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Between a rock and a hard place. She had me between a rock and a hard place. I wondered if I had not made a mistake in going last. My friend and I have a Master/submissive relationship, but occasionally, we switch and she becomes Mistress. I had worked her over pretty good earlier this morning, and now it was my turn… and as Mistress says, "paybacks are a bitch." 

So there I was, tied to the bondage bench, straddling it, so my arms and legs were fastened to the horses' arms and legs. My head rested on the carpet covered top at one end, and my exposed ass was at the other end. Or should I say, my end was at the other end? Mistress had fastened me very securely, and proceeded to spank me as hard as she could, using several implements. Her hand was first, and I was forced to count each smack, as in, "Uhhh… one, thank you, Mistress." 

Then she got serious, nailing me a few times with the ping pong paddle I had given her. That was almost too much to bear. She then brought out her father's old belt and laid some stripes across my rear and the backs of my legs. Man that stung. The curious thing was my cock was as stiff as a board. She had wrapped my balls and cock with an elastic cord, but what really kept it up, was the spanking she was giving me. That and the probing of my prostate with her finger. 

The nipple clamps were next. She had warned me that she had new ones. I had used them on her first, and she had whined when I tugged on them to make sure they were secure. Again, it was payback time. When the jaws of the first one grabbed my right tit, I let out a moan that I was sure could be heard on the street outside her apartment. The left one was no easier to take. I tried to relax, but it was difficult. I felt her breath next to my ear and heard the words, "Are we having fun yet, Robert?" "Yes, Mistress, as long as you are," I replied. Well, deep down inside, I was enjoying myself immensely. The tit clamps sent jolts right down to my hard cock. 

I felt her hand grip my bound balls. As she began to squeeze them, I realized that she had me between a rock and a hard place. More correctly, she had my rocks in a hard place, and she totally owned them and me. Mistress squeezed me until I groaned with the pain, then she relaxed her grip a bit. Again she squeezed until she got the right verbal response from me. She seemed to glory in her ability to make me groan with pain. Occasionally, she would pump my cock with her other hand. These manipulations were heavenly. She also would lean in and take my cock into her mouth as it hung stiffly back between my legs. When she did that, I felt my sperm begin its trip down the tubes. But she always backed off, teasing, torturing me. Squeeze…. Pump…. Squeeze…. Pump….. Suck….. over and over the teasing and torturing continued. I was in agony…. I was in ecstasy. I didn't know which was up. Finally, she unfastened me, and I shakily stood up from the horse. 

But Mistress did not allow me to get my bearings. Before she unfastened my legs, she clipped my wrist restraints behind me. I had taught her to always maintain control, and she had learned this well. When my ankles were free, she moved me to her bedroom. I was forced to sit sideways in the middle of the bed, while she secured my ankles to ropes that were fastened to two of the bed's four posts. My arms were unfastened and then retied to the other two bedposts. For good measure, Mistress returned to my ankle ties and pulled my legs further apart. I felt totally exposed and helpless. My legs were split apart about as far as they could stretch. I could feel the tension in the area where my legs joined my body. There was no way to get loose or resist anything she wanted to do to me. If she wanted to work on my balls with a switch, there was nothing I could do about. That feeling of not being able to protect myself down there, sent a cold chill down my spine. 

She straddled my chest, facing my feet, and lowered her cunt over my face. I felt her hand grab my bound balls. "OK, cunteater, do this well and you will be rewarded. Do it poorly, and you are in trouble." For emphasis, she gave my balls a squeeze. The pain was intense, but I began to work on her clit and cunt with a passion. My tongue worked it's magic, always motivated by Mistress' death grip on my sore jewels. Mistress came quickly, humping my tongue and mouth roughly, taking her pleasure as she should, grunting through her climax. She collapsed on top of me for a couple of minutes, leaving my mouth buried in her sex. 

Finally, she stirred a bit. "Good boy," I heard her say, "Now you get your reward. She took my cock into her mouth and gently began to suck on it. I was in heaven. The intensity of the soft movements she was making as she sucked on me, nearly drove me wild. She played with me, teasing me, backing off as I was about to cum, then taking me in again to bring me back to the edge. I tried to move my cock into her mouth to gain enough friction to cum, but had no movement of my body because of my bonds and her weight on top of me. She controlled the whole situation. I whimpered my frustration, but she continued. Finally I begged as I had made her beg so many other times, "Mistress, please let me cum!" She did not respond, but I felt her head shake a negative response. Again, "Mistress, you are driving me crazy, I need to cum…. Please let me cum." She again made the negative headshake. I whimpered and tossed my head from side to side. 

Finally, I could stand it no longer, "Please Mistress, I will do anything if you let me cum." I heard her affirmative, "Um hmmm," and felt her head shake a "yes". She reached up to my nipple clamps and released them. The sudden extra jolt of pain drove me over the top, and I came with an intensity that focused me totally on that instant. My whole body concentrated the wonderful things happening to my cock. I felt the groin contractions begin. My balls tried to pull up inside my body, but the elastic wrap prevented that. Mistress squeezed them some more. That only increased the tension and intensity of my orgasm. I strained against my bonds. My eyes were squeezed so tightly shut that I saw red. My pulse pounded in my ears and my face was hot. When it hit, it slammed into me like a great ocean wave, tossing me out of control. A primal moan rolled out of my mouth as I shuddered through it. It seemed to go on forever, each peak higher than the last as she milked me for all it was worth. As quickly as it had started, my climax tapered off and finally stopped. But Mistress kept sucking on me, giving me additional small jolts of pleasure that were almost painful. I was so sensitive that I wanted her to stop, but the pleasure that went with it, caused me to moan with each movement of her mouth. If I had not been fastened down, I would have pulled away from her. Still under her control, I had to take it until at last, she stopped. 

I lay there panting and spent, totally used. I had been controlled, used and played by a very skilled Mistress, who tortured, teased and stimulated me beyond my wildest expectations. Indeed the student had humbled the teacher. As I lay there, letting my breathing slow down, I realized that in the future, I had my work cut out to keep one step ahead of my student. My one advantage was that she is multi-orgasmic, and that means at any time, I can turn her into jelly, and keep it up until she has no ability to move. But for now, I was still helplessly secured by my bonds and by the miracle she had just worked on my body. I realized that if she wished, Mistress could continue to do anything she wanted. However, in my post orgasmic state, I would be hypersensitive to any pain she wanted to give me. Indeed, as long as she wished, I was still between that rock and a hard place. 

I felt her hand squeeze my balls again and realized that she was not finished with me. This payback was going to be a bitch. No choice but to hang in there and wait and see what she had in mind for me. After all, for right then, she was the Mistress. My breathing stopped when I heard her whisper in my ear, "Painslut, wait till you see and feel what I have planned for you next. I guarantee you will not enjoy this is much as I will." At that moment I realized that the student was going to challenge the teacher. As much as I dreaded what she had planned, it still excited me. Sometimes the student could teach the teacher a thing or two. Whatever Mistress wanted, she would get, because for this time together, she is my Mistress. She would do what ever she wanted to do to me because she could do it, and because she owned me. I am ready, Mistress… use me as you will. 

