SUB TOP

The first time Kat topped me was not anything special. But she had the desire to learn and improve, so we continued the lessons. I was the willing victim, and Kat the eager student.

We met at one of those on-line sites for people interested in other kinky lifestyles. My first effort to contact her brought no response; however, she did look at my file. Wondering why she did not respond, I wrote and asked her. She responded by saying she felt she was too inexperienced for me. I wrote back, saying all that was important to me was that he be submissive and willing to explore her submissiveness. One thing led to another, and I soon was a regular visitor to her home, teaching her the painful pleasures of D/s.

Kat is of Irish descent, and has dark red hair to prove it. She is short, just an even 5’ tall and a bit on the heavy side, but her crowning glory, or should I say glories, are her 38DD breasts. She has a very small and tasteful shamrock tattooed on the very top of her left breast. Since the first time we played, I could not get enough of them, and had tied, bitten, sucked, squeezed, clamped, pinched, slapped, rubbed, vibrated, and fucked them to my heart’s content. They were very responsive to everything I did to them, so I continued to repeat all of those things every chance I got. One of my favorite things was fucking them, while Kat held them so they embraced my cock. When my penis slipped between them, Kat’s mouth and tongue were always on the other side, doing what they could to stimulate me. The friction during a fuck of Kat’s lubricated breasts was hot and intense. I seldom lasted long, and when I started to cum, I buried my manhood between Kat’s lips, making her take all of my juice. There are times when a breast fuck is more intense than one in a cunt, and Kat’s breasts always supplied unbeatably intense sensations.

Kat was very afraid of getting pregnant, so up to that point, I had not fucked her pussy, but instead took advantage of all of her other assets. Kat was a delightfully skilled cocksucker, and told me she had sucked over 100 different cocks in her life, with the first blowjob taking place at age 13. She had been horsing around with her brother’s friend, and he had cornered her behind her brother’s garage, where they had kissed, and she had gone to her knees and lost her oral virginity. Word had gone around the neighborhood after that, and Kat had diligently practiced the Catholic girl’s birth control for a number of neighborhood boys.

As her Dom, I had given Kat even more instruction, teaching her to slow down and savor what she was doing. With training, her technique improved, and she had even climaxed a couple of times, while sucking my cock. In that way, she was the perfect submissive, almost preferring to serve me with her mouth to anything else we did. She was hungry for it, and her actions often conveyed to me that she was born to serve me in that way, on her knees, her back or in any way I could fuck her mouth.

But Kat also had a dominant streak, as many of us do. Several months into our relationship, and with my encouragement, Kat decided to learn how to switch. Like many individuals involved in bdsm, she wanted to explore the other side of the ropes. At the end of our regular sessions, I gave her lessons in how to secure a submissive male (me) with ropes and other ties. The first time was not anything special. She secured me spread-eagle on her bed, then practiced some of the things I taught her. Her hands and fingers were awkward with the ropes, and her efforts at administering pain left much to be desired, but when she sucked me to a climax, the result was wonderful. I fought my ropes as she squeezed my balls, and her hot mouth swallowed all of my seed.

Over the next few weeks, she practiced various techniques while alone in her house, then tried them out on me. I coaxed her into giving me more and more pain, providing feedback with each attempt. Eventually, she because quite adept at topping me, because she really wanted to dominate men. She knew her options would be increased in the D/s world, if she could switch.

Perhaps I should tell you that I am 20 years older than Kat, and from the beginning of our relationship, we both sensed one day she might want to look for someone closer to her age. We also agreed we wanted more than a playmate, and that we wanted to have a relationship that went deeper than just kinky sex. Over the year that we saw each other, that relationship blossomed.

Kat was ready to become Mistress Kat one Saturday morning. Her directions were very specific. I was to arrive outside her home a bit before 8AM, put the ankle restraints on in the car, and ring her buzzer at 8AM. When I drove to her house, I felt the familiar fluttering of anticipatory butterflies in my stomach. I reminded myself that it was OK to have butterflies; the trick was to make them fly in formation. I parked outside Kat’s house, fastened the restraints around my ankles, and pulled up my socks, so no one could see the leather. It surprised me how much my submissiveness increased just from putting them on.

I pushed Kat’s apartment button, said my name when asked, and was buzzed in through the lobby door. When I got to her door, she stood behind it and let me in. I caught sight of a red outfit out of the corner of my eye, but did not look, as I had been directed to look down, go directly to her bedroom, undress and kneel. I immediately complied with Kat’s directions, feeling very submissive and excited. Various instruments were placed about the room. I noticed a spreaderbar at the foot of the bed. Candles were burning in several places around the room. Kat had followed me and complimented me, when I was ready. “Good boy.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Those words excited me even more. Even though I could not see her, I knew she was wearing her red outfit, which consisted of a panty topped off by a bustier. I had seen it before and it looked great on her. Her fingers grabbed and twisted my nipples, causing me to gasp and send a shot of adrenaline to my crotch. She flicked them with her nails. They were now fully at attention.
She handed wrist restraints to me. “Put these on and lie across the horse,” she directed. The horse was a wooden bondage sawhorse I built for Kat to ride. She had covered the 2” X 6” beam across the top with a maroon, padded, leather-like material. My hands shook as I tried to fasten the restraints on my wrists. After a couple of tries, Kat finished the job, making sure there was a snug fit. I went to the horse and stretched out on my stomach, so my legs and arms extended along the sides of the horse’s four legs. My cock hung over the end of the horse and when my legs were fastened to the horse, my cock and balls were exposed. She first fastened my arms to the bondage horse’s wooden legs. As she secured my legs using the ankle restraints, I felt the muscles on the backs of my legs stretch. I tested my restraints by pulling at them. There was no way I could get loose. Kat ran a fingernail across my back, down the back of one leg, and up the back of the other one. I jerked and let out a moan of surprise as her nail touched the entrance to my anus.

“Kind of sensitive there, hmmm.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Are you a little bit afraid?’

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You should be more than a little bit afraid, boy. I‘ve waited long enough to get you here, and now that I have you, I’m going to hurt you. Is that what you want?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I sighed, and my breath quivered when I sucked it in.

“Then beg me for it.”

I swallowed. “Please hurt me, Mistress.”

“Oh, I intend to. Is there anything else you want?”

“Please tie me up, and hurt me, and let me serve you as you wish.”

“Are you ready to surrender to me and allow me to push your limits as we’ve discussed?”

A chill ran through my body. “Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s a good answer, pet; a very good answer.” A finger flicked a testicle and I jumped and moaned in response. It was a technique I had taught her—very well, it seemed. Then her hand came down hard on my ass. I jumped and moaned again. She struck me several times with her hand before stopping. She came around to my head. A penis gag dangled in front of my face. “Open.” I opened my mouth, adjusting to its strange shape and tasting its soft rubber. Kat fastened the gag straps behind my head, checked them, and then fastened them tighter. 
Kat then slipped a blindfold over my eyes. Wearing a blindfold on takes things to a higher level, and one is immediately made helpless and more submissive. My heart was beating fast, and I could hardly breathe. I was afraid of her and what she might do to me. “I’ve gagged you because I intend to push you to your limits, but I don’t want you to disturb my neighbors. Scream all you want. It will probably excite me, but it won’t shorten what I intend to do to you. Ready or not, we’re ready to begin. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. 
Kat stood between my legs and took my cock in her hand and pulled on it. I moaned when her fingernails dug into its purple head. My rod was so hard it hurt. “Hmmm, I’m going to have to do something about that. Let’s see how you like the fly swatter.” With that, Kat began striking my helpless balls with the swatter, while she held me in place using my cock to control me and hold me in place. The blows were light because the swatter is light and has a wide surface. But they stung and made my jewels feel like they were on fire. As she struck them, Kat inserted a word between each blow. “I….. think…. I…. am…. going…. to…. enjoy…. doing… this…. to…. you… often.” As I received her efforts and struggled helplessly, I wondered if I had created a monster. A delightfully sadistic monster. When Kat finally stopped, I thought she was giving me a breather.

Then I heard a bottle being opened and felt something cold being applied to my asshole. . Her finger spread the lube and then entered me. She had done this before, but only as a sub, while sucking my cock and massaging my prostate. Once I was lubricated to her satisfaction, she removed her finger, leaving me to wait for what might happen next. I heard rustling and snaps behind me, and realized that the strap-on Kat said she was ordering had arrived. I felt something probe my opening and tried to resist. Kat’s fingers gripped my dangling balls and squeezed. I moaned into my gag. “Fight it, and I’ll really hurt you. Easy way or hard way, either way, I am going to fuck you.” She chuckled, knowing I was hearing my own words coming back from previous sessions with her.

I surrendered. I tried to calm down by taking deep breaths, while Kat’s cock eased further and further into me, taking my back door virginity. A sharp little pain caused me to squeal into my gag, and then she was inside me. “God, you are tight.” She began to move slowly in and out of my backside. “Mmmmm.” Kat’s breathing increased, and I realized the strap-on was probably rubbing her sex as she took me. “Fuuuuuccccckkkkkk!” Her climax came hard and fast. She collapsed on my back, resting for several minutes before withdrawing. She went to the bathroom, and I heard her peeing.
When she returned, Kat began to work my ass over with the fly swatter. The swatter stung a bit. It was easy to bear, but I was afraid she would use it again on my balls. There was a pause and the swatter hit my tender nuts dead center. There were two sensations. The first one was a light stinging sensation, which was not unbearable. The second was the burning feeling that settled in after a few seconds. That feeling took a while to subside. Before it did, Kat struck me there again. That one hurt even more. A third, fourth and fifth smack had me trying to dance on the horse, but I was not able to move. Kat showed no mercy striking me there several more times. When she was finished, my balls were again suffering from fiery pain. 

Kat’s fingers massaged my cock, bringing it back to full attention. Her next tool was the leather flogger I had used on her many times. She cut me no slack, working on my back, ass and the backs of my legs. Then she swung it against my balls and cock, while I screamed almost continuously into the penis gag. She took a break occasionally, whispering in my ear that paybacks were a bitch. She moved around my bound body, touching, caressing, slapping, squeezing, probing, and flicking, always there, but not allowing me to know where she was going to be or what she was going to do next.

Finally, she released me from the bondage horse, but kept me blindfolded and submissive. She led me over to her bed, and directed me to lie on my back with my legs touching the floor. My arms were quickly secured to the ropes we kept there. Kat fastened a spreaderbar between my ankles, then fastened both ends to ropes that were tied to feet at the end of the bed. I was again helpless. Kat wrapped the head of my cock with some cord, then pulled my cock upward and tied the cord to the chain that hung over her bed. The previous tenant had hung a plant from a hook overhead, and I had attached a chain to it. My cock was out of the way, but my balls were exposed.

She told me she was going to use the cane on me. It was a light, whippy piece of bamboo that stung like crazy.  Kat cut me no slack. My body went rigid as that nasty, small cane tapped my nipples, cock and balls. Each tap was like an explosion on my skin. She worked on the tops of my thighs and their insides. There was no escape. . I tried to wriggle away from her, without any success. My bonds allowed no movement, and my squeals were almost continuous, but reduced by the gag. While she tortured me, Kat told me how much enjoyment she was having and how it would go on and on. She even climaxed several times. Finally, it stopped.
Kat moved above me, removed my gag, and straddled my head, while facing my feet. She eased her cunt onto my mouth and nose, almost smothering me with her sex. I tasted and smelled her familiar essence and went to work on her as best I could. Just when I felt like I might not be able to breathe, she lifted herself off my face. Something struck my balls over and over again. They were gentle taps, but the torture came from their repetition. I whimpered loudly in protest, and Kat stopped and lowered herself over my face again. I felt her untie my cock. Then her mouth enveloped me and she began sucking it. It responded at once. Kat groaned and orgasmed, while rubbing her sex against my nose, mouth and chin. Her juices squirted over my face, and I drank as much as I could. Time slowed down for me, as she repeated this process over and over, cumming several times and finally collapsing face down on my helpless body.

She finally stirred and crawled off me. I heard her leave the room. When she came back, she touched a straw to my lips. “Sip this.” I drank eagerly, but wondering what she still had in store for me. “Are you OK?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Ready for more?”

“Yes, Mistress, if it pleases you.”

“Oh, it pleases me very much,” she chuckled. “To have a man helplessly tied, and available to me, pleases me very much.” I realized we had released something inside her… something I did not suspect she had to such a degree. She was enjoying herself, and she was good at it. And she had the quality at all Doms need… the ability to continue administering pain, discomfort, and using a sub, and not stop, even though the sub might be ready to stop--doing it because she could, pushing limits, because ultimately it gave both of them pleasure. It definitely gave me pleasure, even though I had to go through a lot to get there. Submitting to Kat, and if not to her, to a strong, dominant woman, was something I craved.

Kat replaced the gag, and surprised me by beginning to drip hot wax on my nipples. Surprises are wonderful, but can also be wonderfully scary. I jumped, screamed into my gag, and tried to wriggle away from her. No matter how hard I tried, I could barely move. My balls and cock were next. The sensation on my sex was intense and frightening. When I started to thrash around a bit, Kat straddled my hips, sitting on my pubic bone and immobilized me even more.

No matter how many times he or she has had the experience, the reaction a submissive has to hot wax is interesting. Even though the brain knows the wax won’t burn to the point of injury, the body sends messages to the brain that it is receiving intense pain, and screams to get the hell out of there. There is a confusing rush of the sensations of fear, pain and pleasure. And if the Top continues to drip or spatter the sub with hot wax, those confused sensations go on, and on, and on. I screamed into my gag, struggled helplessly, and continued to do so until Kat finally had her fill. While the wax cooled, she again rode my face to a climax.

When she had recovered, Kat picked the wax drops off of my sensitive chest, cock and balls. By that time, I was again fully erect. The feel of her fingernails on my privates had driven me to the point of frustration. She finally had mercy on me, and rode my cock to a mutually pleasurable climax that curled my toes. I had created a monster… a delightfully, diabolically clever and sadistic monster. 
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