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1.

Dave knocked back his third tequila and chased it with the last of his beer. “I don’t know what I’m going to do without her, man,” he told his best buddy, Jim. “She was the one. And now…”

“Don’t be a pussy. She wasn’t the one,” said Jim, following suit with a shot of tequila. 

“How do you know?”

“I know because she left you for that asshole boss of hers.”

Dave ordered another round from the cute little brunette waitress who stopped by their table, his eyes not even daring to take in her tight figure and obviously flirtatious smile. Jim meanwhile cast his gaze at the myriad of beautiful single woman dotted around the bar.

“See that? Plenty more fish in the see. They’re practically lining up to take you home!”

“I can’t do it, man. My confidence is up to shit at the moment. I wouldn’t even know where to begin talking to another woman, let alone going on a date.”

“I tell you what,” said Jim. “I know this place that offers, shall we say, services to guys in need of some special care. How about it? My treat.”

“What? Like a brothel? Are you kidding? No way!”

“It’ll be good for you. You just need some attention. But hey, no sweat. If you want to be a sap all your life, that’s entirely up to you.”

The drinks arrived then. “The offer stands if you change your mind, amigo,” said Jim and the subject was promptly dropped.

Three more beers and a couple shots of tequila later though, Dave couldn’t stop thinking about Jim’s suggestion. “What’s the place like? The whorehouse?”

“So you are interested?”

“Not if it’s some crusty rat-hole.”

“Not at all,” said Jim. “This place is strictly high-end. The girls are gorgeous,” he put his hand against the side of his mouth conspiratorially, “and clean.”

“You sure?”

“Absolutely. There’s this one chick, man, you’ll love her. Leg’s that go on for miles and miles and the most incredible tits you’ve ever seen. Only thing is, she’s into some pretty rough play if you can handle it.”

“Rough play?”

“Whips and chains, that kind of thing.”

Dave had no experience with whips and chains in the bedroom, but an image of a tall sleek woman in black leather and silver studs popped into his mind and he felt a semi rousing in his jeans. “Tempting.”

“She’ll give you the best orgasm of your life, but she’ll make you work for it.”

Dave drifted into thoughtful silence for a moment, then downed his beer and stood up. “Alright, let’s do it. What do I have to lose?”

“That’s the spirit, old chap. I guarantee, you will not be disappointed.”


2.

It was freezing cold outside, but the place Jim had been speaking about was only a couple blocks away, so they decided to walk. A light mist hung to every breath and they walked briskly to ward off the chill. Dave couldn’t shake the image of black leather and high-heeled boots and with every step, he grew more and more excited by the idea. 

Dave followed Jim down a narrow alley and into an alcove housing a nondescript steel door. Jim knocked three times and a small hatch slid open, revealing two smoky blue eyes with beautiful long lashes. The woman spoke in a Russian accent. 

“Hello? How can I help you?”

“We’re here for the double for one massage special,” said Jim.

The hatch slammed shut and for a moment, Dave thought the woman had locked them out. But a second later, the door creaked open. The eyes belonged to a petite brunette wearing only black and maroon lingerie bra and panties, fishnet stockings and high-heel shoes. 

“Good evening,” she said over a pair of high breasts. “Do you have an appointment?” 

“Nope,” said Jim. “We thought we’d just stop by. I’d like to introduce my friend over here to Mistress Bella if she’s available tonight.” 

“Follow me,” said the woman. She lead the way down a flight of steep stairs and a candlelit corridor with sashaying strides that not even Dave could ignore. Her perfect bottom swung side to side, cleaved beautifully by a lace G-string. 

Jim nudged Dave with his elbow. “I’m definitely getting to know her tonight,” he said quietly. 

Dave had to admit, he starting to feel more and more over whatsername. 

The dark corridor led into a lounge area converted from an old wine cellar. Large mirrors hung from the ancient brick walls giving the space the illusion of an endless catacomb. To one side an intimidating barman with intricate tattoos all over his face and neck stood behind a modern bar. Couches draped with scantily clad women lined the walls. They turned to look at the new arrivals with seductive eyes. Dave didn’t know where to look. He nodded greetings at them as they all vied for his eye contact. 

“Take a seat. I’ll find the Mistress for you,” said the petite brunette and disappeared into bowels of the underground tunnels. 

Jim went straight over to the bar, grinning at a young blonde with enormous breasts perched on a stool. From the barman he ordered two whiskeys.

“Which one of you is seeing the Mistress tonight?” asked the barman. His voice was surprising high-pitched and feminine. Dave supressed a smile. 

“That would be me,” he said while Jim flirted with the blonde bombshell. 

The barman grinned. “You won’t be disappointed.”

“That’s what I hear,” said Dave.


3.

A moment later the petite brunette reappeared and beckoned the two men over. “She’s waiting for you in the room at the end of that hall,” she said. The corridor was so dark that Dave couldn’t see the end. One of the candles must’ve blown out. He turned to Jim for reassurance, but Jim was already ducking into another of the rooms, the Russian on one arm, the blonde on the other, both giggling and flirting. 

Just great, thought Dave creeping down the dark hall with mounting trepidation. When he reached the end, another heavy wooden door creaked open and he stepped into a dimly lit dungeon expecting to meet the Mistress. Yet no one stood behind the door. Must be on a sensor, thought Dave, but he was beginning to wonder if this was such a great idea after all. 

The dungeon was lit by flickering lanterns mounted into the walls. Chains hung from the walls and ceiling and in the centre, rather than a comfortable double bed to enjoy the tryst in comfort, sat an imposing wooden contraption similar to a gymnasts horse covered in black leather. Dave wasn’t sure of the protocol with this sort of thing, so he perched uncomfortably on the leather and horse and tapped out a nervous rhythm with his foot. 

“Take off your clothes,” came a voice from the shadows. Dave jumped and spun around. He could see the vague shape someone standing where before he had assumed was no one. “Hi,” said Dave nervously. “I’m here to see the Mistress.”

“Take off your clothes,” said the voice again, impatiently this time. The voice was low and husky, incredibly sexy yet commanding. 

Dave slowly undressed, folded his clothes and placed them neatly on the wooden horse. He felt utterly exposed and if he had to be honest, a little vulnerable as well. The air in the dungeon was cool and electric with tension and he could feel his nipples hardening, his balls retracting and his cock twitch with anticipation. 

“Turn around,” said the voice. “Let me look at you.”

Dave turned around in a slow, self-conscious pirouette. “You will have to do,” said the voice. 

Dave felt his already low confidence sink just a little further. He was being scrutinised by a hooker for goodness sake! Then again, Jim had said she’d make him work for it, and it’d be worth it, so…

“Take that tiny cock in your hand,” commanded the voice. “Get yourself hard for me.”

Eager to show the Mistress that it was a lot bigger when erect and not cold, he began tugging vigorously on his cock. “Slowly!” boomed the Mistress. 

Dave slowed his pace and was relieved to find his cock throbbing into hardness in hand. For a moment he thought he wouldn’t be able to get it up at all. “That’s a good boy. Just like that.”

At the sound of her approval Dave felt a flood of arousal. He found he actually wanted to please this strange woman. 

The sound of high heels deliberately striking concrete echoed through the dungeon and Dave looked up to see the Mistress stepping out of the shadows. She was undoubtedly one of the most beautiful women Dave had ever seen. Sleek black hair, regal features, silky skin and the height of a super model. Something about her black leather thigh high boots and the leather cat-suit she wore reminded Dave of a black widow spider, delicate, beautiful, but dangerous. She cracked a riding crop against the side of the horse and Dave jumped. 

She strode around the horse and glared down her nose at Dave, her face only inches from his. He noticed her eyes were a deep sea green and her lips were a full dark crimson. With him barefoot and her wearing heels, she was taller than him, but her presence was even more intimidating than her height. 

“You are my slave for the evening,” she said. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, not sure if he should answer the question. 

“And you will do anything I ask?”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice actually wavering with nervous excitement. 

“Good boy.” Again, her approval shot a spike of pleasure through him. He could see why Jim would recommend her. 

With long immaculately painted nails, she unzipped the front of her cat-suit allowing her magnificent breasts to fall out. With a fistful of Dave’s hair, she forced his face into her bosom. Her breasts had been dusted with some kind of perfumed powder and her skin was as soft as gossamer against his face. He breathed deeply of her intoxicating scent as her breasts slapped lightly against his cheeks. Already he felt as if he were in heaven, and she was apparently only getting started. Her perky nipples now dusted lightly against his lips and he had to force himself not to bite out at one and suckle on it as hard as he could. 

With him distracted, Mistress Bella placed a collar attached to a leash around his neck and used it to yank him forward, onto his knees. Dave shot his hands out and his palms slapped against the decorative tiled floor. 

“I want you to lick me from the tips of my boots upward, and if I’m satisfied I may reward you with a nipple,” she purred.

Dave stuck out his tongue and gingerly ran it along the black leather of her boot. It smelled of expensive furniture and his tongue ran along the slick surface unhindered. There was something so sensual in the smoothness of the leather, that the feeling of it on his tongue caused his cock to stiffen against his belly. Slowly, he ran his tongue up the inside of her thigh and when his face reached her crotch, he was certain that even through the leather, he could smell the sweet scent of her sex. Here he lingered breathing in the musky scent and allowed his tongue to flicker over the crease in the tight leather. He knew she probably couldn’t feel it, but it was enough for him to know that behind that thin barrier, her pussy waited for him. He imagined it, wet and plump and thought how good it was going to be to plunge into this magnificent woman. 

She met his tongue with the zipper down the front of her cat-suit. It stopped tantalizingly close to the upper edge of where her pussy lips would be. There was that intoxicating musk again. He breathed in deep and slid the tip of his tongue upward and into her navel. She sighed ever so slightly as he ran his tongue in circles and then upwards between her now heaving breasts. It excited him to know that she too was growing excited, even through her stern façade. 

“You have pleased me,” said the Mistress and fed him a succulent nib. Dave swirled it around his mouth, savouring its flavour and texture, like a ripe little berry. 

Finally, she bent down and kissed him. Her tongue hot and feverish, sweet and minty. 

“Come, my pet,” she said pulling away from him and leading him by the leash.


4.

Mistress Bella lay Dave face down on the leather covered horse. He had barely time to protest when she strapped his ankles and wrists to the sturdy wooden legs. 

“Just relax,” said Mistress Bella administering a series of slaps to his buttocks with her riding crop. “I’m going to give you a massage.”

Dave was just about to respond when a ball gag was forced into his mouth. Surely this couldn’t be a bad thing, right? It was just a massage after all.

Cool, sweet smelling oil dripped onto his back and Bella’s firm hands glided across his lubricated skin. “Feels good doesn’t it?” she asked.

Dave moaned a response through his gag and she responded by digging her fingernails into the skin between his shoulder blades and raking them down over his back. Dave sucked air around the gag. It hurt, but it felt so good. She quickly soothed the sting by working over his back with her smooth palms and gentle fingers. As soon as Dave began to relax again, she cracked her palm against one cheek of his exposed ass. He bit into his gag to stifle his cry.

She was playing with him, but being at her mercy, the short-lived pleasure, followed by swift pain was exquisite and he savoured every anxious moment of it. His cock throbbed painfully with pent up arousal.

Moving her hands down his back and over his buttocks, she swirled her fingers up and down his inner thighs, teasing him, massaging right up between his legs but never touching his cock. He ached for her. He wanted so badly for her hands or mouth or pussy to milk the frustration from him, but still she teased him. Then another stab of dull pain as she flicked his testicles. He grunted against his gag. Oh, what it was to be so lost between pleasure and pain and aching frustration. 

“You want to come for me, don’t you?” she asked sweetly.

Dave nodded madly, now a quivering mass of sexual desperation. 

“But you know,” said Mistress Bella. “Every bit of pleasure must be balanced with a little bit of pain.” 

She stood off to one side where he could watch her. As she swayed her hips in a sensual dance, she began to strip for him, slowly sliding her long, slender arms out of her catsuit. She covered her breasts from him, slid the cat-suit down, revealing a lean tanned belly and then let her perfect breasts fall as she slowly lowered the bottom half of her clothing. Dave couldn’t wait to glimpse at the plump pink pussy that he imagined, but again she teased him by turning around and baring her toned round ass. She spread her butt-cheeks with her long fingers and lightly tapped her tightly puckered asshole. Oh God, how he’d love to slide into that little hole. 

Pulling her tight leather garb down further, Dave saw something that he at first thought must be a trick of the dim light. Something was tucked between her legs. Was it some kind of weird sex toy? 

“I have something special for you tonight, my pet,” said the Mistress looking back at him over her shoulder. Dave’s eyes widened as she turned slowly back to face him. She wasn’t a she at all! At least not in the traditional sense. 

Where he had hoped to find a glistening vagina was a beautiful smooth cock, feminine despite itself, long, slender and pink. Dave’s mind raced. What should he do? What could he do? He was strapped tight and gagged with nowhere to go. He couldn’t even scream. He surprised himself when the first thought that popped into his head was not that he was repulsed by her special appendage – far from it – but rather what Jim might say if he knew Dave agreed to go through with what the Mistress had in store for him. But wait, Jim already knows. He’s already had this treatment. And he set me up on purpose! thought Dave. Driven crazy with arousal and knowing Jim could say nothing about it, he decided to simply go with the flow. It’s all about new experiences, right?

Bella’s ladycock swayed seductively side to side as she approached, bringing her cock in line with Dave’s face. Here he could admire how the flickering dim light shaded every ridge and vein on the stiff pink erection. 

“It surprises you, doesn’t it?” she ran the underside of her cock over Dave’s cheeks and he closed his eyes to savour the hot smoothness. “And yet it makes you curious. I bet secretly you’ve always wanted to suck cock. And now you can get away with it. I’m a woman after all. It won’t mean you’re gay. After all, you don’t seem to have much choice.”

Without waiting for a response, she removed the ball from the gag, a metal ring surrounding the ball, kept Dave’s mouth open and she slid the tip of her penis through the opening. Dave felt the head press against his tongue and he was struck by how smooth and round it was, so silky against his tongue. He swirled his tongue around it, taking in its sweet and salty flavour. She pushed deeper into his mouth and he relaxed to let it slide into the back of his throat. 

“That’s a good boy,” she moaned and began rocking her hips. Dave fought the gag reflex, choked and felt automatic tears form in the corners of his eyes. Still the slick, smooth skin felt incredible sliding between his pried open jaws. Faster and faster, she forced her cock down his throat and Dave gasped for breath whenever he could catch it. He could taste her slick pre-cum dripping down the back of his throat. When she pulled her cock from his mouth, thick strings of his saliva connected his lips to her. 

“You make me so proud, my pet,” she said softly to him. He looked up at her, feeling that need for her approval and the desire to please. “Would you like to make me cum?” she asked.

Dave nodded up at her helplessly. He was caught in a feverish whirlwind of strange new sensations and desires and he knew that he was now as malleable as she wanted him to be. The truth was, he would do anything to hear affirming words spoken by her. He wanted this even more than he wanted his own satisfaction. 

Dave watched as she produced a condom, deftly unwrapped it and pulled it over her dick. Using the puddles of massage gel pooling between his shoulder blades, she slicked up her fingers and gently teased the skin around his exposed asshole. He’d never been touched in this way before. At first, he clenched up, but she slapped him hard on the ass and he learned to relax into the pleasure of it. Round and round his hole her fingers went, in tightening circles until they tickled at the opening. He moaned as her finger slid into him, twisting around inside, massage tender parts of him never touched before. Using the index finger of her other hand, she stretched the tight ring open, moving in and out as she did so. The stretching sensation, like the rest of his experience, was the perfect exquisite combination of both pleasure and pain. Dave felt himself craving her inside of him, wanted to be taken by her, broken in by her, used by her. 

Her fingers pushed into him, deeper this time, then a third, sliding in and out. When she removed them, he felt is asshole gape for more.

“You want my cock in your ass, don’t you little pet?” 

Dave was beside himself now. He nodded frantically, the only sounds escaping from his mouth were whimpering, pleading moans.

Her slick cockhead pressed up against his tight ring of muscle, stretching, stinging, sliding in slowly. Once the widest part of her head pushed past the tightest point of him, he felt his hole swallow her, sliding down her cock.

She pushed deeply into him, striking the border point between discomfort and ecstasy. He breathed deeply, forcing his muscles to relax. With deep, slow strokes, she began to ream him. Never before had he felt so vulnerable and exposed. And it felt incredible. 

Faster and faster, she rocked her hips until both of them were moaning with pleasure. He could feel her cock rubbing against his prostate and he thought he could cum right then with no other stimulation. 

Then, with a hand slick with lubrication, she reached around him, pressing her breasts into his back and curled her fingers around his cock. With every stroke, she milked him in time. His cock was hard and straining and more sensitive than ever before. The blood seemed to be trapped in his erection by her girth inside him. He could hold out no longer. His legs shook and gave way beneath him and his body flopped against the horse for support. His buttocks clenched and his testicles pulled inwards. There was a moment before the climax where the whole world seemed to disappear and in that moment there was only him and Bella’s cock. And then he came. Wrenching spasms shook through him and hot semen poured from him. It came in an almost continuous gush, not squirting the way it normally did, but like floodgates opening.

Mistress Bella did not relent, she continued slamming into him with her narrow hips, mercilessly tearing from him his masculinity. His cock had become soft, every drop drained from it, but she continued to milk it like a sensitive drooping teat. 

He was about to beg her to stop, when another orgasm crept up on him. Yet more droplets of spunk poured from his flaccid tool. Is this even possible? He wondered. Then a third time, his cock retracting, shrivelling up away from the excessive sensitivity, he came again. The orgasm seemed to originate not at the base of his penis, but from deep inside of him. 

As he cried out at the intensity of his orgasm, Mistress pulled out of him, and tore off her condom. His ass gaped at her in time to her previous rhythm and hot spurts of her semen landed on Dave’s back. 

She stood breathing heavily for a moment, resting her hand on his buttocks to hold herself up. 

“You were such a good little pet,” she whispered into his ear. Tingles climbed his shoulders and spread over his body. Then she removed his gag and kissed him deeply. 

Dave closed his eyes for a second, savouring the afterglow of his incredible experience. The door slamming behind him roused him from his reverie and he glanced around to see that he was alone once again, still strapped to the prop. 

Panic gripped him suddenly as he realised what a compromising position she had left him in. The last thing he needed was Jim coming in here and seeing him in this state. For the first time he felt a twinge of shame curling in his belly. “Hello?” he called timidly.

Suddenly the door swung open and Jim, the blonde and the Russian ambled in. Clearly they had imbibed in at least a couple bottles of champagne during their ménage a trois. The girls both giggled and pointed while Jim laughed raucously. 

“I see she gave you the full treatment there, old chap!” said Jim.

“Shut up and get me out of these restraints.”

“Oh no, this is way too much fun.” Jim walked over and slapped Dave’s ass playfully. “What did I tell you? All you needed was a good seeing to.” 

“Jim!” said Dave warningly. 

“And you know, next time you need a bit of cock, all you have to do is ask. It’s not gay if you’re tied up. Hell, if I hadn’t just shot my load all over these two beauties, I’d give you a shot myself.”

“I swear, Jim, when I get out of here…”

“Alright, alright,” said Jim unfastening Dave’s straps and setting him free.

Once Dave had dressed and calmed down, he turned to Jim. “You mean you’re…”

“Nah, I’m whatever I feel like at the time. But my offer still stands.”

Dave laughed. “You’re one strange dude, Jim. I might take you up on that, though. Only I think I might like to be on the giving end.”
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