
        
            
                
            
        

    
Samantha

Step 5

By Blard Hans

“How do you feel about poker?” asked the black haired girl in front of my desk.

“Good.  My friends and I get together about once a month for poker and drinks at my house,” I said.

Samantha smiled at me.  “This might be a little different.  You’d be going as my guest.”

“I’m interested,” I said.

She looked relieved.  “Good.  Be at my house at 6:30 on Friday night.”

“See you then,” I said.  I went back to work but images of the last time I was at her house kept floating across my mind.  The beautiful red headed girl named Alice riding me while I was cuffed to the pole.  The feeling of being completely powerless while three women took advantage of me.  I felt my cock getting hard just thinking about it.

The week passed by fairly quickly.  I found myself outside Samantha’s door at 6:30 on the dot.  I may not have been wearing a brass ring around my cock this time but I still felt nervous about tonight.

Samantha answered the door and my mouth dropped open.  She was wearing a black skin tight latex dress.  It clung to the perfect curves of her body but somehow made her tits look even bigger.

She leaned in and gave me a hug.  “You like?”

“You look amazing,” I said.

She smiled and led me by the hand back to the kitchen. 

Miko and Alice were sitting at the table but I didn’t see any cards or chips.

“Hi Greg,” Alice and Miko said in unison.

This was the first time I had seen Alice wearing clothes.  Her baggy sweatshirt hid what I knew to be beautiful breasts.  Miko was wearing a black leather corset and matching leather pants.  The corset pressed her boobs up and created wonderful cleavage.

“Hello,” I said and gave each one a hug.

“We’ll need to get going in just a few minutes,” Samantha said.

“Oh, we’re not playing here?” I asked.

She looked at me strangely for a second then said, “No.  There is a party at Club Diamond tonight.  They have a poker social every few months.  You’ll like it there, they even have a Slavey Susan.”

“Is that like a title or something?” I asked.

“Oh this will be fun.  Don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of everything very quickly,” Samantha said.  She glanced at the counter then said, “I’ll need you to carry my backpack for me.”

“Ok,” I said and picked up the pack from the counter.  It was heavy and made a clanking sound when I lifted it.  “What’s in here?”

Samantha grinned at me, “Just a few things for the party.”

We all piled into Miko’s car.  Alice and I sat in the back.  It felt strange not to be shackled, dressed in woman’s clothing or just naked.  Alice held my hand as we drove.  I couldn’t help fantasizing about her during the trip.

We were somewhere downtown when we pulled in front of a fancy building.  Miko left the car with a valet, and we headed inside.  Samantha said the party was going to be on the top floor.  I imagined that the view was going to be incredible.

As we rode the elevator up, I couldn’t help but notice that both Samantha and Miko were dressed to the extremes while Alice and I wore plain street clothes.

“Are we dressed appropriately for this party?” I asked Samantha. 

She chuckled then said, “No.”  She caressed my face then continued, “Don’t worry.”

I had to take that one on faith.

When we arrived at the top floor, we got out and made our way to the check in desk.  A young woman dressed in a latex nurse’s outfit took our names and handed one dog tag each to Samantha and Miko.

“Alice, since you’ve been here before, I’d like you to show Greg to the changing room,” Miko said.  She leaned in and whispered something to Alice then motioned for her to leave.

Alice took my hand and walked me through the main doors and then down a hallway.  I started to asked where we were going but stopped when Alice put her finger on my lips.

We stopped in a room that reminded me of a high school gym locker.  Wooden benches were placed in between rows of lockers.  Alice picked the closest one to us and opened it up.

“Put your clothes in there,” she said.

I sat the backpack down on the bench and began to strip.  “All the way?” I asked.

Alice giggled then said yes.

I looked around at some of the other people here.  All were in the process of stripping or putting on collars and cuffs.  There were a few women but most were men.  This was definitely not looking like my kind of a party but then I remembered Samantha.  I knew she would not let anything bad happen to me.

When I was done, I turned and found Alice rummaging through the pack.  She pulled out the usual metal shackles and collar for me and some leather cuffs for herself.

“What’s with all the dudes?” I asked.

“This is a Femdom party.  No male Doms are allowed tonight.  Now, face the locker,” she said.

I did as instructed and let her lock the shackles on my wrists and ankles.  She attached chains between them that forced my hands behind my back.

“Turn and bend towards me.”

I turned and faced her.  Her naked body oozed sexuality and I was hopeful for a repeat of last time.  She held up my collar and said, “Kiss it.”

I didn’t even hesitate.  I leaned in and planted a kiss on the metal band.

Alice was surprisingly quick as she wrapped it around my neck and padlocked it in place.

I watched as she locked the leather cuffs on herself and put on her collar.  She then pulled out a length of chain from the pack and locked it between our two collars.  I made a mental note that the chain was only four feet long so I would need to be very careful not to get too far away from her.

She looked me up and down then said, “I kind of like having you on my chain.”  She pulled on it, forcing me to lean into her then she kissed me passionately.  As soon as our lips parted, she pushed me back upright and we began to walk towards the exit.  Alice carried the backpack.  I could still hear things jingling inside of it.

I heard a cacophony of voices as we walked down the hallway.  A large set of double doors were ahead of us and when she pushed the doors open, I was surprised at how many people were standing around.  Those wearing clothing were all women.  Everyone else was either completely nude or close to it.

We found Samantha and headed towards her.  She and Miko were standing in a group of other women chatting.  Alice and I stopped a few feet away.  Normally I would have charged in and joined the conversation but Alice’s grip on the chain stopped me.

“You’ll need to be careful to follow the rules here,” Alice said.

“What are the rules?”

“Whatever a Mistress tells you.”

I’m not really sure why that turned me on so much, but it did.

Eventually, Samantha walked over to us.  “Bend down,” she said.  I did and she clipped the dog tag onto my collar.  Before I could ask what that was for, she said, “Unowned slaves are the property of whomever wants to play with them.  The tag means that you belong to me.  No one is allowed to use you without permission as long as you wear it.”

Miko clipped her tag on Alice then petted her hair.  Alice looked like she was about to purr.

I started to look around.  There were several metal cages scattered around the room.  Some had people locked inside.  A few wooden ‘X’ shaped structures lined one wall.  I saw a naked man tied to one of them getting flogged.  A few weeks ago that would have caused me concern.  Now I found myself wishing that I was the one getting flogged.

“Get us some drinks,” Samantha told me, “I want to finish talking to the other Mistresses.”

I felt a tug on my chain and followed Alice towards the far end of the room.  Several men and a couple of naked women were filling cups from a punch bowl.  I was surprised that no one even looked twice at the two of us even though we were the only male/female couple chained together.

I heard the man on the ‘X’ cry out as he was getting flogged.  I could see his ass turning red from the repeated hits.

“I get so tired of drama queens,” Alice said.

There were a couple of wooden serving trays near the punch bowl and Alice picked one up.  It had two leather straps attached to it.  She looped one strap over my head and wrapped the other around my waist.  She then filled two cups and set them on the tray.  “Be careful not to spill any,” she said.

“Can you take the chain off my wrists while I walk back?” I asked.

“Sorry, I don’t have any keys,” she said.

With my hands chained behind my back, all I could do was walk slowly and hope for the best.  I felt someone gently running their hand from my butt cheek up to my shoulder.  I turned slowly and saw a large woman touching me.  She reminded me of an Amazon but with a beautiful face.

She suddenly stopped when she saw the tag on my collar.  “Pity,” she said and walked off.

“That was Mistress Firefly.  She plays rough so be careful,” Alice said.  “I once saw her fill her slave’s scrotum with saline.  It looked like he was walking around with a grapefruit between his legs the whole evening.”

I can’t be sure, but I think my penis tried to climb inside of me when she said that.

Another tug on my chain and we were off to find Samantha.  I was feeling pretty proud of myself for not spilling the entire trip back.

Miko took the drinks off my tray and handed one to Samantha.  She took it without looking at me.  Afterwards Alice and I returned the serving tray to the punch table.  Over the course of the next hour we were called on to bring drinks to Samantha and some other Mistresses several more times.

I heard someone calling out names over a loudspeaker.  With all the background noise, I wasn’t entirely sure what all the voice was calling out but I did make out ‘Slavey Susan.’

Samantha called us over and unlocked the chain between Alice and me.  “I want to introduce you to the Slavey Susan,” she said and began to walk me over to another part of the room.  Miko and Alice followed us and I was left wondering who Susan was.

We stopped near a large metal circle in the floor.  There were four cushions placed equidistant from the center with a metal post behind each one.  A black box was mounted on top of the vertical pipe with another pipe sticking out of it pointed towards the edge of the circle.  At the end of this pipe was a concave leather piece with straps dangling off it.  I noticed several metal hoops sticking up from the circle along the edges of the cushions.

Samantha called Alice over and took two leather hoods out of the backpack.  She pulled one down over my head and carefully lined up the holes for my mouth and eyes then buckled it into place.  Afterwards she undid the chains on my arms and told me to bring a towel over.

I saw a stack of them and waited as two other men each took one.  Alice and I each brought one back.

Samantha took it from me and spread it on the cushion.  She motioned for me to come over and kneel on the cushion.  Once I was kneeling, she locked my shackles to the metal hoops.  My arms were now locked down by my sides and I was unable to stand up.

She pressed my head backwards until it met the leather piece at the end of the pipe.  Next, she buckled the straps to the leather hood I was wearing.  When she was done, I was unable to turn my head at all.  I felt her doing something to my ankles and soon I was unable to move them either.

I knew that Miko was attaching Alice to the cushion next to me but with my head now immobilized I couldn’t see her.

Samantha leaned in and kissed me.  It went on for several seconds and I found myself getting hard.  The softness of her lips, the warmth of her kiss all combined to make me forget where I was for the moment.

When we parted, she reached down and removed the tag from my collar.

“I thought that was to show everyone that I belonged to you,” I said.

She grinned at me then snapped a blindfold onto one side of my hood.  It dangled down below my chin.  Samantha stepped back and another Mistress walked over to me.  “This is Mistress Marie.  She will finish hooking you up,” Samantha said.

Mistress Marie did not address me at all.  Instead, she began fondling my junk.  Even though I was completely restrained, I tried to pull away anyway.  Once I was erect, she poured something slippery on me then slid something down on my cock.  I heard it click once it reached the base of my penis.  She pressed two adhesive pads on my nipples and plugged the wires from the pads into a port near the cushion.

An electrical shock ripped across my chest, and I let out a yelp.  It stopped a moment later.  Suddenly a strong vibration started on my dick.  It felt amazingly good then stopped.

Samantha reappeared in my vision as soon as Mistress Marie walked away.  “They don’t let us attach the equipment to you ourselves; house rules,” she said.

I heard Mistress Marie say something and Samantha stepped back.

There was a whirring sound from the box behind my head.  I felt my head being pushed slowly towards the edge of the circle.  It kept going until I was pressed about a foot forward then it pulled backwards.  It felt really weird not being able to control my head movement.

One of the oddest chairs I had ever seen was pushed in front of me.  The seat was attached to a horizontal pole so that it slid over the circle without touching it and stopped a foot or so from my face.  The Mistress locked the chair into place.  I could hear other chairs being locked into place around me.  A crowd was starting to form.

Samantha sat down on the chair in front of me.  From the position of her crotch next to my face I realized that I would soon have my face pressed into her junk.

She seemed satisfied then got off the chair and walked away.  Several Mistresses were bringing over a large circular wooden tabletop. 

I could see Samantha in the distance taking off her panties.  Afterwards, she walked over to me and said, “Relax and enjoy it.”  She snapped the remaining buckle on the blindfold into place and everything went black.

I could hear more motion and it sounded like something was being attached to the large pole in the center of the circle.  I assumed they were setting the tabletop above us.  I heard the seat in front of me creek and knew that Samantha was sitting in front of me.  I found myself getting excited.  The thought of having to perform oral sex on her while she was playing poker was erotic to me.

A few minutes later the vibrator on my cock turned on.  It was slowly massaging my junk and I was starting to lose focus.

The whole room started to slowly spin and I realized the metal circle was turning.  I quickly lost track of where I was.  The spinning wasn’t enough to make me dizzy but when it stopped, I had no idea if Samantha was still in front of me.

I felt my head being pressed forward and I started to panic.  Warm flesh pressed up against my face.  I was able to move my head slightly up and down about three inches.  From the sensation on my lips I could tell I was face first into someone’s vulva.  The soft skin was shaved.  I hoped it was Samantha.

My head was pulled back again and I had to wonder if they were just checking the distance.

The world started spinning again.  It stopped a minute later.  Again my head was pushed forward and again I felt the soft warm flesh of a woman’s junk in my face.  Pubic hair tickled my nose just before my lips met the skin.

I started to panic as I realized that this was definitely not Samantha.  My head was pulled back and the world started to spin again.  We repeated this twice more and I realized that I was being stopped in front of each Mistress at the table.

The world started spinning again.  When it stopped, I was thoroughly lost on who I was in front of.  We stayed motionless for a long time then I heard the whirring behind me and felt myself being pushed forward.

My lips touched something soft and warm.  There was no pubic hair so I figured there was a good chance I was in front of either Miko or Samantha but there was no way to be sure who.

A tingling started on my nipples and I knew the sensation would only get stronger if I didn’t do what I was supposed to.  The vibrator began to vibrate harder and I lost myself in the sensation.  Whatever trepidation I felt was melting away as the woman in front of me began to rock slightly up and down on my face.

I began to gently kiss the pussy lips in front of me and the tingling sensation on my nipples lessened.  I traced the lips in front of me with my mouth.  She wasn’t wet yet so I decided to take my time.  I exhaled slowly so she could feel the warmth of my breath on her tender flesh.

After another minute I was getting into it and slowly let my tongue press against the outside of her labia.  Her lips began to part as I worked my tongue gently against them.

I traced my tongue up and down her labia.  The lips opened as I pushed my tongue into her.  She was becoming wet and pressed harder into me.

My head was pulled back and the circle spun me into a new position.  When it stopped, I was forced forward again.  The tingling on my nipples turned quickly into a burning sensation and I began to work the pussy in front of me with a vengeance.  The burning stopped immediately.

I started working my way towards her clitoris.  I found that it was already starting to swell so I began to suck on it and work my tongue around it.  With all of the background noise I couldn’t tell if she was making any sounds but the way she rocked into me told me she was liking it.  I’m not sure how long I was going down on her but it felt like forever.

Over the course of the next half hour, I was rotated several more times.  Each time we stopped, the shocking on my nipples started out stronger then stopped once I started to perform.  My mouth was beginning to get tired and the slow vibrations on my cock became frustrating as I needed to cum badly.

My face was again pressed into someone’s crotch. She was incredibly wet already and I decided to see if I could make her cum.  It took a little effort, but I kept working her clit until I felt a massive push into my face.  I couldn’t breathe.  I heard what I thought was a massive moan and she began to convulse.  I felt liquid spraying onto my face before my head was again pulled backwards.

I was exhausted.  Whatever thought process I had was slowed to the point of nonexistence. I was breathing hard and wishing they would let me out of this contraption.

I was kept there for another fifteen minutes when I heard them removing the tabletop.  The blindfold was removed, and I could see Samantha looking down at me.  She was coated in perspiration and looked at me wide eyed.  Her pupils were dilated.  She appeared shaky but happy.

I watched her and another Mistress unchain me then help me up.  My knees were screaming, and I had to spend a few minutes stretching.

Samantha removed my hood then wrapped a lightweight blanket around me and helped me over to a couch.  She held me and rocked me back and forth.  As much as I needed to cum, being held by this beautiful woman made me feel connected in a way that I was not used to.

We sat in silence for a long time.  I watched the crowd around me talking, cuddling and playing.  Several more men were strapped into the Slavey Susan.  I watched with interest as the circle spun them in front of each of the four Mistresses at the table.   The Mistresses were playing cards.  Every once in a while, I would see a Mistress press a button on the tabletop and I would hear one of the men cry out.  They would stop once the Mistress pressed another button.  After a few minutes the circle would spin and a new man would stop in front of them.  I watched as their heads were pressed into the woman’s junk.

One by one the Mistresses would cum hard into the face of their man.

I felt a hand on my cock.  I was surprised that I was still erect.  Samantha hugged me tight as she began to stroke me under the blanket.

I started to say something but stopped when she said, “shhh.”  I was lost in the waves of pleasure flowing from my cock as she stroked it.  Samantha kissed the back of my head and I felt a sense of bliss.

She continued to hold me and stroke me as we watched the Mistresses play.  I looked around and noticed Alice wrapped in a blanket being held by Miko.  Alice wasn’t wearing a hood, but her hair was a mess and she seemed flushed.

After the men were released from the Slavey Susan, Samantha asked me to get her something to drink.  I got up and headed for the table at the far side of the room.

I was reaching for a cup when I felt a hand on my ass.  I turned and saw the large woman from earlier.  She glanced at my collar then said, “That’s better.”

“I’m supposed to get my Mistress something to drink,” I said.

“You’ll have time,” she reached up and snapped a tag on my collar.  “Once you are done there, meet me over at the far end of the room.”

I pulled on the tag then realized it was held in place by a small lock.  I was suddenly panicked.  I filled a cup for Samantha then walked back to her and explained what happened.

“Dang.  Sorry, I forgot to reattach your tag.  Well, you’ll have to do as she says for now.  I’ll talk with her afterwards and make sure she doesn’t give you away to someone else.”

I didn’t know what to say.  ‘How could she do this to me?’ I wondered.

I reluctantly walked over to Mistress Firefly.  I found her standing near one of the ‘X’ structures.  When I approached, she smiled at me and motioned for me to stand in front of the X.

As I looked her over, I realized that although she was large, she had wonderful curves.  The corset she wore pressed her gigantic tits together and I found myself wondering what it would be like to fuck them.

There was a twinkle in her eyes as she caught me looking at her.  She took my arm and spun me around.  “Put your hands on the X,” she said.

I reached up and put one hand on each side of the X.  I felt her hand on my ass.  She traced the inside of my thighs and worked her way up towards my neck, pausing to reach around and play with my nipples.

I could feel a familiar tingle in my junk.  I was starting to get hard again and let out a soft moan as she touched me.

“We can’t have that, now can we?” she said.  I saw her reach over to my right hand and thread a lock through my metal cuff.  She snapped the lock shut so that I was attached to a metal ring near the top of the X.  She repeated the process with my other arm.  I was left helplessly attached to this thing.

She ran her hands down my back.  When she got to my ass, she traced the inside of my butt cheeks and pressed slightly on my starfish.

I brought my legs together in a vain attempt at modesty.  I heard a giggle then felt a hard smack on my butt.

She ran her hands down my leg and then pulled it roughly over to one side.  Another lock was threaded through my ankle cuff.  I was now unable to move my right leg.  She held on to my left leg and forced it to the side of the X.  The last lock went on and I was standing spread eagle facing the wall.

“God, you look hot like that,” Mistress Firefly said.

I tried pulling on the restraints but as I suspected, I wasn’t going anywhere.  I felt her lean up against my body and felt her lips on my neck.  She reached around and began to play with my nipples.  Her other hand found my waiting dick and began to fondle it.

I was becoming completely erect and started pressing back into her as best as I could.  “Do you have any idea how much I enjoyed you going down on me?”

I froze.  ‘Could that be true?’ I wondered.  My body started rocking in rhythm to her stroking me.  I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t seem to help it either. 

She stopped twisting my nipples and traced her hand down towards my ass without missing a beat. 

I felt her reach in and begin massaging my butt and taint while stroking me with her other hand.  The combination had me breathing hard in a matter of minutes.  I lost focus on everything else and began to surrender to the sensation when it suddenly stopped.

Mistress Firefly stepped back and grabbed something off the rack. 

My body suddenly tensed up as I tried to recover from a powerful blow to my back.  The ‘thud’ echoed off the wall and I heard someone say, “Jeesh.”

I inhaled only to have the air forced out of me again.  Over and over, she hit me with a massive flogger. I tried to time my breaths so that she would not knock the wind out of me.  I was starting to see stars and felt myself getting dizzy.  I was panting and trying to prepare myself for the next blow.

When her hand touched my shoulder, I flinched hard.

“Shhh,” she whispered.  I felt her begin to fondle me.  I have to admit that I was afraid to say or do anything for fear that she would begin flogging me again.

She had a tight grip on my Johnson when she shoved her other hand between my ass cheeks.

I was afraid to move when I felt her begin to work her finger inside of me.  Part of me wanted to scream out ‘stop’ but the other part of me was totally getting off on the complete lack of control.

She released her grip on my dick.  She was still inside of me and working her finger in and out while her other hand twisted and caressed my nipples.

I could feel her breath on my neck, but I was too afraid to turn and look at her.

“I’m thinking of fucking you right here and now.  Maybe I’ll just take you from behind and leave you up here when I’m done.”

My breath was coming in heaves.  I was imagining her ass fucking me in front of all these people and I just wanted to disappear.  My throbbing cock was telling a different story, however.  I pressed back down on her hand and felt her go deeper inside of me.

“Good boy.  Maybe I’ll even let you cum.”

“Not in front of everyone,” I pleaded.

“Yep.  You’re cum belongs to me and I’ll do with it as I please,” she whispered.

I felt her reach down again and start to stroke me.  I could sense myself getting ready to cum and there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

The whole world disappeared as my awareness shrunk to just feeling myself climax.  I was vaguely aware of seeing semen shooting out of me but quickly lost all track of everything.  I know my body was convulsing even after I was done spraying my load and I know I cried out, but it all seemed so surreal.

Mistress Firefly cleaned me off then unlocked me from the ‘X’ and helped me over to a nearby couch.

My head was spinning but I was able to see Samantha sitting on a chair near us.  She had apparently been watching the whole thing.

Mistress Firefly motioned for her to join us. 

I watched Samantha’s amazing body sway as she walked towards us.  I was too overwhelmed to chuckle, but I did find it funny that even after the forced oral sex and what Mistress Firefly just did to me, that I still wanted to fuck Samantha.  Then it hit me: I want to fuck Samantha and I didn’t care who watched.
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