A Pressing Engagement

 

She did not give him any chance to mentally adjust or object. When he entered her house, her control was immediate.

 

"Strip!"

 

Bret stripped. When he glanced up to question about his shoes, she replied, "Everything."

 

As soon as he was naked, she had him put on the wrist and ankle restraints. Next, she had him bind his balls with a black shoelace. His arms were quickly fastened behind his back, and she led him out to her deck, and down the steps into the yard. Her place was beautiful--behind the house was five acres of trees and grass. A warm evening breeze caressed his skin and stimulated the hairs on his arms and chest. His cock responded. 

 

There were just enough pine trees on either side of the back yard to screen them from the neighbors, but he was still a bit uncomfortable going totally naked in her back yard, even if it was getting dark. There was always the chance that someone might come around from the front, and if the neighbors were close enough to the edge of the place, they might glance through the pines and see him. She had also made him go shoeless to maintain his state of imbalance--and it was working.

 

While she urged him on with her hand on his arm, Bret was more tentative in stepping through the grass. As a dom, he always was so sure of himself. As a sub, he felt helpless and vulnerable--just where she wanted him to be. She guided him to a nearby tree and positioned him so his nose and chin was touching it. She hugged his waist with her right arm and wrapped her fingers around his balls. When she gave them a quick squeeze, he moaned. Her body pressed against his back and she tugged at his balls, pressing them against the rough bark of the tree.

When the sensitive skin of his ballsack touched the tree bark, the shot of pain that resulted, caused him to involuntarily jerk away, but her body blocked and prevented all but a little movement away.

“Don’t you move, slavecock.” She pressed his hypersensitive flesh against the tree again and he gasped at the sensation. His cock was as rigid as an artillery shell. Over and over again, she cruelly pressed his tender flesh against the tree bark. His brain was on overdrive, reacting at first to the feeling of too much pain, then suddenly shifting into subspace—a place where there was no such thing as too much pain. Suddenly, it was too much, and his cock orgasmed wildly, shooting cum onto the tree.

She smiled to herself because she had climaxed, too, but while she was allowed release, her sub was not. “You came without permission, you little prick,” she hissed.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he whined.

“You don’t look very sorry,” she scolded. “You’ll pay for this.” With that, she unfastened the rope at his wrists, spun him around and pushed his back against the tree. He was quickly secured to the tree by refastening his wrists together on the other side of its trunk. The sensitive skin of his ass was now rubbing against the tree. Clover clamps were attached so quickly to his nipples that he squealed out in pain. 

“Serves you right! I was going to take you to bed with me tonight, but now I don’t know. I’m going into the house to take a bath, and you will stay here and think about your failure.” With that, she left him standing in the dark. Moments later, he heard the sound of the back door closing.

“Damn! Why can’t I hold off? She knows how to get to me every time! The clamps burned like twin fires on his small male nipples and the tree’s bark dug painfully into his ass.

“What do we have here?”

He was startled and jerked with surprise, and his ass flesh paid the price. The nipple clamps also reacted to his sudden movement with added pressure. Bret groaned, eyes searching the darkness for the source of the feminine voice. A shadow materialized in front of him—a dark shape with no face. Trying to control his emotions, he shivered instead. His brain searched for a reason for the stranger to be there in Mistress’ back yard. He knew it wasn’t his Mistress. The voice wasn’t even close. It was much younger, and almost girlish. Who is she? What’s she doing here? Is she going to call the police? 

“I’m glad she’s gone. I got so hot watching the two of you—I almost couldn’t stand it.” Hands felt his chest, pulling at the clamps, then quickly fluttered down to his cock and bound balls. “Wow, you feel as good as you look,” the voice whispered. Her hands grasped his swollen testicles and squeezed them till he moaned. “I think you protest too much. I think you really like it. I’ve always wanted to do this to a man.” Of course, his cock immediately came back to life. “See, you do like it.”

Her dark shape kneeled in front of him and her hot mouth engulfed his manhood. He gasped at the shock of pleasure that resulted. In a matter of moments, his mind and body went in high gear from surprise to fear to arousal. 

She swallowed him whole, devouring his cock to its root. He lost himself to the intense pleasure she was forcing on him. Her tongue circled his rigid shaft while her head bobbed up and down. Bound as he was, there was no retreat from it, even if he had the will for it. 

His knees felt weak. Her mouth swooped down on him, taking him in deeply. Bret wanted to howl at the heavens. It was surprising how quickly and easily she brought him to his second climax. He felt his groin tighten as it began, and ground his teeth together as she squeezed his bound balls with gradually increasing pressure. The pain pushed him over the edge. When he exploded, she chewed the head of his cock, almost blowing his mind as she blew him—causing pain and pleasure to dance together. He felt like his guts were going to shoot out the end of his cock as the muscles in his groin spasmed so hard they almost cramped—and he wondered if he would injure himself from it—then decided he didn’t care. Her teeth and fingers worked delightful torture that extended the length of his climax beyond his normal limits.
Afterward, she began to lick him clean. He was so sensitive that he whimpered with each caress of her tongue and begged her to stop. Chuckling, she only tortured him more. They both started at the sound of the patio door sliding in its rail. His torturer  jumped up and quickly disappeared into the black night.

His Mistress’ voice came floating out of the darkness. “I think you have had enough time to reflect on your lack of discipline. Did you learn a lesson from this?”

He shivered from an aftercum. “Yes, Mistress.” But for the life of him, he couldn’t think what it was.
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