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We first met online. I was going on a solo European trip and wanted to plug into the kinky community while I traveled.

I posted in a travel forum. Mistress Blue Moon seeks submissive companions of all genders and gender identities to show her around.

Different submissives responded from different European countries but Tomas from Prague caught my eye.

“Greetings Mistress, I offer myself as your humble tour guide. References upon request.”

He didn’t try to ask for anything. He didn’t lead with requests for sex or drop sexual innuendos. During our brief email exchanges he was honest, divulging that he was married. He was polite, and he wasn’t pushy.

When I arrived in the Czech Republic, Tomas immediately met me for coffee, and a light breakfast.

“It’s good to meet you in person,” he held my gaze. “You are even more beautiful than your photos.”

“What’s good here?” Inwardly I was pleased. Outwardly, I ignored his statement, glancing at the menu.

“Everything. What do you like?”

After a smattering of small talk, I ordered an egg and meat breakfast with coffee.

“Good choice,” he gave the waiter my order in Czech.

Though I liked Tomas enough after our brief email exchanges to meet him in person, that feeling morphed in the middle of our first face-to-face. During the conversation I pegged him as arrogant, and sarcastic. And while I preferred my subs to be docile and complacent, knowing their place up front, something about him intrigued me.

Bratty adds an extra layer of work, one I rarely want to deal with. But it also brings out the sadist in me, wanting to put them in their place. What I didn’t know was that Tomas would soon change all my preconceived notions and perceptions about brats.

On the surface, he was extremely attractive, fit and charming. Dark, thick lashes hid soulful eyes. He wore a pouty mouth featuring plump kissable lips, the kind models pay for. His face was slightly rounded with high cheekbones and an aristocratic nose. In his online photos, dark hair spiked around his charming face but in person it was shorn, showing off his lovely features.

Underneath his good looks, underneath his brattiness, underneath his armor of arrogance Tomas was highly intelligent, enigmatic and interesting. A flavorful multi-layered cake of complexity.

The next day we enjoyed another delectable meal. After paying, he escorted me outside, holding the door open.

“Where did you park?” I asked.

“Right here, in front.” He motioned to a fancy new Mercedes, opening the door for me. I slid onto the cream leather seats and buckled up. “I will take you to the famous gothic Prague Castle. We’ll do a quick whirlwind tour and then I’ll drop you off at the Charles Bridge. It’s closed for pedestrian traffic only.”

Glued to the window, I caught the passing sights as Tomas drove across Mánes Bridge from old town. The conversation was light. He talked a little about his life and family.

We spent the better part of the day touring around the castle. His knowledge of the town, his country and the history of the region was a huge turn on. When I asked him to take me to shopping at the local fetish store, several days later, he leapt.

“Arrive an hour early with your toy bag,” I told him. “I’ll look through it and then we’ll shop for whatever items you don’t have, but should.”

“I would love that Mistress Blue,” he rasped over the phone. “Shall I make myself ready for you?”

“Yes,” I hissed.

Tomas sparked something deep, primal and dirty in the recesses of my mind. The thought of punishing him for being bratty and sarcastic turned me on. I wanted to see him beg. I wanted to torture him. And I wanted to have power over him, wielding and using it, along with his body, for my pleasure.

I greeted Tomas at the door in a short black dress. Molded around every curve the outfit featured large holes where my skin peeked through. It barely covered my privates. My legs were bare, and I donned a pair of knee-high, spiked black boots.

He gulped down air, almost choking on it. Not bowing his head, he blinked down at me with doe brown eyes.

Shaking my head, I tsked and pointed to the bedroom, my mind reeling with ideas. “Place your things in there, undress and make me a cup of tea.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Forcing his gaze away, Tomas shuffled quickly into the bedroom, dropped his goodie bag and kicked off his shoes. I stood at the entrance and watched as he undressed. His face flamed red, but he did as he was told, first pulling the t-shirt over his head and then looking down at his jeans.

“You have two minutes to get naked or I will discipline you.”

With slightly shaking fingers he unzipped and pulled down his pants. I stifled a smile. This was a side of Tomas I had not seen before. A little shy and quiet for the first time since we’d met. I liked it. I also liked the underwear he’d chosen. Or, more accurately, the underwear I’d chosen for him when he’d sent a photo.

He hesitated, glancing up at me.

“Leave them on for now,” I spun a finger in the air. Quickly stepping out of his jeans he spun, showing off the black lace thong gripping every curve and bulge. “Socks off and then tea.”

He complied, hopping on one foot to remove each sock. I stood aside as he lurched for the doorway, following him into the kitchen where I collapsed into a chair, eyeing his muscular form.

The bulge in the front of his lace thong pulsated as he moved about the kitchen, making me a cup of tea. When he deposited it on the table in front of me I smiled up at him.

“Take a rest on the floor at my feet,” I purred.

Dropping hard to his knees he grimaced dropping his ass down to sit. Bowing his head, he waited silently, like a good pet.


Chapter 2
[image: ]



Taking my time, I sipped the warm tea, crossing one long leg over the other so my skin-tight black dress rode even farther up my thighs. His eyes followed the motion, and he whined.

“On your knees slut,” I said.

Obeying, he rose, and winced.

“Go into the bedroom, unpack your goodie bag on the couch and pick out three of your least favorite items. The ones you hope I don’t use on you.”

He sniffled.

“If you are untruthful, I will know.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then you will climb onto the bed, face down and wait for me.”

“Yes Mistress,” he rose and shuffled out of the room.

When I entered, several minutes later he was lying prone on the bed.

I offered only silence as I grabbed some thick rope and tied all four limbs to the bed corners.

Leaving him tied face down and prone, I took my time perusing the contents of his toy bag. My fingers twitched as I ran them over the three implements he’d set aside. A squat butt plug, a thin leather deprivation mask and a small leather pouch containing clothespins.

Reaching into the bag, I grasped a bamboo cane and ran it lightly over his bared ass. He raised up in a buck and a groan. Nudging his bound legs wider I reached down to grab his cock and balls, pulling them out from under him. Another groan. I teased, yanked and pulled until he was throbbing hard and leaking pre-come. Then I brought the cane down hard on his raised ass. Tomas yelped, and I smiled, a broad grin lighting up my face for none to see. Still, his cock throbbed, remaining rock hard. I whipped his pale ass again and again, watching the lovely red welts appear and his dick leaked even more pre-come.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Oh yes Mistress,” he raised his ass higher.

I grasped his balls and dug my fingernails into the tender flesh, reaching into the small leather bag and pulling out several clothespins. When I attached the first one, he screamed.

“You like caning but not clothespins?” I mocked.

“Yes Mistress,” he stuttered. “I don’t like CBT.”

Perfect.

I attached several more clothespins as he whimpered and his dick went flaccid. Good. Sliding off the bed I stepped into the leather harness, placed a medium-sized dildo into the metal circle and buckled it snugly around my waist.

He tried to turn his head to see what I was doing, and I crossed over quickly to slap his face. His eyes popped shut. “If you’re going to crane your neck to see what I’m doing, you can suck my cock you little whore.”

His mouth opened, and I rammed the purple dildo into it. He gagged, but I kept the pressure tight against the back of his throat.

“Don’t gag on my dick whore. Take it. I know what a dirty cocksucker you are.”

He must have relaxed his throat because my dick slipped an inch further. His eyes blinked open, wide and watering. They were met by my most sadistic smile. He blinked, tears streaming down his face. I placed my hands behind his turned head and rode his face. Whimpering sounds emanated around the dildo but he did not try and pull away. After several minutes I removed the dildo, glancing down to eye thick streams of saliva spreading from the tip of the cock to the corners of his mouth.

“Good little whore. You wet my cock so I can fuck your ass. Now turn your face into the pillow and do not try to peek again.”

“Yes, Mistress Blue.” He blinked several more tears and complied.

Climbing between his legs I squirted some lube onto my hand and massaged it around his anus . He squirmed onto my fingers. I slapped his ass, and he ceased moving but started to whine.

Guiding the dildo into his entrance I pressed against it and he raised his ass.

“What a fucking whore you are,” I laughed cruelly. “You want to be fucked by me you little slut?”

“Yes please,” he whined. “I’m your little slut.”

“That’s right. And I’ll use you as I see fit. Understood?”

He nodded into the pillow, making sweet little whining sounds.

Pushing the dildo inside, I reached below and grabbed his cock, which was already hard even with the clothespins on his scrotum. I pumped his member and his ass, grinding the harness into my clit and bearing down. Tomas groaned and writhed with rapture. His dick pulsed, growing thicker with each pump and plunge.

“You want to come whore?” I teased.

“Oh yes Mistress, please, may I?”

With my other hand I reached between his legs and pulled off the clothespins in rapid succession. Tomas howled in pain, his dick immediately going limp. Letting it drop, I kept up the rhythm of pumping his ass until my own orgasm shot up my spine.

Screaming in ecstasy I made a verbal show of my pleasure. I didn’t stop pressing deep inside him until the waves of euphoria, running throughout my body, melted into a warm glow.
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Climbing off I went to the bathroom and showered, reapplied my makeup and fixed my hair. I was naked when I re-entered the bedroom. Tomas didn’t notice. He was breathing heavily, humping and grinding against the mattress. Silently, I snatched the cane and thwacked his ass a dozen times on one cheek as he stopped moving and cried out in pain.

“Did I tell you to fuck the mattress bitch?”

“No Mistress,” he said through tears.

I grabbed the thick butt plug and positioned it at the entrance to his ass. He cried out as I twisted it inside.

“Mistress, please, no, I don’t like that plug,” he cried out.

I thwacked his other cheek with the cane. “If you complain, you will be punished. Take it like a man, you little whore. Your asshole needs stretching to accommodate my needs, not yours.”

He whimpered. I squirted more lube around the widest part of the plug and forced it inside. His cock immediately sprang to attention, and he moaned.

“You like that hussy?”

“I do,” he whined though I didn’t need verbal confirmation, I had the visual.

I slowly untied him, and he rolled over, rubbing his wrists. His eyes flickered up to me and he gasped, taking in my nudity. Then he dropped his gaze and let it roam hungrily over my body. He reached up to touch me but I slapped his hand away. “Look, but do not touch.”

His eyes never left my form as I slowly slipped into a tight red mini-skirt and a black leather corset. He groaned as I gave him my back, ordering him to lace me up.

Once dressed I tossed him a towel. Tomas gaped, and it hit him in the face. I laughed cruelly.

“Wipe yourself off and get dressed,” I ordered.

When he was presentable, I took his hand and led him out the door. “Time for more fun.”

Tomas drove, and I delighted in the architecture looming around us. From gothic to art nouveau and everything in between, Prague seemed to have it all. It was one of the few cities near Germany, in Western Europe, that wasn’t destroyed. Though Tomas told me about one bombing there. Pastel baroque buildings sped by and we rounded a corner where he pulled over and paused so I could ogle the Dancing House, a modern architectural amazement.

“It’s supposed to be a pair of dancers,” Tomas smiled. “Fred Estare and Ginger Rogers, to be precise.”

Indeed, one building stood tall with a mishmash of windows protruding from its frame. The other building leaned against it as though tired of standing on its own. She was covered in glass and bent at the waist. I assumed, it was Ginger.

After several more delightful side street detours he pulled up and parked in front of the fetish shop. Exiting the car, he walked over and opened my door, offering a hand.

The shop sported one large room just past the lobby entrance. As I perused a case teeming with electrifying toys an employee approached and spoke to me in Czech. His face was boyish with round, wide features, topped with a mop of sandy brown hair.

“English?” I asked.

“Yes, of course,” he switched seamlessly. “You are welcome to walk around naked here, if you wish and to try on anything.” He motioned to walls covered in deprivation masks, ball gags and everything else the mind could conceive.

I turned to Tomas who was reddening. “You shouldn’t tell her that.”

“You heard the man,” I snapped. “Strip.”

Tomas looked between us pleadingly. The employee shrugged and shuffled away.

“Now slut.” I stood with both hands on my hips.

“But, the plug…” he looked mortified.

“Keep your lace thong on.”

“Uh, that’s worse…”

“Shut up.”

“Yes Mistress.” He quickly disrobed, folded his jeans and t-shirt and placed them on the counter.

I walked to the wall of deprivation masks, not forgetting that they were among the three things he didn’t like. “Sit down.” I pointed to the chair and he eyed it, brows drawn. There was one thing I knew about Tomas, he liked cleanliness. I held up a finger and peered around, finding a pile of folded towels on a counter. Jutting my chin toward them I said, “grab one, cover the chair and put your ass in it now.”

He scurried over to the towels as two men entered the room and eyed him appreciatively. Reddening from head to toe, Tomas hurried back, covered the chair and collapsed in it.

I removed the thickest looking mask from its hook and placed it over Tomas’s head, pulling the laces tight in the back. He groaned and grabbed the sides of his face.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

He shook his head. I pulled the laces tighter. The mask had no eyeholes, only a small hole for the mouth. I tied the laces, grabbed him by the hand and yanked him up. He stumbled. I laughed. The two men approached, smiling.

One was tall and thick, reminding me of a wrestler. His head was shaved, and he wore full black leather motorcycle gear. His dark eyes roamed over Tomas, slowly, as if he was eyeing an ice cream cone he was about to devour.

The other man was small, almost boyish in build with straight blond hair pulled back in a neat ponytail. His light eyes never left the face of the hulking one.

“Delicious pet you’ve got there,” the larger one said.

“Thank you, would you like a taste?”

Tomas squirmed in my grasp, trying to get away. I tightened my grip, and he stopped fighting.

The big one licked his lips and looked over at the smaller one who nodded eagerly.

“Alexandr,” the hulk called to the salesman. “Can we use the back room for an hour?”

“Of course Edvard, anything for you and your slave.”

Edvard didn’t bother with formal introductions and neither did I. It didn’t matter. I followed him through saloon doors and down a low-lit hallway into a dark room at the end. Once the four of us were inside, he closed the door. I let my eyes adjust. There was a double bed against the far wall, covered in black vinyl. Viewing chairs lined one wall and on the other wall was a St. Andrew’s cross with eye hooks and chains.

I let go of Tomas’s hand and he swayed on his feet. “You will wait here with the slave. Do not speak.”

Walking over to the far corner, Edvard followed. We spent several minutes discussing and agreeing upon the session in voices too low for the slave and Tomas to hear.
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When we finished, I moved to grasp Tomas’s hand once more.

“Slave,” Edvard’s booming voice commanded, “come chain this one.”

“What’s happening?” Tomas’s voice trembled.

I clenched his hand and leaned in to nuzzle his neck. “You’re about to make me a very happy Dominatrix.” He sagged against me and I put an arm around him, pulling him close. “And you’ll enjoy this too. So much. It’s your reward for wearing the mask for me.” Which he would have to buy after this session. I reached down to squeeze his cock through his panties. He responded with a whimper.

“But Mistress, I’m afraid,” he whispered against me.

“Tomas,” I said firmly. “You’re a dirty little whore and it would please me to see you used by another. Would you deny me that pleasure?”

He shook his head. “Never. My Mistress’s happiness comes first, before my own.”

“Good boy,” I cooed.

Slave removed the thick lengths of chain and the noise reverberated through the small room, making Tomas jump.

Edvard caught my gaze, we both grinned like wolves who had just devoured a flock of lambs.

He approached Tomas’s other side and gruffly grabbed his hand. I let go of the one I’d been holding and Tomas cried out. Edvard practically dragged him to the cross.

“Mistress?” he sobbed.

“I’m here. You are to comply with these men. They wish to use you as their personal whore.”

He continued sobbing softly.

Slave wrapped the chains around his ankles as Edvard pushed him into position, his back against the cross. Tomas shuddered, and I imagined him wincing behind the mask. Slave connected the chains to the eyehooks with carabiners. The loud click caused Tomas to pitch forward. Edvard caught him, slamming him back against the cross and yanking his arms up, holding them firmly while slave bound his wrists with the chains.

“You are very lucky Tomas,” Edvard said. “My slave is the best little dick sucker known to man. He will suck on your cock, tease you and caress you until you’re on the verge of exploding and then…” he glanced at me and I shook my head. “Unfortunately for you, he’ll stop.”

Tomas’s cock pulsed through his panties and the slave, his greedy eyes upon it, licked his lips.

“I hear from your Mistress that you were bad and had to have your asshole plugged. Is this true?” Edvard laughed.

“Mmm hmm,” Tomas swallowed.

I moved closer and to the side, for a better look.

Edvard reached behind Tomas, wormed his fingers under the strap in the back of his thong and twisted the plug. Tomas cried out but his dick sprang to life, jutting out the side of his black lace panties.

“You are a dirty whore,” Edvard said.

“He really is,” I agreed. “I’d like to watch you two use him for your pleasure.”

“Oh, we will. Slave, on your knees.”

The smaller man dropped quickly before Tomas, eyeing his cock like a hungry carnivore eyes a juicy steak.

“Slave, hands only.”

The slave lifted his shaking hands to the inside of Tomas’s legs and caressed up his calves, following the muscular lines to his inner thighs. Tomas’s cock jutted out even farther, pulsating up and down. Edvard stood closer but without blocking my view. He unbuttoned his leather pants and let them drop to the floor. A puddle at his feet. He did not step out of them. Without underwear his proud cock jutted high, almost laying against his slightly rounded, but muscular belly. He grabbed it with one hand, his lids growing heavy and began to pump.

His slave’s eyes grew big, and he momentarily lost focus, gaze pinned on his Master.

“Rip off his panties,” Edvard commanded.

Tomas sucked in a breath. “But these are my favorite pair.”

“Shut your trap slut,” I hissed. It had been my idea to ruin them.

His mouth closed, and the slave tore them from his groin, not taking any precautions. The fabric stretched, putting pressure on his anal plug and scrotum. Tomas let out a long wail until they finally snapped. His cock bounced, semi hard.

The slave looked over at his Master who nodded and smiled encouragingly, pumping his own cock faster.

Slave descended on Tomas, grabbing the insides of his thighs and then wrapping his large hands around my subs hips and ass. His open mouth sucked Tomas’s cock inside and I swayed on my feet, almost losing balance. I loved watching men suck cock; it was such an arousing sight and seeing Tomas receiving it, rocked shivers of pleasure through my core. He was enjoying it as much as I was. His head fell back against the cross and his jaw was slack with a thin line of saliva dripping from the corner.

The slave’s head bobbed greedily, and he groaned loudly. Edvard’s eyes never left him as he pumped himself. Tomas strained at the chains.

“Ooh,” he moaned softly, pumping his hips forward to fuck the slave’s mouth.

I crossed quickly and pinched both his nipples hard, twisting the tender flesh between my thumb and forefinger. He yelped and stopped moving his hips.

“Slave, raise yourself to your knees,” Edvard commanded.

The slave did as his Master bade and Edvard dropped behind him, licking his hand and guiding his huge erection into the slave’s ass. He groaned and bucked back on his Master’s dick without letting go of Tomas. I crouched next to them, reached beneath the slave’s mouth and cupped Tomas’s balls, yanking and squeezing. Tomas groaned loudly.

Edvard pumped into the slave, which, in turn pushed the slave’s mouth onto Tomas’s dick. The fuck train was so hot, I watched, still holding onto his balls.

“Mistress,” he whined. “I can’t hold back.”

I twisted, digging my fingernails into his scrotum and he howled in pain.

Edvard and his slave were lost in their own rapture and I did my part to keep Tomas on the edge of his. Every time he got close to coming I’d dig my nails into his tender skin.

Finally Edvard pulled out of his slave, moved closer to Tomas and pumped himself hard. “I’m going to bathe your sub in my hot liquid,” he rasped, and I leapt out of the way. A second later, jets of white come shot from his cock, covering Tomas’s abdomen. The fluid dripped down onto the face of his slave who was groaning and panting, trying to drink it down while keeping Tomas in his mouth too.
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Tomas cried out, on the verge of his own orgasm, his body flushed with red hot shame and the slave spit out his dick.

“Noooo,” Tomas wailed. “Please…”

I flicked his throbbing member with my middle finger several times as he cried out in sobs and sniffles. The slave cleaned Edvard with his tongue and then moved to clean Tomas’s belly, lapping up his Master’s milky fluid. Tomas moaned and writhed, trying to buck his dick into the slave’s face. I scratched down his chest leaving thick red welts and slapped his face through the mask. He stilled.

When the slave finished, he dressed his Master, pulling up Edvard’s pants, zipping and buttoning them.

“There are some fun, sanitized toys in the nightstand drawer. Enjoy.” Edvard whispered in my ear before the two filed out of the room, closing the door.

“Are they gone?” Tomas sniffled. “Is Mistress pleased with me? May I come now?”

“You may shut the fuck up Tomas until I allow you to speak.”

He made a muffled sound of agreement.

Moving to the nightstand drawers I perused the contents. Pulling out a delicious item, I placed it on the bed. Grabbing the sanitizer and towels, I cleaned the device and the vinyl bed covering. There was a slight lavender scent to the sanitizer and it wafted through the room, to calm. Tomas remained silent throughout.

When I finally released his chains, he fell forward into my arms and I led him gently over to the bed. Placing him face up I climbed next to him and offered a touch of aftercare. He whimpered. I trailed my fingernails lightly down the length of his muscular torso, over the red welts. Tickling with feather light touches as I went, a moan escaped his lips. I moved down to his cock, expertly kneading and squeezing it back to life.

A sharp intake of air and then a long sigh escaped and I let it go where it flopped hard on his stomach. He squeaked. I massaged around his balls and the base of his scrotum, along the insides of his delicate thighs. Careful not to touch his pulsing cock.

He groaned and bucked. Leaping off the bed I used the 4 velcro straps attached to the bed corners to buckle him down. He whined. “Isn’t it time to take this mask off?”

Without responding I took the delicious item I had found and slid it over his head and the mask, fitting into the spot on his chin where it belonged.

“What’s that?”

“That my dear pet, is the cock I will ride instead of your useless one. This one will give me greater pleasure. I expect you to use your tongue on my clit as I ride your face.”

“Oh Mistress,” his voice caught. “Yes please, use me as your sex toy.”

Pulling up my skirt, I climbed atop his face and positioned my wet pussy over the dildo. Grabbing the protrusion I angled his chin up and squatted down, guiding it deep into my cleft. When it was fully inside, I ground hard. “Stick out your tongue and lap up my juices bitch.”

Eagerly, his tongue thrust out to meet my tender nub, and I rode him until the orgasm built and surged. Not wanting to give up this delicious experience just yet, I slowed. His body tensed and I mashed his face hard between my thighs. Muffled cries escaped, but he didn’t stop licking and I didn’t stop riding.

Arching back I trailed a sharp fingernail down his chest and clutched his rock hard dick. He groaned into my pussy, his breath coming in short bursts through his nose, muted by the leather mask. I pumped his cock once, twice, and it surged in my grasp. I let it fall with a plop on his tight stomach.

A whimper and the light smell of lavender filled my nostrils. I drew in a lungful of the fragrance, clamped my thighs even tighter and angled the dildo toward my g-spot.

“Fuck me with your chin, you useless sac,” I cried.

Tomas’s head lifted and his tongue moved at a frenzied pace, riding me as I rode him. In a gush I came all over his face and the mask, squirting my juices and moaning in delight. He groaned beneath me, keeping contact with my vibrating clit. I kept riding him and came again a second later. The second orgasm was even more intense than the first, shooting straight through my body like lightening striking the Zizkov Television Tower.

“Yes slut,” I screamed. “You’re my little whore.”

Tomas grunted in agreement, urging me to keep riding but I was spent and collapsed on his face, panting to catch my breath.
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I let the aftermath pulse through me in tiny aftershocks and Tomas lay still like a good boy, letting me enjoy it.

A few minutes later, after my body and mind had recovered I rolled off and tidied myself up. Tomas’s dick lay semi-hard on his stomach. I snatched a sealed feather toy out of the drawer and tore open the wrapping. Lightly, I ran it over his dick and torso. He shivered and his cock grew hard, straining upward. Gently I lifted his head, unzipped the thick mask and pulled it off. An enormous sigh escaped from his lips, his face flushing pink after exposure. His eyes fixed on mine, pleaded for release and I flashed a cruel smile. His face fell.

Without freeing his arms I lay next to him, nuzzling into the crook of his arm and ran the feather toy, excruciatingly slow, up and down his body. Lazily, I ran it over his arm and he quivered. I skipped it across his face and he closed his eyes, his breathing labored, his cock a pulsating rock.

“Mistress, please…” he wailed.

I leapt off him and opened the drawer. His eyes darted left, his neck straining, and I smiled, hiding the item as I removed and sanitized it.

“Close your eyes slut,” I demanded. Immediately he complied, and I placed the ball gag over his mouth, forcing it open.

He shook his head violently, his eyes still screwed shut and a tiny tear escaped, sliding down his cheek.

“Poor little whore, can’t figure out when to keep his mouth shut so his Mistress has to do it for him.”

He whimpered but let me insert the ball gag and lift his head so I could buckle it into place.

“That’s better,” I cooed, and another tear slid down his cheek. “You can open your eyes now crybaby.”

They flew open and calmed once they settled on my smile. I hovered over him, feather toy in hand and continued to tease by running it over his lithe body. When I reached his cock he tensed and strained, unable to speak, his eyes searching mine. I worked lightly, teasing him back to life once again and when he started leaking pre-come I stopped. He whimpered and bucked. I laughed, moving up to unstrap his left hand.

“You’re right handed, yes?” I asked, and he nodded furiously. “Good. If you want to come, you’ll have to masturbate with your left hand while I watch.”

He protested with muffled cries but I ignored him. As soon as his left hand was free, he grabbed his cock and started stroking.

“Slower,” I preened, and he whimpered, slowing the pace.

He gathered the pre-come, leaking from the tip and feathered it down his shaft, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Good boy,” I whispered. “Show me what a dirty little whore you are. Jacking off in front of your Mistress and drinking up your own come.”

He thrashed his head no, and I laughed mercilessly. “You will do as your told whore. Now keep stroking your cock.”

Groaning, he did as he was told, his eyes widening when I stood up, placing one leg on either side of him. I positioned myself over his face, lifted my skirt and started playing with myself. He pumped faster, and I shook my head.

“You will not come until I do, is that understood?”

“Uhhh,” he forced around the ball gag.

I spread my lips so he had a good view of my plumped pink pussy lips and continued to touch myself. I was so wet that my juices dripped onto his face and he groaned, arching his back.

“Give me a good show, little slut. Play with your useless clit.”

He grabbed himself again, sliding his hand over the head of his bulging member, down the shaft and around the balls which he squeezed and massaged. Groaning, he arched up, his breathing shallow once more.

Over him I brought my other hand between my legs and pushed a finger inside, pumping with a slow, even motion. Wetness slicked my thighs, and he moaned loudly.

I pumped myself, inserting another finger and pinching my clit. Whining he removed his hand as his cock pumped uselessly in the air above his tight abs.

“Good boy,” I cooed, more pre-come leaking onto his belly. My body shuddered and tensed, my third orgasm building. With shaking legs I groaned, readjusting my stance wider.

Whimpering he reached for his cock, grabbing it but not stroking.

“I’m getting ready to come,” I whispered hoarsely. “You will come with me.”

“Ahhh,” he forced around the gag, swiping a wet thumb across the head of his dick.

Pumping myself and swirling my thumb and forefinger over my clit, his tempo met mine as he stroked himself.

My head flew back, thighs clenching as the orgasm ripped through me and I dropped to my knees, on his face, coming hard. His own orgasm released with hot jets of semen shooting high, drenching his stomach and chest. A deep sound of pleasure released from his throat to mix with my screams. Grinding my wet pussy into his nose and the ball-gag, I used his face to force out a fourth and final climax, coming harder than the other three times combined. Stars shot across my vision and, lightheaded, I collapsed backwards, sagging against the headboard.


Chapter 7
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After a short respite, I pulled down my skirt and exited the room, returning with a disposable cup.

Tomas followed me with his eyes and I handed the cup to him.

“Scoop up your jizz,” I commanded.

Holding the cup sideways, he scooped thick gobs of come off his abdomen and chest, practically filling the vessel. I lifted his head and unbuckled the gag, then loosened the other three velcro straps until he was free. Helping him sit up, I propped his limp body against the headboard and smiled. Motioning with my hand I gave him the “bottoms up” sign and he grimaced but lifted the cup to his mouth.

“Drink your useless fluid, bitch,” I growled.

Squeezing his eyes shut, Tomas complied, slurping down every drop. He even ran his tongue around the inside of the cup.

“Such a good little cunt,” I cooed, taking the empty cup and placing it on the bedside table. Laying next to him I rested his head on my chest and pet his hair until his breathing slowed.

Tomas drifted off, and I let him nap for thirty minutes before rousing him. When he awoke I had him clean everything off and replace the used items in the drawer. After dressing, he gathered the soiled leather mask and feather toy and we made our way out of the room and to the front counter where Tomas purchased the items.

Once in the car, he grinned at me. “That was incredible Mistress. Can I treat you to dinner now?”

“You may,” I leaned back in the leather seat, crossed my arms and enjoyed the ride.

The End
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Author’s Reflection - Unedited



I hope you enjoyed the second short story! The first one is available for FREE - Submission in Barcelona.

I’m currently working on the 3rd, Submission in Grand Cayman.

I am a real life Femdom and I currently enjoy tormenting submissive men and women. I have traveled to all the destinations I write about.

Barcelona was where I began my Traveling Domme journey IRL and Prague was the second destination.

While I will be including other stops, I didn’t discipline men in all of them but I did in Barcelona and Prague!

Both of these shorts are based on real life events with a large dose of fantasy thrown in.

The men who star in the first two stories are real people :)

You can read more about my ideals, ideas and this juicy lifestyle on my blog!

***Mistress Rain***


About the Author



I’m Mistress Rain Star, a lifestyle Dominatrix with a stable of willing submissives who cower at MY feet.

Join My newsletter - DOMINATION

Here you will find out about new releases, hear interesting personal tidbits and receive exclusive dirty, sexy readings.

Thank you for reading!
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