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Her New Toy: Pleasure and Pain

A Twisting Fantasies story

"Amelia, are you in?"

"In my bedroom – come on up!"

Adam lay spread-eagled on Amelia's bed, shackled by each leg to the four bedposts. Saliva drooled out of his mouth which was forced open by a rubber ball gag. He had just been tricked by Amelia and coerced into fucking her. But he loved it, every moment of it, and now the guilt built -up inside him as he heard Mel, the most amazing girl he'd ever met, making her way up the stairs. Their relationship was only casual but it nevertheless felt like he'd cheated on her, and the dried semen which caked his soft cock served as a visual reminder of his deviancy. It was all he could fixate on within the dark confines of the four-poster bed; its drapes blocked out most light and hid him from anyone in the bedroom. Amelia, the woman he had just pledged to be the sex slave of, had evidently planned it all.

"Hey Amelia," Adam heard Mel say, only a few metres from him at the door of the bedroom but blocked from view by the drapes. He lay as still as possible. "Have you seen Adam? He was meant to be coming over."

"Sorry Melanie, I've not heard anything from him." Amelia's smooth voice penetrated the drapes, captivating Adam just as it did when she was sitting on top of him.

"I've texted him but he never replied. It's not like him." Mel sounded worried. Her concern touched Adam, while frustrating him to know he was the cause.

"Oh, honey, just relax. Have a seat. I'm sure he'll be fine."

"Thanks, Amelia. I'm sure it's nothing." Mel moved to sit on the divan, or so Adam guessed by the direction of her voice. "I'll try calling him."

Adam panicked. Was his phone on silent? He couldn't remember. He'd left it in the jean pocket, which he'd stashed in the footlocker by the bed along with the rest of his clothes.

"You go ahead, Melanie." Amelia was unphased. Was she not worried? "I'm just going to get dressed. I don't want to be off-putting in just my towel, so hope you don't mind."

Amelia was just in her towel. The image was painted in Adam's mind. He heard her walk-in wardrobe open, followed by the shuffling of clothes. The thought of her naked body glistening from her show – the same naked body which had just been riding his to orgasm moments earlier – caused an unexpected reaction. Despite his recent ejaculation, Adam's cock was growing hard again. He wanted to shift on the bed to get more comfortable but dared not give away his position to Mel.

"Adam, what are you doing?" Mel asked. Adam froze. He thought he'd been found out. "I'm worried about you. Ring me back." He sighed in relief through his nose, then realised it may have been audible to Mel. There was a moment of silent in the bedroom, then he knew he was out of danger.

"Heard anything from him?" Amelia was back.

"Not yet."

"His phone probably died and he had to go back to his apartment."

"Yeah, maybe." Mel didn't seem to be convinced. "I'd better sort some food out in case he turns up."

"You do that honey," Amelia comforted her. "I'm sure he'll text back any moment."

Mel left the room and Adam heard her go back down the stairs. A moment later, a drape to Adam's side was pulled back and Amelia stood looking at him cheerily, dressed in black leggings and a tank top. Her hair was still damp and matted from the shower. "Hello, slave. You'd better tell me the passcode to your phone otherwise you're going to be in big trouble with Melanie." She smiled and waved his phone at him. "I thought it would be a good idea for me to put it on silent. Believe me: I didn't want Melanie finding you here either. So you'd better be more careful next time, for both our sakes."

She leant over him and loosened his gag. He spit the ball out of his mouth then exercised his jaw, trying to stretch it after an hour spent being held open in one position.

"Don't say a word, slave," Amelia said severely. "Otherwise that gag is going back in. Another lesson for you is that you only speak when I ask you a question, understood?"

Adam nodded.

"You can say 'Yes mistress'".

"Yes, mistress." Adam rasped his first words spoken to his new mistress.

"Good slave," she smiled. "You will always refer to me as mistress. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Excellent. Now tell me your passcode, before Melanie gets seriously worried."

"One-two-three-four."

"Seriously, slave?" Amelia tutted. "I thought you had a better imagination than that."

"I—"

"Quiet, slave." Amelia smacked his balls and he recoiled, stifling a grunt of pain. "Now stay where you are. And don't make me put that gag back in."

She knelt on the bed beside him and unlocked his phone. "She's sent you a lot of messages. Don't worry, I'm sure I can imitate you well. All it needs is a load of horny desperation." She typed a response, not letting Adam see, then sent it off to Mel. "There we go. All good. You should thank me for saving your relationship."

"Thank you, mistress."

"No problem, slave. Now then. I'm going to go see Melanie. I'm afraid I'll have to leave you like this again. Don't complain. I'll let you out soon. Do I need to put your gag in?"

"No, mistress."

"Okay. See you soon then." With that, Amelia left the room, closing her door shut behind her.

*****

"We're all alone, slave." Amelia was back. "Your little fuck buddy was glad to get a text from you telling her you're stuck at work. From the sounds of it you won't be done till later this evening, so she isn't expecting to see you today. Anyway, she's just gone to the shop. I thought now would be a good time to move you."

"My arms are aching, mistress," Adam said.

Amelia smacked him in the balls and he yelped, glad that he could now safely react out loud. "Only speak when spoken to, slave." Amelia repeated her rule. "Don't make me say it again. You will suffer however I want you to. Understand?"

Adam knew he was defeated. He had no agency over her. "Yes, mistress."

"Good. Now hold still. I'll unlock you." She moved round to each corner of the bed, unshackling Adam's limbs as she went. "Stand up," she ordered once he was free. He did as he was told, glad to be mobile again. "Do some stretches if you like. I don't want your arms going limp." Adam followed her suggestion, shaking off his arms to help the blood return and stretching them to remove the tension that had built up in his shoulders. As he did so, Amelia brought over a few items: a collar, and pair of handcuffs, and some string. She put them on the bed.

"Enough of that, slave, time for your next lesson," she said. "When I tell you to present, you will stand up straight with your legs apart and your hands behind your back. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Then present." She barked her order and he immediately complied. "Now keep still – this collar is a symbol of my ownership over you so you will wear it when I please." She fixed the black leather strap around his neck. It was a snug fit but not tight enough to restrict breathing, and the material was soft on his skin. A metal ring protruded from the front. Amelia then guided his wrists into the handcuffs and locked them behind his back. She stood back and admired her new slave, standing perfectly still and submissive for her. His soft cock hung limp and his balls dangled between his legs. Seeing the easy target, Amelia smacked them with one hand and twisted his nipple with the other. He shouted in pain and nearly doubled over but she held him up. "Stand up straight, slave. Take it."

Amelia caressed his ball, gently rolling them between her fingers. "I've treated you very well so far, slave. Having me fuck you and let you orgasm is much better than you deserve, and certainly something I won't be giving you again. Frankly, I was disappointed by your cock. Melanie loved to go on about it, but having experienced it I can say it's entirely mediocre at best. You're less effective than my vibrators."

Adam squirmed as her grip got tighter. The touch, harsh and firm, nevertheless brought life to his cock.

"Don't get too excited, slave. If you ever cum without my permission your punishment will be so severe you'll wish you never met me." Amelia took her hand off him and grabbed the string, tying it around the base of his cock and balls and leaving one end roughly a metre long, like a leash. "Now we're going to my playroom. Follow me."

She led him out of the bedroom, pulling at the leash tied to his cock. She tugged it to keep him close. The knot didn't tighten as she pulled, but it's position behind his balls meant that he had to keep up otherwise the tugging on them would be excruciating.

They moved down the landing. At the end of the hallway the door to Mel's room was wide open, as if taunting Adam for ruining his chances of being with her in there again. He was steered away and down the stairs, struggling to keep up without stumbling. At the bottom they turned left towards a door under the stairs. Amelia stopped. She pulled out a key which been hanging from her necklace and was previously hidden in the cleavage. She used it to unlock the door and pushed Adam in with her, then locked it behind them. Amelia flicked a light switch. She led Adam down another set of stairs and into a basement. Or rather, from the looks of it, a dungeon. 

It was a large space, requiring support beams, but it was by no means empty. There was a double bed at the far wall, a simple shower and drain in one corner, and a cage suitable for a dog. Beyond that, Adam didn't know what to think of the range of instruments, tools, and apparatus positioned around the dungeon. He struggled to imagine their purpose.

"Welcome to your new home, slave." Amelia led him to the centre of the space where a chain hung from the ceiling. She uncuffed Adam then re-secured his hands in front of him, before attaching them to the dangling chain. It was then that he noticed the chain was attached by a pulley to a winch, which Amelia cranked to tighten it. Adam's arms were pulled up until he was nearly on tiptoes. Amelia then picked up a spreader bar from a table of assorted bondage tools. She forced Adam's legs wide open and strapped his ankles to each end of the bar. He was now trapped and vulnerable, his arms stretched above him and his legs spread and locked apart. "Looking good, slave." Amelia admired her handiwork. "I shouldn't always need you bound like this, but it's important I have a chance to break you in unimpeded."

"What are you going to do with me?" 

Adam received a slap to his face. "What the fuck, slave!" Amelia yelled at him, breaking her calm demeanour for the first time. "How many times do I have to tell you? You only speak when spoken to, and you always address me as mistress. Clear?"

Adam replied, his cheek burning: "Yes, mistress."

"I'd better make sure you learn your lesson." Amelia moved behind him and out of view. As much as Adam could struggle, he couldn't see what she was up to. 

He yelped as a sharp pain smacked him on his bare ass. The air whistled as another strike hit him. Then another, then another. THWACK THWACK THWACK. Adam yelped in pain after each impact. Amelia moved back into view while his cheeks continued to sting. She was holding a riding crop and began tracing its end up and down Adam's body.

"This is one of favourite toys," she said, letting the crop stroke the underside of his soft cock. "You had better get acquainted with it." In one quick flurry she brought her arm up then smacked the crop back down on his cock. Adam grunted. It felt like a wasp had stung him in the most sensitive part of his body. Amelia repeated the move a second time, then a third. "Poor slave," she purred with theatrical concern. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Yes, mistress." 

"Beg for me to stop, then." Amelia smacked him a few more time.

"Please stop, mistress. Please," Adam begged.

"You have to do better than that, slave." She changed the arc of her strikes, bringing the crop up and under him to smack his balls.

"Please stop hitting me, mistress." Adam yelled. He wanted to keel over from the pain which was rising from his balls and into his stomach, but the chains held him up. "I'll do anything, mistress. Just please stop."

Amelia stopped. "Can you not handle me, slave?"

"No, mistress." Adam's eyes watered as the aftermath of pain endured in dull throbbing sensations.

Amelia grinned. "I thought this is what you wanted, being dominated by a hot woman like me. Isn't it?"

"Not like this, mistress."

"Well, tough. This is what I want and we've made a deal. You don't want anyone seeing that video I made, do you?"

"No, mistress."

"Exactly." Amelia placed the crop down then took his cock in her hands and began stroking it gently. "Does this feel good, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," Adam said. After the torture he had suffered, her soft hands were a welcome comfort. Blood started rushing into his cock in response. 

"I can tell that you like this slave. Don't deny it." Amelia increased her speed and Adam couldn’t help but moan in pleasure. "You'll find that pain is worth it, slave. It makes moments like these all the more special." One hand moved up and down his cock with deft movements, twisting slightly at the head to maximise the feeling. Her other hand reached behind him and drew lines up and down his taint. Shivers ran through his spines and his knees shook as the electrical sensations shot through him. "Now listen carefully, slave. Another rule for you to abide by is this: whenever you are close to cumming, you will tell me. It's the one time you can speak without me asking you anything. It's important for me to know if you’re about to cum. Okay?"

"Yes, mistress." Adam could only whisper as the intensity neared its peak. "I'm close, mistress."

Amelia took her hands off him and picked up the crop. As Adam's cock throbbed at the edge of orgasm, it was smacked hard, on the right side then the left again and again. "You’d better get more stamina than that. Your orgasm is mine, slave." Amelia drilled her mantra into him with each hit. "Your orgasm is mine, and any pleasure you feel will be accompanied by pain." She stopped as Adam's cock softened, as if afraid of her. "I expect Mel to be back soon, so I'll need to be around upstairs to see her. We'll have to finish this off when I can later. As for you . . . I think I have an idea to keep you occupied."

She walked out of sight again before returning. With her, she had a larger wand vibrator and what looked like a microphone stand which she positioned in between Adam's legs. She then attached the vibrator to the end of the stand and adjusted it so its head was pressed firmly behind his balls and against his taint. Amelia seemed to be able to control the device through her phone, as a few taps of the touchscreen turned the vibrator on. Its location wasn't optimal for bringing Adam to orgasm, but he realised it might eventually. It was powerful enough to send vibrations through his cock, which once again grew hard. As soon as it did, pointing straight towards the far wall, Amelia turned the vibrator off. "Excellent," she said. "I don't want you getting bored while I'm gone, but I certainly don't want you cumming. Oh, and one last thing." She grabbed a roll of duct tape and stuck a piece over Adam's mouth before he could say anything. Amelia then wrapped his head with a few more layers to secure it. "I don't want you accidentally making too much noise. Melanie knows not to come down here, but I don’t need her to have an excuse to investigate."

Adam, now breathing through his nose, groaned. 

"I think that's good for now, slave. I'll try not to forget about you. Have fun hanging out." Amelia laughed and walked away. The stairs behind Adam creaked as she walked up. At the top, she turned the lights off and Adam was left in darkness. He was about to start struggling to test out the strength of his bonds when the vibrator turned on again. Pleasure rippled through him and his cock twitched. Then it turned off. Adam's heart raced. The vibrations returned and he clenched. Then it stopped again. Time after time the cycle repeated and Adam tried to work out how long it stayed on and off for. But he soon realised it was random. The vibrator stayed on ten seconds one time then nearly a full minute the next. The wait in between was just as sporadic. Just as his cock was about to go soft the vibrator returned to tease him, hinting at the possibility of an orgasm he would never quite reach. Chained to the ceiling and with nowhere to go, Adam was at the mercy of his chaotic master pressed against his balls. 

*****

When Amelia returned, a pool of precum had formed on the floor beneath Adam's raging cock. The light was turned on and he could finally see the juices oozing from the head of his cock. Amelia descended the stairs and returned to Adam. After her long absence, he found himself infatuated by her. His eyes were drawn to her large breasts, which were accentuated by her tank top, and to her round ass, which looked particularly firm in her leggings. Maybe it was just his horniness that had him finding her so alluring. He had, after all, been teased furiously for long enough that he was unsure about how much time had actually passed.

"How are you, slave?" Amelia asked.

"Mmpphgrr." Adam struggled to say through his gag.

"You've made quite a mess." She took her phone out. "I do like the random setting on this. I love when something can fuck you up just by being unpredictable. But at the end of the day my control over you is more important than a simple tool like this." She turned the vibrator on, pushing Adam nearer to the orgasm he'd been trying to reach since she had left him.

"Mmpprhrhhmmsm." He groaned.

The vibrator stopped. "Were you trying to tell me you were close to cumming?" Amelia asked.

Adam nodded, feeling the orgasm fade away.

"Good boy. I'm glad you learned that rule quickly." Amelia moved the vibrator away from him, letting his balls dangle freely between his legs. "Now, slave, out of curiosity, do you know how long I've left you here for?"

Adam shook his head.

"Well, guess. Was it an hour?"

Adam shook his head again.

"How about two hours."

Another negative response.

"Three hours?"

Adam nodded. Amelia smacked his balls.

"You really are stupid, slave. It's only been two hours. Did time really pass that slowly for you? I thought you might have enjoyed this."

Adam groaned.

"Anyway, slave, I had a nice dinner with Melanie who you'll be interested to know received some more messages from you. She thinks you finished work late but are now feeling unwell, so she isn't expecting to see you all weekend." Amelia started stroking Adam's cock. "Seems as you let her down, we're going out for drinks with friends. It is Friday night after all. She's already left and I said I'd meet them at the bar later, so I've got some time to finish off with you and let you get home without having to sneak out the house. I don’t think you’re quite ready to stay a whole night in here.”

She continued: "Now, I can't really let you go home like this, can I? You're desperately horny and I don't trust you enough to not masturbate at the soonest opportunity. I suppose I'll have to actually let you cum."

Her words excited Adam; it was the confirmation he needed. "I don't want a mess," Amelia said. "So I'm going to put a condom on you." She produced a condom from her pocket and ripped the package open. With deft fingers she rolled it onto Adam's cock and continued stroking. The latex stretched tightly over him. "You should thank your lucky stars, slave. I wanted to deny you of your orgasm tonight, especially seems as you've already had one today. But I can't have you horny and desperate enough to wank yourself off or call up Melanie for a quick fuck. That would terminate our relationship and I'll have to share the video we made. If I remove temptation you had better not fuck up."

Amelia increased her strokes. The simple movement were enough to build up what promised to be an explosive orgasm. As one hand slid up and down, the other caressed his balls, fondling them as if to coax out his cum. Amelia brought him closer and closer, and leant over to his ear. "I want you to cum slave, you have my permission," she purred in his ear, sending pleasurable tingles through his body. "Empty your balls."

Adam groaned. "Mmhrhrppppp."

"Are you close?"

Adam nodded. His chains shook as the pleasure overwhelmed him.

"Good slave. Now cum.” Amelia continued stroking, feeling his cock pulse as his orgasm almost broke through. Then, she removed her hands. His cock, free of any stimulation, throbbed as the first load of cum shot into the end of the condom. His legs shook. He cried out in frustration. His cock kept throbbing with intense and agonising spurts of cum. His pleasure was ruined. Amelia laughed at the look of anguish on his face. "That, slave, is a ruined orgasm. I told you I'd let you cum and I did. Be grateful that you got anything at all."

She gently removed the condom from his still twitched cock and tied it off, inspecting the contents. "Impressive load, slave. I wonder if next time I’ll get more out of you. If I ever let you cum again, that is." She took the condom away and returned with a towel and a bowl of water. Caressingly, she wiped down his cock and cleaned around his balls. "There we go, slave. Hygiene is important." Once she was done and his cock was limp, she patted him on the head. "Good slave. I'm mostly impressed by your first day serving me. Keep it up and I may decide to reward you. Perhaps you'll get more than a ruined orgasm." She winked at him. "I'm running late so I'd best let you go. But I still don't trust you enough to let you go unimpeded." She moved behind him then returned with another device. "This," she grinned, "is a chastity cage. It's just so I know you won't be playing with yourself when I'm not around. I'll keep the key on me so if you have any doubt about coming to see me, you'll know it’ll be the only opportunity for you to cum again, let alone get hard."

She took the ring of the device and pushed Adam's balls through it, then she pushed the cock through. The metal was cold but his body quickly warmed it up. Next, she slid his shaft into the chastity cage and locked it with a padlock to the ring. Adam's cock was now snug and secure. The cage was surprisingly light and was rigid but formed of a number of rings with gaps to allow easy cleaning.

"It suits you, slave." Amelia was impressed by the fit of the cage. Soft, Adam's cock had only a little room to expand into. "You had best try not to get turned on while you're wearing this. If you get hard it won't be comfortable for you. Actually, maybe I'd prefer you try to get hard; it'll be a good way to punish you indirectly." Amelia laughed at his predicament. "Wait here, slave. I'll be back in a moment."

Amelia returned shortly after with Adam's clothes. She untied him completely, removed his gag and collar, and let him dress himself. The entire time he remained silent. He didn't know what he wanted to say, and decided to not risk anymore punishments. The chastity device was surprisingly comfortable and, when he was fully dressed, he was glad to see there was no visible bulge in his trousers. Amelia led him upstairs and returned his phone. "I'll text you tomorrow, slave. You'd better make sure you've got no plans this weekend. If I ask to meet, I expect to see you on time. And if Melanie wants to see you, tell her you're too ill.  Now, get out of my sight. I hope you sleep well in your tight cage. Or not, I don't really care. Bye slave." She pushed Adam out the door and slammed it behind him.

As he walked back down the driveway, getting used to the feeling of the cage pressing against his underwear, Adam checked his phone. Nothing seemed different. Amelia hadn't changed anything, but he knew she'd texted Mel. Checking his messages, however, he could see nothing. Not just nothing, but rather that the few messages to and from Mel had been deleted. All the way back to his apartment, he wondered why Amelia would want to hide the messages. It played on his mind over and over. Once back, he realised he was famished and scoffed leftover pizza from the fridge, then he slumped on his bed and immediately fell asleep, exhausted from his evening's activities.


Keep up to date with the rest of the Twisting Fantasies series by following the author’s blog:

https://rileypaine.wordpress.com/
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