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After my first experience with both my
mistress Jeanne and her husband David, I started to become
acclimatized to my situation. As it turned out, I stayed for
another three weeks and every day brought a new sexual adventure.
It would be too lengthy to describe every single experience,
sometimes there would be two or three in a single day, but I will
try to recall what were the most memorable experiences for
me.



My Mistress had seemingly no end of sex toys and implements to use
on me, some of which I found hard to deal with. In between sexual
episodes I would be consigned to my room facing the wall wearing an
X-bar. An X-bar was a bar that held my hands behind my back and
connected to my ankles so I had to be on my knees for it to be
attached. Being on my knees for hours at a time was the hardest
thing to take.



On the plus side, it made me very grateful every time my Mistress
released me from this bondage, though most of our sexual
experiences from this point on involved some kind of bondage or
restraint. One thing that began to happen was that my Mistress
would invite her friends over, some female, sometimes a couple like
them. After I'd been there about a week she invited over two
friends who turned out to be dommes also, and this turned out to be
one of the most erotic experiences I had while I was there.



The first half of the day was spent like the rest, waiting in my
room on my knees, my X-bar keeping my hands locked behind my back.
I heard a car leave, then another arrive, and several female voices
downstairs which made me curious. Then things took an unexpected
turn when my Mistress came into my room carrying a furry costume of
some kind. "Get completely naked and put this on...it's a cat
costume....at my command you will come downstairs then get on your
knees and crawl into the lounge....".



I was a little bemused by all this but had gotten used to shocks
and surprises. I figured she was going to show me off to her
friends and this was a way of showing her control over me. She left
as abruptly as she'd entered and I did as instructed. The costume
covered my body entirely, though my face was visible. There was a
lift-up flap over the pussy area which I knew would come into play,
and feeling nervous as hell, I waited for her command....



Her voice suddenly boomed up the stairs and sent a shiver up my
spine, it was showtime. I felt so peculiar dressed like this but I
could see how it could become erotic too. I got on my knees outside
the lounge and crawled in. Two attractive women, both in light
knee-length summer dresses, both a little older than my Mistress,
were sat on the large black leather sofa, my Mistress in her own
large armchair. "So this is your latest playtoy...how
delicious..." said one, sipping on coffee. 



"Come here...." my Mistress instructed and as I crawled
towards her, she followed with "Now turn round....". My
Mistress then lifted the flap at the rear of my costume, exposing
my pussy and ass and her friends seemed delighted. "Oh my, like
a peach....I may have to have a lick later..." said one in a
droll, sexy voice. "She has a beautiful cunt, I must
admit...however, I'm in the mood for being licked, I may bring in
the queening chair..." replied my Mistress, and I wondered what
that might be.



Then, to presumably show her power and control over me, she took a
saucer of milk off the nearby glass table and put it on the
carpeted floor near me. "Here, kitty kitty..." she said in a
sing-songy voice and her friends laughed. I knew what she wanted me
to do, and crawled up to it, lowering my head and lapping at the
milk like a cat. "Wonderful....she's like a puppet on a
string...." said one of her friends. I felt so humiliated by
this comment, but also felt it was my rightful place and that was a
turn on.



I lapped up the whole saucer of refreshing milk and licked my lips
then one of the women said "I've got something you can drink
too....here, kitty kitty...." and spread her legs wide. She
wasn't wearing panties and her pussy was displayed before me,
closely shaven. I dutifully crawled over and took a lick of her
shapely thighs then got to work lapping and licking her snatch. Her
moans let me know I was hitting the spot.



"You have trained her well...." she said under her breath
and my Mistress replied courtly "Of course...". Her other
friend got off the sofa and I felt her behind me. Then the flap
over my pussy and ass was lifted, the cool air feeling refreshing.
I knew what was coming and sure enough the wet sensation of her
thick tongue licking me was soon driving me wild. As I got wetter,
she alternated between her tongue and thrusting two fingers into
me, which felt divine.



We carried on like this for a while as my Mistress observed from
her armchair, the first time she'd not been the centre of attention
I thought to myself. Then she announced "Time for the queening
chair..." and I heard her leave the room. By the time she came
back my face was dripping wet with pussy juice, and very wet
myself, now having my clit teased expertly from behind.



I was looking forward to finding out what the hell a queening chair
was and didn't have long to wait. "Ok, ladies....my turn for a
little action...." said my Mistress suddenly, and I stopped to
look over at her. She was now on a wooden chair that looked normal
till I realized I could see my Mistresses' bottom poking
through...it was a seatless chair, close to the floor. I knew it
must be for easy access and I must crawl over to her at once.
"Let me clean you up for your Mistress..." said her friend,
holding my face in one hand and licking all her juices off.



It felt so arousing to let her do this as her friend cleaned me up
at the back, then I crawled over to my impatiently waiting
Mistress, who told me to get underneath her chair on my back. I did
so, finding myself looking up at her bare pussy and ass poking
through the hole in the chair and waited for the instruction to
start licking. "You may begin...." my Mistress finally
intoned, and my tongue flicked round the rim of her anus then over
her rosebud, resulting in a breathless squeal. 



I alternated between this and tracing the folds of her pussy lips,
circling round each one then sucking on her visibly throbbing clit.
She'd clearly been aroused by watching me with her friends. She
encouraged them to delve into the 'box of toys' she had brought
with her. I knew I was going to get some rubber in my pussy as soon
as she said that, and felt excited. Sure enough, I soon felt the
thrust of a thick dildo plunged inside me, and felt glad that I was
already so wet.



"That's it darling, lick your Mistress..." I heard her say,
clearly pleased to be the object of my attention again. It felt
almost territorial, letting her friends know that I was her
property and they were lucky to get to share. It felt so hot and
nasty to tongue her anus from this position, giving it all I had to
the point that my tongue started to ache. My face was becoming wet
again, this time from her wet pussy, and I savoured her delicious
tangy taste.


As I let my tongue run riot, I felt the thrust of
something other than plastic in me and I glanced down. One of the
women had inserted a glass dildo into me, not something I'd
experienced and it felt so good in my pussy. She had her head
buried down near my ass and delved round my rosebud with her tongue
. I was being dommed for sure, but it was pure pleasure for me.



It rose up another level when a felt a thinner plastic dildo being
slid into my ass by the other woman and now both my holes were
attended to as I busily attended to my Mistress. "Give it to her
harder..." my Mistress instructed and their gently sliding in
and out became intensified to the point of frenzy. "Just lick my
ass...." I was told and I did, allowing my Mistress to start
using a dildo in her pussy and I sensed I was soon to get a faceful
of her juices.



Suddenly, I felt the thin dildo in my ass being pulled out and when
I looked down one of the women was donning a strap-on which was
obviously going to be used on me. I felt the glass dildo in my
pussy pull out and braced myself as the imposing looking black
strap-on was inserted into me with force. She grabbed my hips as
she began to fuck me with it. It looked about 9-10 inches and most
of it went inside me, stretching me to the limit.



My Mistress started moaning at the sight of this, pounding her own
pussy with a dildo nearly as big as the strap-on. I could feel
myself about to orgasm from the sheer wildness of the situation, my
tongue still managing to circle my Mistresses' asshole though by
now it was aching badly. My Mistress shrieked, her climax beginning
at last. This made me twinge hard, and a seismic wave of pleasure
ran through me.



As I came hard, I felt the dripping of my Mistresses' juices on my
face and I lapped up every drop I could, my reward for all my hard
work. I wrapped my legs tight round the woman's back who then began
licking my Mistresses' nectar off my face which only intensified my
orgasmic euphoria, my cunt twinging over and over. She even let her
friends clean up her pussy after me and the session ended with
languorous, sticky French kisses.....


Over the weeks that followed there were more wild
experiences like this, sometimes just all women, sometimes my
Mistress would let hubby watch or even get involved. She always
dictated everything, as I'd expected. She certainly saved the
wildest experience till last though. Every sexual experience
leading up to that point had been in her house, but in my last week
there she informed me we would be visiting a BDSM club called
Sextacy....



I was excited as I knew she would be showing me off as her sub for
the night and I'd never been to a club like that before, so had no
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