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CHAPTER 7

Mitch was saying nothing as they left Don’s house. He felt a smoldering anger burning below the surface. . Gabrielle had enjoyed herself entirely too much with Don. He’d only fucked Rhonda because Gabrielle was bonking that asshole Don. Not that he minded. Rhonda had extremely well developed muscles, and when she clamped onto a man’s cock when she rode it, that was hot. Then, there was his slut. He’d brought her over there to show off, and Don had upstaged him by making the bitch climax again and again. He’d fix her little wagon. Nobody was going to get ahead of him like that!  He thought of what he would do to her. He could beat or whip her, of course, but the slut seemed to like that too much. The disappointment gnawed at his insides. He was a lot better in that group than he’d been given credit for, and that stunt Don pulled tonight to make the slut cum was exactly the kind of thing Don did. He didn’t openly ridicule Mitch. Don was too smooth for that, but there was no doubt in anybody’s mind that Mitch was not the big dog. 

When they entered the house, he said nothing, planning to keep the slut in suspense. He jerked her chain toward the dungeon, and the slut followed meekly. He’d deal with Gabrielle, later, but he’d have to be very careful about her. He’d long ago given up the idea of establishing her as a submissive, and she could get very nasty if he crossed the invisible line they’d established for themselves. Sometimes not being able to dominate her bothered him, but those feelings competed with the fun of sparring with her. He also knew that she fucked Don just to keep it clear that Mitch wasn’t the boss, but he enjoyed fucking other women entirely too much to complain. Still, he felt jealousy, which he didn’t think was a feeling worthy of him. Occasionally he even had short fantasies of her as a dom and him as the sub, but these he always snuffed them out quickly and deliberately replaced them with ones in which he had her totally restrained and at his mercy. 

He dragged his slave to the dungeon. Gabrielle came along with that smirk on her face that said she was above everything and nothing could touch her. Well, this slut was not above anything and was going to get it. In the dungeon he pulled a very heavy duty leg spreader from them shelf and clipped the slut’s ankles to it. He tied her hands behind her back, pulling the tightly until she cried out in pain. Then he pulled her arms back even more. Once her ankles were tied to the spreader, he attached it to a hoist and lifted the bitch into the air, feet first. 

To increase the slut’s sense of fear, he took his time walking over to the cabinet where he kept his instruments of torture. Very deliberately he selected a flogger that he would apply to the slut’s flesh. It was deerhide, not the more supple kangaroo, and he knew it would hurt. He began flogging her, enjoying immensely her whimper as each stroke marked her tender flesh. She cried and begged, but of course she would never utter the safe word. The bitch enjoyed it too much. He whipped her back and legs and breasts, enjoying how they reddened at the touch of his lash. He particularly enjoyed aiming at her nipples and seeing the strands of leather strike them. 

Suddenly he had a bright idea and lowered her down a little until her face was roughly cock high. He looked over at Gabrielle. She was rubbing her finger along her slit. That one was a voyeur, and the harder it was, the more she seemed to like it. Well, he would give her a thrill tonight. He was going to punish the slut in a way that he’d never punished her before. This was going to be hard. He would teach her to cum for Don and not for him.

He unbuttoned the flap on his leather pants. “Suck, bitch!” he ordered. This would be a lot of fun. The slut was hung up and floated freely. She’d have a hard time keeping his cock in her mouth, and every time she lost it, he would whip her. He might even whip her until she made him cum, which might be difficult given the fucking he’d just done. He took the whip and brought it sharply around onto her back. The leather straps made a satisfying sound, and the slave’s sharp intake of breath felt good on his cock. She began to swing and his cock slipped out of her mouth. This was what he’d been waiting for. He raised the whip above his head and brought it down sharply on her sensitive pussy as hard as he could. The slut gasped, and he struck her again.

“You let my cock slip out!” he said, continuing to whip her pussy. She screamed and writhed as she hung suspended but finally managed to get his cock between her lips. She was sucking frantically. Mitch looked over at Gabrielle, who was frantically masturbating herself. She’d spread her legs and labia and was rubbing her finger hard on her clit. Mitch returned to flogging the slut’s back and legs. He was hot, surprisingly hot, and he began fucking the slave’s mouth. The slut was sucking and licking as hard as she could, and then she let go, again. Immediately he began whipping her pussy. The leather strands slapped against her flesh, and she cried out as she frantically tried to recapture his cock. Deliberately he kept it just out of reach as he continued flogging. He saw Gabrielle cum violently, but she kept rubbing herself.

The slut was sobbing, “Mercy, Master!” she cried out as with a violent paroxysm she found his cock. This time he felt her teeth on it, gripping it. He almost came from that. Her teeth bit into his cock, holding on tight, while she sucked. He decided he needed to teach her a lesson.

“I am going to whip your pussy, and you’d better cum before I cum.”  With that, he began whipping her pussy again. It was red and swollen, and he knew the pain must be excruciating. That was what he wanted. The bitch had humiliated him in front of Don and everyone else, and she would pay. “You worthless slut!  Cumming for Master Don and not for me. We’ll see about that.”  He whipped as hard as he could. The slut was hanging onto his cock desperately, from time to time digging her teeth in. The pain excited Mitch, and he knew he was going to cum. The slut as sobbing and sucking, digging her teeth in as the violence of his whipping caused her to swing. He saw her quiver with each blow of the whip, but then he saw her flush, and he knew she was about to climax. He couldn’t whip any harder or faster, but he tried, and then her pussy spasmed. She screamed and spurted liquid, which ran down her abdomen. The whip squished as it struck her.

“Fuck me, Mitch!” he heard Gabrielle cry. “Fuck me hard!”  He turned to see Gabrielle slapping her pussy with one hand while she had four fingers of her other hand inside her. He was torn whether to cum in the slut’s mouth or fuck Gabrielle, but the latter won out. He would fuck her so hard she’d remember it.

Mitch ripped his cock out of the slut’s mouth and fell on Gabrielle. With no prelude, he thrust his cock into her, hard. She was wet and slippery and he slipped right in, all the way to the hilt. Violently he began fucking her. He grasped her nipples and twisted cruelly while pumping into her. He felt her spasm and cum with almost every stroke, and then she screamed as he twisted as hard as he could on her nipples. Her teeth bit into his shoulder, and she screamed again. As she screamed, he felt her muscles almost twist his cock off, and then he was cumming, great spurts, he felt, pumping it into her. His orgasm seemed to go on forever and ever, a long, broad peak that seemed to stretch into eternity. But then, the wave began to ebb, and he collapsed on top of Gabrielle.

After a moment he pushed up on his elbows. Gabrielle had blood on her mouth, a smear of crimson that stained her lips and one cheek. Then, he felt the trickle down his shoulder. Looking at the shoulder, he saw a tiny red path run down his arm. Gabrielle laughed, deep in her throat and licked her lips while squeezing his cock with her powerful muscles.

He was too tired to do anything else to the slut, but he decided to continue her torture automatically in his absence. He had made a new machine from an old weight bench by mounting ankle and wrist straps to the legs and a huge dildo at the middle of the bench. 

He untied his slave from the cross and pulled her over to the bench. “Mount that, slut,” he ordered. He watched with satisfaction as she lowered herself onto the monster. He could see it stretched her painfully. That was good. He’d see how she felt in the morning. He looked at her and decided he would tell her nothing more, nor Gabby, either. That bitch was watching with amusement in her eyes. 

In silence, he snapped the ankle and wrist straps onto the slut followed by straps over her thighs that would keep her from rising off the dildo. He then switched on the battery powered dildo. He saw with satisfaction the look of surprise on the slut’s face as the vibrator began on her. Then he took Gabrielle’s hand and walked out, shutting the door behind them.

Heather felt herself being stretched to the limit by the huge dildo. It was actually painful. That was what she deserved, of course, for having enjoyed the pleasures of orgasms at Master Donald’s. She wondered if Master would return, but she doubted it. She probably was in for this all night long. She knew the experience would probably be excruciating. Already her pussy burned with agony from the whipping. 

She could see her mother’s disapproving look. She’d always looked at her that way. Heather could never satisfy her sainted parents, only now it was to hell with them. She was going to revel in her sluttishness, to find the very depths of degradation, and in that way she would free herself from the tyranny of their religion. 

She didn’t know how long those thoughts continued, but then she saw Jeremy in her mind. She caught the glance that went between them as Roger was penetrating him. What would it be like with Jeremy, she wondered?  She began to imagine how it might be, but in the dream-like state into which she had fallen, there were no ropes, no clamps, just the two of them in loving embrace. Even though he’d come while being fucked by Roger, he’d been looking at her, and she still felt the pull of those large, brown eyes. The connection had been male to female and had carried a powerful sexual attraction. He wasn’t gay. His Mistress just liked to humiliate him that way. He probably deserved it, as Heather knew she richly deserved whatever was going to happen because she came for Don but nor for Mitch. As those thoughts spread, she felt the feelings from the dildo turn from pain to pleasure, and soon she was humping on it as best she could, imagining it was Jeremy. Very soon, she came explosively, crying out and squirting all over the bench. But the machine kept on vibrating, and so she called on her imagination to bring Jeremy to her. Soon she was cumming every few minutes. This continued until the batteries ran down and she feel into an exhausted trance, her stomach and thighs wet with her fluids.

* * * * *

Jeremy thought about the slave Heather as Mistress Rhonda clipped his leash to the collar around his neck. For the first time in perhaps his entire life he felt his own will emerging. As he watched the slave Heather leave with her Master and Mistress, he noted the perfect shape of her bottom and of her legs as they moved. He could imagine himself begging Mistress Rhonda to let him worship the slave’s body, of licking her sensitive parts until she came. He even dared to imagine himself mounting the slave, sliding his hard penis into her willing and wet organs. He could imagine the liquid sound it would make slipping in. In his mind, his Mistress urged him on, but he knew that was the most unrealistic fantasy of all. He even imagined for a second that he would do it whether or not his mistress approved. That thought shocked him and even frightened him a little, leaving him with that feeling of anxiety in the pit of his stomach.

Don helped his mistress on with her long, leather coat. She was not bothering to put any of her clothes back on, not even her fetish clothes. She handed him the car keys. “Put on something so you don’t get arrested and go get the car.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, quickly slipping on his shoes and his leather coat. He thought that if he hurried, he might catch a glimpse of the slave Heather. As he stepped into the cool night air, he did catch a glimpse of her entering the house next door. 

The car was parked up the street. As he walked to get it, passing through the pools of light shed by the street lights, he wondered when he’d had a thought such as he’d had about defying his Mistress. When his Aunt Elizabeth had given him to Mistress Rhonda, not even the four years he’d spent at Berkeley had made any difference. He remembered his aunt and how when his mother had had to travel in his job, she had taken care of him. He remembered the first time she had bathed him and how his little penis had gotten stiff when she’d washed it. He remembered how she’d handled it, and how she’d shamed him before thumping it hard enough to make it go soft. He’d been eight or nine. 

“What a nasty boy you are to get a stiffie like that,” she said. “Now I have to wash you again. She’d taken his little penis between her thumb and forefinger and washed it with her soapy hands, and it got stiff again. She made him bend over so she could wash his bottom, and he felt her finger exploring his hole, washing and slipping into him. He felt humiliated, but also warm. She also ridiculed his penis as she washed and handled it, and he flamed red as it kept getting stiff, and she would spank him.

He also remembered when he’d been allowed to bathe her. 

“Get in the bathtub with me, Jeremy, and wash me,” she had ordered.

“Yes, Aunt Elizabeth.”  He climbed in. The warm water rose to his waist as he settled in. He felt his little penis begin to stiffen and in response he kept himself below the water’s surface.

Aunt Elizabeth handed him the soap. “Wash me all over,” she ordered.

He soaped his hands and started on her feet. His hands took her right foot and washed it very thoroughly, sliding his little fingers between her toes. His slippery hands rode her calf all the way to above the knee, where the water stopped him. She gave him her right hand, and he washed it thoroughly as well, laving each finger and the space between them, then up her arm to her shoulders. He looked down at her breasts, soaped his hands again and began washing her shoulders while gradually moving his hands down towards her breasts. He noticed her nipples got hard, just like his penis. He felt his slippery, wet hands sliding over her breasts and nipples. His aunt seemed to purr or moan softly.

As he rose on his knees to wash her better, he felt her hand between his legs. Her fingers grasped his penis. “You are a very naughty boy, Jeremy.”  She squeezed his penis between her fingers. “You should not have an erection.”

“I can’t help it!” he wailed. She pushed him back from washing her, took his penis between thumb and forefinger and pulled the skin very tight. He knew what was coming. 

“Bad, bad boy,” she said, stroking her fingers up and down, pulling the skin very tight with each stroke and making the head swell. He watched her hands and gave a soft little moan.  With the middle finger of her left hand cocked against her thumb, she brought her hand by the head of his penis, then gave the stretched and sensitive head a hard thump. He cried out, but his penis didn’t go down.

“Oh, my, what a very naughty boy,” his Aunt had said. She stroked his penis, pulling the skin very tight and rubbing the palm of her hand over it. “Just look at his little stiffie,” she said. “So small, so insignificant!”  She continued rubbing it. “Auntie didn’t say he could get a stiffie. She just wants him to wash her.”  Then she thumped his penis again, even harder than before. Pain and pleasure flooded his groin, and he felt his penis deflate.

“That’s a good little boy,” she said, giving his penis a tweak with her finger. “Now his little wee wee isn’t stiff, and he can wash his Auntie.”
She rose from the water and sat on the edge of the tub, spreading her legs. He looked at the thatch of dark hair between her legs streaming water. He could see under the hair. He felt his penis getting hard, again as he soaped his hands and then began washing her between her legs. He’d never seen a woman naked before his aunt, except one time when he’d gotten a glimpse of his mother. She moaned as his hands slid over her parts.

“Wash here,” she said. She took her fingers and pointed out her parts to him. “These are my lips, or labia.”  She parted them and the hair for him to see. “Here is my clitoris,” she said, pointing to a little knob. “Touch it!”

Obediently he took one finger and gently touched it. Her legs quivered. “Wash it good!” she ordered. His wet, slippery hand slid all over her clitoris, and she moaned. He wondered what would happen if he kept doing it.

“Stand up, Jeremy,” she ordered. “I want to see if you are properly respectful.”  He knew what she meant and knew he would fail. Blushing fiercely, he stood.

“What a naughty, naughty boy you are!” she said, grasping his stiff penis. “Just look at this!” she said, rubbing the head of his penis between her forefinger and thumb. “Why you think this insignificant little peanut could actually do something.”  She laughed. “It’s just a nothing, a little boy’s thing.”

She was rubbing the head, and Jeremy felt an intense feeling of pleasure. He heard himself moan, and Aunt Elizabeth laughed. 

“Still, it’s very naughty,” she said. She took her left hand and held it under his penis. Then, with her right hand, she spanked it very hard. Each time she did, she ground it between her soapy hands. He cried out with pain and with pleasure, and his aunt just laughed. Then, something funny happened. He felt a wave wash over him, a wave of such intense pleasure that he could barely stand it. 

“Oh, you wicked, wicked boy!” she squealed. “You just had an orgasm or were cumming! You should be glad you are still too young to ejaculate. Now I have to spank you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, enjoying the intense feeling of relief that seemed to have followed what his aunt called cumming. 

She was still sitting on the edge of the tub. She slung his wet body over her knee. His hands hung down into the water, and he had to put his hands on the bottom of the tub to keep his face dry. He felt his penis against her wet, slippery thigh. His bottom tensed in anticipation of what was to come. Smack! Her hand struck his bare flesh, hard. He felt the heat and pain radiate outward from the blow, which was followed by another.

He felt her hand between his legs, searching for and finding his penis. “Naughty, naughty boy!” she chided as she gently rubbed his burning bottom. He felt her thumb and forefinger rubbing his penis. “I shall have to teach you how to behave respectfully,” she said, striking his bottom again, harder than the previous times. He felt his penis becoming stiff, again.

“Oh, you are wicked, Jeremy,” his aunt said. “Here I am spanking you for being a naughty boy, and your little peepee is getting hard, again!”  She spanked him very hard, and he cried out, but she kept on massaging him. The heat from his spanked bottom merged with the pleasure of her touching him.

Then she stood him up, facing her. “Just look at this, Jeremy,” she said. He looked down and saw her hands on his penis. He watched as she pinched the head of it hard enough to hurt. “What a wicked, naughty boy you are!”

“Yes, Aunt Elizabeth.”

“Stick it out so I can punish that naughty weewee!” she ordered.

Obediently he thrust his hips forward, whimpering. She thumped it hard, and he watched it wilt, again.

“Now finish washing me!” she ordered.

He had washed her very thoroughly, enjoying how his washing had made her cry out and turn red more than once. 

He hoped Mistress would allow him to bathe her tonight. He wanted to feel the beauty of her body with his hands and to massage the softening oils into her skin. He also knew he would probably get hard and that she would punish him for it. He knew, of course, that was the objective of the whole game, but that was immaterial.

He almost walked past the car, so lost was he in the reverie.

For awhile his Mistress said nothing as he drove. He looked in the rearview mirror and saw her head lolled back on the seat back. Her eyes were closed.

“I have no idea why I let that dipshit Mitch fuck me like that,” she said. “He’s not that great a fuck, and he fancies himself as much more of a lover and master than he is.”  She paused for a moment, then continued. “Gabrielle is the hot one of that group.”  He said nothing because she’d not asked for his opinion. A good slave should keep quiet unless addressed directly.

“And that slave of theirs, well it was so amusing!  The slut came all over the place for Don, but not for Mitch. Did you notice that, Jeremy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, making a left onto Alameda.

“You seemed quite taken with her, my little slave.”

Jeremy wanted to shout, “Yes!”  He wanted to beg his mistress to let him meet the slave, to talk to her, and perhaps even be ordered to put on an exhibition for his mistress with her. But he held his tongue. She’d not asked a question.”

“Did you enjoy letting Roger bugger you while she watched?”

He now had to answer. “Yes, Mistress.” He realized it was true. He did enjoy sex with men, he supposed perhaps because that was all Mistress allowed him.

“I noticed you actually came. Tell me how it felt, slave, and why you came.”

For the first time he knew he had to avoid telling his Mistress the whole truth. He didn’t know why, but for the first time he had something of his very own that was not given to him by his mistress. He didn’t want to share these feelings with her. He knew this was treason, but he had prepared for this answer. “She was watching, and I could show how faithful I was to you, Mistress.”

“I’ll just bet you would have loved to have her sucking on your cock while Roger was fucking your faggot ass, wouldn’t you?”

Indeed, he would. It was his deepest fantasy, and imagining Heather sucking on his cock while Roger was fucking him that had caused him to come. He was surprised at that feeling, too. For the most part, he had endured Mistress Rhonda forcing him to enjoy homosexual sex because it pleased her, but he now realized he had always enjoyed it. He felt his cock stirring at the thought of Heather participating as well. “If it were your desire, then I would, Mistress.”

She laughed. “Maybe someday I’ll use this against Mitch.”

Jeremy drove the car into the garage, opened the door for his mistress and followed obediently to closet where he took her leather coat and carefully hung it on the hanger. He followed her to the bedroom and then the bathroom, where he knelt before her. He heard her tinkle into the toilet, then she slid forward for him to lick her clean with his tongue. He smelled the muskiness of her, of the sex she’d had, and the faint acrid smell of her urine as he licked her clean.

“Run me a bath,” she ordered, pushing him away.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. He was glad she wanted a bath. He enjoyed bathing her and washing her with his bare hands. As he ran the water, he again remembered the first time his Aunt Elizabeth had climbed into the tub with him. Before then, she’d washed him, and always his small penis would get hard, and always she would tell him what a bad boy he was for getting an erection like that. All the while, she would be handling it, touching it with slick, soapy hands, and then she would punish him for his erection. 

Jeremy felt the water running into Mistress Rhonda’s tub to make sure it was just the right temperature. He had gotten very good at gauging 102 degrees. The water was perfect as it ran over his hand and filled the tub. He dropped a bit of perfume into the water, and the floral smell suffused the air of the bath. He helped his mistress into the tub. She sighed and lay back, closing her eyes. The tub and bath had been custom designed by her and resembled a Japanese bath, except that the tub was long enough for her to stretch out in. The tub was sunk into the floor, and outside was the washing area. He assumed the proper position of a slave, on his knees with his hands folded awaiting her orders.

His mistress was ignoring him, so he covertly looked at her body. She was very beautiful, he thought, so slender and almost boyish. He hoped she would let him worship her body with his lips, but he doubted it would happen tonight. He loved to kiss her everywhere, finally ending up between her legs and making her cum time and time again until she would push him away. She’d had enough sex, he suspected. He hoped she wouldn’t just ignore him. Perhaps she would punish him for coming, tonight. He knew she was still skeptical about what he’d told her about that. He didn’t want to admit that he’d not told her the truth. He wished she would let him come more, like his Aunt Elizabeth had done. That first time had just been the beginning. She had delighted in making him cum and then shaming and punishing him for it. He guessed Mistress Rhonda did the same thing, only making him cum with men seemed to be her pleasure. 

He remembered the first time she had done that. It wasn’t long after Aunt Elizabeth had remarried, and she’d given him to Mistress Rhonda. Mistress had taken him to a group of her fellow dommes. He’d been completely naked except for a leather collar around his penis and one around his neck. She’d told them what a bad slave he was, how he always kept getting erections when she just touched him. Of course it had happened while she demonstrated. All the women had laughed and made shaming comments. He’d flamed red, and his Mistress had laughed as the stroked him.

Then one of the other mistresses had suggested an appropriate thing would be to make him have sex with her boyslave while they all watched. The other boy had masturbated him while the dommes all laughed at him, calling him faggot boy and worse. He’d come quickly as the other boy had slid his hand up and down his cock. The other boy was hard, and mistress Rhonda had made Jeremy suck his penis in front of everyone. She’d had to whip him to make him do it. He still remembered opening his mouth and taking in the smooth head of the boy’s cock into his mouth and sucking on it. The boy had then become excited and took over, pumping his cock in and out of Jeremy’s increasingly willing mouth. He remembered feeling the boy cum in his mouth, his hot semen spurting all over his tongue and the back of his throat, filling his mouth with its salty taste. Then, she’d shown the other domme’s how he’d gotten hard again, humiliating him and calling him her faggot boy while she fondled him in front of her friends. She’d then whipped his penis with her cat, but his erection didn’t go down, which had amused them all hugely.

Now, he thought of Heather and her soft body. He thought of her large clit, engorged with lust for him. The thought entered his mind as how he would like sucking on it and making her cum again and again, maybe even spurt in his mouth and face, and then laying her down and entering her. He would move slowly in and out, in and out, and then they would both climax explosively. Nobody would be dominant or submissive. They would just be lovers.

He was turned out of his reverie by the sound of his mistress’ deep breathing. She had fallen asleep in the water. He wondered what to do. If he woke her, she might be angered, but if the cooling water awoke her, she might be more angry. He decided he would just wait awhile and monitor the water temperature carefully.

Just as he was reaching for the hot water faucet, his mistress opened her eyes. “Never mind. Just wash me,” she said. She rose from the tub letting the water sheet off her naked body. He gave her a hand as she stepped up and out, then sat on the little wooden stool to be washed.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, taking her right foot in his hand and lovingly applying soap to it. His slick fingers probed between each toe and along the edges to see if calluses had grown enough to require the pumice stone. Moving up her leg, he gently massaged her wet, slippery skin all the way to the top of her thigh. She spread her legs enough to let him, and he looked and wanted to worship her with his lips. Taking the sprayer that hung on the wall, he rinsed the soap from her skin. He moved to the other leg and then did each arm, starting with her hands, where he gently massaged each finger and moved each joint with his hands. 

Mistress then lifted herself out of the perfumed water and sat on the edge of the tub. He washed her back like he had washed everywhere else, gently massaging and rubbing her skin. Then he moved to her front, starting at her throat and slowly and gently moving downward. He noted her nipples stiffen as his slippery hands applied soap to her small breasts. His hands moved worshipfully over them, staying as long as she wanted them there. After perhaps two minutes she nodded and his hands moved downward. He washed her belly, giving her navel care, and then moved between her thighs, which parted to allow him to wash her. Very gently he soaped her, carefully washing between her labia, making sure that she was perfectly clean under each fold. His finger gently explored her anus, making certain she was clean there, too. As she had not told him to stop, he returned to the area of her clit, which he began to massage gently with a wet, soapy fingertip. 

He felt himself getting hard.

“Are we getting hard, slave?” 

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That is offensive, you worm, and you know it. Getting hard means you want to stick that thing into my holy body.”  She reached out and gripped his hard cock with her soapy hand. “What a bad, bad boy you are for having such thoughts, Slave.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I would have thought that cumming while Roger was fucking your faggot ass and that slave of Mitch’s was watching would have been enough.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I’m going to have to punish you, you know.”

“Yes, Mistress. I am very sorry, Mistress.”  She continued rubbing her soapy hand over the sensitive head of his cock. He wondered how it would feel to have Heather do that. “What do you think would be appropriate, Slave?”

He wanted to say, “Make me fuck Heather!” but he knew he couldn’t say that. Instead, he tried to gauge what Mistress wanted to do. Probably the flogger. “Whip my bad penis with your flogger, Mistress. It needs to learn more respect.”

“That is just what I was thinking.”  

He didn’t have far to go. She kept several instruments of torture in the cabinet under the sink. Taking a swivel-headed flogger, he handed it to her. He stood in front of her, his erect penis standing straight out. She started slowly, twirling the flogger so that the strands whipped the sensitive end of his penis. The pain exploded as she whipped harder. He watched as his skin reddened. He wanted to draw back, to protect himself, but he knew that would make her angry. 

“That’s right, Slave,” she said. “Stick it farther out and don’t try to protect yourself. Take it like a man instead of a whining faggot boy who likes cock up his ass!” 

His legs were quivering with the effort. He moaned in pain and flexed his fingers. And yet, underneath the pain, he felt a profound excitement. He might cum. He hoped he could. All the thoughts of Heather had aroused him. He thought of her being there and kissing his burning penis after his mistress finished her whipping, and how her soft lips would soothe his pain. “Uhhhh!” he moaned, desperate to cum.

“You are a naughty, filthy little boy,” she said, stopping. “You were about to cum, you nasty beast!  Here I was punishing you, and you actually liked it.”

“It hurt, Mistress. You were punishing me.”

“Yes, but your nasty penis was wanting to cum, wasn’t it?” she said, rubbing the head of it. 

He knew he couldn’t stop himself, and he knew she would have all the excuse she needed to punish and punish him. “Yes, Mistress!” he moaned. “I can’t stop myself.”

And then he was spurting his hot cum, as wave after wave washed over him. He saw it gush all over Mistress’ hand and even onto her breasts.

“You filthy beast!” she shouted at him, digging her fingernails into his penis hard enough to make him wince and cry out.

“Now I’ll really have to punish you,” she said. 

