Control

by Allen Baker

I gagged once again.  (Control, boy,(  Master admonished as he pressed more firmly on the back of my head.  (You have to learn control.(  Deep throating was nothing new to me.  But this dick was different.  This cock had been huge when limp.  Now that it was unbelievably rigid and unbending, it was monstrous.  Even then, I think I could have easily handled it, were it not for the emotional baggage attached.

I had met Master Eric in an on-line chat room.  A sex chat room.  A kinky sex chat room.  It didn(t take him long to determine my submissiveness, my need to be controlled.  That stemmed from way back.

In early junior high years, I was the one to develop early.  To shoot up to my full height and to mature before the others.  I grew to my full five foot five and stopped.  Eventually, most of my classmates surpassed that my much.  But at the time, I was half a head taller.  And that wasn(t the only part of me that grew large before the rest of them.  I was the first to get underarm and pubic hair.  The first to dangle and flop in the crotch, while all the rest still had small, uptight, young-boy crotches.  It didn(t help that I was one of those few who develop extreme proportions.  So, here I was, a seventh grader, with the cock of male pornography proportions.

Gym class was a daily ordeal.  I(d always been a quiet kid any way.  So I guess where some other kid would have flaunted his equipment and lorded over the rest, I was just shy and embarrassed.  I took to doing extra laps and pushups at the end of the period just to give time for the showers to empty a bit.  This, of course, just help to develop my muscles and accentuate even more the contrast between me and the rest.  But it did afford me a bit more privacy in the locker room.  But it was also just a such a time that one day Coach Miller passed through and got a gander at me.

(Jesus, Nelson, where(d you steal that thing!  Don(t know how you walk with all that in the way.  Man, you are hung!(
Now this was from a guy who barely grunted through a forty-five minute class period, so I knew he was not just making conversation  He truly was shocked into speaking up.  And, of course, it just pointed up all the more to me how different I was.

And too, to an insecure young teen who is just learning about himself.  Different meant odd, queer.  So I equated that with homosexual and questioned everything that I felt in that light.  Was I naturally gay?  Hard to say.  Even today, I can(t resolve the nature vs. nurture influence in my life.  But I definitely am gay now.  No question.

And so my life as a submissive gay sexual partner began.  And it was a smooth-sailing one, either.  Once out of school and on my own, it was easy for me to find partners  at the bars.  But it was nearly impossible to develop any long-term relationship.  In fact, I rarely had a second session with anyone.  Other submissives, naturally, weren(t attracted to me.  And tops were intimidated by my superior equipment.

It wasn(t until I discovered the world of sado-masochism that I found my niche.  The only play-partners who found me of interest were the brutally cruel dominates who wanted to punish me for my natural endowments.  And I had at last found the stimulating control that I needed, that made me feel fulfilled.

And then the internet came into being, and I had more and more opportunities to connect.  Master Eric came into my life and introduced me to slavery.  I had found my ultimate purpose in life.

That first time on line with Master wasn(t so terribly different than some other chats I(d had.  He issued some orders and had me type back a description of the results.  Then he asked if I had a digital camera.  So then he ordered me to take pictures as proof of my compliance and email them to him.  That was a big step for me to take.  Trust that I would not be blackmailed by sharing my email address along with compromising pictures.  But I took a deep gulp and complied.

He reacted with mild surprise, saying he had assumed that, like many others on the net, I had exaggerated my dimensions.  When he could see for himself that I hadn(t he,  he appeared delighted, saying, (Oh how I wish that thing were in my hand right now.  What I would do to it.(  Seeing those words on the screen made my already hard cock, lurch and dribble.  Before the night was out, he had ordered my to have a web cam installed by the weekend.  And I had also provided him with a mailing address.

Friday, a package came in the mail without a return address.  When I unwrapped it, there was a taped up box with a note from Master Eric saying that I was NOT to open the box until we were on line together the next day.  Because of the web cam, there was no way to peek at the contents.  When he saw the box on screen, he(d know.  So, I brooded with anticipation of what it might contain.

He had his sound on, but no picture.  But he definitely could see me.  First he ordered me to remove the jock strap and stand before him completely nude for inspection.  He had me turn and bend and spread and handle and squeeze and pull.  The he ordered me to tie up my nuts then open the package.

My hands shook once I saw what it contained.  Hypodermic needles.  Most of them were half inch in length.  But there was one that was marked as six inches!  The rest made me apprehensive, but that one had me terrified.

He had me open one of the small ones.  And with me facing the camera, he talked me through slowly sliding it through my right nipple.  I(d never felt this before and shivered with the bite of it.  It had a delicious sting that aroused my dick.  He noticed that right away and commented that I was responding as he had hoped.  By the time I had four needles through each tit, I was quivering all over, and my dick was oozing from its lips.

Then he had me use more needles to decorate my scrotum and the side skin on my cock.  I had to be very careful not to shoot my load, especially when he ordered the last two small needles be shoved through the edge of the flange rim of my cock head.  When they were in place, I carefully let go of my dick and forced some deep, slow breathing.  He could tell I was about to shoot.

(Don(t you cum, boy.  I didn(t give you permission to shoot yet.(
(Yes, Sir.(  I whispered the response and gritted my teeth to maintain my composure.  Once I had calmed a bit, Master was ready to continue.

(Ok, boy, open the last needle.(
I nearly whimpered then as I picked it up from the bottom of the box.  I guess I had been fooling myself into thinking he had just included it for effect.  Now I knew he meant to force me to use it.  My hand wavered a bit as he gave his next order.

(Now I want you to skewer both those nuts from side to side.  I want to watch it go into the skin, then press into the first ball.  Slowly push it completely through and into the second one.  That(s it, boy, keep a steady slow pressure.  You can do it.  You want to do it, to please me.  That(s it, keep pushing. Ummmm, that looks so hot, boy.  Yeah, keep going on through the second one.  That(s right.  Oh yeah, just pretend that(s my hand holding that needle.  My hand that pushing it.  Oh look, kid, look.  It(s almost through.  It(s out of the nut now and pushing against the inside of the scrotum.  Look at that!  Its pushing the skin out, tenting it from within.  Oh, wow, yeah.  There it is, all the way through.  What a pretty sight that is, don(t you think so, boy?  Just sit and look at that a minute.  You look so good decorated up like that.(
I stared at my metalized crotch.  It sparkled with light on the metal.  But the one that I just couldn(t look away from was the one in my balls.  It had hurt, but not as badly as I would have thought.  Almost more pressure than pain.  Yeah, pressure - like they were being tightly squeezed with the pain traveling up into my gut.

(Ok, boy, jack yourself off. I want to see those nuts bounce up and down as you whack your dick.  Make it all hurt really good.(
And it did.  Every pull forced a needle point into an adjacent piece of skin somewhere.  Each bounce of my nuts jarred the long one and reverberated clear up into my abdomen.  Needless to say, I came very fast.

* * * * *

The weeks flew by.  Many Fridays I(d find a box in the mail.  Every Saturday, Master led me through some form of humiliation/pain torment.  Each week he(d watch me over the cam as he gave orders, and I strove to obey.

But never once did he have his own camera on.  Not that it mattered to me.  It kept my imagination running, conjuring up images of what Master Eric might be like.

