Cruelly Exquisite
The bunched corset stays smacked my balls. “Unhhhh!” That one was the hardest one yet. If Mistress had not spread-eagled me securely to her bed earlier, the pain would have caused me to jerk upright. My scrotum felt like it had been scorched by a torch.
“Breathe deeply, darling. Stay with me.” As she sat between my spread legs, her voice sweetly commanded me to obey.

I took a deep breath and relaxed, embracing the afterburn. “Smack!” Searing pain caught me by surprise. A guttural groan was forced through my nose, as my mouth struggled to hold onto the dildo she had removed earlier from her wet tunnel.

“We’re not through yet, darling. You asked me if I could be cruel. That word has awakened something inside me, and you are going to receive the benefit.”

It was true. I had requested that she allow her more cruel side to reveal itself. She had done so on my last visit, and the result was pain that was erotically intense beyond belief. Afterward, I had been sent home without a climax, but in an extremely relaxed state – alert, with all tension removed from mind and body. Mistress calls this “resetting the defaults.” She also calls me a pain slut.
Mistress continued to work on my balls with the corset stays, which are made of spring steel and provide an intensely hot pain. With each flick, my scrotum burned with agony. Again and again, she took me right to the point where I thought I could take no more, then would back off her cruel treatment, only to resume scorching my ball sack with the corset stays as soon as the pain faded to something more bearable. Without success, I willed my cock and burning jewels to hide inside my body. There was no place to go, no place to hide. I had asked for this, and was getting it with painful abundance.

“The balls are the key to your learning discipline. You need my control of the balls, don’t you?” The corset stays struck again.
“Unhhh!” I floated on the pain. Finally, coming down a bit, I nodded my head and answered as best I could around the penis-shaped dildo I struggled to hold in my mouth. I wanted this. I needed it. She had found the key to my need and freed me to enjoy her control and my submissiveness.
 “I need to feed on you. Mistress took my right ball in her mouth and sucked it in so her teeth could slowly clamp down on it. I groaned in agony as the pressure increased and unsuccessfully struggled against chains that did not give one bit. She worked on the ball for a little longer, then sucked my cock into her mouth. Instantly, my body went from exquisite pain to pure pleasure. I felt my orgasm rise and was just about to ask permission to come, when she let my cock fall from her mouth and began working on the other ball.

“Ahhhhhh!” As the painful pressure increased, I surrendered to it. My body shook with uncontrollable spasms. Her mouth again surrounded my cock, but this time was different. I felt her teeth clamp down, catching my cock in a sharp, vise-like grip, then letting go and biting all the way down to the root then back out to the tip again. Mistress toyed and played with me, while enjoying the pain she was providing.

Finally, it was over. Mistress got off the bed and went to her toy chest. Lighting a cigarette, she stood there contemplating me. “Stay with me, baby.” Back to the bed, I saw that she was holding the tens unit. “I have been working with this all week, and now know how to use it. Let’s start by putting one of the electrodes at the base of the balls, and the other right under the head of your cock.” Once she had done that, she turned the unit on and adjusted it till she got a moan from me.  Mistress spent the next few minutes having me describe the sensations I was experiencing as she adjusted the unit. When she finally understood how to put it to best use on me, she turned it up till I was screaming continuously groaning and screaming. When she finally let me go fifteen minutes later, I would have followed her anywhere.

She gave me a short break, then fastened me face down on her bondage table. My balls were wrapped tightly and secured with a rope through a hole in the middle of the table. The rope was attached to a 10 pound, antique iron, and adjusted so I was held tightly in place. My hands and feet were securely fastened to the table. “Remember this, Darling?” I looked to see what she was holding. It was a speculum. The last time we were together, she was unable to fully insert a butt plug into my ass, and said I need to be stretched a bit. “We are going to open you a bit, and if you are a good girl, you will get to clean up some of this mess you have created between Mistress’ legs.”
I wanted her to open me up for further use. She had told me my “cunt” belonged to her and it was going to be used to serve and service others, Masters included. I mentally had accepted this as inevitable, and as we began that day’s session, had experienced an enema as part of my preparation for opening my rectal cunt for further use. With every visit to Mistress, I found myself giving in to urges she helped me discover. This was one of many urges I had not known about. As Mistress worked lubrication into my backside, I wondered what other secrets she would uncover.                                                                                                                                                 

