mind. Come on! He
could hear the leather restraints attached to the chains. Could he
break free somehow? Then he could get himself off! He couldn’t stop
thinking of Emily, of her on top of him, spreading her pretty pink
pussy wide, lowering herself onto his shaft, taking it into
herself.

What would that feel like? To be buried
inside of a woman, with their pussy tight and wet around his cock,
clamping tightly onto his own sensitive meat. Emily’s face blurred
in his mind, becoming the girl from the shop in London, as he
continued to thrust his cock into the air, lost in a fantasy of his
own making. He wanted to get off! He could imagine it – a thick
spray of his cum, pumping into that soft, wet slit, mingling with
Emily’s own juices. He grunted into the gag again, desperately
fucking the empty air still.

‘It’s nice to see you so vigorous first thing
in the morning.’

He whimpered, letting himself drop to the bed
as Eloise appeared. He must have been so deep in his fantasy that
he hadn’t noticed her arrival, slowly turning his head to look at
her.

She was dressed in her usual style, wearing
comfortable but tight jeans and a tight jumper that showed off her
breasts, crossing her arms beneath them.

‘An impressive sight. It’s always nice to see
such vigor.’ She walked around the bed, smiling down at him – with
his limbs held spread, there was nothing he could to except endure
her look of satisfaction and pride, before she sat on the bed, the
mattress depressing under her.

She leaned over, nails stroking over his
knee, then onto his inner thigh, the touch far too hot, somehow
sending another surge of blood to his already-hard cock.

‘My my, you are eager! I suppose young men
often are.’ She reached further forward and cupped his balls and
gave them a squeeze. ‘Nice and firm! And you certainly seem eager.’
Her gentle squeeze of his sack was another torment, making him reel
in denied pleasure, before she used her other hand to carefully run
a nail up his shaft.

When she tapped it against his cock-head, he
shivered, whimpering into his gag again. So much sensation! His
entire head was super-sensitive, the pressure of her nail a
delicious torment. Not enough to get off, but anything against his
cock made his head swim.

‘Fortunately, Emily hasn’t ruined you. I
truly believe that a first experience is better the longer it is
denied. And you must be close to exploding soon.’ She lazily
squeezed his shaft, her palm and fingers hot and tight,
pleasure-pain mingling as she squeezed. Just a few pumps of his
shaft would be enough, surely, enough to get him off!

She gave it a single tight stroking squeeze,
tortuous and intense, making his buttocks tense and raise up off
the bed again, entire body tense and focused on the intense,
desperate throbbing of his dick, a desperation he’d never felt
before.

Eloise chuckled. ‘Well, that is a sight! Such
a lovely young body you have. So taut.’

She bent his cock slightly, making him wince
in pain, then let go, the shaft dropping down, so hard it didn’t
even impact against his body, as she trailed fingers up his
stomach. ‘I’m glad you don’t have any piercings or tattoos. I find
them a little trashy – suitable for something like Emily, but you
are far more impressive. My friends are very jealous! Some of them
were even joking about stealing you away.’ She chuckled again,
although Jonathan wasn’t sure if it was really a joke. ‘I think
you’ve done well enough to deserve a reward.’

He grunted and thrust his hips forward again,
and she flicked his cock, making it swing to one side.

‘Not that, not yet. Although I admire your
spirit. I think that Emily needs chastising first, and I want to
see how good your tongue-work is. It seems you have come far.
You’ll be very popular with the ladies back at university! Many men
refuse to perform such a service – rather unfair, as they often
expect to be serviced themselves. But I’m sure you will be a
gentleman and pleasure them, won’t you?’ Her fingers moved up his
chest, stroking his flesh, rolling around a nipple before pinching
at the nub of flesh.

‘Yeph!’ If it meant he might get laid, might
be able to discharge his load, relieve some of the pressure, he
would agree to virtually anything. And it didn’t seem too bad,
having his head between a woman’s thighs, licking, lapping and
sucking away until they came.

‘Well, let’s get you dressed, and then we can
tend to Emily. She should have been nicely tenderized.’ She gave
his balls a soft back-hand slap, making him grunt in pain, back
arcing upwards again, before she stood up, and then released one of
his ankles. ‘I do hope you’ll be a good boy? It would be such a
shame if you were troublesome.’

He nodded his head. He didn’t want any more
pain! His balls were super-sensitive already, without being
tormented further.

As he was released, he lay there limply, not
wanting to get in trouble, as his other leg was released, and then
his wrists. He didn’t dare move his hands downwards to cover his
cock, although he wanted to get off, so badly.

Eloise reached under the bed, pulling a
drawer out, then getting out the cock-leash and shaking it at
him.

‘This should keep you nice and close.’

The leather straps slid over his genitals,
sliding between his cock and balls, snipping tightly into place and
pinching at his most sensitive places.

‘There is a certain pleasure in watching
someone strain to come when physically prohibited, but that’s more
of a punishment than I think you deserve, at least currently.
Unless you’d like that?’

He shook his head. This was bad enough, he
didn’t want any more punishment! Not being allowed to cum was a
torment, but being teased and not able to come sounded even
worse.

‘You’re in fine fettle, so I don’t think I
need to set you running today. It must be awkward with something
like that in front of you.’ She gave the tug a leash, pulling him
upwards. ‘Hands behind you back.’

Standing up made him feel even more exposed,
without the bed to give him any protection at all, moving his hands
as instructed, turning around to offer her his back. Cuffs clicked
into place between his wrists, a short chain limiting his movement,
before her hand swatted playfully against his buttocks.

‘Mmmm, lovely and taut! Runners really do
have the best builds – nice and lean and taut, no flab, and not
like those slightly ridiculous bodybuilders, with all that
excessive bulk. Now, follow me.’

She tugged on the leash – he didn’t have much
choice other than to follow, at least if he didn’t want the leash
to tighten around his cock and balls. How tight could it get? Would
it be able to snip it off? Probably not, but even being pulled
around this way hurt, having it pulled tight would likely be brutal
and really hurt.

The leash was long enough that he was able to
stay a few paces behind Eloise, far enough back that there wasn’t
any danger of his cock hitting her lush backside, her jeans tight
enough to show off her large and well-defined buttocks. What would
she be like to fuck? She was older than Emily, and more
heavily-set, less slender and delicate-looking. Being tied down and
mounted by her, maybe that wouldn’t be too bad, even if she was
twice his age? Filling her pussy with his cum, her heavy breasts
against his face… He shook his head, trying not to dribble around
the gag, but the thought refused to shift. She was heavy enough
that she could probably pin him down if she straddled him, pushing
him down against the bed, even without extra restraints.

He was so lost in the fantasy he didn’t
notice he was being led by the cock into the dungeon, until Eloise
opened the door, warmer air flowing over him, sweat-scented. Eloise
tugged on the leash, pulling him inside, the door swinging shut
behind him.

Inside were the usual restraints, whips,
cages and everything else. Emily was sat down, strapped into a
heavy metal chair with her legs held spread by straps, her arms
tethered to thick metal arms, a strap around her neck. A fat
ballgag was between her lips, the red matching her lips, white
bubbles of spit around the edge, her chin wet with dribble. The
metal beneath her mouth was dark with splashed dribble, enough of
it that it had puddled and then overflowed the edge of the chair
onto the ground.

A long metal pole held a vibrating wand, the
head pushing against Emily’s pussy. As he watched, the head
withdraw, the base of the pole attached to a box, able to push back
and forth. She sagged, head dropping down, the leather strap tight
around her throat, eyelids fluttering, body limp.

‘Good morning, Emily.’

Emily squeaked, and tried to wriggle in her
restraints, but was too tired and drained – her skin was bright and
shiny with sweat. Had she been tied down here all night? Her eyes
were distant and unfocused, and the scent of her pussy was vivid
and potent, adding a more urgent bite to his frustration. He wanted
to be inside of her, to fill her entirely!

Eloise tapped a foot against the box to stop
the vibrator sliding forward again, before turning to her victim.
‘You were very poorly-behaved last night. You know that Jonathan is
off-limits, not to mention your other errors. Simply sloppy – I had
high hopes for you.’

Emily didn’t respond, barely conscious, a low
sigh coming from behind her gag. Eloise reached forward and pinched
a nipple, compressing the flesh between two nails, some sense of
life slowly returning to Emily’s eyes as she blubbered in pain.
Eloise drew the nipple towards her, stretching out the breast, the
skin starting to discolor as she kept applying pressure.

‘Are you with me now? Simply slapping around
passive meat is not the most pleasurable experience.’

Eloise let the tit go, before slapping Emily
across the face, the gag-strap taking some of the impact.

‘You must have had a rather frustrating
night. I don’t think you’ve come, have you?’

When there wasn’t a response, Eloise slapped
Emily again, a swift motion striking both cheeks, one with her
palm, the other with a backhand slap.

‘I expect an answer when I ask you a
question. Now, did you come?’

Emily tried to move her head, but the
neck-restraint was too tight, so she had to mumble an answer
through her gag, making a fat bubble of spit flow downwards.
‘Npphhh… Miphtriph….’

‘Good. Well, you’ve resisted this long, I’m
sure a little more stimulation won’t be an issue. If you should
fail now, than a special punishment will be levied.’ She tugged on
the leash, Jonathan stumbling forward before more pressure was put
onto his cock. ‘Use your tongue. Try and get her off.’

Emily squeaked, her shiny and wet thighs
squirming, unable to close them up thanks to the restraints. Eloise
pressed down on Jonathan’s shoulders, and he dropped to his knees,
eyes now on level with the dripping wet cunt, the lips trembling
and parted, the scent intense and powerful.

Eloise’s breasts pushed against his back,
large and soft even through her sweater, her hand coming down and
tickling over his navel, taking a possessive grip of his cock,
before she pushed his head forward.

‘I expect you to resist, Emily.’

A weak and pathetic grunt came from above
him, a splat of dribble landing on his head. Emily’s gaping cunt
filled his vision, the walls slick and juicy, as his gag was
released. He couldn’t control his own salivation, his tongue
sliding out. He could see her clit, Eloise slowly guiding his head
forward, Emily’s scent overwhelming.

Eloise tightly grasped his cock, the leash
still tight around his balls and the base of his shaft. ‘You, young
man, are not allowed to come still. But show off your skill.’ She
nibbled at his neck. ‘She’s been nicely warmed up for you, so I
expect quick results.’ Her nails prickled his cock-meat, making him
shiver.

As soon as his tongue touched Emily’s spread
lips, her juices flowed down over it, making him gasp, a mingling
of sweat and pussy-juice, sweet and salt all at once. He pressed
his head a little further forward, twisting his tongue into her.
Hot and wet, he felt her shudder as he licked against her walls,
before twisting his tongue further inwards, acutely aware of the
tight hand on his shaft, making small motions up and down, keeping
him close to the peak himself, Eloise’s breasts comfortable against
his back.

More dribble splashed onto his head, running
downwards onto the back of his neck as Emily gasped and groaned,
her thighs twitching, unable to break out of the restraints. When
his tongue brushed against her clit, she groaned again, desperately
twitching to try and shake him off, without success, as he
mercilessly licked his tongue against the soft and desperate
nub.

She sobbed above him, trying to hold herself
back, Jonathan unable to restrain himself from pushing his own hips
backwards and forwards, just a little, hoping for enough
stimulation to push himself over the edge, sandwiched between the
two women.

It didn’t take long before Emily came, wet
and heavy, gushing all over his face, spraying over him, her fluids
slicking him, falling down his body, then down his stomach and onto
his thighs. Where the wetness fell against his cock, it made
Eloise’s grip slippery and even more erotic, where the fluid fell
between her hand and his flesh.

He didn’t stop licking, enjoying the way that
Emily was twitching and gasping, her lower body moving in
uncontrolled spasms, unable to move away, her contorted grunts and
groans, warped and incomprehensible.

‘Mmmm, good boy. Not the hardest challenge,
but sometimes a good boy deserves a treat. I hope you enjoyed her
taste as well?’ Her grip tightened around his length, thumb tapping
his head, making him draw in a hissed breath, the taste of Emily
now heavy on his tongue. ‘I think you’re good enough now to be
worth showing off.’ She kissed him on the neck again, harder this
time, her teeth nipping at his flesh. ‘Would you like to use
this?’

She squeezed his cock, hard enough to make
him gasp, then splutter as Emily gushed again, pent-up lust all
getting discharged at once.

‘Yes… Please… Please!’

‘Mmm, good and obedient. Excellent.’ Her body
kept his hands trapped behind him, even as he desperately tensed
and twitched his thighs, cock shoving against empty air. ‘Your
desperation is noted. Well, perhaps soon, you might be allowed
release.’ Her hand slid down, to the base of his shaft, her little
finger coming down to poke his shaved balls, her other hand tight
against the back of his neck. ‘I’m sure you would enjoy that, but
it’s fun to tease you. Now, open wide.’

He obeyed, as she let his neck go, pulling
the gag back into place, the rubber ball settling behind his teeth,
straps pinching against the corners of his mouth.

‘Now, let’s go get you dressed. And leave
Emily to collect herself.’

She stood, a tug on the leash making Jonathan
stand as swiftly as he could to spare himself any further pain,
before he was led away, Emily still gasping and twitching behind
him as he left.



 


 



 Chapter Fourteen: Stamina Training

Jonathan’s breath was still ragged from his exercise,
having been left on the running machine as it steadily got faster
and steeper, until it had been forcing him to run up a steep slope.
He hadn’t been able to hear anything other than his own ragged
breathing, but had kept moving, pulled into motion by the leash
around his neck and the fear of Eloise’s crop against his backside,
even as his legs started to strain, his lungs heaving for breath.
Eventually, the machine had started to slow, allowing his to move
with less effort, although his shorts will sticking to his sweaty
legs, the chastity belt around his crotch sticky with moisture,
chafing uncomfortably around his waist, his balls sore from having
slapped against the metal. Spit dribbled down his chin, the ballgag
making it hard to swallow enough to keep it in his mouth.

He heard a sound behind him, seeing motion in
the turned-off TV, wincing in case a crop was about to flick
against his buttocks.

‘Neck.’

He obeyed, tilting his chin upwards, feeling
her cool hand brush against his chin as a leash was clipped into
place.

‘Good boy. Although the dribble is a little
messy.’ She gave the leash a gentle tug as the machine slowed to a
stop, Jonathan obeying, stepping off the machine, feeling his legs
wobble slightly, now he wasn’t being forced to move.

Eloise was dressed more fancily than normal,
in crisp black trousers, heels and a flattering silk blouse, open
to show off her breasts, a chunky necklace looped several times
around her neck, a crop in her hand.

‘Hmmm, you are certainly appealing all sweaty
and tired. It almost makes me see the appeal in those that like to
train horses. Or people into horses – that’s always seemed a lot of
work, but having a lathered-up stallion is an appealing thought.’
She gave the leash another tug and started to walk away, Jonathan
mutely walking behind her, uncomfortably sweaty inside of the
chastity belt, feeling worn and battered down there. And starting
to get hard again! Just the scent of Eloise’s perfume was
triggering memories of eating out Emily, of warm flesh pressed
against his, his cock being teased and caressed, soft lips wrapped
around his tender meat. His cock started to grow, pressing
painfully against the metal, having to bend awkwardly inside the
narrow metal tube pointing downwards. He took a deep breath and
tried to clam himself, as his shaft continued to grow, the metal
biting into his flesh, shaft unable to point upwards.

He bit his lip and tried to think about
something – anything – else, not wanting to have the pain from his
erection adding to his misery. He tried to keep track of where they
were going now – he breathed a sigh of relief as they passed the
entrance to the dungeon without descending down the steps, instead
heading into the more normal areas of the house. As he was pulled
past a bay window, he could see that there was a large, and very
mud-stained and battered, land rover on the drive, in stark
contrast to Eloise’s pristine car. Was there a guest? Who was it
this time?

Eloise suddenly stopped and spun, shoving him
against the wall. He grunted as the breath was knocked from him,
her hand around his throat, tight enough that he could feel it even
through the collar. She was taller than him, blocking out the light
with her shadow, making him whimper nervously, inhaling deeply of
her perfume.

‘You are a good boy.’ She squeezed his throat
a little tighter and then kissed him, ducking her head to push her
lips against his, forcing her tongue into his mouth. She tasted of
sweet tea, her tongue sliding against his. He couldn’t fight back,
the wall and her grip the only things supporting him as she kissed
him. He felt like he was drowning in her eyes, as she sucked his
breath away, leaving him whimpering and weak. She withdrew, just
enough that he could inhale a breath, his cock now painfully hard,
the metal pinching at it.

‘I’m starting to think I might keep you.’ She
kissed him again, more gently this time, her hair brushing against
his cheek, her shampoo a vivid scent, sweet and sensual, his knees
going weak. Her other hand brushed against his chest, lightly
scratching across it before tweaking a nipple. ‘You’re certainly
fun to play with.’

‘Mpppghhh…’ With the gag, he couldn’t talk,
could only barely think, intoxicated, pained by his lust. He thrust
his hips forward slightly, and she shook her head, hair rustling
against him.

‘Oh no, not yet. I do like you sweet and
needy, and it’s nice to see someone so attentive. But I think you
might be ready for some more public showings soon. You certainly
have made yourself popular with my friends already.’ She kissed him
again, this time on the cheek, and then on his neck – he could feel
her teeth, sharp and pointed, gently worrying his flesh. ‘Maybe I
should gift you a nice collar that you can’t remove? I wouldn’t
want you to forget me, after all, should we be parted.’

Her hand continued to trail over his chest,
nails pinpricking their way over his sweaty, sensitive skin,
pressing a little harder each time.

‘I’m sure you can find some nice, bossy young
lady to look after you, if I do let you go. Although I do hope she
won’t mind sharing. Although perhaps I could have her as well?’

She suddenly stood back, cool air seeming to
rush in-between them, Jonathan whimpering again, his collar seeming
too tight as he sagged down, barely able to stand.

‘Don’t give up on me now, young man. It would
be a shame if you were to show yourself as having been a waste of
time. And if you were to show me up, then there would be certain
personal consequences. But I’m sure you wouldn’t do that, would
you?’ Her grin was not entirely reassuring, as he managed to force
strength into his legs, letting her drag him forward again, into
another room he’d never seen before.

It was set up like a study, with deep
bookshelves set into the walls, filled with fat, leatherbound
tomes, a large red rug filling most of the floorspace, and a desk
along one wall, opposite a chaise lounge. Laying there, thin linen
draped across her body and showing the curves of her flesh, was
Helen, fiddling with something. She made a pained yelp and moved
one of her arms suddenly, before noticing they were here.

Jonathan swallowed nervously again – the
dress was only made of thin material, making the lines and shapes
of Helen’s body obvious, and equally obvious that she wasn’t
wearing anything beneath.

‘Ah! There you are. And your lovely young man
as well. He certainly looks in fine fettle.’

‘He’s been on his morning run. I don’t want
him getting lazy, after all. Or to lose his shape.’ She pulled on
the leash, until he stepped in front, letting Eloise run her hand
up his belly. ‘Lovely and tight! Come and have a feel.’

Helen stretched out on the couch, lazily
extending a hand, clearly unable to reach, until Eloise pushed him
forward with a sigh. Her hands were smaller and more calloused then
Eloise’s, her fingertips rough against him. She giggled in
pleasure. ‘Mmm, this is nice! Although I prefer a little more bulk.
Maybe some free-weights? But you wanted to try one of my toys,
didn’t you?’

She didn’t stop stroking him as they talked,
not even bothering to acknowledge his presence, simply admiring
him. Eloise pulled his shorts down, the material falling to his
ankles, leaving him naked but for his shoes and the chastity belt,
a furious blush rising to his face.

‘Yes. And a little more training, of course.
As Emily is still… indisposed, then I have a little more time to
spend on him. Now, down you go.’ Eloise pushed down on Jonathan’s
shoulders, and he dropped to his knees, face now on level with
Helen’s. Her hands gripped his wrists and twisted them behind his
back, before a leather strap settled around his arms, binding them
behind his back, and then she kissed him between the
shoulder-blades. He could feel her breasts against his back, the
silk of her blouse smooth and cool before she reached around to his
crotch, sliding a key into the chastity belt lock.

As she turned it, the metal clicked open, and
the scent of his own sweat wafted out, Helen took a deep sniff
before pinching his chest. ‘You’d do well as a display-piece. Some
nice clothing, a fancy collar to show off that you’re owned.
Although still in need of some refinement, or so I hear. You’ve not
let him cum, have you?’

‘Of course not!’ Eloise’s hand dropped down
and pulled the chastity belt away from his body. Now unburdened by
metal, his cock immediately sprang up, fully hard, shiny with
precum. She grabbed his shaft and gave it a possessive squeeze.
‘Training is much easier on subjects that are appropriately
desperate. And he’s nice and responsive.’

His balls felt like they would burst with
sheer, frustrated desire, her touch feather-light and soft, making
him gently pump his hips, until Eloise squeezed his dick again,
harder this time. ‘Not yet.’

With a deep sigh, he managed to force himself
into something similar to calmness, settling onto his haunches.

‘Hold him there while I set him up.’

Helen pulled out a small squirty bottle and
held it above his length, squirting several generous blobs into
place. Whatever it was, it felt cool and wet, only adding to his
tormented frustration as Eloise started to slide her hand back and
forth, massaging it until it covered his shaft entirely, making it
wet and slippery.

‘Now, this goes over the top.’

She reached behind herself and pulled out a
glass cylinder in a metal frame, with several wires attached.

‘Lean him back a little.’

This order was obeyed, as she carefully slid
the device over him. The insides were tight and rubbery, gripping
against him and making him sigh again, a strap winding around his
body to hold it in place. Did it feel anything similar being inside
of someone? It was slightly cold, the material only room
temperature, but it was tight and soft and he could feel lumped
ridges pulling him in deeper. And several harder parts, colder and
metallic.

‘Now, this is the controller. And this makes
it go.’ She giggled, then twisted a dial. There was a pneumatic
hiss and the sound of a motor, as something started to move, and
suddenly the thing was even tighter. His whole body tensed up,
Eloise having to hold him in place, as his cock was caught within a
brutally soft embrace from all angles. He could see that there was
a pump inside the glass tube, pulling the air out, before relaxing,
the rubbery sheathe moving up and down.

‘I normally just set it on high and use it to
milk my boys. I can extract a nice amount that way. But I suppose
you want this to last longer?’

It was hard to listen to what they were
saying, the thing moving in a slow and cruel rhythm, hissing as it
pulled the air out and contracted tightly around him. The pressure
in his balls was getting more and more intense, before Eloise
squeezed them, a strap of leather snapping into place, making him
whine in pain.

‘Oh yes. If he does manage to work hard
enough to deserve completion, then I think he deserves it the
traditional way, not from a machine.’ She kissed him again on the
neck, before checking that the strap around his balls was
secure.

‘May I use his tongue?’

‘Of course. I want to make sure he’s always
able for that duty.’

Helen shifted in her seat, wriggling around
and pulling her skirt up over her hips, revealing slender, pale
legs, parting them to reveal her slit. He could feel himself
salivating, the training kicking in, leaning forward towards her,
more dribble flowing from behind his gag. She and Eloise both
chucked as Eloise spoke. ‘He certainly is doing well! Now it just
needs to be seen how good he is.’

Eloise unbuckled the gag, tilting his head up
for a moment to let him swallow some of his spit before removing
then. Then she shuffled forward, pushing Jonathan as well, until he
was knelt between her legs. The cock-sucking device was still in
place, tormenting him with slow and steady pressure, never enough
to get him over the edge, making it hard to think.

He pushed his head forward, tongue already
it, Helen’s fingernails bright red against her white skin, as she
spread herself wide, allowing him access. He could see, and scent,
that she was already wet, but he still pushed his tongue into her,
hearing her sigh of pleasure.

‘It does… have a few… other features. Hmmm,
he’s not… bad.’

He heard the click of a button, and then
searing pain flashed through his cock, an electrical spasm blasting
through his crotch into his lower body. His mind went blank and
black, as he struggled to stay conscious, almost fainting into the
spread cunt in front of him. Eloise’s nails suddenly dug into his
balls, jerking him back to awareness.

‘A good boy doesn’t let his attention
waver.’

He whimpered, but managed to keep going,
kissing his lips against the sensitive flesh, kissing and sucking,
twisting his tongue deep into it, trying to judge by Helen’s sounds
how well he was doing. She still had her legs splayed, her thighs
on either side of his head, her perfume mingling with Eloise’s. He
could see her hand loosely holding the controller for the suction
device, thumb over a big red button. Her finger twitched, pushing
the button again, and spasming fire flared across his dick.
Although he was still tongue-deep in her, he couldn’t fully
restrain his yelp, especially combined with the steady tormenting
pressure of the suction and then the release.

He kept going, kissing and licking away,
until Helen gave a delicate shuddering sigh. Even then, he didn’t
stop, but slowed to a more gentle pace, as her other hand stroked
his head and she murmured. ‘Mmm, keep going.’ Out of the corner of
his eye, he could see her finger still on the trigger button,
desperately hoping she wouldn’t press it again.

Eloise spoke, her breasts still tight against
him. ‘A man should always show his dedication when engaging in such
activities – it’s rude to stop midway through.’

He could taste Helen on his tongue, her
fluids in his mouth, as she made a satisfied sound, still stroking
his head. ‘Mmm, good boy! Although still in need of improvement.
Mine are rougher around the edges. Although I suppose I don’t
really train them for such things.’ Her finger idly tapped on the
button and another job rippled through his cock, his vision going
white. ‘Those that don’t produce their quote each day get a zap. I
find that keeps them on their toes! Although I suppose you have to
be careful, otherwise they start to like it. Marcus is like that
now – he’s such a fine bull I suppose I don’t mind, but it does
make him harder to pass on somewhere else.’

Eloise continued to lightly stroke and fondle
him, as the machine kept up the constant, agonizing pressure, the
strap around his balls cutting off any hope of properly coming. But
Helen’s hand on his head was nice and soothing, and he let himself
be petted, as Eloise held him close, her body warm and strong.
Every so often, another sharp spike of pain jabbed into him – he
didn’t dare protest, but the lightning on his cock was cruel and
brutal, especially with the continual sucking pressure, always on
the edge of a delayed release.

 



 Chapter Fifteen: Promises of Rewards

Jonathan strained, feeling the stiff cushioning
beneath his body compress as he pushed his arms upwards, the bar
biting into his hands. He extended his arms fully, counting in his
head, feeling the burning build up in his arms, muscles straining.
Before he collapsed, he lowered his arms, the weights nestling back
into position on the supporting frame.

Eloise made a sound of pleasure. He was flat
on his back and so couldn’t see her, but could hear when she moved.
She had been stood close by, checking his form was correct, using a
cane to slide along his body and move his limbs into the correct
positions, before letting him start to pump the weights. It put
strain and effort onto his arms, shoulders and back, but it was a
nice change from endless running exercise. Although being flat on
his back, wearing only a thin t-shirt and some skimpy shorts, that
was making him feel very exposed and vulnerable!

Emily was having a worse time of it, at least
from what he could see – she had been tethered on place on a
running machine, the device set onto a high speed, her breath
getting ragged. He couldn’t see her, but could hear her, breath
warped by the ball strapped into her mouth, wet and dribbling. She
had been reluctant at first, but Eloise had taken the cane to her
backside until she had put more effort in, pert flesh getting
welted red. The thought of her tight ass made Jonathan feel warm,
sending a surge of blood to his currently unlocked cock. To add to
Emily’s torments, a large-seeming buttplug had been pushed into her
asshole, the flesh stretching to accommodate it before it had slid
the rest of the way in, Emily gasping as it had intruded into
her.

Running, or even moving at all, with
something that large wedged inside of her must have been hard! Just
the thought of it made him clench his buttocks tightly, not wanting
anything to go in there! Although the thought of sliding his cock
along Emily’s body, stroking her breasts, feeling the warmth and
softness of her body against his own, pushing into her, her
wetness, tight and sucking around him… He shook his head, trying to
focus on the weights, even as his cock started to surge. He could
feel it pushing against the fabric of his shorts, tenting them
upwards, hoping that Eloise wouldn’t notice, as he strained to
raise the weights again.

The cane suddenly flicked against his thigh,
startling him, but he managed to keep the weights stable, slowly
lowering them back into place, as the tip of the cane dug into his
inner thigh, scraping along the flesh, pushing the bottom hem of
his shorts higher up before withdrawing.

Then it tapped against his balls, hard enough
to make his suck in air, a flare of pain between his legs that made
his feet and legs rise up off the floor.

Eloise chuckled. ‘Always a pleasure to see
such a prompt reaction.’

He heard the cane flick through the air and
tensed up, bracing for pain, but without any impact, the cane
stopping short.

‘You’re certainly eager enough, it
seems.’

The cane gently pushed against his cock,
poking it through the thin material of his shorts.

‘Fine material to be shaped. And nice and
compliant.’ Having the rigid end of the cane poke into his length
wasn’t quite painful, actually making him even harder, but he could
feel the now omni-present lust rising up within him. He wanted to
come so badly! But the cane tapping against his sensitive parts
made any thoughts of rebellion seem weak and distant, something
that would only bring pain.

Demin touched against his legs, making him
squeak. A shadow fell across his face, Eloise sitting down on the
exercise bench, pushing her legs against his. With his arms being
used to support the weights, he was effectively restrained, as she
smiled down at him.

‘Keep going.’

He didn’t dare stop, lifting the weights
again, as she made herself comfortable. His legs were spread on
either side of the bench, as one of her hands ran along his thigh.
Her nails prickled and teased against his skin, fondling underneath
his shorts. Just for a second, she pressed her nails in with more
force into the sensitive meat of his inner thigh, making him hiss
in pain.

Next, her hand moved further up, and she
fondled his balls. Having her hand there made him nervous, aware of
his vulnerability, hoping that she wouldn’t suddenly squeeze and
hurt him. But her touch was gentle, her fingertips teasing his
flesh, before the palm of her hand pushed up further, squeezing his
shaft. Without a cock-ring in place, he could actually cum, if he
was stimulated enough. Her hands were warm and skilled, taking a
firm and controlling grip on him.

‘I’m sure you must be desperate by now?’

He couldn’t stop himself making a desperate
whining sound, his hips rising upwards, wanting nothing more than
to grind against her hand, to let her jack him off. Even if it
would end up with cum everywhere, thick and sticky, he needed to
get off!

‘I’ll take that as a “yes”. Well, you have
certainly been better behaved then Emily, even though she came
pre-trained.’ She kept kneading his cock-flesh, his breath getting
short as he approached his limit.

And then she let go, leaving him fully hard
and unfulfilled, again, cock rampantly hard against the cloth of
his shorts.

‘…Please?’

‘Oh, you can speak? Very good. I was worried
I’d kept you gagged for too long. But you haven’t earned it
yet.’

‘Yes! Yes, please, mistress.’

She purred with pleasure, patting his crotch
through the shorts. ‘Very good! Well, five more reps, and then I
have something else planned for you.’

He sighed, but managed to find the strength
to work through the requested exercise, her body so close and warm.
Her legs were open as well, and he tried not to think about her own
cunt, so close to his crotch, even if it was on the other side of
her jeans. Even if he were utterly powerless, he wanted to release
his load! How thick would it be by now?

She stayed in position, lightly stroking the
skin of his legs, as he finished the set, glad to finally put the
weight-bar back down, feeling the sweat on his back sticking to the
padded board her was on.

‘Keep your hands there. I’m sure you’re well
trained enough by now to manage that.’

He tensed up as she leaned forward, her
breasts lightly touching against his crotch, her tight jumper
feeling oh-so-soft where it touched his skin.

‘Did you enjoy that time we showered
together? It was certainly nice to lather you up and tease you a
little. And you certainly seemed to enjoy out. Hmmm, maybe after
this, we could shower together again?’

She had ducked her head low, so it was close
to his crotch, looking up and meeting his eyes. He was pinned as
effectively as if he were restrained, pressing her body against
his, powerful and strong. Her hair touched against his skin, making
him shiver nervously.

With a yank, she had pulled his shorts down,
her nails scratching his thigh-skin, his cock suddenly exposed and
out in the air, huge and erect. He tensed, trying to close his
legs, but he couldn’t. Eloise filled his vision, powerful and
dominant, as her warm breath whispered over his cock. He whimpered,
pushing his hips forward, desperate for more stimulation.

‘Not yet, little Jonathan! Although perhaps
“little” isn’t correct. You’re certainly rather well-endowed. I’m
sure you will make women very happy. If I ever let you, that
is.’

Her hair tickled and teased his skin, her
breath an agonizing delight against his cock, her breasts against
his thighs. His hands tensed on the metal and he took a deep
breath, as she gave his cock a slow and sultry squeeze. White fuzz
encroached into his mind, making it virtually impossible to think.
As she raised her hand up, his body moved with it, until she let
go, leaving his cock dangling in the air, buttocks raised off the
mat.

She squeezed it again, slowly pumping it up
and down, making his head spin, barely able to hear the squeals and
whines torn from his lips. So close!

His brain and cock both flared up, and he
sagged back in relieved release, gasping as he felt himself shoot
out cum. His vision was narrowed and vague, but he could see lines
of it on Eloise’s jumper, soaking into the black fabric, pearly
drops down her smooth cheek.

Her grip tightened on his cock, making him
yelp in pain, another jet shooting out of him. Eloise shook her
head in disappointment, her hair brushing against him again.

‘Such a disappointment. Well, time to plug
you up, as you can’t keep yourself controlled.’

His body was limp and refused to move, the
long-delayed orgasm having sapped his strength, as she reached into
her back pocket and pulling out a thin metal rod, bumped and
uneven.

‘This should help prevent any more…
accidents.’ She took a firm grip of his penis and made it
point upwards, peeling back the foreskin, his cock only slightly
softer now. She took the metal rod and placed it against his hole,
carefully pushing it into him. He whimpered, trying to force
himself to stay relaxed, not wanting to cause any harm to himself.
The metal slid in, bit-by-bit, the lumped ridges violating his body
as they pushed into him. His breath started to come faster and
faster, his heartbeat racing. He whined in protest, but her grip
was too strong, and he couldn’t move, her smile confident, one of
her hands tight against his shaft, the other slowly pushing the
metal into him.

It slid in, a little at a time, not painful,
but an enforced violation nevertheless as he was unwillingly
penetrated. But the stimulation! The urge to come was still there,
strong and powerful, but how would that work with a metal rod in
the way?

‘With this in place, there won’t be any other
mishaps. Then I can clean myself up before dealing with you more
permanently.’

He could see that there was a ring on the
end, Eloise twisting it around with a wicked grin on her face.

‘You can get ones of these that lock into
position, did you know? Sadly I don’t have one on hand, but I’m
sure that can be arranged.’

She gave it another push, nestling the whole
length of the thing into his shaft. He could feel it,
forcefully intruding into him. Eloise moved her hand back, looking
down at him, his cum slicking one cheek, the pearls soaking into
her jumper.

Her fingers stroked against his balls, light
and graceful, before encircling the base of his shaft and
squeezing. It felt good, but the metal! He whimpered, fighting to
keep his body from tensing up – that would probably just make it
hurt more. He couldn’t keep his hips entirely still though, his
body reacting to Eloise’s movements and the stimulation.

Her fingers tightened, slowly sliding up and
down the base of shaft.

‘What do you say?’

‘Please!’ He couldn’t make his voice more
than quiet, his breath gone, between the release of the orgasm and
then new and degrading violation.

‘You’re certainly obedient at least. But
you’ve had one release without permission, so now I clearly need to
be harsher.’

His hips rose up as she stroked his cock,
before sinking back down with a defeated sigh. Through his haze of
suffering, he could dimly make out the sounds of Emily, still
running.

‘Would you like this removed?’ She gave the
rod a tiny flick, and he felt the impact ripple through him.

‘Yes. Please!’

‘Well, it’s staying in. While I figure out
what to do next.’ She hooked a finger through the ring, holding it
up, and sliding it out of his body, just a little, before letting
it slid back into place.

It was just as excruciating coming out of him
as it had been going in, every lump and bump vivid and intense
within his body. She scratched at his belly with her nails, more
little stings of pain.

‘A new belt, just for you. To help
accommodate the rod.’

He shook his head, hands rictus-stiff on the
weight-bar. He didn’t want that! But he couldn’t force his tongue
to make coherent words, just babbling nonsensically, as if he were
gagged. Metal, cold and cruel, wrapped around his body, a metal
tube sliding over his half-erect cock, the metal ring tapping
against it with a chiming sound, as the metal locked into
place.

 


 



 Chapter Sixteen: An Evening’s Entertainment

Jonathan could feel his cheeks burning in shame, the
weight of the rubber cock in his mouth dragging at his head in
strange ways. He could smell the lube that had been smeared onto
it, an unsettling chemical tang that made his nose itch. Not that
he could scratch it – his hands were in a leather bag behind his
back, forcibly balled into fists with a tight strap around his
wrists, another around his elbows, dragging his shoulders into line
as well. When he moved his head, the bell around his neck tinkled,
making his blush even more, not wanting to have attention drawn to
himself.

His cock was hugely erect, another tight
strap around the base of his shaft to stop his softening, but the
short apron tied around his waist was pushed upwards by his own
cock, the silky fabric lying on his sensitive cock-head. He could
already see where his pre-cum had stained the material! Assless
chaps were on his legs, a strap running between his buttocks and
then forking up his inner thighs, pinching at soft flesh. That
wasn’t as bad as the nipple-clamps though – sharp teeth biting into
his nubs, with a chain between them, sliding on his chest, clammy
with nervous sweat. His collar felt far too tight, the leather
rough against his neck, making it hard to breathe, as his breath
whistled through the shaft of the cock.

Above the smell of the lube was the thick
scent of perfumes, as Eloise’s friends mingled and chattered.
Despite their soft bodies and luxurious clothes, their eyes were
sharp and hard, as were their fingers. Nails ran down his bare
back, making him shiver, before they pinched his buttocks, sharp
points jabbing into his skin.

He couldn’t do more than raise a whimper in
protest, before having to walk forward again as Eloise pulled on
his leash. She was in a dress for once, a sleek black evening gown
that left her back bare, showing off her toned shoulder-muscles,
and the curve of her buttocks. There was the slightest smear there,
when he had accidentally stepped too close and his cock had brushed
against her dress, earning himself the clamps. The leash was just
about long enough that he could keep a safer distance, but if he
ever misjudged, then the spikes on the inside of the collar worried
his flesh, jabbing into skin.

Lost in his misery, he didn’t notice when he
was pulled forward, spikes stabbing him, cutting off his
breathing.

‘He seems to have been a bit slow recently. I
wonder if maybe I spoiled him at first? Although his physical
training is coming along well.’

Eloise was talking to an older woman,
steel-grey hair styled in a long curling flow on one side of her
head, her eyes bright as she looked at him.

‘He certainly is a good specimen. A bit more
aesthetically appealing than those musclebound hunks some others
favor.’ She glanced to the side, where another man was being led on
a leash. His flesh was bronzed and tan, his muscles obviously the
result of a lot of hours lifting weights, his cock fully on
display, although his head was hooded and his arms bound into a
very sturdy leather armbinder. When he tensed, Jonathan could see
the armbinder shift, the straps along the man’s shoulders digging
into his shoulder-muscles.

‘Although I’m certain that one would be a
vigorous ride, I find I prefer something a little more refined. And
this one still seems well-endowed.’ She leaned over to look at
Jonathan’s cock, his blush deepening under her scrutiny, her hand
lifting up the apron to better look at it. When she touched his
shaft, her hand was warm and slightly leathery, fingertips rolling
around his length, lifting it up to feel along the underside,
cupping his balls, like he was an animal being inspected.

‘Well, he is a lovely young thing. Have you
broken him in yet?’

‘Not fully. He’s been relatively obedient,
but he had an uncontrolled release. He needs to learn that such
things are only allowed if granted permission. Isn’t that right,
boy?’ She yanked on his leash, making him take a step forward,
feeling his cock bobbing about, the apron shifting back into place.
‘I think I will do so soon though. Just to make sure he knows his
place. Little Emily is starting to come around now though. A touch
of the whip and keeping her belted made her nice and desperate –
good for her, otherwise I’d have been looking for a new buyer. Ah,
here she is.’

Emily moved into view – she was wearing her
maid’s outfit, although the skirt was so short that it showed off
her buttocks, red-raw with lash-marks, the top cut low enough to
show off her cleavage, which also bore the marks of assault. Her
neck and mouth were both sealed in stiff leather, forcing her to
hold her head high and sealing her mouth. She was carrying a tray
of drinks her hands, allowing the guests to take them, her presence
announced by several bells strung around her waist. Her eyes were
carefully downcast, not looking at Eloise, even as a flute of
champagne was taken.

‘Good girl, Emily. You see, isn’t it much
easier now that you accept your place?’

Emily managed a curtsey, dipping her head and
bending at the knees.

‘I may even allow you to be used, as a
reward.’

A faint flicker of life came into Emily’s
eyes, as she glanced over at the hulking slave, his own flesh
marked with pinch- and scrape-marks from the other guests.

‘Oh? Would you like that?’

With the posture collar in place, she
couldn’t nod properly, but had to lean her torso forward, being
careful not to spill any drinks.

‘Well, keep on working, any maybe I’ll be
merciful. But don’t make any mistakes, unless you want the lash
again.’

A faint squeak came from behind the muzzle,
Emily tensing in fear before Eloise chuckled. ‘Back to work then,
little Emily.’

Emily turned around and swayed away, her
heels making her backside shift from side-to-side, skirt rising up
to show off her punished backside, sending another surge of lust
through Jonathan. Eloise took a grip of his cock, nails digging
into the skin, making his eyes widen in pain.

‘Don’t be getting distracted, Jonathan. You
belong to me, remember? If you are very good, then I might let you
have her. Or perhaps it would be more educational for her to have
you? I’d rather save that pleasure for myself, at least the first
time though. I wonder what sounds you’ll make? Hopefully none of
that undignified blubbering.’

What was she talking about? It sounded like
something other than just sex, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to
know!

The older woman tapped the cock in his mouth,
forcing his head to the side. ‘Is this needed? Have you not trained
him out of biting yet?’

‘Oh, he’s proficient enough with his tongue.
But I want to make sure that he knows that he’s only here for
pleasure. That this thing,’ Eloise squeezed his cock harder, making
his eyes bulge and water, ‘only gets used if he makes his mistress
very, very happy. And that otherwise, well, he’s just something to
be used for pleasure. I don’t want him getting too proud. Now, let
me go set him up.’

She moved away, pulling on the collar, the
spikes digging into Jonathan’s neck until he followed obediently
behind. The leather cord between his buttocks was rubbing his
flesh, getting even worse when he tightened his butt-muscles, the
stiff leather rubbing against his butthole.

As he was led through the other guests, he
had to endure more wandering hands, his bells making it impossible
to move with silence. His nipples were numb from the clamps now,
only flaring with pain if someone tugged on the chain, stretching
out the skin.

He was pulled towards a metal frame,
something like a medical examination chair but with padded
platforms on either side of where the head would go. He tensed,
resisting, not liking the look of the thing, with heavy leather
straps over the shining metal. Eloise didn’t even turn, pulling on
the collar harder, spikes stabbing into his neck, adding another
source of pain. Without looking back, she flicked her hand
backwards, catching him in the balls with a backhanded slap. His
vision blurred from the intense pain, head swimming as his
resistance crumbled and he was yanked forward.

Eloise bodily picked him up and put him into
the chair, so he was laying on his back, staring upwards, savage
agony still flaring in his testicles. She grabbed his sack and
squeezed, nails brutal and sharp against him. ‘Now, let’s get you
prepped. So you can make everyone happy.’

He tried to stand up, but she squeezed hard
enough that he sagged down in pain, barely able to see, or sense
anything but the crushing pain. With his arms bound behind himself,
his weight pushed them against the metal, making his back ache, his
body contorted on the curved metal seat. His legs fell into metal
shapes, bent at the knee, like he was a woman giving birth, held
wide, straps swiftly buckling into place. Jonathan tried bending at
the waist to get up, but Eloise simply stared at him, his
resistance wilting, especially when she moved a hand towards his
vulnerable crotch against.

Someone else’s hands dragged his chest
backwards, nails scraping his skin, a thick strap running just
below his nipples. With his arms behind himself, he could still
wriggle around and move his head, but there was no hope of escape.
The padded platforms were now on either side of his head, his eyes
flicking about – what were they for?

Eloise ran a hand down his chest, smiling at
him, utterly failing to reassure him. ‘If you can pleasure these
women, then we won’t hurt you. Much.’ She grabbed the chain between
his nipples and pulled, hard enough to stretch his skin out, making
him gasp in pain. ‘Let’s see how you function as a toy.’

He heard metal squeak above him, someone
moving onto the padded platforms, lifting their long dress to
reveal their pussy, stockings and suspender-straps neatly framing a
tidily-trimmed pussy. From down here, he couldn’t see their face,
but something black flashed past his eyes, the head of a crop
slapping against his belly, before coming to rest on his cock,
lightly knocking it back and forth.

‘Mpphh!’ He pushed his head forward, the cock
in his mouth moving upwards, straining his neck to try and get it
towards the gleaming slit.

He could see Eloise nod, before she scratched
her nails down his bare foot, making him twitch, unable to shake
her off. ‘Be a good boy and pleasure the guests. If you don’t, then
they’ll be sure to let you know.’

The shadow the woman made above him made it
hard to see, and the scent of her perfume and her arousal was
strong, making it hard to focus, the leather band around his
cock-shaft brutally tight. He felt his face-cock tap against skin,
carefully trying to move it around, barely able to see the
delineation of their stockings. The crop tapped impatiently against
his cock, urging him towards movement as he slowly shifted the cock
into place until he felt a soft, wet opening.

As he strained his neck forward, he could
hear them above him, making a sound of pleasure. But the crop
continued to tap against him, a light blow to his balls making him
wince, feeling tears well up in his eyes. He started to pump his
head up and down, able to taste her flavor, her wetness flowing
down the inside of the cock-prong. He didn’t want to just be a sex
toy, used by these women for their own pleasure!

But he didn’t dare stop, even when the crop
stopped tormenting him, gasps of pleasure coming from above him. He
kept moving his head, bobbing it up and down, trying to please
whoever had mounted him. He heard them come, the metal creaking as
they shifted their balance, and then light came back, bright and
blinding, as they dismounted.

He could see that he was now surrounded by
other guests, staring at him with predatory eyes. His arms were
aching, squashed behind him, his fingers trapped, sweaty in their
bag.

Something brushed against his foot, soft and
light, making him shiver, unable to move away as one of the guests,
clad in a brilliant red evening dress, lightly tickled his sole. He
couldn’t move away, the bell on his neck tinkling.

‘Oh, you are a delight! You’d make a lovely
little pup to have around the house.’ He tried to shake his head in
denial, but that just made the bell dance about more, the woman
smiling, before someone else mounted above his face, blocking out
his vision against.

This time, they sat forward, spiked heels
resting on his chest, one pushing downwards, the other hooking
around the nipple chain. The first scraped painfully down his
flesh, leaving a white furrow on his skin as he tried to push his
head forward, searching for their cunt.

‘Do a good job, meat, or I’ll mark you
up.’

An unseen hand grabbed his balls, slowly
starting to squeeze as the voice from above him spoke again.

‘Very good! Keep hurting him, it’s the only
language they understand.’

The scent of her lust was addling, but he
still tried to reach towards them, desperately wanting the hurting
to stop. The cock knocked against her thighs, and she made a
disappointed sound, scraping down his stomach with a heel, harder
this time, until the spike was against the base of his cock. Even
light pressure there hurt, making him whimper as he probed around,
trying to find their cunt, only just able to reach.

As he slid it into them, then the heel
retreated, instead moving to his navel, resting inside, a powerful
threat still as he shoved his head back and forth. Beneath her
dress, it was warm, the air close, infused with a deep and heady
musk, his hearing muffled, just about able to make out her
words.

‘Keep going, fuck-toy! Yeah, that’s… that’s
right!’

He pushed his neck as far forward as he could
manage, the scent getting even stronger as his nose pressed closer
to them, the warmth from between her thighs surrounding him and
enveloping him entirely. Even as he pleasured her, she didn’t stop
hurting him, the nipple-chain getting pulled out and pain stabbing
at his nipples. He could feel himself getting lightheaded, the air
heavy and stuffy, willing the woman to come to a swift climax.

Her juice flowed out, spilling down his
cock-gag, onto his chin, then his chest. She gave a loud sigh as he
sank back downwards, before her heel spiked into his bellybutton,
making him jerk upwards.

‘A toy shouldn’t leave someone empty! Stupid
meat.’

He shoved his head forward, managing to find
her cunt again, hoping it would satisfy her and that he would be
released.

But even after she dismounted, her place was
taken by another, and then another, all using him as nothing more
than a dildo. Having to strain his neck all the time, kept in the
stuffy closeness beneath their dresses, made him feel faint, making
it hard to think, desperately gulping in air when he wasn’t being
mounted and used. And they kept toying with his cock and balls –
some gently, but most were rough, pressing their heels against it,
or flicking the crop against his testicles if he wasn’t fast
enough, until his crotch was a mess of dull aches and throbbing
pain!

 



 Chapter Seventeen: An Unwanted Entrance

Jonathan stood by the table, feeling exposed and
vulnerable. His elbows were bound behind his back, his hands cuffed
in front – he could move them and pick things up, but not much, and
covering himself was impossible. All he was wearing was a tight
pair of shorts, the lycra so tight it clearly outlined his
genitals, his erect cock straining at the fabric, pushing past the
waist-band and the tip exposed to the air.

Eloise coughed and he hastened to obey,
picking up the teapot and moving next to her, filling up her cup.
When he moved, he could feel air over his bare buttocks – the
“shorts” were ass-less, his buttocks bared. His chest was bare as
well, except for a metal chain draped between nipple-clamps,
slithering if he moved too fast, the clamps tight enough to send
dull throbs of pain through his tortured and crushed nipples. His
jaw tightened around the fat gag-ball that Eloise had pushed into
his mouth, trying to keep himself quiet.

As he poured, Eloise reached out, lightly
running a finger along his shaft, the shorts providing no
protection. He forced himself to keep his grip tight on the teapot,
not wanting to shake about, or make any mess. Her finger trailed
upwards, before brushing against his exposed and sensitive
crown.

‘Mhmmmm…’ He couldn’t help but whimper
through the gag, his body shuddering as her nail pressed against
his crown, enough pressure to start hurting, the shorts holding his
cock up vertically.

‘You need a lot more work still, I think. At
all the tasks that don’t use your tongue!’ She moved her nail away,
before groping at his balls through the shorts, her grip strong and
confident. He just barely managed to keep control of the teapot and
put it down, as she cupped them. ‘Mmm, nice and young and healthy!’
As soon as he had put the pot down, she gently slapped his balls
with the back of her hand, making him shudder away, pain flaring up
through his crotch.

Helen made a sound of amusement. ‘You’re
certainly having fun! I’ve not seen you this perky for a long time.
Even though just one toy at a time seems rather dull. I rather
prefer to have several at once. It’s nice to milk them – just one
is so limited in production! Although they do wear out rather
faster than I would like, no matter how careful I am with their
diets. He is looking a little frantic though – will you let him
have some release anytime soon?’

Helen had one of her own men with her, and
had already jacked him off with a hand job, collecting the semen
into a little pot next to her own coffee. She took a sniff of it
with obvious pleasure, licking some of it up.

‘Hmmm, maybe? Although I do like him to be
eager, and wouldn’t want him to be getting any ideas.’ She reached
around him, nails scratching up his buttocks as she pinched. ‘Nice
and firm back here! That machine you provided was rather useful. I
might wire him up to that for a while.’

‘Oh yes, sometimes I use those to collect
more, when I’m in the mode. Of courses, the bulls tend to complain
and grumble, and they’re normally rather tired afterwards, but I
wouldn’t want to sprain my wrists doing it by hand, after all.
Maybe I should get an assistant? Although a milk-maid might get
ideas in her head! The last one I had needed firm correction.’
Helen’s tongue was bright pick against the white ceramic of the
pot, licking out every drop of cum, Jonathan’s cock throbbing even
harder, as he tried to suppress thoughts of the tongue wrapping
around his shaft, his cock sliding into her mouth, down her throat,
exploding into the soft wetness of her mouth.

Eloise’s hand squeezed his balls, making him
grunt in pain. ‘Don’t get distracted! Or would you like the rod
again?’

He shook his head, able to remember the
violation of the sounding rod going into his cock, sliding into
him, cold and cruel, blocking him up.

Helen giggled, then winked at him. ‘I do
enjoy being a distraction! Although you need to beef him up a
little more.’

‘No, I’m keeping him lean. I prefer it to
your “bulls”. Never mind some of the things you inject them
with!’

‘There’s nothing wrong with some nice big
muscles. Well, once I had the stalls reinforced and the tethers
strengthened. A few jolts with a prod keeps them nice and calm. And
the thought that I might breed them one day. Not that many earn
that right, but there’s normally a buyer interested in my old
stock.’ She reached out and fondled the man behind her, starting to
rouse his cock to full length again. The man wasn’t much taller
than Jonathan, but was at least twice as wide, his armbinder
straining as his arms tensed, shackles between his knees straining,
short gasps sounding from beneath his hood.

As Helen continued her hand-job, Eloise kept
speaking. ‘Once you’ve finished your drink, there’s something you
could help me with. I think it’s important that some things be
witnessed.’

The hulking thighs were tensing and shaking
as Helen’s hand continued to stroke back and forth, and then she
dipped her head down to lick at the crown, swirling her tongue
around, taking the tip into her mouth.

Jonathan couldn’t help but whimper – he
wanted that himself! Even if it was just to be used for flavor, at
least than some of the intense, burning pressure in his balls might
be lessened! Eloise must have noticed though, as she started to
squeeze his balls more tightly, making him whimper, now in pain.
‘Don’t forget your place, or who owns you, boy. Unless you want a
sounding rod padlocked into place?’

He shook his head. He didn’t want that, ever
again!

‘Good. Then remember where you should
look.’

He took a deep breath and tried to ignore the
happy sounds Helen was making as she gently sucked and licked at
the cock, focusing on Eloise – wearing a tight jumper that showed
off her large breasts, a pearl necklace making him think uneasy
thoughts about splattering the dark fabric with cum.

Helen made a please exclamation, the man
grunting, coming into his mistress’ mouth as she swallowed, being
sure to get every drop. She withdrew with a slurping pop,
letting the cock go.

‘Mmm, I do enjoy a little extra with my
morning coffee, wakes me right up. Now, there was something you
wanted me for?’

‘Yes. This way. You can leave your “bull”
behind as well.’

‘Sit.’ The man obeyed, bending onto his
knees, hooded head down.

‘Good boy! I’ll be back for you later.’ She
patted him on the head before standing, her gown light around her
body, showcasing her breasts and the curve of her waist. Eloise
stood as well, clipping a leash onto Jonathan’s collar and pulling
him along behind her, as they left the dining room.

With the way his hands were bound, at least
he could keep his balance easily, although his cock was still
straining at the material of his shorts. What was going to happen?
Maybe he was finally going to be allowed to get off? Maybe then
he’d be able to think about something other than sex!

The room he was pulled into was mostly empty,
without even pictures or other decorations on the walls, the only
thing in there being a trestle-horse in the center, securely bolted
in place, with a chair in front of it.

Eloise pulled him forward, towards the horse,
and he could see that the top was padded – at least if he were to
be mounted on top, then it wouldn’t hurt that much! She pulled one
of his legs against the wood, using a belt around his ankle to
strap it into place. And then another, just above the knee, and
then another around the thigh. This was repeated on the other side,
the restraints painfully tight, the wood pressing against him, the
top of the horse at crotch-level.

She grabbed the ring of his collar and yanked
downwards, pulling him that way, snapping a padlock through the
collar-ring, locking his head against the padded surface. Dribble
oozed out around the gag, pooling on the leather cushioning, only
slowly soaking in. His cock was squashed against his own body, and
he didn’t have enough movement to be able to shake around, his
hopes of getting off denied. But the warmth and the pressure of his
own body were keeping him hard!

‘Helen, if you could sit there and try and
keep him calm. Be reassuring.’

Helen moved into sight, Eloise’s location
easy to track through the sounds of her shoes on the floor, but he
couldn’t move his head to see what she was doing. Having his bare
arse up in the air made him feel very exposed – was he going to get
spanked? He tried rocking back and forth, wanting to grind his cock
between the matting and his body, but didn’t have enough range of
motion.

Helen stroked his face, her hair falling over
his eyes, rich with her scent. ‘Good boy. You’ll be a good boy for
me, won’t you?’ She pulled the chair close and sat down, pulling
her light dress upwards to her waist, revealing her slit
beneath.

‘Mmmphh!?’ Was he meant to close his eyes?
But he could smell the scent of her private parts, as she smiled
dreamily at him, spreading her legs and gently crooning
reassurances at him. ‘Nice and calm.’ She began fingering herself,
as Eloise moved up behind him. A hand touched against his buttock,
pulling it aside, and he heard the sound of a liquid pump. A
finger, smeared with something slippery, brushed between his
cheeks, making him shiver, as he stared at Helen, her eyes bright
and captivating.

The finger slid over his butthole, circling
around the ring of muscle, before suddenly jabbing forward and
pushing into him.

‘Mppphhh!’ He tensed up and protested at the
sudden violation, feeling it push into him, lubricated enough that
it slid deeper in. Tears prickled at his eyes, and he tried to push
it out, as Helen reached out and stroked his head.

‘Shhh, don’t worry. It’s only natural, and
you’ll come to enjoy it soon enough. Be a good boy for your
mistress. Shhh, shhh.’

The finger continued to push about inside of
him, and he could feel another pushing at his hole. He tensed up as
much as he could, not wanting anything inside of him
there.

A hand slapped his ass. ‘The more you resist,
the bigger a toy I’m going to shove inside of you.’

Helen kissed his forehead, her lips warm,
scent of cum on her breath. ‘Be a good boy, a good boy!’ Despite
her sing-song tones, he couldn’t relax, not with that happening to
him! The finger slid out, before jabbing back in, more slippery
coolness spreading inside of him. ‘She’s being kind, and making
your first time nice and gentle. I like to use the largest cock I
have and just spit – it makes the bulls know who’s in charge, and
they’re normally ever-so-timid afterwards. But if you make it hard
for your kind, sweet mistress, then she’ll be rougher with you. And
you’re such a sweet little thing, you probably couldn’t take an
8-inch cock, could you?’

He squeaked into his gag as the finger
violated him further – it felt huge, what would an actual dildo be
like? But his cock was rock-solid now, firmly squashed between him
and the padding. He tried to slow his panic, not wanting to get
punished more, Helen making a pleased sound and stroking him again.
‘You see? Why don’t you look at this?’ She leaned back and spread
her legs wide, exposing herself fully, starting to finger herself
more vigorously, as a fat blob of lube was applied to the outside
of his asshole.

She glanced over his head and nodded, the
finger sliding out of him. Something rubbery pushed against his
sphincter, and he was powerless to resist, as it slid slightly into
him. How big was it? It felt like it was distending his virgin
asshole wide, rubbery nubs compressing as it pushed slightly into
him.

Eloise ran a hand down his back, in what was
probably intended to be a comforting gesture. The thing probed into
him again, deeper this time, staying in position. Eloise’s hand
moved off his back, taking a firm grasp of his hips, fingers
digging into his skin. The intruder started to shift back and
forth, driving deeper into him with every thrust, fat and full as
it spread him open. He tried to focus through the tears, looking at
Helen as she smiled at him, still playing with herself. Her spread
cunt was wet, the lips held wide as she slipped two fingers into
herself, pumping them back and forth.

It hurt! He’d never had anything pushed in
there before, and the thing being used felt huge, covered with
bumps and ridges, squishy enough that they flattened slightly when
pushing into him, but not enough that it didn’t hurt, or feel like
a violation, even with the lube.

But he could feel his own excitement
building, the pressure of his own body against his cock, and the
pounding in his asshole, was making heat and pressure build up
inside of him. His thoughts were growing vague, the thing shoving
him wide open, pushing straight into his bowels, Eloise’s fingers
digging painfully into his hips, before he felt something shove
against his backside.

His eyes widened as he fully realized what
was happening – there was a strap-on fully buried inside of him,
Eloise’s hips pushed against his backside. How big was it? He
couldn’t tell, but he could feel that his asshole was forced open
and wide, as Eloise continued to fuck him with it, sheathing the
entire length within him, before withdrawing fully and then shoving
it back in again.

With each penetration, he squeaked, the
breath pushed from his lungs, the gag fat enough that he couldn’t
protest at all. Even Helen’s masturbation couldn’t distract him
from it, as she alternated between touching herself and touching
his face, her sounds wordless and intended to reassure.

The fingers bit into his hips, and he felt
warmth and pressure rise up inside of himself. Everything went
white and fuzzy, as a hot stickiness erupted against his belly,
smearing itself against him, sticking him to the leather
cushioning. He could barely comprehend what had happened, his cum
thick against his body, Eloise slowly her assault, leaving the
thing lodged deep inside of him.

Helen came, her back arching against the
chair and making a sound of delight, sagging back down with her
eyes closed, fingers still in her wet cunt until her eyelids
fluttered open again.

‘Mmmm! That was fun. I do like to see
someone’s first time. And I think he reacted well.’ She sniffed the
air before rising and moving around. Her fingers pushed against his
body, nails jabbing at skin until she reached underneath him, then
slid her fingers back out and licked them. ‘Yes, that’s a lovely
taste!’

He heard buckles release, the thing still
lodged in his ass as Eloise moved into view. He whimpered, tensing
his backside, trying to force the thing out of himself without
success.

‘Good boy. I’m glad your body liked it – that
nice, pert ass of yours is fun to play with. I’m going to leave you
here while I talk over some business with Helen. Be a good boy.’
She patted him on the shoulder before walking away, the thing still
lodged inside of him, his semen cooling beneath him. Helen pushed
her fingers in again, scraping out more cum and licking at it with
an expression of delight, before following Eloise away.

 



 Chapter Eighteen: Training Getting Hard

Jonathan whimpered, bent over with Eloise’s hand
against the small of his back, her other hand spreading his
buttocks. A dildo pushed against his asshole, cool and slippery,
getting forced into him. He wanted to tense up and resist it, but
forced himself to relax, as he was violated, his back passage
getting spread open. Even with the lube, it still made his asshole
ache as it was stretched open, the fat cock pushing into him. He
could feel every lump and bump on the shaft, Eloise twisting it
around, her other hand cool and dominant against his back.

When it was far enough into him, then it slid
all the rest of the way inside, his body sucking it up. It felt
huge, fat and heavy inside of him, forcing his body to be open,
leaving him feeling violated and exposed.

Eloise stroked his back, then reached between
his legs, cupping his balls. They felt fat and full as well, heavy
with cum. Just a slight touch of her hands stirred him up, his cock
hardening, and he heard an amused chuckle. His shaved balls were
hyper-sensitive, the skin soft, meaning that he could feel every
slight touch of the back of her hand, as she stroked his shaft. He
couldn’t control his reaction, his cock hardening, heavy enough to
dangle downwards, a nailed finger tapping against his
cock-crown.

‘Nice and eager! Just what I want to see.’
She started to pump his cock, slow and lazy, his foreskin pulling
back. ‘But you need to be trained more.’

She let go, flicking his balls to send a
stinging surge of pain through him, then twisted the ass-dildo
again, making him whimper. Her hand stroked against his cock again,
then withdrew, before there was the phut of a dispenser.
When she touched his cock again, her fingers were cool and
slippery, a thick gel getting smeared onto his shaft – not lube,
this was more of a paste, staying in place.

‘Another one of Helen’s lovely devices. To
help incentivize you.’ Plastic pads were attached, carefully being
stuck into place, and he could feel wires trailing between his
thighs. She kept applying pressure, ensuring that he stayed hard
until she had finished preparing him.

Then she pulled his shorts up, the tight
material pulling his cock against his body, the waistband holding
it tightly against his belly. They were so tight that they pushed
against the dildo, pushing it even deeper in, Eloise stroking his
hands down his buttocks before strapping a belt around his waist,
something heavy on the back.

‘Nice and tight! You are lovely to look at.
Now, stand up and you can begin.’

Standing up made the dildo shift around
inside of him, twisting in his bowels. There was no way he could
force it out though! His hands were bundled into tight mittens,
locked into fists, meaning that he couldn’t even pull it out by
himself.

They were in the gym, the smell of sweat
overpowered by that of lube – Eloise didn’t want to strain his
asshole too much, and so was very keen to use lots of lube whenever
she shoved something into his asshole. Even though he didn’t want
anything in there!

She embraced him from behind, arms wrapping
around his body, her large breasts pushing against his back, one
hand coming up to wrap around his throat, touching against his
collar. ‘I hope that you won’t disappoint me.’ Her breath brushed
against his ear, before her hand moved to his mouth, fingers
sliding between his lips, forcing his mouth open. This close, her
scent was overpowering, making his cock surge, expanding and
throbbing against the tight shorts.

Rubber brushed against his lips, a fat
ballgag getting pushed into place, then getting buckled around his
head. His tongue brushed against it, tasting the rubber, spit
already welling up, before she pushed him away, towards the jogging
machine.

‘Do me proud. I’ve already set the program
for you.’

He approached the machine, readouts blinking
as he stepped onto the belt. Every step made him acutely aware of
the dildo inside of himself, scraping and stretching his walls,
pressure and pleasure already starting to build.

Even with his mittened hands, he was still
able to hit the button, having to suddenly accelerate as the
treadmill started up, setting a rapid pace from the start. He heard
a purr of satisfaction from Eloise, although couldn’t see her,
feeling the dildo rub against his buttocks with every stride,
trying to keep an even and steady pace, although the gag made it
hard to breath.

The screen in front of him turned on. It took
him a moment to orientate what he was so seeing – it was the gym,
and he could see his own back, running on the machine. Eloise
smiled at the camera – she was dressed in gym-wear herself, tight
black leggings and a top that was snug around her breasts, clean
and fresh, hair tied neatly back. Emily was also dressed for the
gym, but in sluttier style – her gym-shorts were so tight that he
could see the outline of her pussy, clinging tightly to her
buttocks, her belly bare, in an equally tight black top, her collar
obvious around her neck. Dribble had fallen from her gagged mouth,
staining her top even further, red lips around a black ball.

Eloise kissed her on the neck, then groped at
a breast, digging her fingers into soft and defenseless flesh,
making Emily squeak in response, cheeks reddening. Eloise groped
down to the other woman’s crotch, pushing against the fabric of the
super-tight shorts, sliding into her. From how Emily gasped and
pushed her hips forward, she was enjoying it, more dribble oozing
from her mouth, splashing onto her top, starting to stain it
translucent, showing off her breasts.

Jonathan tried to focus on the rhythm of his
running, although his cock was hard and heavy, tugging on the
waistband of his shorts. Eloise continued to finger Emily, her hips
pushing forward to make the finger slide even deeper into her.

Eloise pushed Emily forward, still teasing
and stroking her, Emily’s breath hastening as she was moved towards
a weights rack, twisting Emily around and pushing her down onto it.
She sat herself down on top of Emily, making herself comfortable,
her weight keeping the younger woman pinned into place. She grabbed
one of Emily’s wrists and moved it against the weight-bar, snapping
a handcuff around it, then repeating the process on the other side,
locking Emily against the weights. She wriggled around, pressing
herself down onto Emily, forcing the air from her lungs.

The treadmill accelerated, Jonathan having to
struggle to keep up, his erection, and the thing in his ass,
throwing off his pace. The dildo suddenly stung him, an electrical
shock running into his asshole. He stumbled, but managed to recover
himself, not wanting the things on his cock to shock him.

After squashing the breath out of Emily,
Eloise stood up and grabbed one of Emily’s legs by the ankles,
snapping a spreader bar onto each ankle in turn and then hooking it
over a chain, forcing Emily’s legs to be raised. The resolution of
the screen was so high that Jonathan could see the outline of
Emily’s twat beneath her shorts, the material still partially
sucked into her.

‘I hope you’re watching. This is an important
part of your education. Now, Emily, you may begin.’

Emily strained, arms tensing up to try and
lift the weight. With her feet hanging off the ground, she could
only use her arms and back to lift with, straining to move it
upwards. Eloise jabbed her fingers into an exposed sole, Emily
squeaking in protest, arms collapsing, weight crashing back into
place.

‘That’s not a good start. Keep trying, while
I start punishing you.’

Emily squeaked, trying to lift the weight
again, as Eloise ticked her other foot, breaking her concentration,
the weight barely even leaving the rests.

An electrical tremor assaulted his asshole
again, making his rhythm stutter. Having his asshole spread open by
the dildo, as well as a fully erect cock, was painful, embarrassing
and distracting, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away, as Eloise
picked up a riding crop. She tapped it against her hand, and then
flicked it forward, making it sting against Emily’s sole,
distracting her again.

‘You really must learn to be less distracted.
That goes for both of you.’ The crop flicked out again, smacking
against the other sole, making her squeak and squeal in pain.

Jonathan was starting to sweat now, his body
heating up, sweat starting to make his top cling to his body, his
shorts feeling even tighter. His cock was bulging and straining at
the waistband, electrodes snug on his flesh. He felt saliva splash
out of his mouth onto his chest, soaking into his shirt, sticking
it to his skin, sticky and wet and warm.

He managed to focus on the running, forcing
himself to ignore the gasps of pain Emily was making, as Eloise
tortured her unprotected feet, breaking her concentration every
time the woman tried to lift the lift the weights. At least running
he could do with a regular pace, even though his ass was still sore
and impaled, the dildo huge and fat inside of him. It felt like it
was stretching even wider, the dildo shaking around inside of his
body, small electric shocks and nips assaulting him from inside. It
hurt, even with the lubricant – he’d never had something like it
inside of himself like that, especially not something so large, and
with the electricity as well!

His cock shuddered as electricity ran into
him, making his dick shudder and dance. Even that wasn’t enough to
get him off, although he could feel a disconcerting pleasure,
pressure steadily building up within his balls.

A particularly loud squeak broke his focus –
Eloise had moved from attacking Emily’s feet to striking the crop
against the woman’s crotch and buttocks, Emily’s hands tight on the
bar, not even trying to lift it anymore, simply accepting the
punishment. Her breathing was wet and sporadic, spit bubbling from
her mouth, her cunt now clearly outlined through her shorts by her
own wetness. A harsh strike landed right between her legs, hard
enough to make her back arch upwards as she squealed.

‘Well, I suppose that if you can’t manage
that, then you can at least be of use to me.’ She sat back down on
top of Emily, who gasped as the air was squeezed from her. Then she
moved forward, before pulling her trousers down – the camera angle
didn’t let Jonathan see anything, but she wriggled forward until
she was over Emily’s face, her trousers pulled down enough to show
off the plump curve of her ass-cheeks.

Her hand came back into sight, holding the
spit-stained ballgag. ‘Tongue. Like a good little puppy. Mmmm, yes,
just like that.’

She rocked back and forth, clearly enjoying
whatever Emily was doing to her, making sounds of happiness and
pleasure. Jonathan couldn’t tear his eyes away, devouring the curve
of her hips, the shape of her buttocks, the way her back arched as
she was eaten out.

The pressure in his cock was still steadily
building, the shocks in his ass feeling almost pleasurable now. He
didn’t want to come though – if he did, then he would be punished!
Heat extended through his whole body, his insides hot and loose,
dildo fat and heavy still.

Eloise was taking her time, using her hands
to guide Emily, rocking her hips back and forth as she was
pleasured, twisting around to look at Jonathan. Her nipples were
clearly visible through her top, large nubs straining against the
fabric. ‘Perhaps I should… let you have a go… again? Although Emily
is… quite… skilled…’ She trailed off, leaning her weight against
the weights bar to support herself as she relaxed into an imminent
orgasm. Her face went through the contortions of pleasure, her
backside tensing up, Jonathan acutely aware of the thing shoved
into himself. The part outside of his body was rubbing between his
buttocks, chafing against sweaty flesh.

He was having to run fast now, keeping a
steady pace or risking getting shocked, not wanting to risk being
pushed into ejaculating. With every step that hammered against the
treadmill, he felt the thing violating him, sweat now slicking his
hands, the mittens stopping the sweat going anywhere.

Eloise stood up with a sigh, pulling her
trousers back into place as she turned away from Emily, crop still
in hand.

She approached, idly flicking her wrist to
strike it against his buttock, another sting of pain. Her cheeks
were still tinged pink, and she couldn’t keep a smile from her
lips.

‘Well, you seem to be coping. I think 10K
should be enough.’ She reached past him and tapped the control
panel, extending the distance. ‘I like you nice and sweaty and
desperate. Now do be a good boy, and then we can shower together
again. Would you like that?’

He nodded, mumbling something and feeling
more spit splash down onto his chest. The thought of skin-to-skin
contact was agonizing, her lush body pressed against his.

‘Good boy. I like that obedience. Well, keep
at it.’ She reached in and pinched a nipple, disrupting his
breathing as she squeezed and stretched it out before releasing it
and glancing down at his cock. ‘I do like to see a man with some
stamina. I suppose I should do some work myself.’

She released him and stepped away, so that he
could now only see her in the screen again. She began to stretch
and warm up, Jonathan staring at her buttocks as she bent over,
cock surging again, wanting to be touched, to slide into her
body.

But there was no relief from the running,
other than staring at Eloise as she moved and stretched, before the
camera blinked out, leaving him staring at a dark screen, left to
his hot-fleshed, sweaty torments.

 


 



 Chapter Nineteen: Tormented Teasing

A finger brushed against Jonathan’s foot, stirring
him from his fitful sleep. He couldn’t see, a loose sack over his
face, but there was a faint fringe of light penetrating around the
edge. Padded cuffs were locked around his wrists and ankles,
spread-eagling him onto his bed, face up, completely naked and
exposed, without even a blanket.

The mattress creaked as someone moved onto
it, compressing it beneath themselves, and then a latex-wrapped
hand moved up his inner thigh. Hair stroked over his sensitive
skin, stroking over his balls, his cock starting to stir. The gag
in his mouth swallowed up his gasp, as fingers gently teased his
balls before withdrawing. Something pricked into his thigh, a quick
stab before withdrawing, and energy surged through him. He tugged
on his restraints again, still unable to break free, but now
slammed into full wakefulness.

He heard a chuckle, recognizing it as Eloise.
A hand took a firm grasp of his balls, the fingers and palm
unnervingly smooth, as she felt at his body.

‘You have been fairly well behaved. And you
even enjoy being taken yourself! Like a good little bitch.’

He grunted in protest, reflexively tensing
his backside. He didn’t want anything going into there! But her
hand carefully pulled his balls aside, a finger moving down his
body, lightly pushing against his anus. It rested against the
sphincter of muscle, not yet pushing into him but threatening
to.

‘I’ve seen the way you react. You might want
to deny it, but this doesn’t lie.’ Her other hand touched against
his cock, feeling it’s hardening length. ‘You enjoy being a good
little bitch-boy. Hmmm, maybe I should turn you into a bitch
properly? Keep you hooded, tied onto all fours, mewling at my feet?
With a cute little tail?’

‘Mmmphhh!’ He protested, at least as much as
he could, shaking his head around, as she chuckled again.

‘I think I rather like the sight of you
running though. I wouldn’t want to deny myself that!’

She moved again, and the hood was suddenly
whisked off his head, letting him see. Early morning sunlight was
coming in through the windows, shining off black latex. Eloise was
dressed in a nurse’s mini-dress, black and tight and shiny, so
tight at the bust that her breasts were squeezed up, almost
spilling out of the top, the bottom just barely covering her
crotch, suspender belts holding up latex stockings, her arms
sheathed in shining gloves.

‘It’s been a while since I’ve worn this!
Although it still fits.’ She laid a possessive hand on his chest,
leaning over him, the scent of her body washing over him. ‘It’s
quite invigorating having you around. Makes me feel rather frisky.’
She stroked her hand down his chest, the fingers inhumanly smooth,
moving one of her knees between his legs. The mattress was soft
enough that his body dipped slightly, his bare thigh touching the
slick-smooth latex stocking. ‘I don’t think you’re quite ready for
fisting yet.’ She pushed her finger forward, the tip pushing into
him, making him grunt at the enforced violation.

‘That’s making you even harder! Your cock is
magnificent. Soon I might even allow you the pleasure of its use.’
The finger twisted further into him, stretching out his hole.
‘Hmmm, maybe you can take a fist sooner than I thought?’

He didn’t dare twist around, not wanting to
pull the finger deeper into himself, or risk any harm. Her breasts
were spilling out of the top of her dress, cleavage dark and
seductive as she leaned over him, her finger suddenly pulling out
of his asshole, leaving him feeling empty.

‘Time for a medical checkup! Having you in
some proper medical stirrups would be better, but I’m sure we can
manage. And I’ve bought Emily along as an assistant.’ She leaned to
the side and turned her head, allowing Jonathan to see past her –
Emily was stood close by the bed, wearing a gleaming white latex
mini-dress, her mouth covered with a surgical mask, the dress so
short that he could see her bare slit between her legs.

‘Nurse Emily, why don’t you prepare the test
subject? He needs to be thoroughly tested.’ She leaned over,
breasts heavy as they pushed against his face, before she kissed
his forehead and then withdrew, moving so that she was on one side
of him.

She idly ran her hands down his stomach and
the sides of his body, feeling at his arms as well, while Emily
wheeled over a metal cart, holding a car battery and several metal
items, and lots of wires.

‘It’s been a long time since I’ve been able
to do a medical examination. Well, you do seem to be a good,
healthy specimen.’ Her hand moved down to his cock, squeezing it
firmly. ‘It would be a shame if you were to misbehave now. And I
haven’t been so harsh as to break you, I think.’

He nodded his head, desperate to avoid
punishment, making grunting noises that would hopefully be taken as
agreement.

‘Now, first some reaction tests.’ She moved
away for a moment, picking up a potion of lotion and squeezing it
onto her hands, rubbing it over her palms and fingers until they
glistened. Then she began to stroke and massage his cock, making it
slippery with the gel, her breath and hair teasing his bare flesh
as she ensured it was fully coated. Emily approached, carrying the
suction-pump device that had been used on him before – he shook his
head, not wanting the hellish torment of being edged and
teased.

Jonathan shook his hips, cock swaying, before
Eloise grabbed it securely, holding it straight so that Emily could
slide the device over him. He slid into the tight, rubbery embrace
– it felt so good! It pushed his foreskin back, already blissfully
snug, as Emily made sure it was secured against his body. It sat
atop his hips, his cock securely held, as Eloise smeared more of
the fluid onto his nipples, pinching at the small nubs, small
twitches of pain making Jonathan shift about.

Eloise held out her hand, Emily passing over
metal clamps. Eloise clacked the teeth a few times, before holding
it over a nipple and letting go, the teeth sinking into the flesh.
It hurt, the spikes digging into him, wires trailing over towards
the battery. The same was done to his other nipple, the flare of
pain rapidly fading to a dull throb.

With that done, she moved around again,
pulling the fat pillow out from beneath his head. He had to strain
to keep his neck up, not wanting to loose sight of what was
happening, tensing his hips to try and push his cock deep into the
device, in the hopes of some release. Eloise kept moving, moving
her thighs beneath his head, placing a slippery hand on his
forehead, pushing it down.

Her thighs were plump and warm, her scent
musky and arousing. ‘No struggles, Jonathan. You should be beyond
that now. Now, Emily, pull that chair over and you may play with
yourself.’

Emily dragged over a chair, as Eloise stroked
his head, gel sticking to his hair. She sat herself in it,
spreading her legs wide, showing off her bare slit.

The device slowly hissed into life, the
rubbery sheathe tightening around him, a delicious and teasing
pressure, teasing him towards release.

‘You should learn to control yourself. Then
you might be allowed more pleasure. This device will measure how
close you are – and deny you. Only if you can manage to overcome
your instincts will it be removed. You should learn to be attentive
to women, but not too desperate. Or it’ll be a smaller cage for
you.’ Despite her harsh words, her fingers were cool and gentle as
she played with her hair.

 


Emily’s skirt was so short that her cunt was
fully exposed, as she used her hands to spread herself wide and
finger herself, already wet enough that Jonathan could see her
fluids stain her fingers. Her dress was so tight that he could see
the dip of her navel, her breasts straining against the shiny white
material, her lips tight in concentration.

‘You are allowed to look, but should be nice
and quiet and obedient.’

The machine oh-so-slowly kept sucking and
spurting on his engorged shaft, Emily pleasuring herself.

Eloise’s hands moved, one settling over his
throat, the other idly stroking his chest.

‘You should be polite and attentive, but
without being quite so obvious in your lust. It is important for
you to be aware of your place – while Emily may be a silly slut,
she is still above you.’ Her hand took a more secure grip around
his throat, making it harder to breath, his gaze focusing on Emily,
now flushed and excited-looking as she masturbated.

‘You are something that gives pleasure. If I
think you’ve been good, then I may allow you release. But you’re
cute when you’re desperate and needy, so I might just keep you like
this.’

He whined in protest, the device drawing up
at the same time, soft ridges twisting around and teasing him
further. He wanted to cum! How long had it been since he’d been
allowed to blow his load? He wanted the mind-blowing moment of
release, to spew cum out – even if it was only a hand job, just to
be allowed to actually orgasm himself, rather than be kept
perpetually on the edge!

‘I think maybe a spiked cage? It’s certainly
flattering that I can command such attention from you, but you need
to learn more self-control.’

Emily’s own gasping was getting more intense,
her body straining against the tightness of her outfit, chest
straining against it.

‘If you come now, then I’ll lock you into a
spiked cage.’ Her grip tightened around his throat. ‘I hope you
have good self-control.’

He tried to breath, wanting to get some
measure of self-control, but it was hard, and he had to strain to
get air through the tight band of her grip. The machine continued
its agonizingly slow torment, twisting around his shaft, making his
head reel. She flicked one of the nipple-clamps, sending a flare of
pain through him.

‘Let’s make this a little more fun.’

He heard a click, and then a tremor ran
through his chest, electricity sparking through him. His whole body
stuttered from the shock, his nipples now even more sore. It made
controlling his breath virtually impossible, the shocks coming at
irregular intervals that kept forcing him to gasp, pain slamming
through him.

‘I like that you’re not a screamer. Much more
dignified! I’ve not had to break that habit from you.’

He grunted as the device moved, plunging down
entirely to completely envelop his penis, sucking it in and then
withdrawing. The pressure in his balls was getting stronger and
stronger, the desire to climax virtually overwhelming.

Emily continued to stroke herself, one hand
between her legs, the other playing with her breasts. Jonathan
tried to focus on the sheen of the latex, anything other than her
gasps of pleasure and the wetness of her slit, her fingers twisting
in and out. He wanted Eloise’s grip to tighten even more, to send
him over the edge into unconsciousness, so at least he could escape
the torture.

But she released, just enough for him to gulp
in some air, his breath interrupted by another shock through his
chest.

‘You really are a healthy young man. It’s
good to see you can endure quite a lot of punishment.’

He tensed as he was shocked again, his lungs
heaving. His cock felt like it was on fire, burning hot within the
rubber, wet and slippery, caught between squidgy lumps and
nubs.

‘And all that exercise has given you a lovely
body! Breaking in that tight little asshole of yours is going to be
a pleasure. I’ll make sure that you’ll be able to take an entire
fist. You’ll come to enjoy it, after a while.’

Her grip tightened around his throat again,
making his vision waver. With his head cushioned on her thighs, he
was wrapped in her scent, her hand tight and controlling. The
machine gave a sudden spasm, making him shudder and gasp, some
component giving up, leaving the sheathe in place, still tight, but
no longer moving.

‘Hmm, that’s a disappointment.’ Her thighs
tensed beneath his head as she leaned forward, giving it a tap,
making it rock about. Even several strong flicks didn’t stir it
into action, and she twisted something on the top, the pressure
suddenly fading as it released him with a wet slurp. Without the
pressure, it teetered over, falling to the bed, releasing a strong
smell of lubricant, his cock shiny and huge.

‘They will be plenty of time to play with
that later. For now, you can tend to your mistress/ Would you like
that, little boy?’

She was still leaning over him, his view
filled with her black-covered chest, blotting out most of his
vision. She reached down, beneath her dress and put her own
underwear down. A black lace thong appeared, which she dangled over
his face, trailing it over his skin. He could smell her scent on
it, strong and powerful, before she cast it aside.

‘Let’s get that gag out of the way.’ Her
thighs parted slightly, his head dropping down between them, her
leg-muscles on either side, muffling his hearing as they tightened.
Fingers pushed down, around his jaw, smearing more lube around
until they found the gag-buckle and released it, drawing the sphere
from his mouth. At least he was already on his back, and could
swallow the thick wad of spit in his mouth. ‘Tongue out.’

He obeyed, sticking it out as she moved
position again, raising herself over him before settling back down.
As soon as he could, he licked at her slit, hearing a rumbling purr
of pleasure from above, her backside moving down, obscuring most of
the light. He lapped at her pussy, flicking his tongue over the
outer lips before probing further inwards. With her body right over
his face, all he could see, scent and taste was Eloise, her
pussy-juice light and sweet, her sounds of pleasure getting
louder.

Her hand appeared, spreading her lips wide,
letting his tongue slide deeper inwards. Her walls were slick with
pleasure, and he used his lips to kiss at her, wanting to make her
happy.

‘Mmmmm, you are good!’ She settled herself
securely into place over his face, his head trapped beneath her
thighs, his tongue probing around inside of her, searching for her
clit. ‘Yes, keep going, that’s, ah…’ From her sounds, she was
enjoying it, and she wasn’t further tormenting his exposed cock,
although the nipple-clamps were still biting. A shock through them
broke his focus, his tongue jolting around. She made a disappointed
sound, nails jabbing into his chest as he continued to suckle and
kiss her pussy.

He found the wet nub of her clit, honing in
on it, twisting his tongue around it. He was trapped beneath
Eloise’s weight now, his limbs locked spread onto the bed, the air
hot and close, his head starting to reel. If he got her off, then
she might let him breath properly again! He kept going, her fingers
still holding herself open.

She came, fluids gushing over him, some going
down his throat, making him cough and splutter. Eloise sagged down
onto him, Jonathan turning his head as her cunt pushed down onto
his cheek, his lungs starting to burn for air. Her hair brushed
against his chest, breath teasing his erect cock as she recovered
herself.

The air was infused with her scent and
essence, soaking into Jonathan, his face wet with her juices, the
flow of air doing little to push away the odor. She made another
sound of pleasure, before sitting up and grabbing his cock. ‘Mmmm,
good boy! Some more training and you’ll be a delight. And this
outfit brings back a lot of memories.’ She stretched, latex
stretching as well, riding up over her hips. ‘Emily is acceptable
as well. Now, back to sleep for you.’

A needle pricked into his neck again,
something pushed into his veins. He could still feel his cock, hard
and throbbing, but his consciousness rapidly faded, darkness
overwhelming him.

 



 Chapter Twenty: An Eventual Reward

Scent returned first – light and delicate,
exquisitely feminine and soft. He stirred, feeling soft sheets and
a firm mattress beneath him, leather cuffs tight around his wrists,
pulled up and spread to either side of his head, although at least
they were low enough to rest on what felt like thick and fluffy
pillows. He stretched slightly, feeling the chains tighten until
they were fully taut, revealing a bare few inches of possible
movement.

He shifted his hips, feeling a light sheet
draped over his body. Something covered his eyes, a soft blindfold,
and a rubbery gag-ball was between his lips, some dribble down his
chin. More cuffs wrapped around his ankles, soft leather
nevertheless impossible to break out of, more chains tinkling when
he moved.

Jonathan heard a chuckle, and then the soft
puff of a perfume spritzer, Eloise’s scent intensifying.

‘Oh good. You’re awake.’ A chair creaked, and
then footsteps, barely audible – she must be barefooted, without
any of the usual sounds of heels or soles on the floor. What was
she wearing? He strained his ears, trying to guess how far away she
was. He wasn’t naked – tight boxer shorts were around his waist,
his cock already starting to swell and grow, pushing against the
cotton.

‘You have been a good boy. Although it is fun
to tease you.’ The mattress creaked as she sat down near him. Nails
lightly brushed along his arm, making him shiver, chains whispering
as he moved. ‘And it’s nice that you enjoy being used.’ Her fingers
moved towards his body, sliding along the inner curve of his flesh,
making him twitch as they tickled into his armpit. ‘And so
sensitive! I wonder what would happen if I were to put you into
sensory deprivation for a while? Although then I would be denied
the pleasure of your body.’

‘Mmpphh…’ He wanted to protest, but didn’t
want to be punished or to do anything that might make her punish
him. His asshole still felt sore and stretched from her earlier
assaults, and he tensed up, pushing himself up against the
mattress. Eloise’s hand stroked over his jawline, grabbing and
twisting so that he was facing her, not that he could see. Her
other hand brushed against his forehead, tidying his hair, before
she kissed his forehead.

‘I think I’ll be keeping you. For a little
while, at least.’ She kissed him again, warm and strong, her
breasts pushing against his bound arm. ‘Let’s make you a little
more comfortable.’ The sheet was flicked aside, leaving him
uncovered save for the tight shorts. Air rushed over his body,
reminding him of how exposed he was. Fingers stroked over his
chest, lingering over his nipples, pinching at his flesh, Eloise’s
body emitting a lush and arousing warmth.

He couldn’t control himself, blood surging to
his groin.

‘Now now, don’t be impatient! I want to play
with you a little first.’

His lust was intense and powerful, cock
surging to hardness, straining at the fabric of his shorts, tenting
it upwards.

Eloise must have leaned forward, her hair
brushing against his chest, before she kissed his chest, nipping at
his flesh with her teeth. He couldn’t control himself, pushing his
hips upwards, wanting more of a connection, wanting to get off.

She put a hand against his belly and pushed
downwards.

‘You must be a little tense!’ The hand
slithered downwards, pushing beneath the waistband of his shorts,
fingers spreading onto other side of his cock-length. He pulsed and
tensed his hips, her fingers curving down and nails poking into the
insides of his thighs. ‘You are nice and hard! It’s always nice to
have seen a keen plaything.’ She flipped her hand around, fingers
now running along the length of his cock, before gripping it and
giving it a good squeeze.

‘Mpphhh!’ Having such a direct, strong
pressure onto his cock was a delicious torment, the pressure in his
balls strong and powerful.

‘You have been a good boy.’

The hand withdrew, leaving him sighing in
frustration. Eloise moved away, hands sliding down his body, down
his ribs, her breasts sliding along his flesh, her own nipples hard
and hot.

‘Would you like to see?’ Her voice was
teasing and light, as she nipped him on the shoulder, one of her
legs brushing against his.

Thoughts of her body flashed through his mind
– her sculpted arms and torso, large breasts, long legs, and he bit
his teeth into the gag-ball before managing a garbled answer.
‘Yeph! Pleph, Miphtreph…’

He felt her hand against his cheek, then a
chink of light as a finger hooked underneath the blindfold,
although not lifting it enough to see. Her fingers were clean and
strong against his face, her scent overpowering.

‘Hmmm… I suppose you have been well behaved…’
Two fingers tapped against his cock-head, one on either side,
lightly scissoring his shaft. ‘But you are cute and obedient when
you’re so desperate.’ The fingers shifted up and down.

‘Pleephh!’ He thrust his hips forward, the
fingers withdrawing seconds before there was a brutal, stinging
slap to his balls, making his eyes water in pain.

‘A little too eager, I think. But that can be
trained out. I’m sure you’ll come to enjoy the sounding rod, in
time.’

He didn’t dare whimper in protest – not the
metal again, sliding into him. He shivered at the memory, the
movement making his cock shake.

Eloise chuckled. ‘Nice and enthusiastic,
that’s what I like to see.’ The finger twisted against his face,
before pulling upwards, the blindfold sliding up and off Jonathan’s
face, sunlight streaming in.

He was in a bedroom, lushly decorated,
Eloise’s scent and presence impregnated into everything. A walk-in
wardrobe was open, showing neatly organized hangers of clothing, a
display case of jewelry sparkling in the sunlight. Emily was tied
to a chair, rope wrapped around her limbs, a leather mask covering
her face, her panties wet with lust, fingers tight on the
armrests.

But Eloise was pressed against him, demanding
his attention as she kissed his chest, her hair loose and flowing.
As she drew back, he could see that she was entirely naked, her
body glorious and exposed. One hand cupped his balls, exerting
pressure, but not enough to hurt, the other stroking his
forehead.

‘We have had some fun together, haven’t we?
Well, you’re going to give me a lot more pleasure. And I may even
let you have Emily at some point.’

The other woman twisted against her bonds,
ropes straining, but was unable to free herself at all, the hood
puffing with her breath. Through her sodden panties, Jonathan could
see the outline of her pussy, wet and ready.

Eloise tightened her grip on his balls,
taking his breath away. ‘She is for later. Maybe. For now,
you need to pleasure me.’ She gave a sudden squeeze on his
testicles, making him whimper in pain before letting go. This
close, he could feel the smooth strength of her belly-muscles, the
taut curves of her legs.

‘Mpphhh!’

‘Apology accepted.’ She kissed him on the
shoulder, more gently this time. Then she shifted around, rising
herself up and straddling his stomach, her thighs on either side of
his belly. He looked up at her, powerful and majestic, feeling her
pussy-juice starting to seep onto his own stomach. She laid her
hands down on his chest, digging her nails lightly into his
skin.

Her weight, warm and secure, pressed the air
from him, making it hard to breath, spit bubbling up around the
gag, oozing down his cheek. She lightly rocked back and forth,
further compressing his body downwards into the mattress, making
him pant and gasp. One of her hands came up, and she began to play
with one of her breasts, teasing her own flesh, tweaking and
tugging at a heavy nipple, all while smiling down at him.

‘A young man’s first time should always be
something special and memorable.’ She twisted backwards, her
backside brushing against his cock, the warm softness sending a
tingle through his spine. Trapped beneath her weight, he couldn’t
move his body at all, pinned in place as she stared down at him,
her smile dreamy and powerful, consuming all his attention. ‘I do
hope you will enjoy this.’

‘Yeph…’ He could barely speak, the air
squashed from him, gulping in a breath as she lifted herself up and
reached between her legs. She grabbed his cock and angled it
upwards, slowly dropping herself down onto it.

He felt his tip slide into her, a soft
resistance enveloping his crown, Eloise squatting in position. He
whimpered, the warmth intoxicating, wanting to push further into
it. Eloise started to rock up and down, driving him deeper into
her, the grip of her cunt tight and wet. He gasped and panted,
entirely powerless, his naked body spreadeagled on her bed, being
used for her pleasure.

So tight! His whole length slid into her, her
hips atop his, and she made a satisfied sigh. When she shook her
hips, he could feel his cock moving inside of her, being guided and
controlled by her body. He was powerless to do anything but submit
to her, being ridden and used.

She took it slowly, still teasing him even as
she rode him, strong and potent as she stared down at him. He
couldn’t make himself look away, drowning in her gaze. He wanted to
come, could feel the sensation within him, but her look made him
hesitant – was he allowed? If he did, would she take one of those
metal rods and push it into him, violating him?

Her insides got hotter, her pussy clamping
tightly around his cock as she tensed. She bent over, moving her
face close to his, her breath tickling his hair. ‘Would you like to
come?’

‘Mpphh… Yeph! Pleaph!’

She twisted her hips, an agony of delight and
tight wetness against his cock, impaling herself on the length,
gently rocking back and forth.

‘Hmmm, young men are always a pleasure to
break in! So nice and hard! And you’re certainly keen.’ She lifted
herself up, his cock sliding mostly out, so only the tip was
contained within her, the mattress compressing as she transferred
her weight to her feet.

Nails dug into his chest, between his nipples
as she spread her fingers and slowly scraped downwards, making his
body tingle. The pain felt good, helping to distract him from his
cock-tip, caught within Eloise’s body.

‘As a reward for your hard work, then you may
have the release you so desperately crave. Although do keep begging
– I like you being needy.’

She dropped down, his cock enveloped again.
He grunted, trying to form words around the pleasure and the gag.
‘Phanph youph… Pleaph! Pleaph!’ He couldn’t manage anything more,
but she started grinding back and forth, up and down, riding him,
still holding him in her gaze, her hands gripping tightly onto his
chest.

All he could see was her face, all he could
feel was her pussy, tight and hot around his cock. It squeezed
tightly, wrapping and enveloping him entirely, his body flowing
into her. The long-denied pleasure throbbed in his balls, heat
increasing, and then surged entirely. Cum blasted out, his cock
throbbing as he shot his load, the semen mingling with the
pussy-juice, further lubricating his passage.

His mind went blank, all thoughts gone.
Eloise didn’t let him rest though, continually rocking her hips,
his cock still inside of her.

‘Don’t disappoint me, boy! Your mistress
wants to get off as well.’

He could feel himself sagging, his energy
spent, but tried to recover himself, rocking his own hips up and
down in time with her movements. He didn’t want to let her down, or
do anything that might get himself punished. Eloise was loosing her
own poise now, starting to pant and gasp herself, sweat beading on
her skin, her eyes getting vague and distant.

Despite the post-cum numbness, having her
wrapped around his cock felt so good, her hands heavy on his chest,
nails digging into skin. Their hips ground together, fluids
starting to ooze out of her slit, her juices mingling with his cum.
Eloise’s breath got quicker and quicker, her hair shaking about, as
she started to make low, guttural moans. Her increasing loss of
control spurred Jonathan on, making him shove his own hips more
strongly, hearing the chains on his limbs tinkling, although with
no chance of escape still.

He could feel every twitch and nudge of her
cunt, tight around him, getting tighter and tighter. She settled
into a steady rhythm, Jonathan trying to keep up, his energy mostly
spent, forced to let himself be ridden and used.

When she came, it was steady and powerful,
her breathing getting faster and faster until she reached her peak,
leaning forward so that she was close to him, her nails pinching
into his skin, the pain arousing him further, his cock still stiff
despite his own orgasm.

Finally, she sank down onto him, her body
pressing against his, her breasts deforming around his chest. His
cock was still inside of her, but now shrinking, his energy
discharged and spent. Her body was soft and warm, now relaxed and
comfortable rather than domineering and powerful.

Her voice was drowsy and comfortable as she
wrapped an arm around him, along the small of his back. ‘Hmmm… Good
boy. A few minutes to rest, and then we can continue. You should
have a lot of energy after being cooped up for so long, and I want
to drain it all!’

Her presence and the pressure of her body was
making him stir again, his cock responding to her body, despite his
own orgasm. Her other hand stroking across his chest, teasing at
his nipples, her breath tickling his face as she began to gently
rock her hips again.

‘I wonder how many you will be able to
manage? And then Emily can lick me clean. I hope you have enough
stamina! It feels like you’re almost ready for another go.’ Her
movements intensified, and he could feel himself hardening, being
forced into readiness. ‘Mmm, good boy!’ She stayed pressed on top
of him, but starting to shake her hips, gently riding him, her
folds teasing and gripping his length, already sodden with her
juices.

He could barely think, lost in her scent and
the pressure of her cunt, sagging onto the mattress, trapped
beneath her weight and spreadeagled by the chains, as she began
riding him again. Being mounted by her felt only natural, Eloise
dominating and commanding, using him as a tool for pleasure.
Jonathan sagged back onto the bed, letting himself be used,
reveling in the pleasure of being taken and mounted, glad of the
final release, hoping to escape any further torment!
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 The Young Miss and Her Boy 1: Caged in Sunlight

The boy saw Mistress Katherine look upwards at the
library shelves, stretching onto tiptoes, her fine, slender legs
clad in silk stockings peeking out from beneath her dress. It was
clearly out of reach – even with her arms outstretched, it was more
than a foot away from her grasping hand. Unless she were to start
climbing on the shelves, then there was no hope of being able to
reach it. Warm sunlight painted itself against the high shelves,
illuminating the airy, open space.

‘Boy! I require aid!’ She tried to flick her
riding crop, only succeeding in striking her long skirts with it,
the expensive material absorbing the strike without any sound. She
pouted at him, her soft, blue eyes trying to glare, but managing
only to look cute. ‘Come here, or I’ll punish you!’

It was hard to look intimidated, but he
tried, hoping it would make her happy. He walked across the
library, being careful not to let his bare feet make any sound on
the floor, although he couldn’t stop his chains and fetters making
noise as he moved. She was dainty and petite, with rosebud lips and
long, honey-blonde hair, which she was currently twining around a
finger. She scarcely needed a corset to show off her figure, a
simple white dress around her slender body, highlighting her
perfectly sized breasts – not too small or too large, just about
the right size to cup and play with.

He felt himself stiffen, growing and pushing
against the metal of his cock-cage. He took a deep breath, trying
to calm himself before he grew any bigger and it became
uncomfortable or painful. But she really was pretty, and light and
small. She even smelled nice, some floral scent hovering in the air
around her. Her attempt at an intimidating glower only made her
look slightly confused.

She took a step back and gestured down at the
ground with her crop. ‘Kneel. Here.’ Her lips tried to form into a
tight, stern line, but still looked soft and kissable. She flicked
the crop again, this time managing to stir the air slightly,
although still a far cry from the crisp, clear crack it should have
made.

He obeyed the order, kneeling on all fours
where she gestured, making sure he was securely planted. His wrists
were chained together with about a foot of slack in the chain, and
the same between his ankles, enough that he could set himself
properly. This close, her scent was intoxicating, filling his
senses, making his head go woozy. She stepped on him, heels digging
into his back. Blood surged in his crotch and he tried not to
shift, his cock painful against the hard metal, biting his lip in
concentration. Glancing upwards, he could see her stocking-clad
legs, her dress light and gauzy enough to see the garter straps
holding her stockings in place. And between, where her legs
met...

As she shifted and reached for the book, her
heels twisted into him, but she was light enough it didn’t really
hurt. The scent of her flesh, and thoughts of what was between her
legs, set him surging, as he tried to force himself to calm. His
cock was in a metal tube pointed downwards, allowing him to pass
waste, but not touch himself, or for him to be a threat to Miss
Katherine.

He felt the spikes in his back shift as there
was the soft, papery sound of the book opening, her delicate
fingers touching the page. The thought of them sent another painful
throbbing of blood to his cock, now bent painfully within its cage.
He took several rapid, deep breaths, hoping to chase away her
scent.

The weight on him shifted as he took another
deep breath, weight suddenly vanishing. Before he could react,
there was a crash as she fell to the floor, the book landing a
moment later. She was sprawled on her behind, starting to rub where
she’d landed. Her legs were spread wide, dress having ridden up. He
couldn’t look away, her pearly-white stockings giving way to plump,
soft thighs lightly indented by garter straps, and then the
smooth-shaved mound of her pussy. Why wasn’t she wearing underwear?
His mouth went dry, cock now almost snapping from the pressure with
which it pushed against the unyielding metal. She rubbed her head
absently, hair shining in the sunlight.

She saw him looking, but didn’t close her
legs, instead spreading them wider. His lust must have shown on his
face, as she giggled. ‘You look very red. Are you alright?’

The metal ring strapped into his mouth made
it impossible to speak properly, his lips forced apart. ‘Es, iss
athaine.’

She giggled again. ‘Is that how you say my
name? Say it again.’

‘Iss Athaine.’

She said it herself, enunciating the words
carefully. ‘Miss Katherine. I suppose you are a bit limited. But
you are going to be a good boy, aren’t you? Otherwise I’ll have to
send you back to prison, and that sounds bad.’ She came over,
scuffing her fine white dress as she crawled along the floor, then
kissed his forehead. He whimpered as his cock pushed against it’s
constraints again – he hadn’t been allowed relief in months, it
felt like he was about to burst, and she was so very soft and sweet
and warm!

‘Charlotte says I need to be mean to you, but
you seem so well-behaved already. Tongue out.’ His world drowned in
her wide, blue eyes, looking as though she might cry if disobeyed.
He followed the order, sticking his tongue through the ring gag,
earning a smile and another kiss on the forehead. ‘Good boy!’ Then
she stood, lifting her skirt and exposing herself to him. The scent
was overwhelming, the floral scent she wore mingling with that of
her own body. So clean and sweet, totally different from the
rough-bodied and dirty factory girls he’d been with before. With
one hand, she spread herself open, before giving another order.
‘Lick!’

He eagerly obeyed, gently lapping at her
flesh, feeling the warm skin, drinking in the taste of her. She
took a grip of his hair; not hard or harsh, but guiding him. He
pushed into her, using his tongue to stroke and caress her folds,
torn between losing himself in the feeling of entering her, and
pain and frustration at his own locked-away rigidity. Her breath
was coming in short, happy squeaks as she ground against his face,
his tongue sliding deeper and deeper into her, until she was all he
could taste, all he could smell and see. Too soon, she climaxed,
allowing him a final taste before she stepped back, her skirt
falling back into place.

‘You are a good boy, aren’t you? I’m sure I
won’t need to use any of Mama’s tools to keep you in line, or treat
you like Charlotte treats her toys.’

Even through her clothing, he could still
smell her arousal, and the taste of her was hot and fresh on his
tongue. She knelt and unbuttoned his trousers to reveal his
metal-sheathed cock. His eyes went wide, and then she slid a
slender finger along the metal shaft, lightly stroking his shaved
testicles. ‘I’m not allowed the key yet, but Mama says I can have
it on my birthday. Only a few more days! I wonder what it feels
like? I’ve not been allowed to touch one yet.’

Then she dropped lower, taking the tip of the
metal shaft into her mouth. He shivered – he could feel her warmth
around him, even shielded by the metal, spit starting to ooze along
the open end in the metal column. He whimpered, wanting her to
stop, wanting her to continue, wanting to finally be allowed to
climax. She bobbed her head up and down, hair brushing against her
thighs as his hands clenched and unclenched uncontrollably. She
raised her head, smiling up at him.

‘I’ve seen Charlotte get a maid to do this
with her toy when he’s been naughty. Although you’ve not been
naughty, have you? And he has to be tied up, and she beats him as
well. But you’re a good boy, aren’t you? So I won’t need to stretch
you out on the rack.’

He managed to nod, despite the pain and lust
surging from his groin, earning another happy smile and a kiss on
the cheek. He’d seen Miss Charlotte, Katherine’s older sister
punishing her slave. She’d had him lashed him to a post in the
gardens and then whipped his skin raw, before forcing him to
service her friends. They took turns riding him, punishing him
further if he ever failed to perform. Katherine was far too kind
for such things. Or so he hoped.

She reached under her dress, fingering
herself, drawing forth her juices and wiping them underneath his
nostrils. ‘There. So you have my scent. Now, I think I shall see
Mama in the gardens.’ She clipped a leash onto his collar, pulling
his trousers up to cover his chastity belt. She tugged and forced
him to stand, ignoring the pain and tension from his cock, as he
was led away from the library.



She pulled him through the manor – her steps
were so short that it was easy to keep up – into the garden. It was
afternoon tea, servants setting out tea and cake and being very,
very careful not to make any mistakes.

Miss Charlotte was back from the hunt, still
in her tight riding trousers and bright red jacket, her crop having
been used on a horse for once. Strapped around her waist was a
large cock, which she was currently engaged in the process of
burying into the ass of an unfortunate maid, a bit between their
teeth reducing their protests to garbled moans. Their buttocks were
reddened from strikes of the crop, each impact bringing forth
another cry of pain.

Her mother was rather more refined as she
sipped at her tea, sat upon a chair rather than a servant for once.
She looked up at her daughter, expression unreadable. He made sure
to look down, not wanting to draw her attention and risk arousing
her anger.

‘Good afternoon, Mama. And Charlotte.’ Her
sister reacted to her greeting by lashing her mount, a particularly
deep thrust of her dildo burying it up to the base, the servant
groaning in agony as they were stretched wide.

‘Tea, Katherine? Juliana appears to have
gotten quite the knack for it. Almost unfortunate, I was in the
mood to punish someone. How fares your training?’

Katherine tugged on the leash, pulling her
property close. Charlotte pulled herself from her victim and they
sagged to the floor, earning themselves another strike before they
managed to find the strength to stand, rearranging their uniform,
shakily thanking Charlotte for being punished.

‘You really should be stricter with him. His
kind are predatory, they only understand strength and power. Show
him that you own him, body and soul. At least mark him up a
little.’

‘He wouldn’t do that! He’s mine, and he
understands that already.’ Katherine turned to him, long eyelashes
fluttering. He managed to nod, knowing his place well enough not to
speak as Charlotte approached, crop flicking the air.

‘He’s a beast. No matter what you may think
of him, that’s all he is.’ She grabbed his crotch, feeling the
metal beneath his trousers. ‘Without this, he’d have you pinned
down on the floor, ravaging your sweet, tender body.’

‘He wouldn’t do that, he’s a good boy.’
Katherine pouted at her sister until her mother intervened.

‘Sit down, both of you. Charlotte is right –
you really should take a firmer hand with him. At least to show him
the consequences of breaching your trust, if he were to turn his
hand to one of the maids? Even with his manhood sealed away, that
doesn’t make him less of a threat.’

‘Mama, you said he was mine, that I could
train him how I wanted to!’

‘You should look to your sister as an
example, she has managed wonders with her training, when you think
how wild her slave was to start with.’

Charlotte’s own personal slave was stood
close by – only of average height, but powerfully built, clothing
putting his muscled arms and chest on display. His head was hooded,
gauze over his eyes to limit his vision. Chains ran between his
wrists, ankles and neck, rigged up so that he could be bound into a
neat parcel when Charlotte travelled. Tight black leather trousers
showed his sturdy leg muscles, while his crotch was bound into a
metal device.

As punishment for damaging one of Charlotte’s
favorite dresses, a maid had been stripped naked and a hood forced
onto her, before she was allowed to run across the gardens. She
hadn’t made it far before the slave had caught her, freed from his
belt, allowed to unleash himself. From her screams, he had sated
himself quite thoroughly, dragging her back by the hair like a
trophy, taking the maid repeatedly in front of Charlotte, until she
declared herself satisfied.

‘It may seem harsh, but it’s the only force
they understand. I know you are a sweet, innocent child, but the
world can be harsh and cruel. You have to understand that they are
not like us, they need a certain level of pain before anything
sinks in. And if their appetites are not contained, then, make no
mistake, he would happily force himself upon you.’

‘I’m sure he wouldn’t hurt me. Would you?’
She turned her wide, innocent eyes on him, full of trust. He shook
his head, gag making him unable to speak properly.

Charlotte approached, cutting an imposing
figure, crop at the ready. She flicked it against him, rattling his
cock-cage. ‘This little thing needs to be contained and controlled.
If one of the maids were to smile at him, then he’d be rampant.
Juliana, come here.’ She ordered one of the servants to approach, a
perky young thing, small-breasted and bright. She gave a curtsey,
lifting her skirt high enough to reveal toned thighs and a neat
bush of dark pubic hair.

He tried to prevent a surge of blood to his
crotch. It must have shown on his face, as the crop rattled against
the metal again. She was shorter than he was, having to stretch up
to push her face close to his, breasts pushing against his chest,
her breath brushing against his neck, then his ear. He shut his
eyes, trying to calm himself, as her warm body pushed close against
his body. A hand pushed itself beneath his shirt, warm and skilled
fingers running against his chest. Soft, yielding breasts pushed
against him, and he couldn’t help but whimper.

Charlotte spoke. ‘You see? Break him down
first.’ A finger reached into the metal tube constricting his
manhood and brushed against the tip of his cock. He almost fell
over from the sudden contact, eyes shooting opening to see the
maid. She was still pressed close, a wicked grin on her face, one
hand over his cage, a finger inside the metal tube. ‘He wants to
fuck anything. If Juliana were spread out in front of him now and
he wasn’t caged, he’d be on her like a beast.’

Katherine waved her hands at the maid, trying
to shoo her away, as he tried to desperately ignore the fingers
touching his sensitive head, without success. She withdrew her
fingers, licking the tips and clearly savoring his taste, as
Charlotte continued. ‘He might seem nice enough, but that’s only
because you keep him contained.’

Their mother intervened. ‘Do stop squabbling,
please. And Katherine does not yet have the key to his cock,
although it won’t be long. If this is how she wishes to train him,
then that is her decision, rash though I think it may be. Now, why
don’t you tell me about the hunt? Was it entertaining?’

‘Oh yes, very. The prey gave a good go of
things, but was bought to ground just outside the Matheson farm.
Jenvers had the fortune to bring it down, so he’s celebrating with
his cronies.’

The maid was still looking at him. As soon as
she was unobserved, she slowly pushed her finger into her mouth,
drawing it in and out, coating it with spittle, her eyes bright. He
couldn’t make himself look away, despite the throbbing pain from
his cock. Then his owner spoke, still clearly upset with her sister
and mother. ‘I’m sure this one isn’t that bad! He’s going to be
mine, and no-one else’s, I’ll train him to be kind and
well-behaved.’

The mother and daughter were both lost in
gossip, the mother negligently waving a hand, dismissing her
youngest daughter. With a heavy sigh, Katherine left, dragging him
along behind, the throb in his crotch finally, mercifully, fading
away.
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