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“Mistress Melissa is free right now.”

“What?” Jack blurted out as a prickle of cold sweat erupted on his forehead.

A meeting right away wasn’t what he expected when he dialed the number and the panicked turmoil that scrambled his brain made it impossible to get out any more words. A harsh bark of laughter on the other end of the line broke the silence a few seconds later and the woman spoke again.

“If you’re just going to waste my…”

“No…, no,” he broke in to stop the comment.

“So, are you’re interested in making an appointment or not?”

Jack looked down at the female domination magazine on his lap and found himself wishing the idea never came to him. Though he enjoyed masturbating over his dirty fantasies of being a submissive slave, he’d never imagined he would summon the nerve to turn them into reality. He could feel his cock throbbing under the magazine and rocked his head back as he considered hanging up.

“Well,” the woman snapped. “Mistress Melissa is very popular and she can arrange for…”

“OK,” Jack blurted out. “I’m interested.”

His impulsive reaction made him grimace, but the swell of excitement came on stronger as the woman went on talking.

“What exactly do you want?”

The burst of heat erupted on Jack’s cheeks because he was revealing his innermost fetishes to a complete stranger, but there was also a kinky thrill to it that wasn’t lost on him.

“Umm, I’m kind of interested in spanking and…, well, being dominated and humiliated,” he let out in a timid, stammering voice.

The quiet laugh that came down the line brought out a flicker of shame, but the woman went on to tell him how much it would cost for a session with Mistress Melissa. He listened intently and agreed to the fee and conditions. That got him a time and an address before the line went dead. He pulled the phone from his ear and stared open-eyed at it.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered as he contemplated what he’d done.

He glanced down at the advert pages he’d been perusing when the impulse to make a call came over him and wondered if he could actually go through with the appointment. At nineteen years old, he’d never admitted his kinky fantasies to anyone. In truth, he was slightly ashamed of them and was sure people would consider him a filthy pervert if they found out.

On the other hand, there was no doubt the hardest his cock got was when he looked at a domination magazine and there was no pretending otherwise. The pictures of submissive men being demeaned and punished by commanding women made him stroke his erection fervently until there was no holding back.

It’s what he’d been doing when he came across the advertisement pages of the magazine that prompted him to make the call. The options now were to finish things as usual or actually go through with what he arranged…, he just wasn’t sure which. He slipped a hand under the porn magazine to grip his erection and started thumbing through the pictures. The pulse of hot blood grew stronger, but his hand remained motionless as the desire to play out for real what he was looking at filled his mind.

“Don’t be such a fucking wimp,” he mocked himself as he debated what to do.

A glance at the clock on the lounge wall showed it was seven in the evening, with the appointment scheduled for eight. He closed his eyes and could feel the strong throbbing of his rigid shaft as he gripped tighter around it. The fingers of his free hand stroked on the glossy paper and he started to flick through the pages again without actually looking. When he came to a stop, he opened his eyes to look down and saw the red ass of a naked man splayed across the lap of a dominatrix.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he muttered through clenched teeth, with the hunger to know what it was like hitting him harder than ever before.

He hesitated for a few seconds longer as he stared at the picture before closing the magazine and getting to his feet. Stuffing his erection through the gap in his jeans, he tried to calm himself down as he walked out of the lounge to go to the bedroom. He went straight to the desk on which a computer stood and opened a browser page to check the address he’d been given. The neighborhood wasn’t one he was familiar with, but he worked out where it was in relation to his home then shut the computer down.

“This is nuts,” he muttered, but didn’t stop what he was doing as he went to the wardrobe.

He considered changing to something smarter than the jeans and t-shirt he was wearing, but couldn’t decide on what he wanted and eventually gave up. Grabbing his jacket, he put it on then got a pair of training shoes. He sat on the bed to put them on and immediately went to the front door afterwards to leave the house.

His erection strained at the front of his pants although the closed jacket hid the bulge. He still hoped he didn’t bump into any of his college friends as he left the building and headed for the nearest cash machine to get the money he needed. When he finished doing that, he turned his attention to the passing traffic to try and hail a taxi. It would cost him more, but he wasn’t sure he’d actually find the address in time if he made the journey by bus.

He finally managed to stop a passing cab and got in the back of the vehicle when it stopped beside him. After giving the address, he settled back in the seat and looked out of the window at the passing view.

“On your way home?” the taxi driver asked.

Jack felt the beads of sweat break out on his forehead. The simple question caught him off guard and he almost let out a nervous laugh.

“No,” he said after a few seconds. “I’m going to see a friend.”

Telling the little white lie made his forehead damper and he lifted a hand to wipe the perspiration away. The driver went on chatting, but Jack wasn’t really in the mood and his one word answers killed the conversation. The rest of the journey passed silently and the cab eventually came to a stop.

“This is you,” the driver said.

Jack leaned forward and saw the fare on the meter. He got the money to pay and waited for his change before getting out of the vehicle. It pulled away quickly to rejoin the traffic and he looked up at the apartment block he was standing in front of. The idea that it harbored the kinky fantasies he masturbated over seemed completely unreal, but there was no way of knowing what went on behind closed doors.

He checked his watch to see it was fifteen minutes before eight and wasn’t sure if he should hang around outside a little longer or go straight in. In the end, he decided that loitering at the front of the building wouldn’t exactly look good and stepped through the entrance. The apartment he wanted was on the fourth floor and he walked up the stairs rather than taking the elevator. It wasted some time, but it was still well before eight when he got to the correct door.

He wondered if people in the building knew what went on behind it and again decided that he better not loiter. Lifting a hand, he knocked and a rush of adrenaline flooded his veins. His erection had faded during the trip, but it came back with a vengeance when he heard the sound of movement from within and the urge to run flitted through his mind.

“Keep it under control,” he muttered, but the chances of doing that disappeared when the door was opened by a pretty blonde woman, who appeared to be in her mid-forties. The tight, white top she wore clung to her plump curves to put them on display.

“You’re early,” she snapped.

“Yeah, I got here and…,” Jack started lamely, but his words tailed off when the woman let out a cheeky laugh.

“Don’t worry,” she went on in a quieter voice. “Come on in.”

She pushed the door open and Jack stepped inside. He guessed it wasn’t Mistress Melissa he was talking to, but wasn’t about to ask and kept his mouth shut as he was led along a hallway. There was no stopping his gaze dropping to the hem of the short, pleated skirt that swung sexily as the woman walked. The click of her heels on the wooden floor made his gaze slide down chubby legs to the pretty shoes on her feet and the sight of them added to the arousal taking hold in his body. The anxiety he was feeling did nothing to stop his erection coming fully to life and he could feel it straining for release.

“In here,” the woman said when she stopped to open a door.

Jack looked around when he went inside to see it was a small lounge. He guessed it was a waiting area and turned to look at the woman. She was already in the room and closed the door before walking over to a phone.

“Your next one is here,” she said when she picked it up.

Jack tried to slow the racing of his pulse, but it was impossible. He was on the verge of living out a fantasy, but, in truth, wasn’t sure what to expect. It was the strongest erection he could ever remember having and the concern that he would lose control in a matter of minutes flitted through his mind. He desperately tried to calm himself, but the hot blood of his lust stubbornly refused to cool down.

After listening for a few seconds, the blonde woman replaced the handset of the phone in its cradle and turned to move towards him. She held out her hand and there was no need for any words. Jack got the payment from his wallet to hand it over and watched as it was checked.

Moving over to a desk when she finished counting, the woman leaned forward to unlock a drawer and he watched the hem of the pleated skirt ride higher up the back of her thighs as she put the money away. The pretty sight removed any chance of ridding himself of his erection and he stared at smooth, plump flesh then raised his gaze to the shapely curve of a full, rounded butt. The sound of the drawer being locked made him avert his gaze, but he was all too aware that his apprehension was on show as she approached him.

“First time?” she asked and smirked.

“Umm…, yeah,” Jack admitted.

“Let me take your coat and you can have a seat,” she went on. “Mistress Melissa is getting herself ready and will call when I’ve to take you through.”

He was rooted to the spot as she held out her hand and did nothing.

“Your coat,” she repeated.

“No, it’s OK,” he replied and could feel the pulsing of hot blood to his groin that made his cock strain against his jeans.

“You can’t go in to see her wearing your coat,” the woman went on.

She narrowed her eyes as she stared at him and her hand remained stretched out. There was nothing he could do but comply and he leaned his upper body forward slightly and pushed his ass back to try and disguise the bulge as he took the coat off. The sound of the quiet laugh showed he wasn’t successful and the heat flared on his cheeks as he looked to see the intense gaze on his crotch.

“You’ve got it fucking bad for this, haven’t you?” the woman said as she grabbed the coat and went to put it on the back of a chair. “What age are you?”

“Nineteen,” Jack replied.

He moved to an armchair, sat down and crossed his legs, but was acutely aware of the intense gaze on him again as the woman walked back in his direction. He kept his eyes on the floor at his feet.

“Let me see it,” she said in a hushed voice.

“What?” he exclaimed when his gaze shot up.

“Don’t act all coy with me,” she went on. “It’s not like I don’t know why you’re here and Mistress Melissa will be probably take a few more minutes to finish getting ready, so there’s time.”

“I’m not…,” he let out.

“Come on,” she butted in and lifted her hand. “Just think of these pretty fingers wrapped around your big, hard cock.”

She spat the last three words out slowly and the way her lips wrapped around them brought on an excitement that stirred Jack’s lust like never before. He shifted in the seat, but kept his legs firmly crossed and couldn’t get comfortable.

“Who are you exactly?”

“Mistress Melissa’s maid,” the woman replied. “I handle the bookings as well, so it was me you spoke to earlier.”

Jack was conscious of the way his chest heaved as his breath came out heavily. Things were getting out of hand already and he hadn’t even set eyes on the dominatrix he was there to meet. He wasn’t sure if the woman standing in front on him was being serious.

“Are you kidding me?” he let out slowly.

“No,” she replied and reached down to grab his wrist.

He resisted the pull at first, but the lure of a pretty, mature woman getting her hands on his erection made him give in and he got to his feet.

“Good boy,” she said and dropped to her knees in front of him. “Oh yeah, look at that.”

Jack’s head rocked back as fingers brushed along the constrained bulge in his jeans. It wasn’t doing his chances of controlling himself any good and he looked down to see the slightly besotted expression on the woman’s face as she continued to tease caresses along the outline of his cock.

He squirmed when she grabbed for the zipper and button of his jeans to loosen them. It allowed her to pull the denim part way down his thighs then get her fingers through the gap of his boxer shorts. He bit his lip as she curled her fingers around his erection and the pounding of his heartbeat grew stronger still when she pulled it into view.

“Oh fuck,” she let out in a thrilled voice as she squeezed hard. “Young boys get so, so hard. We don’t many get your age in here.”

There was no holding in the low groan as she stroked her fingers along his erection to roll the foreskin off the head. From the way she spoke, Jack guessed she wasn’t averse to taking advantage of the men that visited if the opportunity presented itself. His early arrival gave her just such a chance and it seemed she wasn’t about to miss out on it. He looked down to see her eyes open wide as she leaned in closer. She laughed as the little droplet of pre-cum appeared and swept her thumb across it.

“Fucking hell,” Jack gasped as the delicious touch sent tremors rippling through his body.

Her kiss on the tip of his erection was soft before she parted her lips to let them slide over the head. The delicate teasing of her fingers slowly caressed along the rest of his length and he could feel her tongue swirling around sensitive skin. She lifted her gaze to meet his and the sparkling look in her eyes showed she was just as turned on as him for what they were doing.

Things changed in an instant and her muffled squeal was loud when the ringing of the phone shattered the silence around them. Her teeth grazed on his skin as she dragged her head up, with the flicker of pain making him curse and he looked down to see the red mark on the head of his cock.

“Pull your jeans up,” she ordered as she got to her feet.

Jack couldn’t stop trembling as he pushed his erection inside his underwear then yanked the denim up into place. He wiped his hand across his mouth as he listened to one half of the phone conversation then saw the woman replace the handset on the cradle.

“Time for your fun,” she said as she walked towards him. “Please don’t tell Mistress Melissa anything about what we did.”

“No, of course not,” he replied and wondered just what the fuck he’d got himself into.

There was no composing himself as they walked out of the room and made their way along to another door. The woman came to a stop next to it and leaned in close to him.

“Remember what I said,” she hissed in an urgent whisper. “Please, please don’t say anything about what we did.”

Jack nodded his agreement and the woman rapped her knuckles on the door. A shout came from within and he tried to prepare himself, but the sight that greeted him when he walked in the room took his breath.

The large, button-back sofa looked like something from a royal palace, with white leather upholstery surrounded by a frame and legs painted in majestic gold. It looked big enough to seat four, but there was only one person on it and the sight of Mistress Melissa stopped him in his tracks. He guessed she was in her late thirties or early forties, with the black, latex catsuit she wore contrasting dramatically with the shiny, white leather.

She was in a casually reclined pose, with one leg stretched out almost the full length of the sofa and Jack’s gaze slid along it to the black stiletto-heeled shoe on her foot. The catsuit legs stopped just short of her ankle to give a glimpse of naked skin, but he looked at it for only a second before bringing his attention to what she was holding. The flat end of the riding crop rested on her shoe and a strong shudder rippled through him at the prospect of it being used on him.

“And what the fuck do we have here?”

The harsh sound of Mistress Melissa’s voice made his gaze dart higher. The zipper of the catsuit was lowered enough to put cleavage on view and he could see the way the tight latex squeezed her breasts together to create a deep cleft. Her jet black hair hung down over her shoulders and the dark makeup on her face gave her a beautiful, almost-forbidding appearance. That was enhanced by the condescending smile on her face and he didn’t dare meet her gaze.

“This is Jack,” the blonde woman said. “He’s nineteen.”

“Anette,” Mistress Melissa snapped. “Haven’t I told you before not to bring pathetic little runts before me. I want real men to abuse, not some sniveling boy who’ll more than likely cry for his mommy at the first sign of punishment.”

“But he’s paid his money and he sounded so desperate on the phone,” Anette replied in a subservient voice. “And it’s his first time.”

“Is it now,” Mistress Melissa went on in a voice laced with scornful humor.

Jack remained rooted to the spot as her disdainful gaze slid down him then back up although he kept his eyes lowered, so as not to look directly at her. Her superiority to him was not in question and he instinctively knew his place. It still needed a shove on his shoulder by Anette to get him moving and he stepped forward. The sound of the riding crop tapping on the black shoe caught his attention and he looked at it. Mistress Melissa brought her foot down from the sofa to sit primly when he moved right before her.

“Down on your knees,” Anette instructed.

Jack obeyed immediately and sat down on his haunches. He could barely get his breath out as he waited, but nothing happened at first. The tension rose when Mistress Melissa got to her feet and he listened to the slow clicking of her heels on the floor as she unhurriedly circled him once then sat down again. He kept his head bowed, but the touch of the crop under his chin made him look up and he found himself looking in deep brown eyes that seemed to be filled with amusement. It surprised him, but not as much as the question.

“Did she touch you?”

“What?” Jack blurted out and his eyes opened wide as his pulse noticeably quickened. “No…, no she didn’t.”

The expression on Mistress Melissa’s face hardened as she continued to stare.

“Are you fucking lying to me?” she demanded in a harsh tone.

“No,” Jack let out. “She didn’t…”

“Anette?” Mistress Melissa snapped to end his protestations.

“Yes Miss,” the maid replied. “He let me stroke his cock and suck the head.”

The shock of the admission left Jack speechless and he couldn’t bring himself to look at the older woman sitting on the sofa.

“Well now,” Mistress Melissa let out slowly through gritted teeth. “And who should I believe?”

Jack kept his head bowed as a mixture of apprehension and excitement swept through him. He’d been set up for a fall and suspected he knew where it was heading.

“The phone ringing startled me,” Anette went on in a rushed voice. “It made my teeth scrape on his skin, so there’s a red mark.”

The derisive laugh of the woman in front of him sent a shiver racing down Jack’s spine and his breath came out heavily as he kept his head bowed. The touch of the riding crop under his chin forced his head up to look in deep brown eyes.

“Did he like the pain?” Mistress Melissa asked.

“He cursed, but didn’t complain,” Anette replied.

Mistress Melissa held his gaze as the conversation went on and there was a delicious thrill to looking in the eyes of a truly dominant woman.

“What did he ask for when he called?” she asked.

“He said he was into spanking and humiliation,” Anette said.

“Did he now?” Mistress Melissa went on in an amused voice. “So, our pretty liar wants to be punished and demeaned like the filthy little pervert that he is.”

Her gaze burned into Jack and he was all too conscious of the trickle of perspiration sliding down his forehead. He wanted to wipe it away, but was caught up in the anticipation of what was about to take place and didn’t dare lift his hand. His erection throbbed fiercely and the way it strained against his jeans made him squirm slightly.

“Oh, are you uncomfortable?” Mistress Melissa mocked.

She slid the riding crop up from under his chin as she leaned in closer and Jack caught the scent of her perfume. It entranced him and he held his breath.

“Get up,” Mistress Melissa yelled in his face.

The sting of the crop smacking against his cheek made him shudder and he heard the mocking laugh as he scrambled up to his feet.

“Hmm…,” Mistress Melissa went on. “He is a fucking dirty little pervert, isn’t he?”

“Yes,” Anette agreed and the excitement was clear to hear in her voice.

Jack had expected her to lead him to the room and leave, but she showed no sign of doing that and the next instruction from the latex-clad woman in front seemed to indicate that the maid was going nowhere soon.

“Hold his hands,” Mistress Melissa barked.

Jack gasped as Anette moved behind him and grabbed his wrists to pull them back. She was stronger than she looked although he had no intention of resisting. His breath rasped out when the riding crop touched on the front of his jeans and the delicious thrill of it stroking along the rigid outline of his erection made him tremble.

“Does that feel good?” Mistress Melissa asked in a hushed voice.

“Yes,” he replied.

“How about this?” she went on.

Jack winced as the crop spanked against the bulge and he sucked in a harsh breath. The flare of pain ripped through the pleasure and his head rocked back as he tried to cope with it. His cock throbbed all the more at the type of strict punishment he’d only dreamed about before and he looked down as the flat end of the crop began sliding along the outline of his cock again. He waited for the growing bliss to be turned to agony, but it didn’t happen.

“Take his jeans down,” Mistress Melissa barked.

She settled back on the couch and crossed her legs and Jack heard the sound of her latex-clad thighs rubbing together. His gaze settled on her cleavage as the grip on his wrists was released. Anette’s body pressed against his as she moved right behind and her hands came around to loosen his jeans. She gripped the denim to drag it lower then grabbed his boxer shorts to yank them down. The waistband caught the head of his cock, but it quickly sprung free to stand up proud. It put him fully on view to the woman in front and he tensed as she leaned forward and spoke.

“Pull the foreskin down.”

Jack could feel Anette’s breasts rubbing against his back as she pressed herself against him again and he glanced down to see her hand snake around his body to grab hold of his erection. He bit his lip to hold in a groan as she dragged her fingers lower to expose the head then let go.

“It seems Anette was telling the truth,” Mistress Melissa went on as she touched on the red mark on Jack’s slick skin.

He held his breath as her gaze came up to his.

“Do you think you can just fucking walk into my world and abuse my maid,” she snapped harshly.

“I didn’t…,” Jack started to protest at the accusation, but the glowering stare silenced him.

The fingers of Mistress Melissa’s free hand cupped around his hanging balls and squeezed. There was no holding in the grunt of pain and he squirmed as the grip tightened more.

“Are you goddamn arguing with me?” she went on.

“No,” Jack let out in a strained voice.

A hand smacked across the back of his head and it was Anette’s voice that sounded out.

“Call her Miss when you speak to her.”

“No, Miss,” Jack blurted out immediately.

“This might be your first time here, but you need to learn some fucking manners,” Mistress Melissa spat out.

A smile spread across her face as she squeezed harder and another grunt of pain spilled from Jack’s mouth.

“Yes, Miss,” he spluttered.

“I think I’ll need to spank those manners into you,” she went on. “That’ll help you remember the next time…, if I consent to you coming through my door again.”

The mounting exhilaration brought on a burning pulse of hot blood that made his erection quiver. He was living out the pictures in the domination magazines he’d masturbated to for so long and the threat of a spanking made his heartbeat hammer in his chest. There was a relief to the grip on his balls being released, but he knew the agony he just endured was simply a prelude to the real action starting and stood expectantly in front of the beautiful dominatrix of his fantasies. His mind was filled with what it would feel like to lie across her lap as the degrading ache of a severe punishment was meted out to him, so the words that he heard confused him.

“Sit down,” Mistress Melissa said and patted the white leather.

A frown creased Jack’s brow and he hesitated. He stared at Mistress Melissa’s hand as it continued to pat the sofa and it was another shove from behind that got him moving.

“Don’t make her wait,” Anette said.

The jeans and underwear around his ankles almost made him stumble and he only just managed to keep his balance by putting a hand down on the sofa to steady himself. He turned and dropped down to sit.

“Relax,” Mistress Melissa let out.

The pleasant tone of her voice brought on Jack’s suspicion. The threat of a spanking had made him sure he’d end up face down across her lap and he’d been anticipating the touch of his naked skin on latex. Instead, his butt was resting on white leather and he wasn’t sure quite what to expect now. Not that he was in control and he knew he would just have to take what came his way.

“Take off the t-shirt,” Mistress Melissa went on and watched as it was done. “That’s it,” she went on. “Slide forward and get yourself comfortable for the show.”

The crop touched on his butt to encourage him to slump down in the seat until his butt was perched right on the edge of it. Anette knelt down to remove the trainers he wore then pulled off his jeans and underwear. It left him completely naked and feeling more vulnerable that he’d ever done in his life. His impulse was to cover himself up, but he knew it would be the wrong move and kept his palms pressed down on the sofa. Mistress Melissa’s talk of a show had confused him, but he found out what she meant when she spoke again.

“Show our little pervert your pretty tits.”

“Yes Miss,” Anette said.

Jack watched in amazement as the blonde woman pulled up the white top to reveal her bra then dragged the silky cups down to expose her breasts.

“Oh yeah, he likes them, Anette,” Mistress Melissa let out. “Look at his quivering cock.”

The gazes of the two women went to his erection, but his eyes remained fixed on large breasts.

“Open your legs wider,” Mistress Melissa ordered.

Jack shuddered as he spread his legs, but it wasn’t enough. He yelped as the palm of the dominatrix cracked down firmly on his inner thigh.

“Wider,” she yelled.

He did as he was told, but the slaps continued to spank onto his inner thighs and he was engulfed in an exquisite world of hot, stinging pain. His skin turned red and he spread his legs as wide as he could to get the torment to end. The mix of sensations assailing his body made his erection throb all the more and he let out a whimpering groan as the punishment ceased.

“He likes it,” Anette said and laughed.

Jack was all too aware of the gazes of the women focusing on his erection and there was no hiding his elation. The pumping of hot blood made his cock jerk around and the sudden silence was punctuated only by the sound of his rasping gasps as he tried to cope with the ache.

“The perverts that come here always like it,” Mistress Melissa said and let out a quiet laugh. “Show him your cunt.”

Jack could barely believe the show he was getting. It was the last thing he expected when he walked through the door of the apartment. He felt the touch of the riding crop circling around a nipple, but glanced down only briefly before returning his gaze to the chubby, blonde woman in front of him.

Anette took her bra off and kept her white top pulled up, so her breasts remained in view. She then reached for the hem of the pleated skirt. Jack licked his dry lips as he watched her slowly easing it higher until a pair of pastel yellow panties came in view. She moved her feet apart as she slid her fingers under the edge of the yellow material and dragged it to the side.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered as he watched a shaved pussy being exposed.

The flat end of the riding crop tapped against a stiff nipple. The touch was firm enough to be uncomfortable, without actually being painful and it made him squirm. His tongue slid around his lips again as he stared at smooth skin and he was aware of the crop moving lower on his body. The muscles of his taut belly quivered as the touch stroked over them and he wriggled around all more.

“Do you want to kiss that wet cunt?” Mistress Melissa asked and laughed.

Jack wasn’t quite sure how to answer. He was certain the show was being played out to tease him, without a chance of doing anything more than stare.

“Well?” the dominatrix demanded.

He turned his head to look at her and saw the amused smile playing on her lips. There was no doubt she was enjoying the game of tormenting him and she seemed happy to use her maid to do that. Jack suspected that Anette would do anything she was told, but the order that was barked at the blonde woman surprised him.

“Let him taste.”

His gaze shot to Anette and he saw her slide the fingers of her free hand between her thighs. He still expected it to be a tease that wouldn’t be carried through, but the enjoyment of watching a mature woman sliding touches along her shaved pussy was a thrill, nonetheless. The glistening stickiness was there to see on her fingertips when she raised her hand up. She then stepped forward and thrust her fingers between Jack’s lips. The taste of pussy filled his mouth and he licked eagerly at it.

“Look at the little runt,” Mistress Melissa mocked. “It’s probably the first time in his life he’s tasted pussy and he had to pay for it. How pathetic is that.”

Jack ignored the insults as he worked his tongue on sticky fingers before they were pulled from his mouth. He didn’t realize he was bringing his knees together until the stinging spanks began to crack down on his thighs again. Pleasure morphed to burning pain and he snapped his legs as wide as he could. It didn’t bring an end to the punishment straight away and he writhed around as the slaps brutalized his inner thighs.

“You keep those fucking legs spread wide,” Mistress Melissa commanded when she finally relented.

“Yes Miss,” Jack let out in a gasping voice as he stared at her.

His face contorted into a grimace as he tried to cope with the searing pain of the domineering onslaught. The hot agony slowly cooled, but his lust for more was undiminished and he shuddered as the flat end of the riding crop stroked on his reddened skin. He tensed as the touch slid higher until it was grazing on the underside of his balls. The fear they would be tortured reared in his mind, but the touch did no more than lift them up.

“Do you think these pitiful things are full, Anette?”

“I don’t know, Miss,” the maid replied. “He sounded breathless on the phone earlier, so I think he was playing.”

The sound of a shrill laugh filled the room.

“Did you think calling Anette was phone sex?” Mistress Melissa asked.

“No,” Jack blurted out.

“But your cock was hard when you spoke to her?”

The flush of embarrassment was strong, but he saw no point in lying.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Did you empty these?” Mistress Melissa demanded and forced the crop up against his balls.

“No,” he cried out. “I…, I stopped.”

“What, did you think you would come here and I’d finish you off?” Mistress Melissa went on in a louder voice.

“I didn’t know what would happen,” he confessed. “It really is my first time. I’ve only fantasized before.”

The condescending laugh made him shudder and he looked down as the crop slid higher to tease up and down his erect length. The soft touch brought the pleasure roaring back to his body, but he knew it wouldn’t last. It was becoming clear that punishment would be administered with him sitting the way he was. That meant he would be spanked, face up and it wasn’t his butt being abused that he needed to worry about. His nerves spiked as he clenched his lips and waited for the next move.

“Has this worthless little prick actually made it near a cunt yet?” Mistress Melissa spat out as she continued to stroke touches along cock.

“Yes,” Jack replied.

“And did your sister like it,” she went on and laughed.

Jack heard the sniggering guffaw of Anette and looked towards her. She was still holding her panties to the side and he stared at smooth, shaved skin. The taste of her remained on his tongue and the hunger for more welled up.

“It wasn’t my sister,” he let out.

The crop spanked on his erection and his muscles clenched as pain flooded his veins. He hadn’t been hit hard and suspected there was worse to come.

“Who was it?” Mistress Melissa demanded.

Jack didn’t dare make eye contact and his gaze settled on her deep cleavage as he spoke.

“A girl from college?” he let out.

“Is she your girlfriend?”

“No, it was a one night stand at a party,” he admitted.

“Yeah, well, I guess a girl would have to be drunk to consider sleeping with a waste of space like you.”

Jack was engulfed in a seizure as the crop spanked on his cock again, this time with a little more force. The flare of pain made his muscles contract and he sucked in sharp breaths as he tried to cope, but it was a good few seconds before the agony passed. He slumped down in the seat, but his gaze remained on cleavage.

“What the hell do you think you’re looking at?” Mistress Melissa snapped.

Jack’s gaze darted up and he saw the wicked smile cross her face. He looked away, but knew it was too late. His body juddered as the crop came down right on the base of his stiff shaft. The pain made him buck up and he fought against the instinct to close his legs. It would only get him further punishment and he didn’t want any more as the agony enveloped him. His cock throbbed harder than ever though as he squirmed around.

“That’s a good boy,” Mistress Melissa said in a quieter voice and touched her fingertips on his thighs. “You’ll keep those legs spread wide if you know what’s good for you.”

The teasing caress of her fingers trailing higher on his thigh made shivers ripple down his spine and he knew he was being tormented when she let her knuckles accidentally-on-purpose brush against his balls. Pleasure and pain vied for the upper hand in his body as the fantasy he’d dreamed about for so long came spectacularly to life.

“So, are you dreaming of more cunt?” Mistress Melissa spat out as she slowly pulled her hand from his groin.

“Yes,” he replied and stared between Anette’s plump thighs.

He watched as the riding crop slid between them to touch on shaved skin. The kinky sight stirred his lust more than ever and he heard the whimpering groans of Anette as caresses continued to stroke along her pussy. When the end of the crop was brought to his mouth, Jack swept his tongue across it and heard the derisive laugh. He knew he was being pathetic, but couldn’t stop himself until the crop was pulled away.

“I think he likes your cunt, Anette,” Mistress Melissa said.

Jack returned his gaze between plump thighs and it meant he didn’t see the dominatrix’s nod, but his excitement spiraled higher when Anette pulled the yellow material down. The hem of the pleated skirt slid lower to cover her up, but the fact that she was taking off her panties was a sign that he might get more than just her fingers in his mouth. He glanced down at the way the riding crop now teased on the slick head of his erection, but knew the enjoyment of it would end. The pain of the previous spanks on his cock still stung and he suspected that things would get worse.

Anette threw her panties on his naked chest as she stepped forward. She grabbed hold to stretch his arm along the sofa and held it knuckles-down on the white leather. She then dropped to her knees on the sofa and grabbed his middle finger to make it stick up. He held his breath as she shuffled into position right over his hand. It was giving him a closer view of her breasts and the anticipation of what was about to happen came on stronger. He flinched when the end of the crop tapped a little harder on the sensitive tip of his cock.

“You can have cunt,” Mistress Melissa went on. “But it comes with the crop.”

He looked down and knew what she meant. If he wanted what was being offered, it came with a punishment and he knew it was going to hurt. His gaze settled on Anette and he watched as she slid the hem of her skirt up. The sight of her shaved pussy brought on an animal lust in him that was stronger than he’d ever experienced.

“Do you want it?” Mistress Melissa asked.

“Yes,” Jack blurted out.

He shuddered as Anette squatted down to impale her pussy on his erect finger. The feel of just how wet she was excited him all the more, but he clenched his muscles as the crop lifted. He was all too aware of it swishing through the air and it cracked on his erection hard. It caused him to buck up and the burst of agonizing pain made him want to drag his hand from between chubby thighs. He could feel the way the maid was grinding herself down onto his finger though and the sound of the low groans in the back of her throat turned him on.

“Look how much he wants it,” Mistress Melissa mocked.

She grabbed for the yellow panties on his chest with her free hand and forced them against his nose and mouth as she hit his cock again. The scent of pussy filled Jack’s nostrils and he licked at the material as the ache of another spank on his hard flesh sent fresh waves of suffering rolling through his body. He squirmed around frantically and couldn’t resist the impulse to bring his knees closer together.

Vicious spanks of Mistress Melissa’s palm began to torment his thighs again and it forced him to spread his legs wide. He stirred his finger around in wet cunt as Anette continued to roil around on it and the kinky action immersed him in a mix of pain and pleasure that left him crying out. The crop whacked against his stiff shaft again and every nerve ending in his body protested against the agony. There was only one way to stop it, but he didn’t want to and endured the forceful torture a few seconds longer before dragging his hand free.

“I don’t think he loves you, Anette,” Mistress Melissa taunted.

The sound of the maid’s panting breaths matched Jack’s, but it was pleasure fueling hers. His short, short gasps were a result of the agony he was bathed in, but his cock felt harder than ever and the longing for more surfaced in his mind. The thought that his fetish really was deviant came in his head, but there was no shaking off his desires. He flicked out his tongue to start licking at the panties pressed against his face, but they were pulled away.

“Maybe it’s more than his finger he wants in your cunt,” Mistress Melissa said.

“Can I?” Anette said in an excited voice.

“You two perverts deserve each other,” the dominatrix went on and laughed.

There was no doubt she was controlling the situation and Jack saw the nod of her head this time. His chest heaved as Anette moved straight away. The way he was slumped down on the sofa meant she could easily straddle his torso and she placed a knee either side of him then lifted her skirt around her waist as she leaned in. Her shaved pussy loomed over his face and he caught the scent. The sound of leather cracking against naked skin rang out, but it was Anette that squealed when the crop spanked on her butt and she came to a halt.

“You know what’s going to happen,” Mistress Melissa said as she caught Jack’s gaze. “Do you want it?”

He looked from her to the shaved pussy inches from his face. He wanted it so badly and his tongue slid around his lips. The burning hunger made him squirm and he knew the pain he was about to receive, but his body was ablaze and there was only one answer.

“Yes.”

Anette shuddered as she jammed her hips forward. It trapped Jack’s head against the leather and she grabbed the back of the sofa to force herself onto him with more effort as she worked to grind her slick skin on his mouth. His excitement surged and his groan was muffled as the riding crop brought back the stinging pain. The flat end tormented his erection as it cracked firmly against it and the harsh slaps on his thighs kept his legs spread wide. He parted his lips and felt the wash of slick juices flooding into his mouth as he plunged his stiff tongue in wet cunt.

The swirling touches inside made Anette’s head rock back and the heat between her thighs grew stronger as she pulled herself forward. Her excitement mounted and she could hear the muffled grunts of the boy she was using as she quickly closed in on what she wanted. It was her in control of the action now and the only end to Jack’s torture was if she pulled herself away. All she was interested in was her own pleasure though and it was too bad for him if he had to suffer for it. She released the grip of one hand to bring it down to her clit as she continued to ride an eager mouth.

Jack’s body juddered as his ass lifted up from the couch. The harsh discipline of the crop rained down on his stiff shaft, with the exquisite pain ripping through him. He kept his tongue working furiously inside cunt as he watched Anette’s fingers spreading slick folds of skin to torment clit. His body was on fire like never before as the weight of the maid pressed down on his head to keep it trapped against the sofa. All he could do was be a submissive boy and take what two older women were giving him.

The worry of losing his load too quickly was gone and the pain ratcheted up as Mistress Melissa meted out a brutal punishment that left his cock and thighs in scorching agony. His desperation grew and it made him lick harder in cunt. The only way out was to make Anette lose control and he could hear her despairing groans as her body succumbed to the attention being lavished on it. She thrust forward harder as she tormented her clit until it all became too much.

The spasms of her thigh muscles rocked her as the building tension reached a peak that erupted to orgasm. The sound of her groans filled the room as hot waves of pleasure tore through her body and her pussy rippled around a stiff tongue as Jack kept it buried deep inside her. The flat end of the crop continued to spank down on his cock until Anette finally pulled herself away from him. He could feel the drip of her juices running down his chin and swept his tongue around his sticky lips.

His breath rasped out and he kept his gaze on the shaved pussy he just helped lick to orgasm until the material of the pleated skirt slid down to block the view. He could feel the stroking touches of Mistress Melissa’s fingers on his inner thigh and shuddered as he waited for the hot pain to cool.

“Do you feel good now, slut?” Mistress Melissa mocked her maid.

“Yes Miss,” Anette replied as she climbed off the sofa and got to her feet.

Jack stared at her disheveled clothes and was unable to control the trembling of his muscles. His gaze went down to the red stripes and hand marks on his skin and he rocked his head back. It was pleasure the crop now gave him as it slid gently up and down his length and he was desperate for a finish. Whether it happened or not wasn’t up to him though. He was in the hands of a mistress that seemed to delight in giving him pain and he snuck a glance at her when she spoke.

“Do you want another taste of dick, Anette?” she asked.

“Yes Miss.”

“Sit down,” Mistress Melissa barked.

Anette did as she was told and all eyes fixed on the way the crop teased a throbbing erection.

“Do you want her mouth on your cock?” Mistress Melissa said.

“Yes please, Miss,” Jack replied and saw the merciless smile play on the dominatrix’s lips.

“Do you think I’ll let her?”

The crop slid up to his nipples again and his chest heaved as the end came down firmly on them.

“I don’t know,” Jack answered. “But my guess is yes…, if I take more of the punishment.”

“Hurts like fuck doesn’t it,” she spat out. “But there’s no need to ask if you like it. Look at that fucking thing.”

The fingers of her free hand flicked at his cock and he flinched. The suddenness of the harder spank took him by surprise and the way her palm slammed down on his erection tore at his guts. The pain was excruciating and he tried to close his legs, but they were quickly slapped wide open. Mistress Melissa’s laugh was harsh as she flicked her fingers at his quivering shaft again.

“Still fucking hard,” she mocked and nodded her head at her maid.

Anette was quick to lean down and her wet tongue licking along his length brought some relief from the agony. She tucked her blonde hair behind her ear and Jack knew she was doing it to let him watch. The riding crop began to spank down on his nipples with more force as lips slid over the head of his erection. He was immersed in a world of pain and pleasure again and closed his eyes as the exhilaration of a moment he’d dreamed about washed over him.

The crop moved lower to crack against the reddened skin of his thighs as Anette’s hand came between his legs to cup his balls. It at least protected them from any torture and he wondered if she’d done it deliberately as she began to bob her head. He watched her lips sliding up and down his erect length and his body was wracked by shudders that grew stronger as his excitement climbed towards a high. His groans grew louder as he neared a release.

As the rhythm of the blowjob grew faster, the spanks on his thighs got harder and Jack squirmed as he savored the moment. The massaging touches on his balls brought him closer to the edge and his back arched tightly when he got there.

“Let me see,” Mistress Melissa ordered.

Anette pushed her head down to deep-throat cock before slowly sliding her mouth up and off. She brought her hand up from balls to roughly stroke her fingers along a stiff length and it was the sensation that tipped Jack into the abyss. The juddering of his hips became pronounced as he lost control and he let out a guttural cry as a gushing stream of thick cum erupted. It was powerful enough to shoot up his torso all the way to his face and he felt the sticky splash on his mouth, but ignored it as his body bucked up.

More pearly streaks dirtied his naked skin as the spurting strings of white continued to blast out and he felt the crop coming down on his jerking cock. His breath spilled out heavily as he reveled in the last of the pain and pleasure before his release gradually died away. Anette leaned in to kiss him and he saw her licking the cum from her lips when she lifted her head.

“Look at you,” Mistress Melissa mocked as she continued to tap the crop on the head of his cock. “Demeaned, humiliated and covered in your own cum. So fucking pathetic, but I bet you’ll be jacking off to the memory when you get home.”

Jack’s eyes were wide as he glanced at her. He took a look at her deep cleavage, but another spank on his softening cock made him avert his gaze.

“Get him fucking out of here,” Mistress Melissa barked.

“Yes Miss,” Anette said.

Jack winced as he was dragged to his feet by the maid. The pair of them gathered up his clothes and he was led naked to the door. He glanced back to see that Mistress Melissa was in the same pose as when he first entered the room. His gaze ran along her latex-clad leg to the stiletto heel on her foot and he saw the way the crop tapped against the shoe. The door of the room was opened and the grip on his wrist pulled him out.

“You need to get cleaned up,” Anette said as she took him along to a bathroom.

She got a towel then wet it in the sink before washing his body.

“Do you always get involved?” he asked.

“No,” Anette replied. “It’s only happened once before and the guy never came back.”

He flinched as the cloth was used to clean his cock and beaten thighs.

“Does it hurt bad?” she asked when she glanced up.

“Yes,” Jack replied and laughed. “But it was fucking great.”

“Get dressed,” Anette told him.

He was quick to do it and saw the card she held out.

“What is it?” he asked.

“The numbers you can get me on,” she replied and grabbed his wrist. “Promise you’ll come back.”

He could hear the note of excitement in her voice and it was clear she’d loved what happened just as much as him. He knew he would be back, but hesitated to reply.

“I’ll let you fuck me if you do,” Anette blurted out. “I want more of what just took place.”

The surprise showed on his face and he felt the excitement returning to his body.

“He didn’t need the lure of pussy to return for more domination, but the chance to be with Anette was too good to miss.”

“Yeah, I’ll be back,” he said.

She leaned in to kiss him before leading him out of the bathroom to take him to the front door of the apartment.

“Make it soon,” she said when she opened the door.

Jack nodded his head as he stepped out to the hallway. Walking brought a burning heat between his thighs that made him wince, but a smile played on his lips. He knew he would be jacking off to the memory of his first dominatrix session in the days to come and he was already looking forward to his next visit before he left the building.
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