“GUY” VISITS

We arrive home from the airport.   As usual I help carry His bags in.  I put away His things and fix His drink and bring it to Him.  He already has His computer hooked up and is beginning to work.  I am happy that He is home but my heart is a bit saddened that He has to work so much.  Not only because I am greedy and want His time home to be spent with me, but because He needs a break from working sometimes.   

I notice He’s not taken His clothes off yet.  Thinking He may have plans for us to go somewhere this evening, I leave my clothes on as well.   I pull my stool up next to Him.  Quietly I sit down next to Him.  He looks over to me and asks, “you are not undressed yet?”  My heart skips a beat as I think a moment then answer, “No, Sir.”  Then feeling a need to explain I keep talking, “I saw that You were not undressed and thought You may have plans of us going somewhere, Sir.”

His eyes light up and He lets out a soft chuckle.  “No, we are not going anywhere.  You need to go get undressed.  Now.”  Quickly I get up from the stool answering, “yes Sir” as I make my way to the bedroom to undress and put the clothes away.  After stripping and hanging the clothes up I go back to His office.  I stand in the doorway for a moment.  He looks up at me.  “That is much better.  Come sit next to me now My Love.”  I smile as I take my place on the stool next to His chair.

After a few minutes the doorbell rings.  I look to Him.  “Should I go put on something and get that Sir?”  He looks to me and tells me “No.  You should just go answer it.”  Shocked by His answer I sit there a moment looking at Him.  “You haven’t answered the door yet?”  The bell rings again.  Startled I jump.  Hesitantly I stand pushing the stool back.  I can hear Him chuckle as I make my way to the door.  I stand behind the door as I open it.  Trying to conceal my naked body with it.

Guy is standing there.  “Hello angel.  Aren’t you going to invite me in?”  Still a bit taken aback I nod and softly reply, “yes, Sir.”    Master has come out of His office and has come to greet Guy as well.  Master looks to me, “take His bag please angel.”  I hold my hand out and take the bag Guy was carrying and follow them into the living room.  Instinctively I place the bag beside the spanking bench.  All too aware of being naked with both of them dressed I feel my cheeks flushed.   Master asks Guy if He would like something to drink.   I’m thankful for the momentarily reprieve as I am in the kitchen.  Telling myself that I have been naked in front of strangers before.  As well as Guy Sir has seen me naked before.  Gathering what composure I can from this shock before taking their drinks to them.

Coming back into the living room I feel their eyes upon me.  Instinctively I lower my eyes as I serve them their drinks.  I kneel down on the floor next to Master.  Keeping my eyes lowered as I try to think about what they are saying.  My heart beats faster as I listen.  Basically Master still has work He needs to catch up on.  But He feels my butt has been far too neglected lately.  Thus where Guy Sir comes in.  He’s here for the evening or the next few hours to play with me while Master works.  Master has never let anyone use me before.  It is explained clearly that Guy Sir can do almost whatever He wants with me.  The only thing off limits is penetration with His penis or an exchange of bodily fluids.  Master gives me one rule that I can not cum.  IF I do cum I will be punished.

My thoughts are sent reeling.  I know He will only be in the next room.  But already my stomach is in knots.  I’m comfortable with Master doing whatever He decides.  Master has decided He trusts Guy Sir with me.  So why am I not comfortable with Guy Sir being left to do whatever He chooses for the evening?  In the middle of my thoughts racing Master tells me to kneel in the corner of the couches between the two of Them.  Without even thinking I crawl in front of Him to kneel between Them.  I dip my head downwards feeling Their hands upon my breasts.  Knowing one is Master and the other is a foreign touch.  In my mind trying to only see it as Master touching me.  Just as if He knew what I was thinking and what I was trying to do; He took my chin in hand and lifted my head.  I opened my eyes and looked at Him.  He leans down and kisses me.  As He stands He tells me, “Remember, you can not cum My love.”

I hear my heart pounding in my ears.  Knowing that I’m now alone with Him.  Slightly startled I flinch when I hear Him ask, “Do you have a butt plug angel?”  Knowing that I do but certainly not wanting to tell Him I softly nod my head.  “Go get it.”  As I stand to go retrieve the butt plug He tells me, “Crawl girl.”  Lowering myself back down to the floor I whisper, “Yes, Sir.” Then I crawl to the bathroom.  I have never been made to crawl before.  Surely Master could hear.  How could He let Guy Sir have me do things He has never even asked of me?  Taking the butt plug in hand I crawl back to the living room.

Guy Sir is standing by the living room table.  He has opened His toy bag and has it lain out upon the table.  Music is playing now.  The lights are dim.  Never before I have seen the doors between the living room and Master’s office closed before as they are now.  Guy Sir motions for me to come to Him.  I stop as I near His feet.  He tells me to kneel.  As I push myself back to kneel He leans down and takes the butt plug from me.  He places it on the table with the other toys He has laid out.  Taking a blindfold in hand He asks me to lift my hair.  Within a few moments I am deprived of my sight and all goes dark.  Then He tells me to open my mouth.  I feel Him secure the ball gag that Master has {or one similar to it} around my head.  I strain to listen as I try to figure out what is next.  With the music playing it is hard to hear those small noises of anything moving, His footsteps, or what may be happening.

He takes one of my hands into His.  I almost pull away.  Catching myself however I follow His lead and stand.  He takes me over to the St. Andrews Cross.  Usually Master has me face the cross.  Guy Sir however has other plans and puts my back to the cross.  Leaving my front side fully exposed.  I feel Him placing the ankle restraints upon me and attaching them to the cross with the chain links.  Then He does the same with my thighs.  Finally He tells me to raise my arms.  Master’s wrist cuffs already on them means He only has to attach them to the cross.

Feeling totally vulnerable and exposed I am aware the music is still playing.  It keeps me from hearing what movements He is making and from anticipating His next move.  I try to concentrate on the music to no avail however.  My thoughts are racing and the voices in my mind screaming.  I want it all to stop.  I’m scared.  Yet at the same time I find the not knowing what will happen terribly exciting.  So the words stay trapped inside of my head.

Pain!  Hot!  He put nipple clamps on me.  I feel the rush of heat through my body as the clamps bite down on my nipples.  Noticing I am holding my breath He leans in close to me and whispers in my ear, “Breathe little one.  Breathe.”  I gasp for air.  Feeling my body tremble I try and concentrate on my breathing.  He caresses my full ample breasts.  Taking one into each hand.  He kneads them.  He is gentle at first.  Gradually fondling them harder and firmer.  Then there is nothing.  I only feel the clamps biting hard into my nipples.  The pain has eased for now though.

Then I feel the fur.  I can not help but smile as the mitt rubs against my tender skin.  The soothing touch of His hand in the fur mitt caressing me helps me to relax.  My breathing becomes more natural, relaxed and regular.  Then He turns the mitt over and begins to use the scratchy side.  I’m hoping that the ball gag conceals the fact I am trying not to smile.  The spiky side of the fur mitt roams my body.  I’m soaking in the sensations.  Just as I had forgotten about the nipple clamps He removes one.  I gasp in deeply and hold my breath.  Anticipating the removal of the other one.  My nipple stings and burns as the blood rushes back into it.  He rubs the soft side of the mitt over my nipple.  Then He begins to caress my breast with it as He takes my nipple into His mouth.  I lean back further into the cross pushing my breasts out further towards Him.  The warmth and moistness of His mouth surrounding my nipple.  Suddenly the other clamp is removed.  The gag muffles my squeals.  His hand moves now concentrating on the other breast.  He massages and caresses and soothes it.  Then He suckles on it and kisses it has He had the first.

I feel coldness as He pulls away.  Over the music that is playing I hear Him crack the whip.  My heart stands still.  I feel the whoosh of air as it comes close to me.  The next one lands on my breast.  I feel the soft sting as it bites into my bosom.  First one breast then the next.  He alternates back and forth.  The whip sings to the rhythm of the music.  My nipples still throbbing from the clamps as the tip of the whip dances around them.  I begin to lose myself in the serenade He is playing upon my body.  Then I feel the tip of the whip flicking my pussy.  I become all too aware of how wet I have become.  I want to close my legs but the restraints make it impossible.  As well as the fact I know I am not allowed.  The whip is almost tormenting now.  Not in the fact that it is causing pain, but in the fact that it is causing arousal.  I fight to keep from grinding into its movements.  I bite down onto the gag in my mouth.  I do not want to moan and let Him know how much I am enjoying it.  I feel guilty for enjoying the touch of someone else so much.  As well as I am all too aware that Master is still just in the next room.  His words still ringing loudly in my head that I do not have permission to cum.

I’m not sure how long I was there.  Nor how long He used the whip.  It seemed like forever.  Yet it only seemed like a few moments.  When He stopped I wanted to beg for more.  I felt Him unfastening the restraints from the cross.  Thoughts in my mind screamed “NO!”  I did not want it to be over.   Soon I realized however that He was indeed not done.  He was only having me turn around.  I was thankful for the blindfold.  That way I could not see if in His eyes He could tell I wanted more or not.  Now facing away from Him I was grateful that He would not be able to see my face.

He reaches down between my legs.  I wanted a black hole to appear and swallow me up.  I was wet.  His fingers slipped easily into my soaked cunt.  He pressed Himself hard against me.  I could feel His swollen manhood against my ass cheeks.  In my ear He whispered, “My, you are a greedy little slut aren’t you?”  His soft low laugh sounded evil as He pulled away.  I felt so naughty and dirty.  

I could feel Him tying something around my thigh.  Then I felt something cold and hard pushing against my clit.  “Surely He can not be so cruel!” I thought.  “This is not fair!”  I squirmed hoping He was not going to do what it felt like.  He was tying a vibrator into place.  Once it was firmly in place He turned it on.  I silently prayed that it would not stay in place.  Maybe it would fall?  I hoped that I could avoid the stimulation and not cum.  I wondered what Master could be doing.

He began with what felt like deer skin floggers.  They were soft, slightly stingy and ever so gently thuddy against my back and buttocks.  I tried to concentrate on the floggers and ignore the relentless vibrating between my thighs.  Ever so little as the restraints would allow I moved against the cross.  Still holding out vague hopes that the vibrator would move out of place or fall.  I wondered if it appeared that I was enjoying it?  Or could He tell I was fighting it?  How far had He been given permission to go?  How could i safe word or let Master know i was in trouble with the ball gag in my mouth?

The intensity increases.  Is it suede or leather?  The thud of the tails pound against my back.  Relentlessly over and over I feel the flogger as it lands upon me.  The once hard coldness of the vibrator now feels warm and slick against me.  The longer He keeps flogging me the less I can keep thinking about trying to block it.  I begin to quiver.  I panic because I can not ask for permission to cum with the gag in my mouth.  Fear grips my chest.  I’m so close and I know I am not allowed.  Just as I begin to feel I can not hold out any longer the flogging stops.  He reaches down between my legs and turns off the vibrator.  I let out a sigh of relief that is muffled because of the gag.  Then I realize I had been crying.  The blindfold is damp against my face.  I try to breathe deeply as I feel Him untying the vibrator.  The ropes now removed I feel a bit of relief.  I collapse against the cross.

Guy Sir presses close to me again.  One arm wrapped around to hold my breasts in His hand.  The other arm around me pries apart my pussy lips.  I moan.  Partly I’m embarrassed and mostly I just want release.  He nips at the tender exposed flesh of my neck.  It sends chills down my spine.  I wonder if He knows the effect all of this is having on me?  Does He know how hard I am trying to fight?  

He releases me from the restraints binding me to the cross.  Feeling weak in the knees I lean upon Him.  He lowers me to the floor and holds me.  It feels odd to have someone other than Master comforting me.  I feel bad for being excited by someone’s touch other than His own.  It took a lot out of me too not cum.  Would Master be proud?  I did not have long to think about it however.  As Guy Sir took my hands into His again.  He guided me back up.  Then He took me a few steps over to the spanking bench.  Part of me is glad because I do not have to use the strength to stand any longer.  Another part of me is scared because I don’t know what to expect or if I can hold out again like I just had.  Then there is another part of me that is terribly excited that it is not over.  My mind begins reeling again with all these thoughts as I feel Him fasten me down to the spanking bench.

I feel ashamed when He begins to use lubrication on my butt hole.  Another man has His finger inside of my ass.  I try to holler out.  Even with the gag I make quite a bit of noise.  He slaps my ass hard with one hand as He continues to lube my anus.  Every time I holler out He lands a smack sharply and soundly upon my cheeks.  My protests do not discourage Him.  First only His one finger.  Then He has 2 fingers in working their way in and out.  Soon He has 3 fingers in me.  I try to bite back my screams now knowing He will only smack me again.  I feel humiliated.  I feel invaded.  Then I feel the hardness of the butt plug pressing against me.  My well lubed ass taking it in bit by bit.  He presses it in ever so slowly.  Then He pulls it out just a tad.  Back and forth fucking my ass with the butt plug.  Even Master has never done such.  Silently I cry.  Now I just want it over with.  

With the butt plug soon firmly in place He begins to finger fuck my pussy.  I am completely wide open and exposed to His prodding, as I am strapped down to the spanking bench.  I weep silently.  He pulls away.  He is not far.  He watches me for a moment.  My body wrenching from the tears I am shedding in the darkness of the blindfold.  Silently He places the vibrator inside of me this time.  He turns it on and begins to move it back and forth in and out of me.  It glides easily in my wet cunt.  As much as I don’t want to enjoy it I do.  Then He pushes it deep inside of me.  Once it is where He wants it He ties it into place and turns it on again.

I lay heavily against the spanking bench.  Knowing that I can not hold out much longer.  Feeling the vibe deep within me and stuffed with the butt plug.  I can’t help but see the humor in that all of my holes are stuffed and covered.  The sudden smack is loud in my ears.  It burns and stings my ass.  I flinch as I feel another.  He starts to spank me hard.  Over and over the paddle lands against me.  Fast and heavy it cracks as it lands.  Sometimes hitting the flared base of the butt plug and pressing it hard into me.  I gyrate as much as allowed being bound to the spanking bench.  Feeling my ass as it grows hot.  The butt plug deep inside me.  The vibrator humming as it pushes into me.  The music seeming as if it is far away.  All of my nerve endings come alive and pulsate. 

Then I can hold back no longer.  The waves wash over me.  I feel my body betray me.  No longer am I able to fight it.  It completely consumes me.  In a whirlpool swirling around it over takes me.  I try to beg between short quick breaths.  Realizing it can not be heard through the gag.  I clench my fists as my body shudders against the bench and beneath the swats with the paddle.  Not only do I cum but I cum hard.  He can see me twitching.  He can see my reactions as it overcomes me.  He spanks me harder.  I moan and holler and squeal loudly through the gag.  I shake my head as if to say no but it keeps on taking me.  Further and further away I go.  Then there are the smaller tidal waves that keep washing over me.  I cry for joy at how good it feels.  I cry for the disappointment in cumming without permission.  Exhausted I lay against the bench.  His pace slows.  I can still hear the paddle smacking against me but no longer feel it.  My ass is burning as if it is on fire.  The humming of the vibrator has stopped.

He unties the vibrator as He caresses my ass.  His hand is cool against the redness of my cheeks.  Easily the vibe slips out of me.  I can feel the cum as it trickles down my thigh.   I have a painful sense of relief when He pulls the butt plug out of my ass.  He lays down on top of me pressing His weight on me.  His hands reach forward to remove the gag.  My jaws ache a bit as I try to move them.  I hear the gag drop to the floor.  I feel His hard penis against my ass.  Then He pushes up a bit and I feel Him begin to enter me.  His manhood throbbing inside of my ass.  He pushes hard against me.  I want to scream out.  My words get caught in my throat.  He rams into me hard and fast.  I bury my face into the spanking bench.

Over the spanking bench He pushes into me relentlessly.  Then He grabs my hair.  Forcing my head back so far it is hard to breathe.  After cumming so hard I was surprised to feel it welling up inside of me again.  It was building with each thrust He made.  He is standing with a leg on either side of the bench now.  He is grabbing my hair to pull Him hard into me.  The thought of Master being in the next room and what I am doing is wrong has left me.  As His intensity builds so does my passion.  Then I explode again.  I cum hard and squeal out loud.  This time I give no regards to the thought of punishment.

As I cum I feel His hot load fill my ass.  He jerks and spasms as He cums inside of me.  He releases my hair.  I feel Him grabbing my hips pushing as hard as He can into me now.  Reaching my innermost depths.  We cum together.  He slows His pace as He pumps out the last of His seed deep within me.  Still pressed inside me He lays down on top of me.

Our sweat soaked bodies rest on the spanking bench.  I’m still bound and blindfolded.  At a loss for words I say nothing at all.  As I lay there with Him inside of me and still on top of me, I come to the realization of what has happened.  There is no punishment that could absolve me of my crime.  I begin to cry.  Knowing how Master would feel hurts me.  I have betrayed His trust.  I have broken an order.  I got carried away in the passion of the moment and my thoughts of Him were cast aside.

As I weep He pushes Himself off of me.  Feeling all alone and cold as He removes the restraints.  I sob as He guides me over to the couch.  For the moment I am thankful for the blindfold.  At least I do not have to look at Him.  I do know that I will have to tell Master however.  And I will not be able to hide behind the safety of the blindfold then.

On the couch He takes me into His arms.  I push Him away.  I think to myself that I don’t care if it is submissive or not to do so.  I just don’t want Him to touch me.  Then I feel His hands on the blindfold.  I push His hands away.  He grabs my hands in one of His.  Then He uses the other hand to remove the blindfold.  Now feeling hurt and spiteful I decide He may have removed the blindfold but that does not mean I have to look at Him.  He pushes my hair back and I hear Him say, “Look at me My love.”

It’s Master’s voice!  I begin to bawl and throw myself into His arms.  I cry uncontrollably happy to know it is Him.  So much goes through my mind as He holds me in His arms.  Was it Him?  How long had He been in here?  How much did He see?  Did He do any of it?  My eyes dart around the room.  I see Guy Sir packing up His toys.  I try to speak between my sobs.  Master looks down into my eyes and says, “you do know I will have to punish you for cumming without permission right?”  Still trying to calm down all I can do is nod.

He laughs and pulls me in close to Him.  I bury my face in His chest.  Too ashamed to bring myself to look up at Him or Guy Sir.  I listen to them talking as Guy Sir finishes packing up His bag.  Then I feel Guy Sir sit on the couch next to me.  I try to pull closer into Master.  Again He lifts my head up.

Master begins to explain.  Guy Sir adds a comment every now and again.  Master had been in there the whole time.  Guy Sir had done all of the cross part.  Master had done most of the spanking bench part.  Their plan had been to make me think all of it was Guy Sir.  And it had also been in the plan for me to cum.  Mostly Master just wanted me to have a different experience.  Oh what a different experience it had been!

