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It was always this way when I visited Mistress. My nerves were on edge as I parked in front of her place. I took the bag of toys out of the car and went inside. Standing at her door, I checked my watch. It wouldn’t do to be too early. But it also would not do to be one second late. One minute before the appointed time, I knocked on the door. “Enter.” I opened the door and went inside. When I had closed the door, I twisted the lock as I had been told to do. 


I turned around and directed my gaze downward. “How are you pet?” 



“A little nervous, Mistress, but fine now that I am here. It is good to be with you again.” 



“It is good to see you, too, pet. I’m surprised that after all of the women you have dommed, that you still get nervous when you switch with me.” 



“I am afraid that you will give me more than I can handle, Mistress.” 



“You know you are perfectly safe with me, and that I will never give you more than you want.” 



I had to agree. Something periodically pulled me here and made me surrender to her. And it seemed I always wanted as much as she wished to give me. “Yes, Mistress.” 



“Undress now, pet. And be quick about it.” 



I kicked off my shoes, pulled my shirt over my head, and dropped my jeans to the floor. But as I tried to bend over to get them off my feet, she used the strap on my ass and legs. The strokes made it difficult to concentrate on the matter of quickly undressing. I tried to dance out of the way, but she seemed to find an open spot wherever I moved. "Ow!” 



“Did that hurt, pet?” 



“A little, Mistress.” My nakedness embarrassed me a bit. She was still fully clothed in black. I felt a stirring in my cock. 


“Good! You were a little slow, so I will make you pay for that in a bit.” Her words made my breathing quicken. “Put your clothes over here.” She handed me the cuffs, and I fastened them to my wrists and ankles. As I stooped to fasten the ankle cuffs, her hand smacked my ass when I was least expecting it. “I see from your cock that you are enjoying this.” 



“Yes, Mistress.” She handed me a white shoestring. “You know what to do.” I quickly wrapped it around my balls and cock and tied the ends in a bow. 


“Stand here.” As I looked at the chains hanging from her ceiling, a blindfold was slipped over my eyes. “Hands up.” My wrists were quickly clipped overhead. I felt a chill of anticipation run through me. 


Next my ankles were separated by a spreader bar that was just long enough to make me uncomfortable. I was held securely by the chains connected to the eyebolts in the ceiling, and the spreader bar made it impossible to move. Her hand stroked my very hard cock. It was so engorged, it ached. A finger flicked my bound testicles. I jumped and exclaimed in surprise. “Looks like I am going to have to gag you pet. Open.” I opened my mouth and felt a rubber ball slip in. It was attached to a wide leather belt, which surrounded my head and clipped behind it. 


She began working on me in earnest, spanking me slowly, warming me up… caressing and pinching my nipples… then finger flipping my balls again and again as I groaned in agony and tried to wriggle away. Mistress was relentless, her hand held my stiff cock up and out of the way while the other one repeatedly flicked my tender testicles. I screamed into my gag and struggled helplessly at my overhead bonds, dancing in place. Finally, it stopped. 


As I stood there, catching my breath, I felt her nude body against my back, caressing and hugging me. Her nipples pressed into my ribs. Her fingers found my ballsack and squeezed, bringing me to my tiptoes, releasing me, then again controlling my pain to the point of extreme agony… finally there was release from the pain. Then, something else… oiled fingers around my hard cock, slipping and sliding over it. Slowly working it, massaging it… then fast pumps… then slow again. I was in heaven, then in torment. I wanted to cum… tried to beg through my gag. 


“Yes, pet, I will let you cum, but there is a price. You must wear the clover clamps you hate so much and also allow me to whip you with my tawse. If you agree, you may cum.” I was desperate, finally nodding agreement. She teased me gently putting on one, then the other. The agony sneaked up on me. The clamps gradually began to really hurt my nipples, shooting fiery pain through my chest. Her tawse was two feet long and had pointed strips of leather that left stripes for days. As the first blow struck, her oiled hot hand pumped me back into engorgement. The clamps and tawse brought me to a new level of awareness, enhancing her hand motion. My ass burned with each blow. I could feel the ends of the tawse curl around the insides of my legs. I jumped each time she struck me, and the clamps bounced and pulled at my nipples. I came quickly, grunting my pleasure through my gag and struggling against my suspension and the pull on my legs. 


She quickly let me down, leading me over to the bed. As I lay there weak and recovering, my hands and ankles were spread-eagled. The mask was removed. As I squinted up at her, she straddled my face. I could smell her desire. Before her sex enveloped me, I heard her say, “It’s time for me, pet. Show me your devotion.” Eagerly, I began to serve her. My tongue buried itself in her moist heat. I knew I would do anything she wished.

