I was a bit apprehensive on my next visit to Fallon. She had warned me that she was going to up the degree of pain and stimulation she was going to provide to me. My last visit had been mind blowing... a very hot session, and proved to me Fallon really knew her way around a man, particularly a male sub. She had knowledge of all of my buttons. It was almost as though she had been inside my mind and body and experienced all of the things I had experienced. And technically, she knew what she was doing. 

Afterward, I told her this. Her response was that she took being a Domme very seriously and had learned by talking to male submissives and others about techniques. Then she had practiced at every opportunity, just as I had practiced with female subs. She had talked to them later about their sessions, and used what she learned to improve her ability as a Domme. In my mind, she was gifted. 

She admitted me when I knocked on her door. I had been instructed not to speak, so I followed her to her playroom. She pointed to a chair, and I quickly disrobed and assumed the kneeling position, with my hands behind my head. She was dressed in a black leather bra and shorts. Low-heeled black boots matched the rest of her outfit. As I kneeled there, completely naked, Fallon came up behind me and caressed my hair, then massaged my shoulders. "Will you submit to me totally, while we are together?" 

I nodded my head. "Yes, Mistress." My words made me shiver 

She really worked me hard this time. I was tied across the bondage horse... arms clipped behind me... ankles to two legs. My collar was tied under my chest to my cock and balls and my balls were encircled by 8 metal rings and tied to my wrist restraint with a rope. Arms were cross-tied to the horse. She then attached the tens to my balls and cock head and turned it on. I had no place to go to without pulling on my package... and there was nothing I could do but dance on my tip toes and scream for the whole time... it was 15 minutes of pure hell… it was 15 minutes of pure pleasure...

When it was over, she caressed my back and praised me for my ability to handle the pain. Soon her fingers caressed my balls and cock, bringing it to attention again. “I have a surprise for you, boy,” she whispered. She went over to her bedroom door and opened it. A naked man entered the room. She brought him to where I was tied over the horse. “This is Spanky, another male sub, who also switches.” Today, he is your Master. She caressed and pumped his cock till it was hard and pointed directly at my face.  Then she went behind me, turned on the tens, and patted my ass. “Spanky likes to have his cock sucked, and I think you are the perfect boy to do it.” I hesitated. Almost instantly the tens was turned up. I groaned in agony, and raised my head. Spanky’s cock pressed at my lips. The tens burned my cock, and when I opened my mouth in a scream, the head of his cock choked it off. Having no choice, I began to suck. Never having done this before, I was surprised at the rubbery texture. “Suck!”

I worked hard on it. The tens stimulation was reduced to something more bearable… and exciting. My tongue rubbed and flicked across the tip and underneath the cock head. “Oh yeah,” I heard Spanky moan. Fingers worked something cold across and into my ass. Mistress was lubricating me for additional use. I felt totally submissive, ready for anything they wanted of me. Her fingers entered me and began rubbing my prostate. Slippery cock pumped in and out of my mouth. I tasted his pre-come as I tried to wrap my lips around his cock and caress as much of it as I could with my tongue. Her fingers left me and I moaned with disappointment. His hands held my head in an iron grip as he worked his cock deeper into my mouth. I could the frequency of his breathing increase. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and let him have his way with me. 

“Enough.” Mistress Fallon was still orchestrating things. Spanky pulled his cock from my mouth. It made a small smack as it left my lips. I licked them to clean off the drool and his juices. Spanky came around behind me and probed my anus with his cock. Hands held my cheeks apart. I was surprised how open I was. A mild, sweet pain grabbed me as he entered me slowly and began fucking me. Mistress came to my head, rolling a chair with her. She sat in it, spread her legs, and rolled the chair forward. My face was instantly buried in her cunt. I had no choice but to hang in there and serve them. I was a sex object. Their sex object. Total peaceful acceptance washed over me.  This was where I belonged. This was what I wanted and needed.

