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Chapter 6


Her amrita tasted like
honey.

Emma squatted above me, letting me get
a taste of her pussy, letting her juices slide out of her and onto
my face. 

After my initial taste, she changed
her position so she was kneeling above me. She rested her ass on my
chest, spread her knees wide, and let me consume her
pussy.

I couldn’t use my hands since they
were restrained, but that was fine. I loved eating pussy. Hers was
delicious. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to please her. I
wanted her to sit on my cock, even after she had whipped it, and
make me cum. 

But I couldn’t tell her these things
because my mouth was full of her pussy and she didn’t want to hear
them. She was in charge. Emma would get to decide what we did for
sex. 

I knew the first step would be to make
her cum. If I couldn’t do that, I was certain she was going to
never see me again.

And for some sick, twisted reason, I
wanted to worship her.

For the moment she just stayed above
me, letting me eat her pussy. I focused on her clit. She loved when
I sucked on it. A couple of times she tried to pull away, but I
sucked more insistently and she allowed herself to fall back on my
face.

It didn’t take forever, but when a
woman is resting their weight directly on your face, it starts to
make everything more difficult, mostly because I was having trouble
breathing.

The old joke goes if you’re going to
die, it might as well be during sex. The implication being the
victim expired due to a heart attack. I didn’t think being
smothered to death was a great way to go, but there were worse ways
to end a life.

I didn’t die. Instead, Emma came. She
came hard. She all but drowned me in her amrita as it gushed all
over my face.

Like I said, there were worse ways to
die.

She didn’t smother me to death.
Instead she collapsed forward so that I could look at her pretty
pussy and exposed asshole. I could feel her heavy breaths on my
hard cock. She hadn’t deigned to touch me yet. I knew it was all a
game and I had to be patient, but it’s hard to be patient when
you’re hard.

“I love having a man I can control,”
she moaned softly.

I laughed. “Glad I could help out.
Now…would you mind helping me out?” I wiggled my hips back and
forth, to accentuate my hard cock, fully erect but
unimpressive.

“I think I like you better this way.
You’re so small when you’re soft.”

“Hey!” I protested, but it was the
truth.

“Then again, you’re pretty small when
you’re hard.”

“Is this what you’re into?” I asked
her. “Using men, teasing them, not letting them cum?”

She sat up and rolled over, taking her
pretty pussy away from my view. “One of the many things I’m into,”
she said and then acted like she had a sudden idea. “Tell you what.
I’ll make you cum, but only if you agree to play a game with
me.”

“I’m nervous about your games if it
involves bondage gear and getting whipped.”

She pouted but then smiled as she got
on her knees next to me. I was still spread-eagled and fully
restrained by the cuffs and chains. It was exciting but also a bit
nerve-wracking. “No whipping. You just have to agree to do a little
something for me. I promise you won’t get hurt. I promise you’ll
love it. I promise I’ll make you cum…and then after you do this
little something for me, I want you back in my bed in a few
days.”

I wanted to say no. I knew she was
trying to trick me into something. But I was hard and horny and
even though there wasn’t that much blood into my cock, my brain
wasn’t fully functioning.

Plus, she looked fucking hot in her
costume with the corset pushing up her tits and her legs elegant in
stockings. Hell, the gloves made the look. It was my every teenaged
fantasy come true.

I was a sucker.

“Okay, sure. I’ll do what you want,
just fuck me.”

“Hmm,” she pondered. “I didn’t say I’d
fuck you. I said I’d make you cum.” She ran a finger along the
underside of my cock. It twitched at her touch and I tried to twist
my hips so I could get some more friction. No luck. Then she firmly
grasped my cock and removed the cuff from behind my balls. I was
relieved to feel it go, but a little disappointed as
well.

“Okay,” I relented.
“Blowjob?”

Emma laughed at me. “Don’t be silly.
Handjob, but I promise it’ll be the best of your life.”

I could see that Emma was big into
humiliation and torment of her lovers. What the hell did I have to
lose?

“Okay, sure, handjob. Just make me
cum.”

“Okay, I’m going to hold you to your
promise.”

“Sure…” my word slurred off into
nothing as she started giving me a handy. I had gotten plenty of
those over the years. Lots in high school. A few in college. Less
lately, but they had been replaced with blowjobs and actual
sex.

Emma knew exactly what she was doing.
She knelt between my legs and used both hands, caressing my balls
and taint and cock. If masturbating a lover was an art, Emma was
the Georgia O’Keeffe of handies.

She had me on edge in less than a
minute. I spent the next couple of minutes trying not to cum
because I wanted the pleasure to last forever. That just wasn’t
going to happen.

My tormentress was keeping a sharp eye
on me. “Let me know when you’re going to cum,” she told
me.

“Uh-huh, uh-huh,” I panted.

“If you don’t, you’ll regret it,” she
warned.

I believed her. 

A couple of seconds later I blurted,
“I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

I didn’t need to finish the
statement.

A second before I was ready to burst
forth, she pulled her hands away.

“What? No!” I howled in frustration,
but it was already too late.

I felt the pulse, the urge, I tried to
stop it, but I was beyond inevitability.

I came.

I shot my load all over myself. Most
of it landed on my stomach, a bit reached up to my chest, and some
dribbled down my shaft. None of it got on Emma’s soft, elegant
hands. 

“Oh…fuck! You stopped too
soon!” 

“I made you cum, didn’t I?” she asked
with a smirk on her lips. 

“But you ruined it! You stopped too
soon!”

“That makes it better, don’t you
think?”

“No!”

Still smirking at me, Emma got off the
bed. “I’ll be right back.”

“Hey! Don’t leave me here!”

But Emma was already out the door. Her
beautiful ass swung back and forth with a superior attitude that I
didn’t get.

It kept my cock throbbing,
however.

That lasted only for a
minute.

“Hey! I’m still tied up here!” I
protested when I realized she wasn’t coming back any time
soon.

The cum had cooled on my stomach.
Although I didn’t want to ruin her bedcover, there was no way for
me to stop it from sliding down my side and making a mess on the
rich fabric. 

“Fuck! My arms are starting to get
tired!” I called out. “They’re going numb.”

That wasn’t the truth, but I didn’t
want to be tied up any more. It was frustrating and not at all
sexy.

Seeing that Emma wasn’t going to be
releasing me any time soon and I didn’t want to become the victim
of a woman who fancied herself the black widow killer or something
equally insane, I started working on my right hand, trying to slip
out of the cuff. 

It was tight but I realized that with
a little work and sweat and the willingness to lose a bit of skin
in the process, I’d be able to slip it off. Once one hand was free,
it would be easy to take off the others. 

I hadn’t gotten very far, only to the
point of irritating my skin and causing a good deal of pain in my
wrist, before Emma returned.

Instead of wearing an elaborate sex
costume, this time she was wearing a purple silk robe that pretty
much hid everything, even her cleavage. I could barely see her
calves since the robe was so long. Even her hands just barely poked
out of the long sleeves.

But I wasn’t looking at Emma for
long. 

My eyes immediately went to the woman
behind her. 

Cora the maid.

She was still wearing her slate-blue
dress and looked exactly like a domestic servant of the upper
classes. On top of that, she looked bored.

“You remember Cora don’t
you, Curt?”

“Yes…”

“Good. She’ll clean you up and get you
set.”

“Set for what?”

My question wasn’t answered. I noticed
that in one hand Cora carried a bowl with a washcloth in it. In the
other she had a purple metal box with a carrying handle. A storage
container of some sort.

Cora set right to work. The bowl was
full of warm water and she used the washcloth to wipe away the cum
from my skin. She didn’t bother much with the duvet. I presumed
that would go into the laundry.

It was weird being given what was
essentially a sponge bath by a woman I didn’t know while Emma
watched. Cora was silent the entire time.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said to
Cora.

“Indeed she does,” Emma insisted. “It
is her job.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“She’s well-paid. Don’t worry about
Cora. Did you enjoy our time together, Curt?”

I laughed in confusion and
frustration. “Sure. It was great. You have a tasty pussy and you
really know how to jerk off a guy.”

“Thank you,” she said primly. “Watch
your tone, please. I made a promise and I intend to keep it. I’d
like to see you in two days. We’ll have sex.”

“Like this again? Not very
tempting…”

“No. You can put your cock in my
pussy. I’ll suck your cock if you like. We can do any wild thing
that you can possibly imagine...”

I was certain she was lying to me.
“Sure, whatever you say.”

At this point Cora was
done cleaning the mess I had made so I rattled the chains that were
restraining me. “Are you going to take these off or am I going to
be here forever?”

“One more thing before we do that,”
said Emma. “Cora, if you would?”

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Cora opened the box she had brought
along. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but she glanced back and forth
several times between my cock and the box.

Then she lifted out a device that took
me all of two seconds to figure out its intended use.

“Fuck no,” I said flatly.

“Then you can stay there until you say
yes,” said Emma.

“I’ll just cut the fucking thing
off.”

Emma laughed at me. “Yes,
certainly, you could do that. But why would you when I’m promising
you so many treats and pleasures, all for one small sacrifice on
your part?”

“I’m not wearing a fucking chastity
belt on my dick!”

Emma became stone-faced again. “You
will. And it
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