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  Taste Test


Ally was bent over the table, feeling hot despite the cool wood against her belly. She looked over to Cora, her lovely slave sister, who was just like her bent over the table, naked and squirming. One year ago, when they had both pledged themselves to their Mistress, they had been just good friends. Since then, they had become so much more. 
Iris, said Mistress, stood behind them, one hand on each of their backsides. She was the only one in the room still dressed, to leave absolutely no doubt who was in charge here. Even though her clothes consisted of just her comfortable yet sexy black lingerie. “Have you been good girls for me this week?” she asked, in that deep, husky voice of hers that never failed to send shivers down Ally’s spine.
“Yes, Mistress,” both of them answered in unison.
“Good enough to earn a reward?”
Cora made the most adorable little moan. Ally understood her all too well. She, too, was trembling with anticipation, and Iris’ fingers casually trailing over her ass only stoked the fires of her excitement even more. “That’s for you to decide, Mistress,” she said, while Cora mumbled something similar.
“Such good girls indeed,” Iris whispered, and this time Ally couldn’t help moaning herself.
Some people chose the slave lifestyle to fully live out their masochism. They enjoyed testing the limits to be rewarded with either the thrill of getting away with a little insolence, or a painful reminder that these limits were closely guarded. There were many households where the paddles and the whips and all the other fun punishment tools rarely had time to rest.
Ally and Cora were not those people. The only thing they wanted, the thing they craved more than anything else, was the deep satisfaction of pleasing a beloved person, the joy of giving themselves up completely for the sake of another, and to have their sacrifice be appreciated.
And there were many sacrifices that came with their position.
Iris was the perfect Mistress for them, as she, too, wasn’t big on punishments and wanted to simply delight in having two perfectly submissive slaves to tend to her every needs.
Which wasn’t to say that she didn’t have a mean side. She could be so, so cruel in her own subtle ways when she wanted to, and while Ally and Cora wouldn’t have her any other way, it did mean that even after one year, their dedication to be the best slaves they could be was constantly challenged.
“The last couple days haven’t been easy for you, now have they?”
Ally gasped as Iris’ finger slid along that sensitive area between her butt hole and her pussy. It didn’t quite reach her dripping entrance, but the mere possibility that it might had her on edge. To her side, Cora let out a low whine.
Yes, the past week had been particularly challenging. Being a willing slave meant giving up everything for your Mistress, including your bodily autonomy. Which especially meant that it wasn’t your choice anymore whether you received pleasure, or how much of it.
Iris wasn’t an unreasonable Mistress. While she liked to keep them on edge, she usually granted them ample opportunities to get rid of the tension in the most explosive ways. If her slaves were on their best behavior, she let them get off at least every other day. Sometimes much, much more, to the point where the reward became a reminder that you could have too much of a good thing.
During the last week, though, there had been none of that. Oh, there had been plenty of sex, and Iris had made sure that her slaves barely had a minute to cool down. But while there had been no dearth of pleasure, the only orgasms in the house had been Iris’ own.
All that teasing had left Ally and Cora shaking in a haze of need that made it hard to concentrate on anything. It had been especially brutal for Cora. Poor girl was insatiable even at the best of times. Suddenly being denied what her body craved so strongly had been a real challenge for her.
“I was planning to drag this out a little longer, but since you’ve both been so good, I think you deserve a chance for some mercy.”
Her fingers wandered further. They still avoided Ally’s hot pussy, though, only teasing along its perimeter in a way that felt good, but very deliberately not as good as it could have. Cora’s needy whimper resonated within Ally’s soul. She had to bite back a moan herself and force herself to concentrate on Iris’ words instead of these agonizing touches.
“Tell you what: I’ll check your state, and if I find that you’re sufficiently desperate, I’ll let you come. How does that sound?”
“Thank you, Mistress,” both of them answered immediately, the needy anticipation unmistakable in their voices.
“That leaves only one question: Should I check now, or should I give you half an hour to prepare yourselves? After all, it would be too bad if you forfeited this chance just because I caught you in an inopportune moment. Especially since it might well be another week till you get another chance. I’m just having too much fun right now seeing you squirm.”
Ally’s breath caught. Having to wait another week would be torture, especially since she was one hundred percent sure that Iris wouldn’t stop teasing them. After a few more days of this unfulfilling titillation they would be in a horny stupor.
“I think I’ll let you decide. Do you want me to check now? Or should I come back in half an hour?”
Ally looked over to Cora. Her lovely slave sister looked back, the need shining in her eyes. There was no question how desperate she was already, and Ally understood her all too well. But still, the way Iris had phrased it, there was a distinct chance that they would be found lacking if they opted for the immediate check. That was a risk they couldn’t take, not when there was another week of agonizing frustration on the line.
“Please give us half an hour, Mistress,” she forced herself to say. Cora whined, but nodded in agreement.
“Very well.” The fingers disappeared, though Ally’s pussy kept throbbing in unfulfilled anticipation. “I’ll be back to check if you are desperate enough to deserve some mercy. In the meantime, be good girls and don’t do anything that would get you in trouble.”

Ally and Cora stayed in position for at least a minute after Iris had left before they finally allowed themselves to get up. Both of them were already a bit shaky on their legs. Ally’s pussy kept clenching involuntarily, and those empty contractions made it impossible to keep the raging need out of her mind.
“Are you okay?” Ally asked. She put her hands on Cora’s sides, not quite embracing her, but keeping intimately close to make sure her beloved slave sister knew that she wasn’t alone.
Cora nodded. Her smile was as shaky as her legs, but it felt sincere. “I’m fine. It’s just, I need it so, so much.”
“Yeah. Me too.” Ally snuggled in more closely. She’d never grow tired of Cora’s soft skin and how smooth it felt against her own. “Sorry for delaying everything. I just thought, we gotta make sure that…”
“Yes.” Cora reached up and cupped Ally’s cheek with her palm. “Come, let’s get ready for Mistress.”
Cora slid her hand to the back of Ally’s head and pulled her into a kiss that was as hot and needy as they were. Their deep moans filled the air as they melted into each others’ arms, their tongues interlocked in the most intimate embrace.
As per the rules that Iris imposed on them to demonstrate that their bodies and their pleasure belonged only to her, both their crotches and their breasts were off-limits. Touching either themselves or each other in those areas in any even just remotely sexual context was a reason for severe punishment, and rightly so. However, that didn’t mean that they didn’t have other ways to get each other unbearable hot and bothered.
Ally broke the kiss to lick along Cora’s jaw line down her neck, where she planted countless wet open-mouthed kisses. That always was a surefire way to get Cora going. With how aroused they already were, Ally needed to hold on tight to steady Cora, for fear that her slave sister’s legs would simply give out. When Ally closed her lips on the muscular flesh at the base of Cora’s neck and sucked so hard that it left a shining mark, Cora let out a howl that was filled with equal parts bliss and desire.
“Think you’re desperate enough?” Ally asked as she soothed the freshly formed bruise with her tongue.
“Oh God, yes,” Cora whispered back.
The smell alone would have been unmistakable. The air in the room was getting warm and heavy, filled with the scent of sex. Ally didn’t have to look between Cora’s legs to know that her beloved slave sister was positively dripping. She ran her tongue once more from Cora’s collar bone all the way up her neck. “Will you get me ready, too?”
Cora nodded slowly. She needed a few moments to come down from her cloud of arousal and get a hold of herself, but when she had a go at Ally, she gave it her all. After a hot line of kisses along Ally’s cheek, her sweet mouth went right to her ear, switching between gently nibbling her earlobe and going at it with heavy, hungry licks.
It was such a weird turn-on, but also such an effective one. Feeling Cora’s hot, wet tongue on her ear immediately made Ally weak in the knees. And when Cora started whispering sweet nothings into her ear between her sexy ministrations, Ally’s mind completely shut down from bliss.
“I love you so much,” Cora whispered, never stopping her caressing of Ally’s ear with her lips, teeth and tongue. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me. You’re amazing, the sweetest, sexiest person in the whole wide world. I love you, love, love, love you.”
“Love you, too.” Now it was Ally who needed to rely on Cora for support. She gently stroked Cora’s back while her mind completely melted from happiness. “So, so much.”
At some point she broke out of her blissful passivity to initiate another long, sensual kiss that was as deep as her love to Cora. They barely noticed the passage of time as they kept showering each other in kisses, licks, and sweet words.

It seemed to them that barely five minutes had passed when Iris returned, but their bodies very much felt the accumulated effect of all that hot love. Both of them were breathless and shaking with need. Even in their disheveled state they could tell that most of the room’s oxygen had been replaced with the heavy smell of their arousal.
“Are you ready for the inspection now?” Iris asked, pretending not to notice that anything had happened since she’d left.
“Yes, Mistress,” Ally and Cora said in perfect harmony. They bent over the table again, presenting their backsides to Iris. When Ally parted her legs, her inner thighs felt all sticky, and she very much doubted that Cora was any less wet.
“Now let’s see...”
Ally gasped as Iris’ finger slid into her without further warning, but the sound was completely drowned out by Cora’s moan. Iris teased her hot insides for a bit, but all too soon she slid her finger back out. There was a low sucking sound, followed by another one. A hot shiver ran down Ally’s spine as she realized that Iris had just tasted both of them.
“You’re coming along very nicely,” Iris said, smacking her lips. “But I’m afraid only one of you tastes of enough desperation that I feel compelled to show mercy. The other one will have to stew for quite some time longer.”
Ally’s stomach sank. Her pussy ached as she faced another week, maybe even more, of being surrounded by sex without getting any relief herself. This wasn’t going to be easy. But she took some consolation from the fact that at least Cora would get a break from her suffering.
“Ally, lie down on the floor and open your legs. Cora, get down as well. You will lick your slave sister to as many orgasms as she wants. No hands.”
If not for her year-long training in self control, Ally would have cried out in a disbelief. This couldn’t be right. She exchanged glances with Cora, who looked as confused and shocked as she was. Iris must have made a mistake. It had to be glaringly obvious that Cora was the more desperate one.
However, an integral part of being a slave meant that you didn’t question your Mistress unless there was an emergency, and so Ally did as she was told, lying down with a strange mix of excitement and nervous anticipation. Maybe she was missing something, or maybe this was actually the result Iris had come up with from her taste test. Either way, she was going to be a good girl and submit to her Mistress’ will.
Cora took position between Ally’s legs with the same unquestioning obedience. There was no jealousy in her eyes, only a deep, desperate longing as she looked at Ally’s drenched pussy and settled in for the first tentative licks.
It was impossible to stay silent. Having gone an entire week without relief, Ally was crazy receptive for any kind of pleasure, even more so after that intensely sensual half an hour she had just spent with her beloved slave sister. And Cora’s oral skills were good. Like, really good. Ally could work some magic between a woman’s legs as well and was happy to do so, but Cora was an absolute wizard with her lips and tongue. She had both the strength and the technique to completely overwhelm her senses the moment she got to work, and it only ramped up from there.
Ally freely let her moans come as Cora did that signature move of hers where her tongue jabbed at Ally’s entrance while her upper lip and nose moved in a way that applied just the perfect amount of friction to her clit. With how ridiculously aroused she was already, it took no time at all until she felt her orgasm build up. A euphoric thrill rushed through her as her body got ready to finally unleash all the pent-up tension.
But when she looked Cora in the eyes, a pang of bad conscience brought her down to earth again. It just wasn’t fair. Cora had an even harder time than her dealing with the denial, and now she wouldn’t just have to go for another week without release, she was also forced to grant Ally all the pleasures she herself couldn’t have. She tried not to let it show and act like a good slave anyway, but Ally had known Cora long enough to see how much she was struggling.
Ally bit her tongue hard enough that the pain momentarily distracted her from how ridiculously good Cora’s mouth made her feel. Everything inside of her protested against what she was about to do, but she couldn’t let her own selfish needs stop her from doing the right thing. She put her hands on Cora’s head and gently but firmly pushed her away.
“Hm?” Cora looked at her in confusion, the greater part of her face glistening from how vigorously she’d been at work between Ally’s legs.
Ally took a deep breath. Her whole body was simmering in heat and her pussy kept twitching in the most excruciatingly frustrating contractions. It really didn’t appreciate being denied its pleasure once again after all this build-up. Ally got herself under control as best as possible given the circumstances and looked up at Iris. “I’m sorry, Mistress, but may I give my orgasm to Cora? She deserves it so much more than me.”
It was so hard to make herself say those words, but a single glance into Cora’s glowing face was enough to strengthen her resolve.
“What’s that?” Iris asked. Her smile was dangerously close to being a smirk. “Are you implying that I made a mistake in my assessment?”
Ally swallowed hard. This could well be a trick question. Openly saying that her Mistress was wrong could be taken as insolence and lead to both of them going without release today. She should have thought hard about the way she phrased her request, but thinking wasn’t easy with that warm pink cloud of arousal filling her mind. Ally decided to just risk it. This wasn’t about mind games. It was about her honest feelings, and no matter what happened, she’d rather stay true to herself and live with the consequences than to try and guess what Iris might want to hear.
“All I’m saying is that this feels wrong. If only one of us gets to come today, then it should be her.”
Cora looked at Ally with love in her eyes. “Thank you,” she whispered. “But it’s okay. I’m fine, I can do this.”
“And so can I.” Ally sat up and gently stroked Cora’s cheek. “What I can’t do is see you suffer while I get an undeserved reward.”
“How sweet of you.” There was a tinge of sarcasm in the way Iris delivered those words, but it didn’t sound like she was mocking Ally. “It’s hard to reject such a heartfelt request. But you should realize what you’re asking. This is an all-or-nothing deal. I’m willing to grant Cora your right to orgasm, but that means that you’ll have to go without for however long it pleases me.”
Ally’s pussy clenched in another frustrating throb. That ache would only get worse during the coming days. But she would gladly suffer this and more if in return she could make things easier for Cora. “I understand, Mistress, and I accept those terms.”
“Thank you!” Cora sat up herself and snuggled up to Ally until their foreheads were touching and they had their arms around each other. “I love you so much. How do I deserve someone as amazing as you?”
“By being even more amazing yourself.” Ally leaned into a sweet, sensual kiss that was made only more intimate by how she could taste herself on Cora’s soft lips and tongue.
“After such a lovely display I really can’t deny your wish.” Iris reached down to scratch Ally’s head, a sign of affection that was reserved only for the bestest of girls. “Go ahead! Give Cora all your love, and make it worth your sacrifice.”
Ally didn’t have to be told twice. She bent forward, never breaking the kiss until she was all but lying on top of Cora. Only then did she move on, kissing and licking in a slow wet line along Cora’s neck, over her collar bone and chest down to her belly, until her lips finally converged to Cora’s hot pussy.
While Ally was intimately familiar with the taste of her slave sister, it was rare for it to be this thick and rich. Cora’s arousal hadn’t just gotten her sopping wet. Her need permeated every little detail of her swollen pussy, from its taste and smell to how her visibly engorged clit was flushed pink and twitching in anticipation.
Cora had never been shy in voicing her pleasure, but today there wasn’t even the slightest hint at any inhibition. Her blissful moans when her needy pussy finally got some much needed attention sent shivers down Ally’s spine. And that adorable little howl when Ally flicked her tongue over her clit! It was impossible not to be affected by Cora’s moans, by her little spasms and by the way her abs clenched when the tension got too much. Her whole body was a celebration of her lust, and as happy as Ally was for her, it was also a visceral reminder of what she herself had given up.
After all that foreplay, it barely took any time at all until Cora’s body started shaking. Her moans cut out as the climax hit her, and she had to bite down on her hand to stop herself from flailing around too much. Her muffled screams resonated throw Ally’s entire body, stoking the flames of her own arousal as she kept licking around and over Cora’s clit in the rhythm she knew was perfect to drag Cora’s orgasm out as long as possible.
Likely it was much more than just a single orgasm, but it was impossible to tell because Cora’s body never stopped shaking. Only the slight ebb and flow in the volume of her howls indicated some change in her experiences as wave after wave of bliss washed over her. Her pussy kept gushing her tasty juices as it violently clenched again and again under Ally’s skillful ministrations. By this point it was slightly swollen and almost red. It was obvious just from looking at it how incredibly sensitive it had to be, but Cora kept her free hand on Ally’s head, holding her in place to make sure that she wouldn’t stop, even as her screams turned frantic from the intensity of her pleasure.
When Cora was finally done, she truly was done, totally and unmistakably. She barely had the strength left to nudge Ally away from her now oversensitive pussy before she collapsed, breathing heavily, a mad grin on her lips.
“Satisfied?” Ally asked, trying to ignore the burning need between her own legs.
“So satisfied.” Cora giggled and opened her arms, inviting Ally into a hug. “Thank you so much!”
Ally crawled forward into Cora’s loving embrace. Being this close to Cora’s still glowing body made it impossible to forget that she wouldn’t be tasting this bliss, not today and likely not for many days to come, but it was just as impossible to regret her decision. How could she, when it had brought Cora such joy?
“You really are the most adorable slaves a Mistress could ever ask for.” Iris chuckled as she looked down at their tight cuddle pile. “I’m almost tempted to show some mercy as a reward for your selflessness. Almost.”
Ally’s pussy twitched at this possibility that it might not go neglected after all. It would be so, so nice to get off herself. However, after her struggle to do the right thing, she had fully made peace with the fact that she’d have to suffer for a while longer. It might be weird to think like this, but it felt like being let off the hook now as a reward for her behavior would devalue her decision. She had given up her own pleasure purely for Cora’s sake and for Cora’s happiness, not because she had been fishing for brownie points.
She turned onto her back, not quite leaving Cora’s embrace as she looked up at Iris. “That’s okay, Mistress,” she said. “If I wanted mercy, I wouldn’t have become a slave in the first place.”






  
  Life's not Fair


“Please, treat me unfairly!” Those had been Anita’s words when she’d become part of her Mistress’ harem. 
Since that fateful day she’d gotten exactly what she’d asked for, and she’d loved every second of it. She loved it when another slave made a mistake and she got punished instead, under some flimsy pretense like “You should’ve prevented that” or “Obviously you haven’t been good enough of an example to your slave sister”. She loved how her Mistress always turned a blind eye when the other girls decided to torment her, and in turn the others loved Anita for this opportunity to let off some steam and live out their own sadistic fantasies.
Most of all, though, she loved that she wasn’t rewarded with orgasms like the other slaves. Instead, her (rare) rewards came in the form of challenges where she could earn an orgasm if she succeeded. Or an especially cruel punishment if she failed, because “she’d proven that she wasn’t worthy of the reward”.
Sometimes Anita bested these challenges. Usually, though, she didn’t. As a result, she was one of the horniest girls in the harem. This created a feedback loop where due to her arousal she was more likely to provoke her Mistress and the other slaves into giving her a hard time, which lead to more punishments and less rewards, which lead to even less orgasms, and the cycle continued.
Still, she’d managed to be a good girl for long enough to earn herself a reward once more. Anita knelt to her Mistress’ feet, waiting to hear what challenge she’d have to endure this time. Her pussy was throbbing already, and not just because Mistress hadn’t allowed her any release for the past two weeks. She’d spent a good part of the previous night pinned down by a bunch of the other slaves while Clara had tortured her with a clit pump she’d smuggled into the sleeping quarters.
Clara, that fiery blond with the stunning slim body and irresistible lips, was usually the ringleader. Anita had heard that Clara had been close to quitting her place in the harem because she wasn’t satisfied with a strictly submissive lifestyle anymore. Luckily, around that time Anita had joined, to everyone’s profit. Clara could finally live out her mean streak, while Anita got someone playing the role of the big bad bully for her.
This same Clara was now kneeling beside Anita. Their Mistress had demanded her to be part of Anita’s reward to make up for the previous night. Anita knew, if it had been her who’d been caught with a stolen sex toy, she wouldn’t have gotten away so easily. Her punishment would have been drawn out and painful. Just thinking about this injustice got the juices flowing from her aching pussy. Two weeks was a lot, even for her. She really needed to secure herself that orgasm.
“We’ll keep this simple.” Mistress’ voice cut through the silence. She pointed at a pile of pillows on the floor. “Clara, you’ll put your head there and Anita, you’ll squat over her. Clara will lick you for as long as you stay in position. If you move away before you’ve come, you clearly didn’t want that orgasm all that much. In which case I’m sure you wouldn’t mind waiting another month for your next chance.”
Anita swallowed hard. She’d been denied for a month before, but it had turned her into such a horny mess that the memories were a pink haze. And back then she hadn’t started the month with a dripping, aching pussy and two weeks of denial already behind her.
“Don’t worry, I’ll give it my best so that doesn’t happen.” Clara’s voice was saccharine. Her eyes shone in a mischievous way that Anita knew all too well. Clara wasn’t going to make it easy for her.
“I’m sure you will,” Mistress said. “Because if you can’t make her come in time, it shows that you don’t have the oral skills I require of my slaves. In that case, since you obviously need more training, you’ll be the harem’s pussy girl for the next month. You’ll spend your time licking all my other slaves until I decide that you’re good enough.”
Clara looked completely taken aback for a couple seconds. When she turned back to Anita, her eyes were still shining, but she didn’t even try to sound sweet anymore. “If you humiliate me like that, I’ll so make you pay for it.”
Anita just nodded. As expected, her Mistress acted like she hadn’t heard Clara’s obvious threat. If Anita failed, no one would rescue her when Clara decided to make her life hell. In what little time Clara had left where she wasn’t forced to eat pussy, of course. The thought of having a thoroughly humiliated Clara pick on her even harder was almost alluring enough to fail on purpose. Almost. As much Anita loved being the harem’s bottom bitch, she’d go crazy if she couldn’t relieve her arousal from time to time, and another month was fucking forever.
“Get in position!”
With a last warning glare Clara lay down and rested her head on the pillows. For a second the corners of her mouth twitched to a grin, though, betraying her act. Anita was sure that Clara would have fun, no matter how this challenge ended. Which was scary in its own right. It meant that Clara might choose not to try very hard, just to spite her.
There was nothing Anita could do about this, though, except for trying her best herself. Whatever that would turn out to be. She wasn’t exactly weak, but her leg strength was a far cry from what some of the other girls had. She’d be surprised if she was able to hold a squat for a couple of minutes. Her only hope was that she was so horny that it shouldn’t take much stimulation to send her over the edge.
She stepped over Clara, one foot to each side of her chest, so her pussy would rest right on Clara’s mouth once she squatted down. Anita took a few deep breaths to get ready. She would have loved a bit of warming up, but a “Start!” from her Mistress made it clear that no further delays were acceptable.
Her first thought when she went down was that there was no way she’d make it. To reach Clara, she had to bend her knees until her thighs were almost parallel to the ground, and her muscles protested against this strain from the first moment.
Her second thought was that Clara was far too good at eating pussy.
Anita had never had Clara eat her out before. Well, unless you counted a couple of agonizing licks that one time when Anita had been three weeks denied, shaking from a particularly cruel edging session she’d just suffered through, and Clara had decided to continue right where their Mistress had left off. She’d definitely shown her skill back then. Afterwards Anita had been literally crying from all the frustrated need. But as it turned out, the mischievous blonde wasn’t only good at teasing. Clara’s tongue attacked Anita’s pussy with a fervor that nearly made her lose her balance.
Anita bent forward, hands on her thighs to steady herself. She couldn’t tell if her burning muscles made it harder or easier to come. The constant focus on keeping in position certainly distracted her from Clara’s heavenly tongue, but at the same time the pleasure registered much more acutely. She couldn’t have relaxed to delay her orgasm even if she’d wanted to, as that would have robbed her of the muscle tension she needed to keep standing.
Her legs started shaking. She pushed down more strongly with her arms, but that only kept the shaking down for a couple seconds before it returned with a vengeance. Shifting her weight onto the balls of her feet helped a bit, but it also brought her hips forwards so Clara couldn’t reach her clit anymore. Anita enjoyed that tiny bit of relaxation for a few more seconds before she shifted back.
In any other situation she would’ve broken down already. Only that growing tension in her pussy made her push through the pain in her thighs and keep in position for a bit longer. Her orgasm was within grasp. A few more licks in the right places would be enough to push her over. Clara’s tongue lingered at the entrance to her pussy, though, providing more extraneous buildup instead of the sharp pleasure spikes she needed. Maybe Clara didn’t realize her predicament and thought she could afford to go slowly. Or she knew exactly what she was doing and made her ride the edge on purpose so it would be even more cruel when she eventually failed.
Would Clara do that, though, and risk the punishment? Of course she would. Especially since eating pussy barely counted as a punishment. It was just another pretense for her to bully Anita. She’d said that she’d make her pay for the humiliation. Most likely she’d come up with some really degrading tasks for her to prove that Anita was still beneath her in the hierarchy. Maybe she’d make her eat her ass in front of all the other slave girls. Or suck her toes. And when she was finished, she’d pass her around, force her to worship all the other slaves as well. And for the entire month she’d get edged out of her mind by her Mistress and Clara alike.
Anita’s pussy clenched as she had this vision of the future. Her legs shook and burned like crazy, but she was right there. Just a tiny bit more… She leaned back, and when Clara’s tongue found her clit, she finally exploded.
She realized her error immediately. It had taken all her strength and more to endure until this moment; there was none left to stay in position while the orgasm ripped through her. Her muscles finally gave in and she landed uncomfortably on her ass.
Her clit throbbed in protest. It had received just enough pleasure to push her over, but now there was nothing to keep the orgasm going. Her pussy desperately clenched around nothing. Anita reached between her legs to try and get at least something out of what was supposed to be her reward for being a good girl through two agonizing weeks.
“Keep your hands to yourself!”
Anita whimpered, but she wouldn’t go against a direct order from her Mistress. Even if it meant watching all that pleasure seep away. She gritted her teeth as her pussy and clit kept throbbing angrily. Even when they stopped, a dull ache remained that was stronger than it had been before this whole fiasco. The need from two weeks of sexual frustration wasn’t gone. Just the opposite. Anita was ready to beg Clara to eat her out again. Or finger-fuck her. Or at least let her hump her leg. Anything to let her have the release that had been so cruelly stolen from her.
“Seems like the two of you failed your task.” The Mistress smiled down on her slaves. “You know what that means.”
“Wait a second!” Clara got up. Her sexy lips glistened in the dim light as she talked. “I did my part. I made her finish. It’s her problem if she ruins it.”
If Anita had talked to her Mistress like that, her Mistress would have made her regret it dearly. But of course there were different rules when it came to Clara.
“You’re right,” Mistress said after a short contemplation. “You were a good girl and did exactly what I asked of you. In fact, I think you deserve a reward. You may use Anita to give you an orgasm in any way you want.”
“Thank you, Mistress. You’re too kind.” Clara bowed down, just far enough that her Mistress wouldn’t see her face as she smirked at Anita.
“What about me, Mistress?” Anita asked. A ruined orgasm was a terrible reward, but at least it seemed as if she’d avoided further punishment.
Mistress stepped in front of her. “As for you, do you really think that was a nice thing to do? Waste Clara’s effort like that?”
“No, Mistress,” Anita whispered. She had the sinking feeling that this might not be over yet.
“Right. What do you say, Clara?”
Clara didn’t even attempt to hide her smirk anymore. “I’d say it was pretty rude. I did my best, and she doesn’t even appreciate it.”
Anita wanted to protest, say that she appreciated it very much, but she knew exactly that this would only count as further insolence.
“Did you hear that, slave?” her Mistress asked. “I think you need to learn to be more grateful than that. For the next month, you will nicely ask Clara every day to lick you. And you will thank her once she’s done. Clara will give you an orgasm at the end of the month, but only if she feels like you’ve learned your lesson and appreciate her for what she’s doing. Are we clear?”
“Just one question, Mistress,” Clara interjected “How long do you want me to lick her each day?”
“Do what you want, as long as it doesn’t interfere with your other duties. She needs to learn to take what she’s given.”
“Thank you, Mistress.” Clara was positively beaming at that point.  “As always, your kindness and justice are beyond compare.”
“Thank you, Mistress,” Anita repeated dutifully. Her pussy ached unbearably at the mere thought of the coming month. Clara was going to tease and torment her to the brink of madness, and she’d have to thank her for it, beg her to continue even, or she wouldn’t stand a sliver of a chance to get rewarded in the end. It was so fucking unfair.
And she loved it.






  
  One Smoking Hot Ass


Stocks were not made with the goal of being comfortable, as Sarah very quickly learned for herself. Her ass, feet and hands were stuck on one side of the heavy wooden board, the rest of her hidden on the other side of it, forced into an awkward kneeling position, her head on the floor and her arms thrust backwards. They’d given her a patch of soft carpet for her knees and if she shuffled around a bit, she could rest her head on the parquet without crushing her boobs in the process, but that was about the extent of both her freedom and her comfort.  
If the rumors were to be believed, she could expect an experience that was well worth a bit of discomfort, though. Sarah only hoped it would start soon. They’d told her the Lady would be here in a couple of minutes, but time passes slowly when you’re bound in such a cramped position. The ridiculously thick blindfold trapping her in total darkness didn’t help, either.
Finally there was the sound of a door opening and closing and of someone taking off their shoes. It had to be the Lady. Everyone else would have made some sound of surprise upon being suddenly faced with a woman’s private parts. Sarah didn’t hear anything for several seconds. Most likely the Lady was standing there, checking her out. The thought put a dirty grin on Sarah’s face.
“I take it that you’re the one who volunteered to be my interactive room decoration for the evening.” The Lady’s voice was soft-spoken and pleasant, but something about it caused a shiver to run down Sarah’s spine. Or up, in her case.
“That’s me.” Sarah instinctively attempted to raise her head, but even if the stocks had allowed that much freedom of movement, she wouldn’t have been able to see her client anyway.
“And you understand the conditions of our relationship?”
Sarah suppressed the urge to mimic the Lady’s formalities. Out of her mouth it would only come off as mockery. “Yes. I mustn’t try and look at you. And my ass is yours to play with.”
“Correct. And you understand that I don’t intend to go easy on you? I delight in teaching my playthings how much the human body and mind can withstand. This evening might very well leave you sore and exhausted for days.”
“Don’t worry about it. I’m tough.” There was no way Sarah would have chickened out, especially not after that announcement. She had a reputation to uphold as the district’s biggest anal slut. And besides, who cared if she was sore for a few days? With the amount the Lady was willing to pay, she could treat herself to a whole month’s worth of spa vacation.
“That remains to be seen.” The Lady paused for a moment to give the words time to sink in. “From this moment on until we stop I don’t want to hear a single word from you, unless I directly ask you something or there is an emergency. You’re to be nothing but a pretty ass that exists solely for my pleasure. Do you understand?”
“Yes.” Sarah was surprised herself at how submissive that single word came out.
She’d heard of the Lady, that phantom mingling within the inner circles of the BDSM scene. The one who never showed her face, yet commanded respect with her presence alone. It was said that she could drop anyone into subspace by merely uttering a few words. At least that last part was just an urban legend, of course. And yet Sarah found that her crouched position didn’t feel uncomfortable and slightly stupid anymore. There was something intrinsically right about her being forced down and hidden behind the only part of her the Lady was interested in.
“Very good. There is a multitude of business concerns I need to attend to and I like to have a stimulating ambiance while I work. You’re free to moan as much as you need to.”
Sarah swallowed at the “as much as you need to.” Voicing her pleasure was part of her job, but usually it was more of a service than a necessity.
She gasped as something cool touched her ass. A moment later she recognized the feeling as fingers, spreading generous amounts of lube around her asshole. Sarah didn’t strictly need to moan as the fingers unceremoniously pushed into her, but she did anyway. She loved how the Lady made no attempt to be gentle as she drowned both the inside and the outside of her well-trained ass in lube, pushing into her whenever and with how many fingers as she felt like.
Some of the lube trickled down between her cheeks, where the Lady caught it and rubbed it into her pussy lips. Sadly the Lady didn’t spend much time there and Sarah’s clit got no attention at all, save for a big splotch of lube. But that was to be expected, since she had been contracted only for her anal capabilities.
The Lady wiped her hand on Sarah’s thighs before she got up and walked away. However, an exciting tingle remained in Sarah’s ass and pussy and she was very aware that it wasn’t just lube trickling down her legs. There had to be some kind of stimulant mixed into that stuff.
A loud rumbling momentarily distracted her from the growing need between her legs. The Lady was rolling something heavy up behind her. Sarah got an idea of what it was when something thick and rubbery parted her dripping ass cheeks. Without so much as a single word, the Lady switched the fucking machine on.
It was wasn’t the biggest dildo Sarah had ever had up her ass, not by a long shot, but still big enough that it would have given any anal virgin nightmares, and it was covered in rough nubs that rubbed against her inner walls with every movement. It also got wider and thinner several times along its length, like a more rigidly connected string of anal beads, making it impossible to get used to the ever-changing stimulation as the dildo pushed all the way into her. And all the way out again, until only its very tip kept her cheeks apart.
Sarah’s moans weren’t just for show. It was a very slow fucking, but the Lady used even that against her. If the machine had fucked her just a bit quicker, she could have relaxed her sphincter, leaving it open while the dildo kept pumping into her. But as it was, there was just enough time between the wide bulges that her ass closed around the thin part before it was forced open again. And all the while the nubs rubbed the spiced lube all over the inside of her ass.
Whatever the Lady allegedly worked on, it took a lot longer than just checking a few mails. If she even was working. Sarah couldn’t hear anything over the constant rumble of the fucking machine. Maybe the Lady was sitting behind her, doing nothing but watching that monster dildo slowly and methodically destroy her. Sarah hoped she was. This was the most intense ass fucking she’d gotten in a long time. Every thrust made her moan like a bitch in heat as the constant build up and release of tension on her sphincter killed any coherent thought left in her mind. It would have been a shame if that performance was wasted on an inattentive audience.
But it wasn’t only the dildo that made her wantonly scream out her pleasure. Whatever the Lady had mixed into the lube, it had soaked into her skin and taken full effect. Her pussy lips, her clit, the insides of her ass, everything between her legs tingled as if soft, warm fingers were giving her the most intimate massage. This gentle pleasure was a delicious counterpoint to the ruthless fucking, but no less mind melting in its own right. No matter how much the machine overwhelmed her with the most brutal pleasures, she always needed more.
It didn’t take long before Sarah got completely lost in the onslaught of sensations. Her only measure of time was how her ass slowly started to get sore, but she was far too horny to care about that. It was a problem for future Sarah. Present Sarah couldn’t get enough of that perversely over-engineered dildo. Even with the copious amounts of lube, the insides of her ass burned from the never ending friction. Her body screamed for a break, her mind screamed for more and her mouth screamed all that tension out into the world. Her moans and wails flowed freely, drowning out even the noises of the machine.
And then it stopped.
Sarah gasped as the dildo pulled out completely this time. For a brief moment her sphincter stayed open, confused by the sudden emptiness, before finally relaxing for good. It was the only part of her that was relaxed, though. Her ass hurt from the relentless fucking, but in her agitated state she wished the Lady would turn the machine on again. With any other client she would have playfully begged for more, but Sarah was bound by the Lady’s order no to speak on her own. She could only silently hope that the end of the machine meant that the Lady was finished with her work and ready for the next phase.
“You put a lot of energy into your voice,” the Lady said. “It was hard not to get distracted.”
Sarah didn’t know if a “Thank you” or an “I’m sorry” was appropriate and decided not to say anything at all, since there was no clear prompt for an answer. Her face got hot, though, at this confirmation that the Lady apparently hadn’t paid her much attention after all. The most vicious ass fucking Sarah had endured in months had been nothing but a means to get some stimulating background noise. She could have been disappointed, or even annoyed, and yet it only turned her on even more to hear how much the Lady was objectifying her.
“I’ll be reading now, so I want you to stay still and not make a single noise. Can you do that?”
“Yes, my Lady,” Sarah said, trying not to sound too deflated. As much as she enjoyed submitting to the Lady, her body screamed for more action. Hanging in the stocks with an aching ass and a twitching cunt and no further distractions sounded like an exercise in frustration and nothing else.
“You won’t have to worry about boredom creeping in. I’ve got a plug ready that will keep you occupied.”
That was better than nothing, but not by much. Sarah had spent entire days with a plug up her ass, to the point where they didn’t do much for her anymore and it even felt a bit strange not to have at least a small princess plug between her cheeks. It was a far cry from the perverted things she wanted the Lady to do to her, but at least she’d be able to get some stimulation by working her muscles around the plug.
There were the characteristic noises of a toy being lubed up and then a cool steel tip pressed against her sphincter. Sarah could already tell that the plug’s size was rather disappointing. Still, she took care to properly relax her muscles, just in case the Lady had some surprise in store for her.
The plug slid in and, as expected, it was just big enough to properly fill her, but didn’t really add any excitement. Or so Sarah thought, for the first fraction of a second.
It was as if the plug had exploded inside her. Hot pain shot through her rectum, and as she instinctively clenched down, it only got worse. She screamed, only to get silenced by a sharp slap on her ass cheeks.
“I told you not to make a sound. And you don’t need to worry about getting injured. Capsaicin doesn’t harm organic tissue in any way, it only acts on the nerve endings.”
Sarah barely suppressed a whimper when the meaning of these words sunk in. The Lady had coated the plug in some sort of chili extract.
Within seconds she was drenched in sweat, the fire in her ass radiating out to overheat her entire body. The pain drowned out everything. A muffled ringing noise in her ears deafened her and the tears quickly soaked through the blindfold. Sarah half choked on her own ragged breaths as she tried to bear that diabolic plug in silence.
It was impossible. No human could stay calm with hot chili up their ass. She didn’t even have a gag to bite down on to release at least some of the tension. But while she knew she stood no chance, she could at least try to fail as late as possible, biting her lips and swallowing her hyperventilating gasps to try and hold on. Sarah knew, if she allowed herself even the tiniest whimper, there’d be no going back.
In a twisted way, the cruel workings of her predicament could be used to her advantage: The human body instinctively clenched its muscles to make pain easier to bear, but here this tactic backfired phenomenally. If she clenched her cheeks, the chili covered plug pressed even harder against her inflamed insides. The only way to prevent further pain was to relax, which was next to impossible. It took all her willpower to try and keep her ass relaxed, to embrace the pain as it roasted her insides. The mental effort gnawed at her sanity, but at least if gave her something to do, something to focus on.
She almost lost it when she heard the rustling of paper. The Lady was actually reading. Right there in front of her Sarah was hanging in the stocks, her mind melting from the effort not to scream her throat sore, and the Lady didn’t even acknowledge her agony.
Sarah was no stranger to clients who liked it rough. Maybe there was a correlation between people who were into ass stuff and sadists, maybe it was just her luck or a vicious cycle of her reputation preceding her, but more often than not Sarah’s jobs made her prove that her ass could handle quite a bit of abuse. And she didn’t mind. She loved rising up to a challenge. There was nothing like the pride she felt when she’d proven to herself that she could manage more than she’d initially thought. That pride and the perverse rush of energy she got out of it always made her feel strong and sexy for days after the fact. It was the search for this thrill that had eventually led her to the Lady and her generous offer.
But no matter how hard her other clients had spanked her ample cheeks or how brutally they’d fucked her ass raw, at least it had felt personal. Making Sarah suffer had given them obvious, direct enjoyment. The Lady, however, apparently just liked the vague idea of someone suffering in her vicinity while she did other stuff.
There was no reason to drive herself crazy. Sarah could have blown it off, told the Lady that she had enough of her games, that she wasn’t going to expend any more effort if those efforts weren’t acknowledged. And yet she kept biting her lips bloody in a desperate attempt to stay silent for a few seconds longer. Because the Lady had told her so. The Lady wanted to see how far Sarah could push herself and, truth be told, Sarah wanted to know the same. She’d be disappointed by her own weakness if she allowed herself the easy way out.
The Lady turned the page. And another one. And another. Every time Sarah heard the rustling of paper, she was a hundred percent certain she wouldn’t make it to the next one. Hell, she wouldn’t make it even ten more seconds. There was just no way she could endure the pain, let alone keep it in, for any longer than that. And yet, after the ten seconds had passed, she found that maybe, just maybe, she could manage a few more. Bearing even one more minute of this torture was out of the question, but if she set her mind to it, a few seconds were possible.
And so she held on, always a few seconds at a time, drenched in sweat and tears, her ass radiating hot agony through her entire body. She felt like she was getting hoarse from all the screams she didn’t allow herself to scream, and yet she held on. And as the Lady got through more and more pages, Sarah’s hope grew that she could actually make it. Even the burning, while still making her eyes overflow, wasn’t that unbearable anymore. After all, there was only a finite amount of chili on the plug. At some point it had to wear off.
“I have to admit, I’m impressed.”
Sarah twitched, startled from being suddenly talked to.
“I’ve been introduced to a handful of girls who claimed to be strong-willed anal sluts, but none of them could prove it when I put them to the test like this.”
Sarah didn’t answer, and not just because she wasn’t explicitly asked to. She knew, if she opened her mouth, she’d start sobbing uncontrollably. But even in her undignified state a smile appeared on her bruised lips. She’d done it. She’d endured where others couldn’t. For the first time since suffering the spicy plug, Sarah got acutely aware that she was still horny as fuck. She hoped the Lady would reward her with some genuine sexy time, but even if not, she already knew that once she got home, she’d rub one out to that sweet memory.
“Let’s free you from this thing. But don’t forget: I still want you to remain silent.”
Sarah had thought it would be a relief to get rid of the plug. She’d rarely been this wrong. Her burning insides had become so sensitive that the tiniest friction felt like being fucked by a cheese grater. It really didn’t help that on its way out, the plug rubbed the last of the chili extract into her inner walls. Biting her lips wasn’t enough anymore. Sarah opened her mouth to the loudest silent scream ever, her nails dug into her palms, her toes pressed against the floor as she tried anything, everything to hang on and somehow stay quiet, no matter what.
Even after the plug was finally gone, her ass kept throbbing and burning hotly. The ordeal had left it so sensitive that any stimulation at all was so intense it almost hurt. The soft touches of the Lady’s fingers teasing her entrance were enough to make Sarah twitch and shiver all over. It felt like being an anal virgin all over again.
“Are you holding up?” The Lady dragged her finger over Sarah’s drenched pussy lips as she spoke, making her bite her lips for entirely different reasons.
“Yes, I’m okay. I… I can handle it.” Sarah laughed. She couldn’t help it. It felt too good to know that she’d done it. She’d lived up to the Lady’s ridiculously high expectations. And that finger on her pussy… God, she was so horny!
“I’m happy to hear it. And tell me: How sensitive are you now?”
“I…” The answer ended in a drawn-out hoarse gasp when the Lady pushed her juice-covered fingers into her ass. Even though she was gentle about it, the friction over Sarah’s inflamed walls was enough to make her break out in sweat again. “Fuck! Really, really sensitive!”
The Lady giggled as she withdrew her finger. It was a funny sound. Elegant, and yet full of mischief. “I see. You know, I have a proposal for you. If you feel like you’re done for the night, you can go home right now, with all the money and the knowledge that I’m very happy with you. However, I’d be willing to pay you ten times the amount if you let me lube you up and use the machine again for another half an hour. And don’t worry, it will be the nice kind of lube.”
The mere idea made Sarah shiver. If a single finger already felt like it tore her burning ass apart, she couldn’t even begin to imagine what that monster dildo would do to her. As much as the thought excited the raw, feral side of hers, she had to know her limits. “I… I’m sorry, but I can’t. I could never stay silent when you do that.”
“Oh, don’t worry, I wouldn’t require you to stay silent. I’m far too interested to find out what your slutty voice sounds like when I push you to your limit.”
Sarah’s pussy twitched. It was intriguing, to be sure. And it was also a ridiculous amount of money. With this kind of cash she could spend the entire winter lying on a tropical beach with all the comforts she could ask for. “I can’t promise that I’ll make it through.”
“But are you willing to try?” The Lady gently pushed her finger back in. It hurt. It burned. But in a twisted way it also felt so, so good. “You’re such a brave girl. Will you show me how strong you can be when you really set your mind to it?”
Sarah did show her. It was a real blessing that the room was soundproof.






  
  A Game You Can't Win


The game had barely even started and Lucy was already going insane. 
She was bound spreadeagle on the carpet, a soft but impenetrable silk scarf over her eyes. There was nothing she could do, nothing she could see, nothing to distract her from Hannah and her devilish vibrating wand.
For what felt like an eternity she’d been trapped inside her body, at the mercy of the sensations her slave sister forced on her. Like a machine Hannah would go through the same cycle over and over again. For a few seconds, Hannah would crush her clit and pussy under the vibrating wand, sending her to the very edge. Then she’d stop all stimulation for a brief moment, just long enough to prevent the impending climax, before sending her spiraling towards it again.
Lucy knew better than to beg for mercy. This was all part of the game and Hannah was acting within the rules they’d agreed on, although she was being a sadistic bitch about it.
Lucy was no stranger to being edged. None of the girls in the harem were. But usually getting edged meant to be brought to the brink of orgasm and then left hanging. It was deliciously frustrating to feel the pleasure slowly seeping away while your clit throbbed in need, but at least you got some kind of a break. Hannah however never stopped long enough for Lucy to get off the edge. She made her ride it forever, Lucy’s pussy permanently clenching on the brink of the explosion she wouldn’t be granted, never allowed to relax for even a second.
When Lucy heard the door open, she could have cheered from relief. She’d done it. Half an hour had past. There was still a lot more ahead of her, but she wouldn’t think about that. For the moment only one thing counted: Time was actually passing. After being stuck in edging hell for fucking forever, that simple knowledge was so important for her sanity.
Hannah didn’t give her any rest, though, and Lucy had to fight with all her willpower to drown out the maddening vibrations and focus on the sounds the new girl made, every little detail that might help her. The footsteps were barely audible over the noise of the wand. Likely the girl went on tiptoes. That wouldn’t rule out many of the other slave girls, but it could still be a valuable piece of information.
Soft and lean thighs brushed against Lucy’s cheeks when the newcomer settled down on her face. She felt like Ashley. Or maybe Veronica? Small, wet pussy lips pressed against Lucy’s mouth. At this point she was at least ninety percent sure it was Ashley on top of her.
“The time starts now!” Hannah said.
Lucy got licking immediately. After only a few seconds she was convinced that it was Ashley. That adorable pale redhead had always had problems staying silent and her soft gasps gave her away. But even though she already had all the information she needed, Lucy wasn’t going to let the two minutes she was given go to waste. Hannah was still mercilessly making her ride the edge, and eating pussy was the best way to work off some of the tension. Also, Lucy derived a bit of malicious joy from making it extra hard on Ashley, giving her her best oral game.
None of the girls she tasted for the game were allowed to come. For most women, there wouldn’t have been much risk of that happening anyway, with just two minutes of getting licked. But while pleasure was handed out generously in the harem, orgasms were a rare treat. Their Mistress loved her slaves to be constantly half-delirious with need, so she could pick from a flock of desperate fuck toys any time she pleased.
Lucy knew that Ashley had displeased their Mistress two weeks earlier and that she’d spent most of that time in a tight chastity belt, plugged back and front. She must have been glad for this opportunity to lose the belt for a short time, but the vigorous licks Lucy forced on her needy clit would have been easily enough to send her over. It had to be hell for her, having to restraint herself when the relief she’d been denied for weeks was dangling right in front of her eyes.
The only remaining question was if Lucy should answer with the wrong name on purpose. She needed four correct guesses in total to win the game, but every time she correctly identified the girl she was eating out, it meant another half an hour of Hannah edging her. If, however, she guessed wrong, she got an orgasm and the next girl would enter immediately. It was a fucked up system, but Lucy could use that to her advantage. She’d gotten the first girl right without a problem, and Ashley had been just as easy to identify. With how much time Lucy had spent pleasuring the other girls in the harem, she should have been able to identify everyone within seconds. Which meant that she could just as well relax and allow herself a treat.
“Time’s up!” Hannah announced, and Ashley lifted her twitching pussy off Lucy’s lips immediately. “So, who was it?”
“Veronica,” Lucy answered without hesitation.
“Wrong. It’s Ashley.”
Well, duh. Whatever. Moving on. One orgasm, please.
“Tell the next girl she can come in right away,” Hannah told Ashley. “This will be over quickly.”
Lucy didn’t even hear Ashley leave the room. Hannah pressed the wand into her needy pussy, and this time she didn’t tear it away within seconds. For a few terrible moments Lucy’s body kept teetering on the edge, the tension building and building, as if it had forgotten how to come. But then, finally, she pushed through and her pussy exploded in pleasure. Lucy didn’t bother keeping her voice down. It’d been only two days since her last orgasm, but after what Hannah had put her through, the relief was glorious.
Hannah kept the wand firmly against Lucy’s pussy, drawing her orgasm out endlessly. Waves of pleasure washed over Lucy and instead of slowly fizzling out, a second climax built up within her, right on the heels of the first one. Lucy gritted her teeth and steadied herself for the second explosion. Which never arrived. The moment before she’d have come again, Hannah ripped the wand away.
“What the fuck?”
“The rules said one orgasm,” Hannah said, her voice dripping with vicious glee. “You had one. Now we’re back to edging.”
Lucy screamed in frustration. Her pussy was still tingling from the orgasm, but the next edge was already fully built up and almost painful in its intensity. But Hannah didn’t care how sensitive the climax had left her. She shoved the wand right back into her pussy. For a few seconds, that was. Then two seconds break. Then another couple of seconds of hellish vibrations. Rinse and repeat.
Lucy already regretted choosing that orgasm. It might have felt great in the moment, but with no break at all she was right back where she’d started, suffering the agony of riding the edge. Only that now her oversensitive pussy complained even more fiercely against the abuse. She wouldn’t make that mistake again.
The fire between her legs completely distracted Lucy from the sounds of the next girl entering. She only noticed when the newcomer started riding her face. Lucy got licking right away, but with rising panic she realized that she wasn’t sure who it was this time. The girl felt and tasted similar to Ashley. Was it actually Veronica this time? Or maybe Katy? Katy also had such small pussy lips.
“Time’s up. Who was it?”
Fuck! Lucy still wasn’t sure, but she had to give her best guess anyway, otherwise it would be an automatic fail. “Katy!”
Hannah laughed. “Nope. It was Ashley again.”
Lucy groaned. Technically this wasn’t against the rules, but she still hated Hannah for tricking her like that. She didn’t have time to linger on this notion, though, as she had to steel herself for what was to come.
The second orgasm felt great. Almost too great. The pleasure ripped through her with a vengeance. In other circumstances she would have been grateful for such a powerful orgasm, but she knew that the harder she came, the more sensitive her pussy would get when it was over.
Once more Hannah tore the wand away just when the next round of pleasure would have started, and the abrupt denial was every bit as brutal as the last time. Lucy doubted if another orgasm would even feel good anymore, but her pussy still cried out for it. Her inflamed clit was burning and twitching, but Hannah showed it no mercy and crushed it under the wand. Lucy screamed and thrashed against her bonds, but there was no give in the knots.
“Shush, calm down. The next one’s here already.”
Lucy tried to concentrate, but it was impossible to focus on anything while Hannah drilled right into her hypersensitive clit. She forced herself to endure her torment in silence, at least. She had to, if she wanted to lick the next girl as well as she needed to.
This time she had someone bigger on top of her, someone with strong legs and puffy pussy lips. Of course Hannah would do this to her. There were two slave girls in the harem that matched this description: Lana and Lena, the twins. Lucy knew them well enough to be familiar with their tiny differences, only that it was impossible to focus on minute details when you were overstimulated to madness.
When the time was up, Lucy still had no idea, so she picked Lana on a whim. Of course it was Lena. Or rather: Hannah claimed it was Lena. Blindfolded and with the other girl not saying anything, it was impossible for Lucy to verify. For all she knew, Hannah and Lana had made a silent pact just to make her suffer.
The third orgasm was already more pain than pleasure. Lucy prided herself on the fact that out of all the girls in the harem, she was the most resilient one when it came to sexual torture, but Hannah’s unusually cruel edging tactic drove even her to the limits of what she could handle. Every nerve between her legs was aflame as she was forced to ride out yet another earth-shattering climax, only to be dropped onto the brink of the next cruel edge.
When the next girl came in, Lucy was a complete mess. She desperately needed a break, but still Hannah didn’t even grant her the small mercy of pauses between the edges. Her slave sister wanted her to suffer, and suffer she did. Lucy already knew that once this game was done, she’d take the rest of the day off from the harem’s sexy shenanigans and retreat to her room with a lot of cooling palms for her pussy. Unless her Mistress felt particularly cruel that day and had other plans for her, of course. If her performance wasn’t satisfactory, maybe Mistress would leave her there, bound and blindfolded, with only a generous splash of ginger oil on her clit to keep her company.
Lucy forced that idea out of her head. The mere thought of having such unspeakable cruelties inflicted upon her poor body triggered a new flash of arousal, which only made the edges even more painful. She had to concentrate. It she had another orgasm forced out of her in such quick succession, she’d lose her mind.
Another small pussy. Was it Ashley again? Not likely. Then again, she felt and tasted like Ashley. And was that a soft, barely audible whimper? Maybe they were using this game to punish Ashley as well. After all, every time her turn was over, they’d make her slide the giant plugs of her chastity belt into herself, only so she had to rip them out again when she was called to suffer another two minutes of Lucy’s tongue. It definitely sounded like something their Mistress would enjoy.
“Time’s up. Who was it?”
“Ashley.”
Hannah left her hanging for a moment. “Sure you don’t wanna rethink that?”
Lucy silently cursed. It could also be Veronica. Or Katy. And if she guessed wrong, she’d pay dearly for it. But no, Hannah wouldn’t have asked if it wasn’t Ashley. She’d have wasted no time to rub it in that Lucy had guessed wrong again.
“No. It’s Ashley.”
Another agonizing second of silence. “You’re right.”
Lucy laughed from relief. She’d done it!
“Okay, tell the next one that we need some time.”
Lucy realized that she hadn’t won much of a victory. Her correct guess had only earned her another half an hour of brutal, merciless edges. The tension in her overworked pussy was already nail-bitingly painful, and even if she managed to get everyone right from now on, she still had more than one hour and a half of this torture ahead of her.
“May I have a gag?” she asked. Having something to bite down on would help her deal with these overwhelming sensations.
“Of course not. If Mistress had wanted you to have a gag, she would’ve given you one.” Hannah’s voice became a malicious whisper. “But I’m sure you’ll not make a single sound anyway. Because if you do, I’ll tell Mistress what a bad girl you’ve been.”
Lucy swallowed. She shouldn’t have said anything. Now the tiniest gasp would send her on a date with the ginger oil. Or worse. She clenched her teeth. Her request had only made her situation ten times more unbearable. But she took pride in the knowledge that if anyone was able to endure this diabolic ordeal in silence, it was her. If she used all of her willpower, she might just be able to hold out.
And maybe she’d deliberately make a big ruckus at the very last minute. Just to see what happened. It would be fun.






  
  Strive to be Less


Sawyer shivered in the chill air of the empty warehouse. She knew that this wouldn’t last, that very soon she’d be hot and sweaty no matter the temperature. That thought made it a lot easier not to cover her naked body or rub her hands over her goosebumped skin. She stood straight, chin raised proudly. First impressions were important, and she was going to do her damnedest to nail this one. 
Mistress Elsa stood before her, scanning her body from head to toe and back up. Judging by her wicked smile, she liked what she was seeing and was already looking forward to all the ways she’d put Sawyer through the wringer this afternoon. Well, that made two of them. There was a reason Sawyer had come to her specifically.
With her heavy boots and her brownish green jacket and pants, Elsa’s outfit immediately screamed drill sergeant, an impression that was only emphasized further by the natural authority she radiated, and by the barely concealed sadistic glee in her expression.
No actual army personnel would get away with a top as provocative as hers, though. She might have dressed up for the occasion, but she still wanted to make sure you remembered that she was the sexy kind of Mistress. Her long-sleeved jacket looked thick enough to keep her warm, though, even with her midriff and cleavage exposed.
“So you’re the maid reject who’s striving to be less, huh?”
“Yes, Mistress.” Sawyer held Elsa’s gaze, hoping that her Mistress would see the determination in her eyes. She wanted to make it very clear that even though her first couple of weeks had been an abject failure, she was as committed as ever to this lifestyle, if not even more so.
“What happened? You were so eager to sign up here, a natural sub if ever I saw one. But from what I heard, things didn’t work out, now did they?”
“No, Mistress. Turns out, I’m not cut out to be a maid.”
It should have been obvious from the very start. Nothing about her was maid-like. For once, she liked to keep her hair in a practical short cut, just long enough to show off its fiery red color without it getting into her eyes, while pretty much all other maids wore their hair in a flowing waterfall down their backs, which might have a nice aesthetic, but also meant that washing and grooming it was a task that could easily take an hour. And even when tied up in a ponytail for work tasks that didn’t allow for open hair, it still tended to get in the way.
Sawyers small bust also meant that most of the slutty aprons looked kinda deflated on her. Not that she would have minded. She loved her chest just the way it was; in her not so humble opinion it was the perfect mix of sexy and practical. What she did mind was that the standard aprons for the not so busty maids covered far too much of her body. Add to that the skirts, the stockings and all the other bullshit, and Sawyer had felt simply ridiculous. She hadn’t signed up to become a full-time sexual submissive only to cover herself up much more than she’d ever do in her regular life.
And you better not got her started about the chores. Most of them didn’t even deserve that name. It felt like ninety percent of a maid’s work consisted of standing around, looking pretty. And even when they got sent onto actual cleaning duty, they were so massively overstaffed that they ended up just bustling about a bit with a feather duster, because everything was pretty much spotless already anyway.
The Mistresses tried to spice it up with a little bondage, or maybe making you work while you had some toys in your panties, but all of that felt like child’s play. Sawyer hadn’t come here for some light sexy roleplay. She wanted to get fucked up good, and the life of a maid simply didn’t deliver on that.
“And you think you’re cut out to be a worker slave?” Elsa sneered. “We don’t joke around with those. If you get that position, we’ll beat you and work you till you drop every day. You won’t even remember what it’s like not to be sore and aching all over. Only the strongest women can take it. And you’re telling me, you’re one of them?”
“Yes, Mistress.” Sawyer tried to keep her voice professional, but she couldn’t quite hide the excitement she felt at Elsa’s promises. “I’m looking forward to it.”
Elsa walked around Sawyer, taking her naked body in from all sides. Sawyer resisted the temptation to turn her head and follow her movements. It was unnerving, not being able to see what Elsa was up to, but that was the point: Proving that she was able to keep her cool, no matter what. She was proud that she barely even flinched when she suddenly felt Elsa’s hand on her arm.
“Someone’s been working out.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Sawyer said, her pride swelling. She couldn’t help adding “I needed something to keep me from getting bored during maid training.”
Elsa chuckled. It was a sinister little sound that send a thrilling shiver down Sawyer’s spine. “You’ve got spunk. I like that. And it seems like you’ve actually got some muscle as well. Not much, mind you, but it’s a start. Maybe you’ve got what it takes. Or maybe you ain’t. I’ve seen far too many slave wannabes to be impressed so easily.”
“Then let me prove that I’m not one of them.” Sawyer struggled to keep her eyes straight. Both of Elsa’s hands were on her arms now, but they’d traveled further inwards, so her fingers were just barely not grazing against Sawyer’s breasts. Sawyer’s nipples had already been standing to attention from the cold, and the added tension made them so hard they ached.
“Don’t worry, you’ll get ample opportunity to prove yourself today.” Elsa chuckled again and dragged her tongue over Sawyer’s neck, all the way up to her jaws. She caught Sawyer completely off guard, resulting in an embarrassingly high pitched moan.
“I’ll be back in ten minutes.” Elsa let go of Sawyer and walked away, nothing about her brusque tone hinting at how intimate she’d gotten just now. “Use the time to get warmed up and stretched. You’re gonna show me what that pretty body of yours can do.”

Sawyer took a moment to collect herself after Elsa was gone. The wet trail on her neck tingled in the cool air, and her heart was going strong. They had barely even started yet, and she was already more excited than she’d ever been during those past weeks of maid training. Excited, and filled with nervous anticipation. Elsa had a reputation of being one of the most demanding Mistresses around. If Sawyer wanted to convince her that she was serious, she had to give it her all.
It felt a bit weird, doing jumping jacks and shoulder stretches all alone in this giant empty warehouse, but Sawyer wasn’t going to let the awkwardness stop her. A proper warm-up was important, and not just because it got the lingering chill out of her body.
Her muscles slowly woke up, and the stiffness melted away until her movements became nice and smooth. She just hoped that Elsa wouldn’t expect too much flexibility. Bending didn’t come natural to her body, and she had never found the motivation to work against this shortcoming with a dedicated stretching routine. Then again, from what she had seen of the worker slaves (she’d watched them purely for research purposes, and totally not because it always made her so hot to see their sweaty, abused bodies) they mostly relied on their strength, so with a bit of luck she should be fine.
Sawyer had no idea if it really were just ten minutes. Time passed far more slowly when you had to keep yourself busy. All she knew was that by the time Elsa returned, she had worked herself up to that nice warm spark of energy she always felt when she’d gotten herself ready for some physical action. She wasn’t quite sweating yet, but her whole body radiated a comfortable heat that easily countered the low room temperature.
“Looks like you’re not completely clueless when it comes to exercising. Good.” Elsa had brought a bulky cotton bag that seemed heavy, but from her position Sawyer couldn’t see what was inside. “Let’s cover the basics first. Get down and show me your push-ups!”
“Yes, Mistress!” In her eagerness, the words came out a lot louder than she’d intended to. She dropped to the hard wooden floor and got into plank position.
She couldn’t have wished for a better first test. Push-ups were her specialty. From the moment she’d found out that most women struggled with them, she’d taken it as a challenge, and they were a staple of her workout routine ever since.
Her form was immaculate, her whole body staying perfectly straight as she lowered herself until she barely touched the ground, before slowly rising up again. Despite her making each repetition as elegant – and therefore as strenuous – as she could, she didn’t even break a sweat during the first ten reps. Elsa had to be impressed by her performance.
“Up!”
Elsa’s harsh order made Sawyer flinch. She quickly scrambled to her feet, searching her Mistress’ expression for hints if she had done anything wrong. Elsa didn’t look displeased, but she didn’t look pleased either.
“Enough showing off. Put out your arms! Let’s get this started for real.”
Sawyer did as she was told, her heart thumping in anticipation. Elsa reached into the bag and took out a coil of hemp rope, which she wrapped around Sawyer’s wrists. Her movements were smooth and efficient as she locked her into tight rope cuffs, proving that she had done this many, many times already. When she was done, Sawyer’s wrists were joined together in a way that retained most of the freedom in her arms, but made it impossible to get them more than about a hand’s width apart.
“Now back on the ground and give me twenty!”
It barely took ten more reps until Sawyer was groaning, her triceps fluttering from the tension. Even with her training, doing push-ups with her hands this close together on the floor was fucking exhausting. She had to work much harder to get her arms out of the way of her body, and to get herself down in a nice, steady motion. As much as she tried to keep up the energy, she couldn’t help slow down as her arms and shoulders were starting to ache.
Something slapped against her ass with a loud smack, and a sharp, spread-out pain bloomed on her cheeks. In her shock Sawyer collapsed onto the floor with a startled shriek.
“What’s that? Can’t even handle a single strike? You’re not gonna make it far with that attitude.”
Sawyer scrambled back onto her knees. Elsa smirked down at her, holding a leather flogger in her hand. When it came to spanking implements, it was actually one of the more harmless ones, made to give Mistresses something they could use to their heart’s content without issues.
Now that the initial shock had passed, Sawyer had to admit to her shame that it hadn’t actually hurt all that badly. Sure, the flogger’s dull sting wasn’t exactly comfortable, but there really hadn’t been any reason for her to make a scene.
“I’m sorry, Mistress.” Sawyer fought to keep her voice steady as her cheeks lit up in embarrassment. “I was just surprised, that’s all. Please, let me make it up to you with ten additional push-ups.”
Elsa gave another one of her sinister chuckles. “I like your initiative, but I’m afraid you’ve forgotten a very important rule.”
“Which one would that be, Mistress?” Sawyer didn’t manage to hold Elsa’s gaze. She had no idea what her Mistress was talking about, and she was feeling more and more like a bloody amateur.
Elsa crouched down and grabbed her chin, forcing her to look her in the face. Her grin would have made most sharks jealous. “It’s my job to decide how to punish and how to test you. I would have accepted ten extra reps as an apology, but now that you suggested it, I can’t just go along. Can’t have Mistresses take orders from slaves, after all. So I’m afraid if I want to save face, I’m gonna have to be a lot harder on you than that.”
“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress. I understand, Mistress.” Sawyer knew that she was blathering, but she couldn’t get a grip on herself. She was completely enthralled by Elsa and her words that were like spiced honey: Awfully sweet in their presentation, but causing her whole body to burn from within as she digested them.
This personal touch, the way Elsa laughed into her face as she treated her with such unfair cruelty, she so perfectly embodied the kind of Mistress Sawyer had always fantasized about. She wanted more than ever to show the best side of herself, prove her strength and dedication, but like a teenager with a major crush, she was unable to do anything but stare at Elsa in awe, her heart thumping in her chest.
“Let’s make that twenty. With the ten or so you still owe me from the first set, that’s an even thirty. And I’m gonna flog you all the way through, so if you wanna save your ass, you better be quick about it.”
“Yes, Mistress. Right away, Mistress.” Sawyer doubted that she could still manage thirty of those narrow push-ups, but she was going to give it her all.
Her arms already felt sore as she returned into plank position and slowly lowered her body again. Not as sore as her ass, though, when Elsa slammed the flogger into it with full force. Sawyer gritted her teeth, a wild grin on her lips. This was going to be interesting.
After about ten push-ups her triceps burned, and despite her best efforts, she couldn’t keep up her perfect form anymore. She still managed to keep her back straight, but she couldn’t go as deep as she would have liked. If she got too close to the floor, her arms started shaking, and it required an absolutely ridiculous amount of strength to lift herself up again. She hated the fact that she was so weak, but if the choice was between doing the full set in a somewhat sloppy manner, or collapsing halfway in, then that first option was at least not as much of an embarrassing display.
She started sweating for real. The efforts to keep going turned her core into a furnace, and that wasn’t even the only thing getting her hot. Elsa seemed determined to give her own arms as much of a workout as Sawyer’s. She put all her strength into her strikes as she kept going at Sawyer’s ass with her flogger. Each singular stroke might not have been all that painful, but the constant barrage was slowly getting Sawyer’s cheeks all hot and tender. The sting of the leather festered in her clenched glutes and made it even harder to concentrate on her task.
Sawyer made it to twenty-five before her arms felt like they’d simply snap if she tried to lower herself one more time. She remained in plank position, trying to relax her triceps enough to regain the strength she needed, but of course that only further increased the strain in her shoulders, which hurt just as badly by this point.
“What’s the matter? Giving up already?” Elsa stopped flogging her, which paradoxically only made it even harder for Sawyer to hold herself up. Yes, her ass stung like a bitch with each stroke, but at least the pain had somewhat distracted her from the acidic ache in her muscles.
“No, Mistress. I… I can still…” Sawyer forced herself to go down again. Every muscle in her shaking arms burned something fierce, but through pure determination she managed to push herself back up again. Twenty-six. Only four more to go. She could do this.
She couldn’t.
The very next attempt already proved to be her undoing. She got halfway down when her right arm simply gave out. It was all she could do to turn herself to her side in time so she’d at least not slam into the floor face first. As she lay there sprawled out, fighting to get her heaving breaths under control, the shame of her failure hurt worse than her arms or ass ever could.
“Pity, but I guess it was to be expected. Solid display for a newbie, though.”
“I’m sorry, Mistress.” Sawyer tried to take the compliment, as backhanded as it might be, but she couldn’t help being annoyed at herself for how weak she was.
“You can be sorry on your own time. Get back up! I’m far from finished with you.”
“Yes, Mistress!”
Sawyer shook her arms as she got up and let Elsa take off the rope, trying to force her muscles to loosen up. Seemed like she hadn’t pulled anything at least, but her arms felt like they were made of stone. She could only hope that Elsa would test a different kind of strength next.
She wasn’t so lucky.
“Arms to the side! I wanna see a nice, straight T-pose,” Elsa barked at her.
Sawyer made a last quick attempt to relax her muscles before she did as she was told. Or rather, before she did the closest possible approximation of what she was told. Her arms were utterly exhausted and started shaking barely a few seconds in.
Elsa reached into the bag and revealed why it had looked so heavy. Sawyer’s heart dropped as her Mistress took two big bricks out. “Fingers spread, palms up!”
“Please, Mistress,” Sawyer begged as Elsa dropped the bricks into her hands, making both her arms and her shoulders flare up from the sudden strain. Each brick had to weight a couple of kilos at least. It would have been hard enough to hold them like this when she was in shape. Now, with her arms already aching from all these brutal push-ups, it was torture. She’d be impressed by herself if she managed to hold on for even a minute.
“Is there a problem?” Elsa asked, her voice dripping this spicy sweetness of hers.
Sawyer bit her lip. She didn’t want to complain. Struggling to keep up with the demands of a cruel Mistress was exactly what she yearned for, after all. The heat between her legs was ample proof of that. But she didn’t want to disappoint Elsa, especially not when she should have been able to give a so much better performance, if only she’d gotten a short break.
“What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” Elsa was so close now that Sawyer felt her breath tickle her face with each word. She didn’t dare step back, though, and not just because she didn’t want to seem like she was afraid of her Mistress. It was hard enough to hold the position as it was, but she somehow managed it by locking all the muscles in her arms. The moment she’d move her upper body in any way, though, she’d lose her grip on the tension, and it would all come crashing down. Quite literally so.
“No, Mistress,” she pressed out between clenched teeth. “But, please…”
“Please what? Please go easy on you?” Elsa came even closer, until there could have barely been two fingers’ width between their lips. “Now why would I do that, when you’re so goddamn sexy when you’re suffering for me? You better get used to this feeling, because that’s what the life of a worker slave is all about.”
And then Elsa licked her.
Sawyer almost lost control over her shaking arms as her heart skipped a beat and her mind reeled as it tried to process what had happened. Her chin and lips tingled where Elsa’s tongue had flicked over them. “Mistress?”
“Getting second thoughts?” Elsa giggled. She snapped at Sawyer’s lower lip with her teeth, biting down surprisingly hard as she pulled it back, before letting go again. “Told you, being a worker slave isn’t easy. Won’t blame you if you throw in the towel here. Though I admit, I’d be a little sad to see you go. You look like someone I could have lots of fun with.”
“I won’t, Mistress.” Sawyer’s breaths came in shallow bursts. The stinging pain that slowly crept from her shoulders down her upper arms was absolutely excruciating, and she was starting to get lightheaded from exertion. But she wasn’t going to give in. Knowing how much her suffering turned Elsa on gave her the strength to hold on for a little longer. It didn’t matter that she’d be terribly sore tomorrow. Even if Elsa didn’t get physical with her again, it would have already been more than worth it. “I won’t give up, Mistress. I… I want you to have lots of fun with me.”
Elsa’s lips twisted into that shark-like grin of hers. Once again Sawyer just barely managed to keep herself together as both her breasts got grabbed, and not gently, either. Elsa really dug in with her fingers, savoring their firm softness without a care in the world for how it might affect Sawyer. “Now look at that. You might not be a lost cause after all.”
“I’m not, Mistress. I want nothing more than to belong to you!” Sawyer was almost screaming. Between Elsa’s rough manhandling of her breasts and the hot agony in her arms, it was impossible to keep her voice in check.
Elsa squeezed her breasts one last time, leaving them throbbing, Sawyer’s nipples hard and pointy. “You talk a big game. And it looks like you’re willing to back it up with your actions. But let’s see what your body has to say about it.”
Sawyer thought that Elsa was talking about how her muscles would give out any moment now. Which was why she shrieked in surprise when Elsa shoved two fingers up her twitching pussy.
“Someone’s having fun,” Elsa teased, her fingers moving like pistons. It should have been uncomfortably rough, but Sawyer was so wet that it instead overwhelmed her senses with a slick friction that threatened to make her hyperventilate from bliss. “Looks like your body can’t get enough of my abuse. You really are one giant pain slut, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress!” Sawyer’s words were all but drowned out by her howling moans. She could have told Elsa that it wasn’t necessarily pain that got her off; it was that delicious feeling of being completely at the mercy of a cruel Mistress who delighted in claiming her body and soul for herself. Then again, she totally could not have told Elsa any of that, not when she already struggled to get two coherent words out. And who cared about such details anyway? Certainly not Sawyer. Not while her mind threatened to shatter from all the pain and pleasure that was being forced upon her.
Elsa ripped her fingers back out, leaving Sawyer gasping at that sudden emptiness within her. She wiped them clean on Sawyer’s chest, using the opportunity to roughly pinch her nipples. “Put the bricks down! Your arms look like they’ll break off any moment, and I need you intact to have fun with you.”
“Thank you, Mistress!” Sawyer was close to crying from gratitude. Until she tried to lower her arms and a searing pain across her shoulder blades made her want to cry for entirely different reasons. “But please, Mistress, could… could you take the bricks away? Please?”
She had locked her muscles for so long that they had grown stiff. She knew that it was just her minds playing tricks on her, but the tension in her arms was so bad, it felt like trying to bend them would shatter her joints. And the weight of the bricks only made it a thousand times worse. She should have been able to reactivate her arms with a violent jerk of her muscles, but only if she dropped the bricks in the process. In the best case scenario that would leave some ugly dents in the floor. Worst case, she’d drop them on her own feet.
Elsa didn’t answer for a few endless seconds. She just stood there, eyes shining with malicious joy as she drank in Sawyer’s predicament. “It depends,” she finally said. “What are you willing to give me in exchange?”
Sawyer gasped as her pussy clenched almost as hard as the muscles in her arm. It shouldn’t have been so hot to have Elsa abuse her plight like this, but she couldn’t help herself. She’d never been able to indulge her depraved masochism this deeply, and it made her go absolutely crazy.
But what should she offer Elsa? Sawyer would have been ready to trade everything, from whippings, over weeks of oral service, all the way to offering to serve as Elsa’s chair for as long as she wanted. Her twisted mind was racing to come up with suggestions, one more painful and humiliating than the other. However, she remembered what Elsa had told her before. That it wasn’t a slave’s place to define the parameters of her suffering.
“Whatever you want of me, it’s yours,” she finally whispered, her eyes twitching as she festering pain in her arms got her tearing up for real.
Elsa chuckled. “Now we’re talking.” She reached out with her own arms, grabbing both bricks. At the same time she closed the gap between them, forcing Sawyer into a wild kiss.
Sawyer groaned into Elsa’s mouth. The brutal weights were finally gone, but her muscles were still locked up painfully. She tried to distract herself by focusing only on Elsa’s tongue ravaging her mouth as she forced her arms down.
It was all she could do not to bite Elsa’s tongue. Tears stung in the corners of her eyes from the fierce pain that shot into her shoulder blades as her overworked muscles got shocked out of their stupor. Her arms seemed to weight a hundred kilos each as they hung down at her sides. If Elsa demanded her to lift them again any time soon, Sawyer would simply collapse.
For the moment, though, Elsa was completely preoccupied with sucking her face. Now that she finally didn’t have to fight to hold her position anymore, Sawyer could fully enjoy that hot kiss and reciprocate. Or at least participate a bit more actively. Elsa made it very clear who was the dominant one, roughly shoving her tongue into Sawyer’s mouth so hard and so deep that it became hard for her to breathe. It wouldn’t be appropriate for a slave to kiss her Mistress back with such fervor, but Sawyer could still show Elsa how much she appreciated her attention by lapping against her tongue with her own. She kept moaning into Elsa’s mouth, and not just from the lingering pain in her arms and shoulders. By this point she would have been ready to hump Elsa’s leg like a bitch in heat.
“I like how you use your mouth,” Elsa told her as she broke the kiss and put the bricks down. “How about, as a thank you for taking this weight off your shoulders, so to speak, I claim you for tonight and we give your mouth something to do? Fair warning, though: When I’m done with you, your tongue is going to feel like your arms do right now.”
“I’d love nothing more, Mistress,” Sawyer got out between heaving breaths. She very much hoped that she wouldn’t have to actually overwork her tongue to the point that it flared up in the same searing agony. But even if that was how it turned out, she wouldn’t have any regrets. Being claimed by Elsa as her personal sex toy was a dream come true.
“Love to hear it. But you know what they say: Work before pleasure. And we’re not done here. Get down on your back, I wanna see your abs in action.”
“Yes, Mistress!” Sawyer immediately lay down. The cold hard wood was everything but comfortable against her sweaty skin, but it felt far too good to rest her arms on the floor. Finally her shoulders didn’t have to carry their weight anymore.
“Spread your legs!”
Sawyer did as she was told, and Elsa stepped between her legs, crouching down so she was in reach of Sawyer’s hot pussy. She didn’t do anything to it yet, but that implicit promise alone was enough to get Sawyer’s pulse back up. Fuck, she was so horny already!
“Legs up! I want a nice forty-five degrees. And keep them spread exactly like this.”
“Yes, Mistress.” Well, it had been obvious that the break wasn’t going to last. Sawyer lifted her legs, and it became immediately clear that she was in for another brutal struggle.
She had always included some crunches and elbow planks in her workouts, but while she had some reasonably defined abs, they had never been her main focus. And holding her legs out like this was crazy exhausting. She hoped that Elsa wouldn’t demand that she kept the pose for too long, but at the same time she knew that she was hoping in vain. This wasn’t a training session, or at least not one about training her muscles. Elsa simply wanted to see what her body and her willpower could handle when pushed to their limit.
“Nice. Have I told you that you’re a real good girl?”
“Not yet, Mistress,” Sawyer answered, happy for a distraction from the growing tension in her abs. It wasn’t that bad yet, but things would only get worse from there. “I’m happy to hear it. Thank you, Mistress!”
“Don’t thank me just yet. I have a way of ruining good girls.”
Sawyer gasped out loud as Elsa once again shoved two fingers into her. This time Elsa wasn’t content with a simple finger-fucking, though. She put her other hand on Sawyer’s pussy as well, thumb resting right against her already throbbing clitoris. There wasn’t even any movement yet, and the pleasure already made it hard to focus on keeping her legs up.
“You need this, don’t you? The abuse, the unfairness. The worse I treat you, the more your body loves me for it.”
“Yes, Mistress.” Sawyer’s whole body was burning up. It wasn’t that she was ashamed of the truth in Elsa’s words, because she had long since embraced the depravity of her own desires. Hearing it spoken out loud triggered something within her, though, a hot glow, as if she was blushing all over. Being reminded of what a pervert she was only spiked her arousal even more.
Elsa moved her fingers and her thumb just the tiniest bit, but that little friction was enough to draw a deep moan from Sawyer’s throat as the pleasure made her lightheaded. Elsa chuckled. “Look at that. I barely even touched you, and you’re already moaning like slut. I bet it would take barely anything to get you off.”
“No, Mistress, it wouldn’t,” Sawyer admitted. Her abs were starting her burn and she had to cheat a little with the angle to keep her legs up, but the ache in her muscles barely mattered. The only thing she cared about was how completely Elsa had taken control of her body and her soul.
“Would you like that? Do you want me to make you scream in pleasure?”
“Yes, Mistress!”
God, that thumb felt so crazy good as it slowly brushed over her swollen clit! And those fingers inside her! Elsa had added a third one, making her feel deliciously full as she clenched her pussy around them. Sawyer could already feel the onset of the approaching orgasm. It was embarrassing how little it had taken to get her to this point, but what was she to do? She was too much of a kinky gal at heart.
“And what makes you think you deserve it?” Elsa asked, never stopping these heavenly touches.
“Mistress?” Sawyer took a moment to comprehend what Elsa had just said. Between the growing ache in her abs and the hot pleasure between her legs, her brain was close to simply shutting down.
“You heard me. I want you to give me a good reason why I should finish you off, and not just rip my fingers out and leave you crying in despair.”
Sawyer’s eyes grew wide as the weight of that threat sunk in. She was so close already, and the need was killing her. If Elsa left her hanging now, she might actually cry. “Have I not been a good girl, Mistress? You even said so yourself.”
The thumb continued its slow circles, and those fingers kept pumping away. If Sawyer had allowed herself to relax into the pleasure, she would have come already. The only thing holding her off the edge was how hard she had to clench her abs to keep her legs up. That, and the fear of disappointing Elsa.
“You are. But I told you: I have a way of ruining good girls. So if you want a happy ending, you gotta give me a better reason than that.”
Sawyer’s breath caught. She raked her brain, trying to figure out what Elsa wanted to hear, but thinking was hard when the pleasure was about to overwhelm her. “I’ve been strong for you, Mistress. Doesn’t that deserve a reward?”
“You did what I asked of you. That’s the baseline of what is expected of a slave and doesn’t justify a reward.” Elsa ran her thumb all the way down between Sawyer’s folds, before bringing it back to her clit dripping with her juices. “Also: If you’re so strong, then surely you’re also strong enough to deal with not getting an orgasm, right? Only weak girls let themselves be controlled by their pussy.”
Sawyer’s legs weren’t just trembling anymore, they were all but flailing around as she fought to keep them in the air. And yet the fire in her abs was the only thing she had to distract herself with from this smooth thumb gliding over her most sensitive spot. She either convinced Elsa right now, or she’d explode in an unsanctioned orgasm. There were no other options.
“Please, Mistress, if you get me off, I’ll-”
“Wrong answer!” Elsa flicked the back of her nail over Sawyer’s clit. The painfully intense sensation made her spasm so hard that her heels thumped against the floor, and she barely managed to lift them up again. “Slaves don’t bargain, because they have nothing to bargain with. You can’t offer me anything that I couldn’t simply take.”
Sawyer clenched her fists so hard that her nails dug painfully into her palms. She tried to hold on, she really did, but the pleasure was simply too much for her to handle, and Elsa rubbing her superiority in only got her even hotter.
“Mistress, please! I’ll… I’ll…”
“You’ll what? Come without permission? If you dare to do that, you’ll spend your first week as a worker slave in a chastity belt, with two plugs locked inside you that tease you and stretch your holes with every step.”
That threat was the final straw. Lisa’s legs dropped to the floor as she was flung over the edge, the orgasm hitting her like lightning.
And just like lightning, it was gone in a second as Elsa ripped her fingers out and removed her thumb.
“No! No, please!” Sawyer’s pussy desperately clenched around nothing. A burning ache festered in her clit as she felt her climax fizzle out, all the built-up tension unable to explode without any pleasure to provide the necessary spark. She reached between her legs to try and keep the orgasm going, but Elsa grabbed her wrists and held them tight until her pussy had finished its last frustratingly unsatisfying twitches.
“Mistress, please!” Sawyer knew that she sounded like a needy child, but she couldn’t help herself. Her pussy ached, and it had turned as sensitive as after a real orgasm, but she still felt as horny as before. If not more so. Even though she knew she wouldn’t be able to enjoy it right now, she had the irresistible urge to rub one out. A real one.
“I told you: I like ruining good girls.” Elsa’s grin was dripping with malicious glee. She knew exactly how awful Sawyer was feeling right now, and she got a twisted kick out of it.
“Yes, but…” Sawyer stopped herself. She wasn’t a whiner. Yes, she could barely thing straight between the frustrating itch in her pussy and the arousal that was still raging within her. And yes, her aching abs made every movement a pain. But neither of these things was a reason for such a pathetic display. She was better than that. “Thank you, Mistress. For treating me like a good girl.”
Elsa laughed. “Trying to get some brownie points? Or are you actually thanking me for treating you like this?”
Sawyer took some deep breaths as she tried to collect herself and figure out her feelings. She still felt awful from that ruined orgasm, but if she was honest with herself, knowing how much Elsa enjoyed her suffering made it so worth it. Yes, she would have really liked to get off for real, but being denied her wishes was such a powerful reminder of her status.
“I’m actually thanking you, Mistress. You were right: I’m a slut who craves the abuse.” Her cheeks lit up as she said these words out loud, but she wasn’t going to let the embarrassment stop her from speaking the truth.
“Of course I was. I’m always right.” Elsa stood up, sneering down at Sawyer. “But I gotta say, you might actually be worker slave material. Just say the word, and I’ll get you transferred as soon as possible. Which is to say tomorrow, because tonight I’ve got a date with that sweet mouth of yours that I wouldn’t want to miss for the world.”
“That makes two of us, Mistress.” Despite everything, Sawyer couldn’t help giggling to herself. She’d actually done it! She’d convinced Elsa that she had what it took.
“But just so we’re clear: I wasn’t joking earlier. If you become a worker slave, it’s the belt for you, plugs and all. And that’s just the beginning. You have no idea how miserable I’m gonna make your life.”
Sawyer grinned like a maniac as she felt her abused clit throb in desperate arousal. “Looking forward to finding out, Mistress.”
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