
        
            
                
            
        

    
Samantha

Step 2

By Blard Hans

I kept fantasizing about Samantha over the next couple of days.  Saturday night arrived and I was at her house a few minutes early.  She had not instructed me on what to wear or whether to bring anything, so I showed up in jeans and a T shirt.  I saw the envelope taped to her door before I even got out of the car.

I opened it up and read the note.  “Come inside” was all it said.  I opened Samantha’s door and walked in.  There was the same table by the door but this time it had a lit candle on it and another note that read:

Remove your clothing and put everything inside the chest.  Padlock the chest when you’re done.  You are to put on your collar and lock it into place.  Hold onto the metal shackles but do not put them on.  When I come downstairs kneel and hold them out for me but do not look up at me until instructed.

I looked down at the chest.  It looked new.  When I opened it, I saw a large brass padlock inside but no key.

I stripped and locked my clothing into the chest. When I was done, I pulled the collar off the table and wrapped it around my neck.  I locked it into place and looked at myself in the mirror.  I felt silly but the image of me in a locked collar really turned me on.

I grabbed the metal shackles and waited.  When I heard footsteps, I knelt on the ground with my arms out and head down.  I could see her standing in front of me in my peripheral vision.  She was barefoot and wearing a black silk skirt.

She took the shackles out of my hand without saying a word.

I sneaked a peek up at her.  The black skirt turned out to be part of a dress of sorts.  The bottom part looked like silk.   The top was black leather, but her tits were pouring out of two holes where a bra should have been.  The white skin against the black background was amazing.  She had small pink nipples on teardrop shaped breasts.  I had never seen them before and was having a hard time taking my eyes away.

“Eyes down,” she said.

I looked down at the floor, but the last glimpse of her face showed she was not mad and even seemed glad I was admiring how she looked.

Both wrists had metal shackles locked into place in short order.

“Turn towards the door.”

I turned my back to her.  The metal cuffs felt a little cold at first when she locked them onto my ankles.  I felt her locking a chain between them then chain my arms behind my back.  A center chain was attached to the back of my collar and to the chains on my wrists and ankles.

“Stand up and turn around.”

I had to take it slowly, but I was able to stand up without assistance.  When I turned towards her, my eyes immediately gravitated down to her perfect breasts.  I was about to make a stupid comment when Samantha spoke up, “No speaking until spoken to.  Understood?”

She had a fake stern look on her face, so I decided to play along and just nodded.

She looked pleased.  There was a leather dog leash in a loop attached to her side.  It reminded me of an old Wonder Woman episode.  I tried not to laugh.

She undid the leash and snapped it onto the front loop of my collar.  She held onto one end then turned and started walking towards the living room.  I was forced to follow her once the leash became taut.  As I followed her, I was watching the back of her outfit, or rather the lack of material.  Her back was completely bare, and the dress ended just barely above her butt cheeks.  I watched her muscular back as she moved, really wishing I could see the rest of her.

Samantha walked me into the back bedroom.  I could see the restraint points on the wall and briefly wondered if I would be standing there for the rest of the evening.  Instead, she walked me over to a large wooden support post.  She undid my chains only to reattach them behind the post.  I wasn’t able to pull my arms or legs forward but was otherwise comfortable.

“That’s better,” she said.  “Can’t have you wandering around, now can we?”

She walked over to the padded bench and grabbed a ball gag.  This one had lots of straps and buckles hanging off it. 

I was a little confused by all the straps but didn’t say anything.

Samantha walked over and shoved the ball into my mouth.  She pulled the straps up over my face and under my chin.  Once they were buckled into place, I was unable to spit the ball out.  I suddenly felt completely helpless.

The straps covered some of my field of vision.  I was still able to look around, but I needed to move my head to see anything directly in front of me.

She grabbed another piece of chain and locked it onto the post above my head.  She pulled up on the top of the harness gag and locked it to the chain.  My head was forced upright.  I could no longer move it around.

She stepped out of my vision then returned holding two small bells attached to the same kind of clamps she had used on me last time.  She pressed the tweezers onto my nipples and turned a little screw to tighten them.

The bells rang when I moved my torso.  I tried twisting harder, but they refused to come off.

Samantha moved to my right so that I could see her face.  She was grinning at me.  “How do they feel?”

I tried to talk but only managed to grunt.

She giggled.  “This is getting better.”

I heard her walk to the bench and sit down.  “Now that I have you dressed appropriately, I want to talk with you about something.  As a man, I know it’s not good for you to have a hard on for too long.”

‘Was she about to say what I thought she was?’ I wondered.

“So, I have decided that I might allow you to cum but there would have to be conditions.  The first one is that while we play, you would have to agree to be my property.  This means that I would have the right to control you, to decide whether you cum or not, and to determine when and where.  Is that agreeable to you?”

I felt my cock throbbing.  At this point I would have agreed to anything so I grunted what I hoped would sound like ‘yes.’

“Very well.  Second, you will refer to me as ‘Mistress’ but only while we play.  You may not use that term during any other time.”

I grunted again.

“I was hoping you’d be agreeable to everything because I have a surprise for you.”

Images of her flogging me crossed my mind.  Instead, she rummaged around for a few minutes then stopped when the doorbell rang.  She got up and walked out of the room.

My heart rate exploded.  I felt myself tense up.  I tried to move away from the post, but the chains kept me in place.  I heard footsteps coming towards me but the straps on the gag kept me from seeing much.

Hands caressed my face and chest.

“He’s everything you said he would be,” said a voice I was unfamiliar with.

I felt someone lightly squeezing my balls and pulling on my already erect dick.  It felt slick like it was coated in pre-cum already.  I tried to move, to pull away, but all I managed to do was start the bells ringing.

“Oh, that’s cute,” said the new voice.  “I think he’s trying to get away.  Now we can’t have that can we?”

I felt a strong slow punch into my right leg.  It didn’t really hurt but my whole body went limp for a few seconds. 

“That’s better.”  The stroking on my penis grew stronger and I was starting to get into the sensation.  The fact that I was getting stroked off by a complete stranger made my cock ache with desire.

My breathing became more labored.  I started rocking in rhythm to the stroking of my junk.  I felt someone remove the bell from my left nipple and begin lightly touching it.  It hurt when the bell first came off then started feeling good to have my nipple played with.

I felt myself getting ready to cum maybe a second before it happened.  My body convulsed over and over as semen sprayed out in front of me.  When I was done, I realized that the two women were giggling at me.

Samantha reached up and undid the lock on the chain holding my head upright.  She undid the buckles and removed the gag.  As she did, I was able to see another woman right in front of me, smiling.

She looked Japanese and stood maybe five foot two.  Her skin was nearly perfect.  Her breasts looked slightly too large for her frame, but I found myself enjoying the view.  Her jet-black hair was pulled back into a ponytail.  Our eyes met and she winked and blew me a kiss.

I was so overwhelmed by the last few minutes that I just stood there in silence.

“Help me get him down from there,” Samantha said.

The two women removed me from the post then reattached the chains with my hands in front this time.  Samantha clipped her leash to my collar again and led me to the kitchen.

The Japanese girl sat down at the table.  She was wearing a black leather corset and matching leather pants.  The cut of the pants made her ass look fantastic.

Samantha undid the leash from my collar and set it on the counter.  “You will be serving us tonight,” she said.  There was a bottle of wine on the counter and two glasses.  She pointed to it and said, “Bring us some wine.”

While I fumbled with the wine bottle, Samantha sat down and started talking with her friend. “I was so glad you were able to come over tonight, Miko.  I’m anxious to try out the remote system you were talking about.”

“Ooo, guinea pig.  I love it,” Miko said.  She set a small bag on the table and pulled out what looked like paint tubes.

I brought over the two glasses of wine and stood by Samantha.

“Bring that stool over here,” Miko said.

I looked around and saw a couple of wooden bar stools.  I set one of them next to the table and waited.

Samantha stood up and moved the bar stool so that two of its four legs were between mine.  With chains in the way, I would be unable to move my legs without moving the stool. 

“Bend over,” Miko said. 

Samantha moved the center chain out of the way then zip tied my wrist and ankle cuffs to the spoke between the two front legs of the stool. 

I was now touching the floor with all fours and my ass was up in a very undignified position.  I tried to pull my arms free, but the zip tie held strong.

“We should belt him,” Samantha said.

I involuntarily gulped.

“Not yet,” said Miko.  She walked over with a couple of tubes in her hands. “We need to let this dry before we put anything over it.”

“Do you want me to help?” asked Samantha.

“Ok.  Copy what I do on your side.”

Miko removed the cap and squeezed the tube.  A thick black paste oozed out.  I wasn’t able to move so I watched helplessly as she spread the goo into a small circle the size of a quarter.  She made several more goo circles along my right side.  One on my shoulder, another right behind my jawbone and two more along my back and butt cheek.  Samantha copied her along my left side.  The goo stayed put once it touched my skin.  It felt a little like putty. 

When they were done, Miko started to connect the dots.  She drew a single line of goo from each of the dots to an area near my lower back.  It tickled at first but didn’t really bother me.

“What now?” asked Samantha.

Miko pulled a small black patch out of her purse and pealed a paper off the back of it. She ran her fingers down my back then pressed the patch to where I guessed the lines stopped.  There were a few more small squirts of goo then Miko announced that they needed to let it dry.

I started to ask what they were doing but stopped with a “Shhh” from Samantha.

I stayed bent over on the stool for at least ten minutes before Miko began touching the goo spots.  “That should do it,” she said.

“What’s next?” asked Samantha.

“Let’s see if all the connections work.” 

I watched Miko take out a small black box and turn it on.  I was relieved when nothing happened.

She turned the small knob at the top of the remote then pressed a couple of buttons.  Immediately the spot on my right shoulder began to tingle.  Miko twisted the knob again and the tingle began to burn.  I cried out and Miko turned the knob again.  The burning stopped and it began to feel more like a hard pinch.

Miko repeated the process with each of the spots on both my left and right sides.  “He’s ready,” she said.

“Ok.  Want me to let him up?” asked Samantha.

“Not yet.  He has an incredibly spankable ass.  We shouldn’t let that go to waste.”

Samantha laughed.  She grabbed a wide leather belt and laid it on my back. 

I started breathing harder when I saw the belt come out, afraid she was going to hit me with it.  Instead, she buckled it underneath the stool.  I was now completely immobilized.

Miko ran her hand down my back and began to caress my butt cheeks.  It was embarrassing to have this woman playing with my ass in front of Samantha but as she continued it started to feel really good. 

Miko began slapping my ass.  It was soft at first then harder. I let out a yelp.  Miko giggled then slowly ran her hand and fingers inside my cheeks.  She found my butt hole and began to stroke it.  No one had ever touched me like that before, and I didn’t know what to do.  It felt good but it was also humiliating.

She reached down and began to fondle my junk.  I hadn’t realized I was erect until she began to stroke me.  “I think he likes it,” she said. 

Miko returned to hitting me again, much harder this time.  I tried to pull against my restraints, but they didn’t budge.  As the hitting continued, I found that it stopped stinging as much.  I was breathing hard but getting into the sensation.  Every few minutes, Miko would stop spanking me and go back to massaging my anus.  When she stuck her finger inside of me, I inhaled sharply.

She worked her finger in and out of me for a few seconds then returned to hitting me.  “Want to try?” she asked.

Samantha’s face looked a little flushed.  She was dragging her top lip across her bottom teeth as she looked down at me.  “I have an idea.”  She pulled a wooden spoon out of the drawer and walked behind me.

I should have been more scared than I was.  When the first impact came, I cried out.  This was followed by many more strikes.

“Look at how red his ass is,” said Miko.

I’m not sure how long Samantha worked me over.  She would take breaks and fondle my butt and taint but did not enter me.  I began to feel like I was floating.  I realized that I was just accepting anything they did to me.

At some point Miko said, “I think he’s ready.”

Samantha cut the zip ties off the stool and helped me stand up.  I was a little unsteady and hoping she would wrap me up in a blanket and hold me like she did last time.  Instead, she and Miko repositioned my chains so that my hands were behind my back.

Miko pulled a metal device from her purse and began to adjust it.

I wasn’t sure what it was until Samantha held my mouth open and Miko pressed it inside.  There was a ratchet system on it and soon my mouth was held open by the strange looking device.

Miko took another device out of her purse and handed it to Samantha.  It looked like a black piece of rubber in the shape of an elongated clam shell. 

Samantha grabbed ahold of my shaft and pushed it down towards the floor.  “He feels huge,” she said.  She pried open the clam shell and pressed my cock into it.  A second later she closed the shell and buckled it.  It didn’t weigh much but it did feel odd to have this thing on my dick.  She wrapped a small nylon strap around my waist and through the clam shell, keeping it in place.

When they were done, Miko sat down and looked at me.  She held out the remote control so that I could see it.  She turned towards Samantha and said, “You can start now.”

Miko pressed a button and the spot on my right shoulder tingled then felt like a pinch.  “Turn right,” Samantha said.

When I turned to my right, the pain stopped and the clam shell began to vibrate.  It was so intense that I almost doubled over.  Miko did something and the vibrations became less brutal.  The vibrator felt so good that my eyes started to roll backwards.  A moment later it stopped.

“Turn left,” Samantha said.  The spot on my left shoulder tingled then felt like a pinch.

I turned left and was again rewarded with the vibrator.  Even as overloaded as my brain was at this point, I realized that I was supposed to turn in the direction of the electric shocks I was receiving.

“Walk,” Samantha said.  Both my right and left shoulders began to tingle and I started walking before they began to pinch me.

“Stop,” she said.  Both shoulders and the two spots on my back began to tingle.  I stopped immediately.

“Let me try,” Samantha said.

Miko handed her the remote.  Samantha looked at me like a kid on Christmas morning.

She made me walk around her kitchen then out to the back bedroom and back again.  “That’s so cool,” she said when I was in the kitchen again.

“We haven’t even gotten to the good part yet,” Miko said.

My cock was throbbing and I needed to cum.  I wasn’t sure what Miko meant but at this point I didn’t care.

Miko whispered something to Samantha who nodded.  “Kneel,” she said.

I felt the two spots on my butt begin to tingle then pinch.  I knelt in the middle of the kitchen floor and waited for my next command.

Miko stood up.  I was surprised that she had removed her pants while I was in the back bedroom.  She stood there naked from the waist down. Her pussy was shaved.  She began to play with it as she looked at me.

I watched her move in front of me and I realized what was about to happen.

“Lick it,” Samantha said. 

I felt all the spots on my ass and shoulders begin to pulse at once.  I hesitated and the pulsing slowly turned into a burning sensation.  I cried out.  Miko reached over and gently pushed the back of my head towards her crotch.

My lips met hers and I felt the softness of her labia.  The vibrator kicked on again and I was swept away by the sensation.  I surprised myself by touching Miko’s lips with my tongue.  I had never really been into giving oral sex but after the last few minutes my body was beginning to go on autopilot.

I began to trace my tongue along the lines of her lips.  They melted apart and I felt her become wet.  I drove my tongue deeper inside of her and worked my way up towards her clitoris.  When I got to it, I began to alternate between sucking on it and licking.

Miko started to moan.  She continued to press my face into her even though I was no longer trying to pull away.

We continued like this for several minutes before her body began to convulse and she cried out.

“Stop,” Miko commanded.  The spots of goo on my body all lit up at once.  It didn’t hurt so much as shocked me into stillness.

Miko made her way back to the table and sat down.

I was breathing hard.  I didn’t know what to do so I just stayed where I was.

“That was amazing.  Do you want to try him?” Miko asked.

“That was so hot,” Samantha said.  “I want to watch him fuck for my amusement,” she continued.

“Ok,” said Miko.

“Stand,” Samantha said. 

The spots on my back began to pulse and I stood up. 

Samantha came over and removed the metal contraption from my mouth.  She worked the remote again and I was soon walking towards the back bedroom.  It felt weird to be led around by remote control.  I was so out of it by now that I just did as instructed.

I got to the padded bench and felt the now familiar pulsing on my back and shoulders telling me to stop.  The two women removed my chains and then locked me spread eagle onto the bench facing towards the ceiling.  The vibrator started again and I involuntarily began to rock in time with it.

“I almost want to just stay and watch him,” Miko said.  Instead, she undid the strap and removed the vibrator.  She climbed on top of me and began to stroke me.

I was watching her as she guided my dick inside of her.  The weight of her body and the warm, wet sensation of her pussy was intoxicating.  She began to thrust down on me, and I began to moan softly.

After a few minutes, Miko’s body began to glisten with perspiration.  I knew she was getting ready to orgasm again.  I tried to fight it but as soon as I saw her begin to convulse, I lost it and came hard.  My whole body shook as I uncontrollably shot my wad into her.

I think I passed out shortly thereafter because I don’t remember her getting off me.  The next memory I have is being wrapped up in a blanket and Samantha slowly rocking me back and forth.

“That was amazing,” she said.

After a while, Miko came back into the bedroom.  She was dressed again and sat down next to us.  She kissed my forehead and said, “You are incredible.”

We sat together for quite a while.  When I was regaining my senses, I asked about the goo that she had put on me.

“It’s an electro-conductive paste mixed with super glue.  It will wear off after a few days.  You can shower with it but it won’t come off until it’s ready.  The patch I put on your back will fall off too.  It’s the controller for the system.”

“You mean I have to wear this stuff for the next few days?”

Miko nodded.  “Don’t worry.  No one will see it under your clothing, but you may want to avoid the gym for a little while.”

“Besides, I’m not done with you yet,” Samantha said.  “Miko says that after a few days, you will begin to associate my commands with the sensations from the paste.”

I didn’t really understand what she was saying so I stayed quiet.

“Miko has agreed to help me train you.  We’ll keep you here tonight.  You will need to return on Monday and again on Tuesday.  After that, the paste should be ready to come off.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said.

The three of us eventually made our way back to the kitchen.  Even though we ordered Chinese takeout, I was made to bring the dishes to them and to fill their drinks.

“I need to head out,” Miko said after we were done.  “I’ll be back to continue with his training though.”

She and Samantha hugged good night.  I heard Samantha whisper, “Thanks for everything.”

Miko slowly looked me up and down then said, “My pleasure.”

When she was gone, Samantha clipped the leash onto my collar and led me upstairs.  She moved my hands in front of me then locked a short chain to the front of my collar and the shackles on my wrists.  This forced me to keep my arms raised up at a ninety-degree angle from my body.  Once they were secure, she pressed a ball gag into my mouth and buckled it into place.

“Follow me,” she said as she led me into the bathroom.  She stopped by a large bathtub on a raised platform.

“Stand here.” She moved me so that I was standing near the foot of the tub.  Samantha pulled a very fluffy towel from a shelf behind me and placed in on top of my arms.  With my hands chained as they were I was unable to drop the towel even if I wanted to.

She started to fill the bath.  Warm wet air caressed my skin as the tub filled.  She poured in some bubble baths and lit several candles.

I watched with some excitement as Samantha began to slowly strip in front of me.  I felt a familiar tingle in my junk as she began to disrobe.  She undid the zipper on the top of her dress.  Her tits bounced as she pulled the dress down exposing her torso.  She looked up at me and we held eye contact for a moment before she slowly let the dress fall carelessly to the floor.

I held my breath as I worked my eyes slowly upward from her feet to her beautiful face.  Her pussy was mostly shaved, leaving only a small patch of hair above her vulva.  I started breathing harder as I watched her.

She smiled at me then moved gracefully into the soapy water. 

Chained as I was, I could only stand there watching her and holding her towel.

She picked up a book and started to read.  I thought she was completely ignoring me until I saw her steal a couple of quick glances at me.  Her gaze seemed to be focused on my now fully erect cock.

After she was done with her bath, she took the towel from me and made me watch as she dried herself off.  When she was done, she wrapped herself up in the towel and grabbed the leather leash.

My dick was beginning to hurt from being hard so long.

Samantha attached the leash to my collar and led me to her bedroom.  The room was dominated by a large four post bed.  The fluffy comforter looked inviting, and I couldn’t wait to sleep next to her.

She undid my gag and chains but left my shackles and collar on.  She pushed me towards the foot of the bed and turned me so that my back was towards it.

I heard some clanking and looked down to see her locking a long piece of chain to the lower end of the bedpost.  She locked the free end of the chain to my collar and gently touched my face.  “You will be sleeping here tonight,” she said pointing down at the throw rug on the ground.

“You’re going to make me sleep on the floor?” I asked.

Samantha nodded.  “If you’re going to belong to me, you will need to do as you’re told.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said.

She smiled at me and said, “To show me how much you liked tonight I want you to kneel down in front of me.”

I knelt and waited.

Samantha slowly removed the towel she was wearing and tossed it into an empty clothes hamper. 

I stared up at the wonderful curves of her body wondering what was going to happen next. 

She moved right next to me.  Her pussy was directly in front of my face.

“Keep your hands at your sides and show me how much you liked tonight,” she said softly.

I felt her reach down and rest her hand on the top of my head.  She pushed her fingers gently across the top of my hair and grabbed onto the back of my head.  She pulled me into her and my face touched her crotch.

The warm wet skin pressed against my face and mouth.  I inhaled deeply, enjoying the smell of her.

She moved her hips slightly and my mouth brushed against her labia.  It was soft and smooth.  I began to kiss her.  She moaned softly and began to press harder against my face.

I gently began to trace my tongue along the lines of her lips.  I felt them begin to part as she started to get wet.  I worked my mouth up and down her lips, sucking and licking as I went.  Samantha began to rock against my face, still holding onto the back of my head.  When I got to her clit, it was already swollen.  I sucked on it and used my tongue to play with it.

Samantha’s eyes were closed and she pressed hard into me.  I heard her cry out as her body began to shudder.  Liquid sprayed out on my face as she came.

When she finally stopped, she looked down at me with an expression of exhilaration on her face.  Her eyes were wide open and her pupils were dilated.  The expression on her face vacillated between shock and joy.

After Samantha got into bed, I laid down on the rug and fell asleep almost immediately.  Thoughts of what tomorrow would be like played out in my dreams.
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