Paybacks

After I attached each wrist and foot to the "horse," I had to stand back to admire your ingenuity in making it. I had not experienced the horse from this point of view, only from the point-of-view of the helpless one. But now tables were turned. We had agreed to switch. Your naked body was secured facedown to the horse—the center of your manhood helpless and vulnerable. I blindfolded you in order to make you feel more controlled. Your stiff cock hung down between your legs—defenseless and exposed to me. Your balls were also exposed and there for the grabbing, so I took full advantage, my cruel fingers pulling and squeezing your sensitive globes. You groaned each time I hurt you. I increased the pressure until you were begging me to stop. I chuckled and reminded you that you had asked for this, and had even told me I was not to stop even if you begged me to stop.
I decided to fully enjoy my first opportunity to switch with you, so I gagged you. Fortunately, I had spent some time studying and planning. You were going to be in for a surprise. I reached under you and caressed your hard male nipples. It amazed me how rock hard they could get. The nipple clamps were where you left them after taking them off me, so I reattached them to you. You squealed into your gag. It was music to my ears. Knowing what you were going through, I felt myself get wet—something I would not have believed possible. I massaged my clit, allowing the sight of you to increase the sensations I was giving myself. I climaxed quickly, taking the edge off of my excitement. Allowing myself a few moments to recuperate, I wiped my silky slick  fingers on your face, making sure to liberally cover your nose, moustache and beard with the uniquely scented proof of my excitement—I knew the aroma would continue to remind you for hours of me and my new power over you.

I picked up a leather shoelace and wound it around your balls, hearing you whimper and watching the skin stretch until it looked like the swollen orbs were about to burst like ripe purple grapes.  "Gee, I hope that's not too tight." I secured another leather tie around the base of your cock and wound that back and forth to just below the rim of the head. I could feel you harden even further. "Now for the paddle. You forgot about that didn't you? I didn't." Whack, whack, whack.  It made more noise than I expected. Your groans were impressive.
 I was surprised how much I was getting into this. I actually enjoyed having you in my control and giving you pain. The sight of your bound body amplified my physical excitement—you were beautiful—and I understood your description of the same feelings when you had me in your power. The paddle had made beautiful red marks on each ass cheek. I tried striking your ass with my hand. The smacks were light at first, but I am not one to do things half way. I finally let you have it full-tilt. You moaned with each strike, and I decided I liked the skin contact this method gave me. As I caressed the handprints on your cheeks, I knew I would enjoy correcting you in the future with the quick swat only a well-placed hand could give.

               I grabbed your ball sack and played with it, pulling, pinching, stretching and squeezing until you were continually panting, moaning and trying to get away. The ropes held firm against your frantic futile struggles. The head of your cock was entirely purple from the cock tie I had previously applied. I had never seen your cock this color, and unwrapped your cock tie, leaving your balls still secured. Kneeling behind you, I slowly begin to lick from the base to the head. Pre-cum dripped down my chin. I heard you moan with pleasure. 
I surprised you with the cock whip, repeatedly striking your cock and balls with it—then finishing with hard strikes to each cheek. Your intense struggles to get away from the cruel thing turned me on even more. The whip left marks you would have for several days. I grinned to myself as I thought it would make up for the many times you had left bruises on me and give you something to fondly remember me.

               When I removed each of the nipple clamps, you screamed into your gag. It became almost a primal scream when I grabbed both nipples and squeezed them hard. That was another trick you always tortured me with—sending magnified torment into already supercharged and painfully sensitive breast flesh. I chuckled as you shuddered and sobbed. Been there and done that, paintoy. 
I quickly went back to your cock and began to suck you in earnest, tasting your familiar musky flavor. Soon you were close to coming. I stopped just as I felt you stiffen and start your release. Your frustrated moan excited me. Pre-cum oozed out of your slit and into my hand. I wondered how long I could torture and torment you before I tired of this new game, knowing I was going enjoy discovering the answer. You were helpless, and I had no plans for the afternoon. I decided I might as well take additional advantage of my first opportunity to have you in my clutches. There were so many things I wanted to try. We were definitely going to find out how well your tongue worked with me sitting on your face. And we did—again and again.
Paybacks are a bitch, boy slut, and my name is Mistress.
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