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Chapter One



"And in addition to the best Extreme Sporting adventures you've ever had, we provide full accident and medical insurance cover as part of every package." Jenna waved at the giant high quality photographs of young attractive people taking part in all manner of extreme activities, from bungee jumping to big game hunting armed with only a spear, and all of them obviously having the time of their lives.


The young couple studied the glossy brochures for a moment longer, and then they both nodded eagerly.


"You have two new members," said the woman with a grin.


The man shook his head ruefully. "I just can't understand how you can afford your prices. When I first heard about your club, I thought that it was either some kind of scam, or your activities didn't match your advertising. But we're totally convinced."


Jenna pressed a button on the console built into her desk, and a smiling blonde sales representative knocked and came into the office. "Tracy, please take care of our new members. Get them signed up and give them the orientation package and let them choose their membership gifts from the shop." She held out her hand. "I can absolutely promise you won't regret your decision. Welcome to Extreme Life."


She leaned back in her luxury executive armchair with a satisfied sigh. She didn't interview all potential members, only the richer and more influential ones. She glanced downwards and smiled. "You're good at that. Are you sure you've never done this before?"


The flushed, tousled haired female face that looked up from under Jenna's skirt would have been instantly recognised by any pop music loving teenage boy, and he would probably have come in his pants at the sight, because she was also totally naked. For a fraction of a second, her shame and anger burst to the surface, threatening to twist her face into a scowl, but then those emotions were just as quickly replaced by fear and despair. She got herself under control and smiled that famous smile. "No Jenna, I've never eaten pussy before. I'm not a dy... lesbian, or even bisexual." She worked her aching jaw. "Please, I've been eating your pussy for two hours now, and I've really tried hard to make it good for you. Will you approve my application for the Member's Premium Loan?" She was so desperate that she even bent her head down to give Jenna's thighs and pussy a kiss to emphasise her appeal even though touching another woman's cunt with her lips still made her feel sick.


"Just a final warning. If I approve the loan, what you will be doing will be far, far worse than  just licking some pussy. And if you fail to meet your obligations – " She did not finish her sentence. Threats were unprofessional and unnecessary. The singer knew all too well what would happen to her would be both painful and fatal. On the other hand, the terms of the loan were financially much better than anything she could have obtained elsewhere, legally or illegally.


The naked kneeling girl nodded. "I understand, and though it sounds odd, I'm grateful. No one else would lift a finger to help me." A different kind of anger showed on her face. "Not even my so called 'friends' or those who have made so much money by hanging onto my coat tails."


Jenna smiled. "Very well. Finish making me come, and I'll approve the application. It's right here in my tray."


"Thank you. Thanks a lot, Jenna." The singer smiled once more and buried her face in Jenna's pussy.


Jenna leaned back in her chair and let herself moan softly in pleasure. This was one of the perks of the job that she really enjoyed.





***





Even in one of the most popular and exclusive restaurants in the city, the woman stood out as she sat alone at her table. She was stunning, and everyone who met her for the first time always assumed that she was a model or actress. She had that kind of glamorous aura about her. It was also obvious that she was waiting for someone – waiting impatiently, judging by the tapping of her elegantly manicured fingers and frequent glances at her diamond encrusted watch.


He was late. Very late – which was unusual, since her husband practically made it a fetish to be punctual for any appointment. She had another appointment soon with a director and the client for the new commercial that her company had been engaged to produce, and she was getting worried. She saw a male figure enter the restaurant and move in her direction, and she looked up hopefully, but her smile faded when she saw it wasn't him. Then she frowned prettily when she realised that it was their family lawyer. Out of habit, a friendly smile automatically appeared on her face. "Gerald! What on earth are you doing her. Has something happened to Walter?"


The lawyer shook his head, looking slightly uncomfortable. "No, Mrs Caudwell. Mr Caudwell is fine. Actually, I'm here on an errand on his behalf."


She raised an amused eyebrow. "Surely my husband isn't using you as an errand boy, Gerald?"


His look of unease deepened. "You might say that, Mrs Caudwell. Um … may I sit down?"


"By all means. Would you like a drink?"


He shook his head as he lowered himself into the chair, still not smiling.


Kristina began to feel uneasy. She leaned forward, giving him a better view of her cleavage. This usually cheered up most non-homosexual men. If Walter was angry with her, she wanted Gerald on her side, or at least sympathetic. "What is it, Gerald? It's not like you to be so hesitant."


He paused, cleared his throat and said, "I'm sorry to have to tell you that Mr Caudwell intends to divorce you … on the grounds of infidelity." He sounded chillingly disapproving as he said the last.


Only years of practise prevented her jaw from dropping. "Divorce? Surely there's some mistake here. I … " Her voice tapered off when the lawyer shook his head sadly and handed her a large brown envelope, the kind that detectives use to submit their reports and big glossy photographs in the films and TV. Apparently they did so in real life too. She slid the damning report half way out, glanced at the photos and closed her eyes as she let them slide back into the envelope.


"It was … he was just a parking valet … he meant nothing – "


Gerald said, "You knew that he would have given you anything, allowed you anything –  except this."


She was taken aback by the cold, chilling anger that she saw in his eyes.


"If it was up to me, I would have seen to it that you had an unfortunate accident." The baring of his teeth could hardly have been called a smile. "After all, what's good enough for a princess should be good enough for a whore like you." He shrugged regretfully. "Unfortunately, Walter truly did love you." He produced another envelope from his briefcase. "This is the settlement agreement, based on the prenuptial agreement that you signed before the marriage."


This struck her like a rock between the eyes. The prenuptial agreement! She had almost forgotten about it. Since she had no intention of ever divorcing her husband, it had seemed like a mere formality at the time, and she had barely glanced at the contents before she had signed it.


His smile was predatory. "As agreed, you will return all gifts of money and kind, including jewellery and clothing purchased on or after the wedding. All your credit cards have been cancelled and so have any accounts with stores, restaurants, hotels and the like."


Kristina's face went white, and she had to consciously unclench her hands. Pride made her remain calm, instead of breaking down in tears and begging like she wanted to. "It was a stupid mistake. Perhaps if I talk to him – "


The lawyer shook his head curtly. "I don't think you understand how angry and heartbroken he is. Walter is a very proud – and powerful – man. His first instinct is to totally destroy anyone who offended him so badly. He specifically told me that he did not want to ever see you again. In fact, one of the terms of the agreement in your hands is that you never approach or attempt to contact him in any way."


"And what do I get for signing this thing like a good girl?" she asked bitterly.


"You may continue to use the town house, and the Mercedes SLS AMG. I warn you against trying to sell either, since they are held in the name of one of Mr Caudwell's companies for tax purposes. You may keep any cash that belongs to Mr Caudwell presently in your business bank account."


She felt a sense of relief. At least she would not have to leave her home or give up her nice new car. The bank account was not much of a concession, since that was probably less than five thousand pounds in it that belonged to him. Still, her production company was doing well and with the house and car, her immediate lifestyle would not be too badly affected.


Gerald saw her smile and formed a smile of his own. Her husband did not want to appear vindictive to the press and public, but that did not mean that he was going to let her off so easily. In her evident relief, she had overlooked a very important point. He thrust in the knife with relish. "There is one more thing – "


Alarmed, her eyes focused on him suspiciously. "And what would that be?" Her panic began to return when the lawyer didn't immediately reply, obviously relishing the moment.


The Cheshire cat would have envied the grin on Gerald's face. "Naturally, Mr Caudwell will require you to return of the capital that he invested in your business. He only requires the exact sum that he originally put in, and is willing to disregard his share of any profits. I'm sure you will agree that this is most generous of him. He is willing to give you one month to make the repayment, failing which, he has instructed me to take legal action to recover his money, as well as to evict you from the house and to repossess the car."


Kristina felt the world collapse around her. Technically, he was being generous in not demanding his share of accumulated profits, but his investment, which she had always viewed as her money, amounted to a hundred and twenty-seven thousand pounds. There had been no formal agreement, and since he had almost entirely funded the start up of the agency, he could probably make a good case in court that he was the actual owner of the business and that she merely managed it on his behalf. She was so stunned that she did not even notice when Gerald got up and left.


The waiter approached her, sensing a problem. "Will you be wanting to order now, ma'am?"


Surprisingly, she was hungry, and was about to order when she remembered that she could no longer afford to eat in this place. She still had her corporate credit card, but she would need every penny if the company was to survive. She smiled and shook her head casually. "I'm sorry, but it seems that my lunch partner will not be coming."


The waiter bowed politely. "Of course ma'am. I quite understand." He helped her out of her chair. "Have a good day ma'am."


Kristina strolled out of the restaurant as if she didn't have a care in the world, and only broke down in tears when she was inside "her" car.





***





Her first reaction was to go to her friends for support, both emotional and financial. First, she discovered that every tweet and social networking page on the planet had already spread the word. Second, she discovered that no one wanted to be in any way associated with someone who had royally pissed off Walter Caudwell, and that Kristina Dare (previously Caudwell) did not have any friends. Even her hair dresser couldn't find an opening for her.


News of her bad credit had also spread like wildfire, and places where she usually shopped eyed her new credit cards suspiciously. The next few days were spent reassuring clients and staff that the company was not going under and that no one was going to be fired. Two potential clients dropped her as if she had the plague and body lice at the same time.


By the third day the dire seriousness of her situation truly sank in, and she sat alone in a McDonalds sipping a cup of bad coffee and contemplating suicide. She didn't even notice the many admiring and outright lustful glances that she received from the men, and the curious looks from the women who wondered why someone with obviously expensive tastes was slumming in a fast food place. She sipped the steaming liquid without noticing the pain and stared blankly out into the street. She was so preoccupied with her misery that she did not react when someone sat down across the little table from her.


"Too busy to say hello to a friend?"


Startled, Kristina focused on the girl sitting in front of her. "Oh, I'm sorry, I … " She realised that there was either too much to explain or nothing at all, and waved it away with a hand. "Never mind. I'm sorry if I was rude – " She also realised that she did not know the girl's name. By her looks and dress she was either a model or aspiring actress. She guessed that she had met her through the agency.


"I'm Stacy," the girl said. "You interviewed me for a part in a music video, though you chose someone else in the end."


Normally Kristina had an excellent memory for names and faces, and the girl's identity clicked into her mind. She nodded. "I remember. Of course, Stacy. How are you doing?" she said out of habit, although she really just wished the girl would go away and leave her to her misery.


Instead, Stacy leaned forward and said, "I hear that you are having financial problems."


The anger and frustration welled up in Kristina's breast. "I really don't know how that's any of your – "


Stacy held up a hand and said, "I might be able to help you."


Kristina almost burst out laughing. "Unless you have a spare hundred and fifty thousand quid lying around, the only way you can help me is to leave me alone."


The actress did not retreat. "I don't, but I know someone who might."


"Don't bother. I've tried the loan sharks. Even they won't lend me the money because they know I can't pay it back – not within any reasonable period, anyway."


Stacy shook her head. "This is not a loan shark I'm talking about. They are very special, and operate only by recommendation. Look, what have you got to lose? Come with me and talk to them and if it doesn't work out, all you've lost is an hour of sitting on an uncomfortable plastic seat pretending to drink that stuff."


Kristina frowned. "You're serious aren't you?" A tiny flicker of hope flared to life. The girl was right. What had she got to lose? "All right, when can we see these miracle workers?"


Stacy looked genuinely pleased. "Right now. Come on then. I suggest we go in my car. It will attract less attention."


This sounded like good advice, so Kristina followed the actress out and down the street to the car park.





***





"These people are going to give me a loan?" Kristina pointed at the brightly decorated and sign covered building. The large but tastefully designed sign on the wall read simply "Extreme". She frowned. "I've heard of them. Aren't they some kind of membership adventure holiday club?"


"That's right. But not many people know how unique and special they are. Come on, Jenna will be happy to see you." Stacy was fairly hopping with enthusiasm.


"Jenna?"


"She's the manager for this, the main office." Stacy ushered her into the building.


Kristina looked around her in puzzled surprise. Happy music played discreetly in the background. There were health food outlets, shops selling "Extreme" branded sportswear and equipment, a large, glass walled gym with equipment that looked like it came off the set of a science fiction film, and a large customer service area with long counters lined with service agents, apparently selling adventure tours and holidays. It was all brightly coloured and lit, and everyone looked young, fit and happy.


Stacy pointed. "The private offices are that way. Follow me." She led Kristina through several corridors and doors marked "By Invitation Only" and "Staff Only", using an electronic key card. She waved the card. "You'll get one of these too if you join up."


Still mystified, Kristina followed the girl until they ended up in Jenna's outer office.


The attractive female secretary smiled when she saw Stacy. "Here to see the boss? I'll let her know you're here." She pressed a button on her telephone. "Miss Cartwright, Stacy Meddows is here with a friend."


A warm sounding voice replied, "Send them right in Wendy."


Wendy smiled at them. "You heard the boss. Go right in."


Kristina was used to almost paranoid security systems, so she noted the video camera watching the door, and the soft click of an electronic lock as Stacy approached the office door. She heard the door click again when it closed behind her. They were locked in, or perhaps she was being paranoid and this was just a very private conversation, although she would have bet anything that another camera was recording the interview.


Jenna stood up. "Stacy! Always a pleasure to see you here. And you've brought a friend."


Stacy nodded. "Jenna Cartwright, this is Kristina Dare. She's my friend and I told her you could help her with some … problems that she's been having."


After they had shaken hands, Jenna turned to Stacy. "Thank you for bringing your friend. Perhaps you should leave us alone to chat now so that I can find out what I can do to help her."


Stacy appeared to be expecting this. She nodded and patted Kristina on the shoulder. "Don't worry. Everything will be all right. Just listen to Jenna." She gave a final wave of her hand and went out.


Jenna sat down and said, "I'm very glad that you decided to come, Ms Dare. And just to save both of us time, I've already done my homework after Stacy told us that she knew you and would bring our company to your attention."


Kristina leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. She did not know whether to be annoyed or alarmed that these complete strangers had been digging into her private affairs. On the other hand, if this woman truly knew her situation and was still interested in talking to her, maybe she really could help. "All right, I'm listening. What are you offering?"


"First let me explain what we do, and how we do it. We provide extreme experiences of every kind to our members. For most, we're talking about extreme sports. Skydiving, white water rafting, big game hunting. But there are many people who are addicted to the thrill, and want bigger and bigger thrills – and sometimes, greater risks. Normally, the cost of hiring hundreds of trained, thrill seeking staff to run these tours would be prohibitive, if not impossible to maintain. But we use unpaid volunteers. We call them 'Extreme Companions'."


"Why would anyone work for free?"


Jenna smiled. "A good question. The Companions are part timers. Some take less than a half a dozen assignments a year. They take part because they get to enjoy the extreme holidays for free. We pay for everything. First class food and lodging, transportation, training, equipment, certification, medical and insurance. Even a designer wardrobe, which they can keep after the holiday. Our only paid staff are the administrative personnel like myself, and the trainers and logistics staff. The Companions start by becoming members of our club. If they indicate on their application that they want to be Companions, and they meet the physical and mental requirements, membership is free. They can even run up an account in our restaurants, bars, and shops and pay for it by taking on additional compulsory assignments."


"Compulsory?"


Jenna chuckled. "It just means the company picks the time and activity. It makes planning and marketing easier for us, so I admit we encourage the Companions to use our facilities. There is nothing sinister or underhand involved. "


Kristina frowned. "All right. That sounds very nice, but what does that have to do with my situation?"


Jenna leaned forward. "Companions may also apply for personal loans at interest rates guaranteed to be at least two percent lower than the average credit card rate. Best of all, both interest and capital are repaid by taking on extreme assignments and not in cash."


The word "loans" made Kristina's ears perk up. Suddenly she was very interested in what Jenna was saying.


"We also have a scheme that we borrowed from the multi-level marketing people. If a Companion introduces a new member and Companion, the introducing Companion gets a share of the income generated by the new Companion, and which is used to offset interest and capital payments."


It sounded too good to Kristina. "What is the term of the loan? How long does the member have to pay it back?" She could see these so called Companions being worked to death trying to pay off their debts, just like the old time "company store" system used to keep workers in constant debt.


Jenna shrugged, with an amused smile. "Practically none. So long as the Companion is able to work, capital repayment can be put off indefinitely and only the interest needs to be met, just like with a credit card."


"And you would lend me …?"


"Providing you qualify as a member and Companion, I'm prepared to offer you a loan of two hundred thousand pounds."


Kristina nearly fell out of her chair. She had been trying to get a loan of twenty or thirty thousand in the hope that her ex-husband would accept that sum as a down payment and extend the repayment deadline, but this was unbelievable. As a matter of fact, "I don't believe it. There has to be a catch."


Jenna leaned back in her chair. "There are some conditions and special requirements for such a large sum. You will be required to give us a lien over your company as collateral. However, the agreement will stipulate that so long as you meet the monthly interest payments, we undertake never to exercise our rights."


Kristina frowned thoughtfully. "That's only to be expected. In fact, it's very lenient. What else?"


"In order to meet your interest payments, the assignments you take will have to be very high value ones. And it is a commercial reality that sex sells."


It took a second for what the woman had said to sink in, and then Kristina shouted, "What! You want me to become a …  a prostitute?"


Jenna's smile was devastating in its charm. "Not just any prostitute, but an Extreme Prostitute. As an Extreme Companion, you will provide the members with unlimited sexual services, regardless of the risk, or pain involved. But not to worry, we will provide you with full medical coverage, plus accident insurance that will cover your debt and provide a comfortable income for life in the event that you are permanently incapacitated or otherwise rendered unable to perform your duties as a Companion."


"You're crazy!" Kristina gasped.


Jenna shook her head. "There are wealthy people who will pay amazing amounts for guaranteed discretion, and security with regard to their more "extreme" sexual requirements. Naturally they expect only the best and loveliest women. You would be amazed if you knew who we had on our books."


"You're insane!" Kristina repeated as she stood up and prepared to storm out.


Jenna waved her hand in a casual gesture. "You're free to leave at this point. Just be aware that the funding for this operation comes from people who would react very um, "extremely" should you tell anyone about what we discussed. It would be a pity for someone as young and attractive as you to have a fatal accident. Every one knows how depressed you've been lately. No one would be surprised if you were to commit suicide."


Something in Jenna's attitude and voice convinced Kristina that she was not making an idle threat, and Kristina suddenly felt very cold. She shook her head. "I won't say anything. I promise."


Jenna held out a business card. "Take this. Show it at the club at any time, and you'll be allowed in to see me, in the event you change your mind."






Chapter Two



Kristina lasted all of four full days before giving in to despair and desperation. Her clients were getting nervous, her staff were beginning to look for new jobs, and her suppliers were restricting her credit. If she didn't do something soon, her company would simply fall apart. Her ex-husband might not get all his money back, but she doubted that he really cared. A hundred and seventy thousand pounds was pocket change to him, and well worth it to see her suffer. The last straw was a mocking note from him suggesting that he might give her more time if she begged him on her knees at a public event and in front of the media.


She threw his favourite coffee mug against the wall and screamed obscenities for twenty minutes before she calmed down. Kristina had no illusions about herself. She had sold herself to Walter in exchange for a life of luxury and glamour. There had never been any real love between them, despite what Gerald had said. Walter was just acting out of injured pride and sheer vindictiveness. "It was just one stupid screw," she muttered to herself. Realistically, her life was finished. She knew he would keep pushing until she was out on the street. If that was the case, she told herself, that she might as well sell herself to Jenna and her organisation, and have the satisfaction of throwing the money in Walter's face and seeing his astonishment. She had whored herself once, so a second time would not be such a big thing – even if it might be much more painful.





***





She might never have left Jenna's office. Everything looked the same except for the dress and accessories the manager was wearing. Although she looked for it, she could not see any sign of satisfaction or gloating on the manager's face. She had been prepared to be defensive, but Jenna's matter of fact attitude disarmed her.


"I'm so glad that you changed your mind," Jenna said warmly.


Kristina decided to be blunt. "This … what I'm going to have to do – just how bad is it going to be?"


Jenna nodded slowly, and decided that being frank was the best approach with this woman. She had been smart and tough enough to hold her own with one of the richest men in the country and the snake pit of sycophants and back stabbers that had to be surrounding him, for four years before making a careless mistake, probably more out of boredom than anything else. She judged Kristina to be a thrill seeker and risk taker in her own way. She might even survive here at Extreme. "Very well, I'll be blunt. You need a very large loan, and in order to meet the interest, let alone make repayment, you'll need to take on the very highest paying clients. So the usual role playing and bottom spanking isn't going to do it. The members you go to will have specified that they be allowed to do just about anything. And remember, it's not just about enduring. You need to entertain and inspire and please them, just as any of our Companions do on their outings. Just like them, you will have access to every kind of equipment, clothing, and facilities needed to meet the member's requirements. Naturally they pay handsomely for it." She saw the fear in Kristina's face. "Look, when you decided to marry your ex-husband, what were you willing to do to please him? Be honest."


Surprised by the change in direction, Kristina hesitated. This was something that she had never been able to discuss with anyone. Her family and childhood friends would have been disgusted at her very practical and mercenary approach to attracting and marrying Walter, and her new "friends" would have sold her confessions to the tabloids or to Walter within minutes of hearing it. At best, the tweets would fly to every corner of the world. What indeed would she have been willing to do to "hook" Walter? She was a little shocked when her honest mental reply was – "anything at all". If it had turned out that he had been a sadistic whip wielding maniac in the bedroom, she would have smiled and stripped for him just as happily and graciously as if he had been holding chocolates and flowers.


Jenna saw the reply to her question in Kristina's face. "You don't have to reply. We both know the answer." The friendly smile on her face took the sting out of her words. "Please don't think I'm criticising you in any way. I'm just trying to help you gain a balanced perspective on the situation." She leaned across the table, her arms pressing on its surface. "The real question you need to answer is, how badly do you want this loan, and what are you willing to do to get it?" She sat up straight and added, "But understand this. Take the loan, and you do anything and everything we tell you. No questions asked, and with a smile on your face."


Kristina's lips twisted in a bitter smile. "Just like I did for Walter."


"As you say. We all do what we must." Jenna shrugged. "Who knows, you might find you enjoy it. There is the added benefit that you can also volunteer to be a Companion for any of the 'normal' extreme adventures, so long as you take the training and are properly certified for the activity." She held up her finger. "And … you can reduce your own work load for us by recruiting new Companions."


"Just like Stacy did with me."


"Exactly. If you work out, her share should go along way towards wiping out her loan."


"Does Stacy also do … "


Jenna chuckled. "Yes, she does. You will note that she is neither crippled or disfigured, and is still pursuing her acting and modelling career."


Kristina sighed. "All right. Where do I sign, and when can I get the loan?"


This was the part the Jenna loved. "There is one tiny last formality before I can approve your application, which is right here and already filled up for you."


Kristina saw the look on the woman's face and immediately guessed what was coming. To her surprise, she didn't feel any resentment or anger. She had made plenty of employees, servants and waiters squirm in her time. "Let me guess. It can't be money, because I don't have enough to make it worth your while, so it must be sexual. Am I right?"


"Very good, Kristina. As a matter of fact, I really do need to discover if you can truly deliver on your promises." She indicated the way with her finger. "Come around here, get under my desk and eat my pussy until I tell you to stop. Think of it as an audition, so do your very best."


Kristina bit her lip. This was the moment of decision. Then she realised that she had decided days ago and had merely been working up the nerve. She smiled her perfect social smile, the one she used when meeting VIPs that her husb..., Walter had needed to impress. "It would be my pleasure Jenna." But she caught something in Jenna's eyes. This was a test to see if she was fit to be an Extreme Companion. She was about to ask if Jenna would like her naked. But if she was to be a Companion, she had to take the initiative. "I think the experience would be improved if I were to be naked, don't you?"


Jenna's smile was genuinely approving. "Well done. Most girls miss that one. Proceed."


Kristina got down on all fours and crawled under the table, squeezing past Jenna's elegant legs. She turned around and sat on her heels in the tiny, cramped space.


Suddenly Jenna placed a hand between her thighs. "Oh, wait a minute. I went to the loo just before you came, and I'm not very clean. Let me take a quick wash and I'll be right back."


Kristina thought that this was nice of her to be so considerate, and then it struck her that this was another test. She reached out and touched Jenna's smooth dimpled knee. "That's all right. You don't have to wash unless you really want to."


"Oh, how sweet of you. I can hardly wait to feel your tongue on me."


Kristina watched the manager's hands tug her skirt up around her waist and her thighs move apart. She was relieved to see that she was hairless, and from the looks of it, the result of a Brazilian waxing like the one she had done regularly as well. Walter only had to mention once that he thought she might look nicer down there smooth and hairless. It hurt like hell, but she had one as often as necessary to keep her pussy as smooth as a baby's bottom. She could smell the faint odour of piss and stale pussy as she leaned closer, but she forced herself to ignore it as she began to kiss the manager's inner thighs. It had been a very long time since she had been with a girl, but she knew what she liked herself, and she knew how to do it.


Jenna sighed softly, a satisfied grin spreading across her face. It looked like this was going to work out really well. The premium members had gone wild when she had hinted that the ex-Mrs Walter Caudwell might be joining them as an Extreme Companion. The organisation would recover the cash outlay of two hundred thousand pounds in two months, and Kristina would continue to be a premium asset for quite some time to come. Meanwhile, the woman's tongue was driving her wild as it slowly circled her clitoris and probed deep into her vagina. She tapped her lips and decided that three orgasms should be enough before she let the ex-trophy wife stop plying her new trade.





***





Her jaw and tongue ached abominably, and she could still smell Jenna's pussy on her face and up her nostrils, even after she had completed the membership application process, and registration as a potential Extreme Companion. Tomorrow, she would have to pass the physical exam, and take what Jenna had described as an aptitude test. She had also chosen skydiving as her first extreme activity, since she had already been trained in the sport by one of the country's top skydivers, and was sure to qualify for her instructor's permit. However, none of this could dampen her spirit. She was certain that she would pass any tests they could throw at her, and Jenna had promised that she would receive the loan by electronic transfer the moment she cleared the processing.


She could hardly wait to see Gerald's expression when she threw the money in his face. She wondered if she could get it all in five pound notes. She was selling herself into virtual slavery, but right now she didn't care. As she drove home, enjoying the smooth purr of the car's engine, she admired the ingenuity of the people behind Extreme. They had found a way to remove the social stigma of both slavery and prostitution, turning them into something glamorous and exciting. It was a bit like her former marriage. Any suffering behind closed doors was unimportant. What mattered was the public persona and image. She would still be Kristina Dare, successful business woman, and now Extreme Companion. So what if she had to submit to sexual humiliation and pain at the hands of strangers. That was exactly what she had agreed to when she married a man she barely knew and never loved.





***





She felt a little less confident the next day as she stood naked in the middle of a boxing ring inside the Extreme training centre, with only a padded helmet, gloves and shoes to conceal her blushes. Public nudity on a nude beach was one thing, but this was a horse of a different colour. She eyed the boxing instructor warily, and felt a distinct need to go to the bathroom, despite just having gone a few minutes ago. The ring smelled of sweat and pain, and she shivered. She had never been physically brave, but made up for it with determination and sheer will power.


Jenna had not been present for most of the orientation and training, but she was standing at ringside now. This was an important test of Kristina's resolve and ability to take punishment and still function as a Companion. "Remember Kristina, this is supposed to be an extreme scenario. The member has a fantasy about boxing with a naked female opponent. The normal boxing rules which have been explained to you apply, except that in your case, hitting below the belt is allowed, and in fact earns him extra points. Your job is to provide him with a sparring partner, and to make the session as enjoyable and exciting for him as possible, so you need to encourage him and even bait him if necessary. You are not just a punching bag, but an Extreme Companion. Can you do it?"


Although she was shaking with fear, Kristina was very fit and strong for her size and she was determined not to lose the loan when it was almost within her grasp. "Hell yes, I can do it!" she shouted. Because she had to talk to her "opponent", she could not wear a gum shield, although the helmet was specially designed for Extreme to shield her jaw and lips. Members, male or female, did not want to have their beautiful faces damaged. She grinned nervously. At least her pussy was looking good. She just had it waxed that morning, and it was smooth as silk. She had rubbed lotion all over her body before coming out, and her body gleamed like it was made of pearl. She was also thankful that she had never gone for breast implants. The idea of an implant bursting under a punch was too grisly to contemplate. "What's your name?" she called to her opponent.


"Terry, Miss," he replied, somewhat awed by her naked beauty and the knowledge of who she was. He had seen her on TV talking to the Queen, for god's sake, and here she was, bare arsed naked and about to spar with him. He had an erection like nobody's business under his cup, and it was really uncomfortable.


"Well Terry, are you ready for a bit of naked boxing?"


"Am I? Er, I mean yes Miss."


"If you're going to be hitting me, you'd better call me Kristina."


"Okay, Kristina."


Painfully aware of Jenna's watching eyes, as well as a few other people who had not been introduced to her, but whom she suspected represented the real owners of Extreme, she was determined to put on a good show. She was a pretty good actress, if she did say so herself. Just ask Walter, she thought with a grin. "And where are you going to be hitting me, Terry? Not on boring places like the jaw and belly, I hope. I've got much more interesting spots to punch." Her stomach flopped over in fear when she said that, but she knew it was what Jenna expected of her.


Terry was taken aback by the woman's forthright invitation to hit her breasts and pussy. He had boxed with a few women before, but they had worn breast and crotch guards, and he had been very careful not to touch them in those places, even by accident. He eyed Kristina's swaying breasts, and his heart beat faster. This was going to be so very good. He just hoped that she could take the beating for all three rounds.


Kristina was hoping the same thing. She was pretty certain she could stand just the pain, but being punched around was something entirely new to her, and she was scared. Deliberate violence had never been part of her world, even before she had met Walter. The bell rang, and she lifted her gloves. She wasn't worried about making it too difficult for Terry, since all she knew about boxing was what she had seen in old Rocky re-runs and TV shows. She bounced up and down on her toes like they did on TV, figuring that it would make her breasts bounce interestingly. She might know sod all about boxing, but when it came to teasing men with her body, she could write a book. However, this was the first time she had ever hoped that her date would hit her.


Terry was relieved that she was actually trying to put up a fight. He had been afraid that she would just stand there like a tailor's dummy and wait to be hit. That would have been a total turn off. He played with her a bit, jabbing at her gloves and forearms, letting her get into the rhythm of the fight.


Kristina was a good dancer, and she soon found the right pattern of movements by watching Terry. He seemed to be enjoying himself just watching her dance about naked and getting all sweaty, but she knew that wasn't why she was here. She tried a few jabs of her own, not in hopes of hitting him, but to give her an excuse to move her arms out of the guard position and to give Terry a shot at her breasts. Sure enough, moments later his right slipped past her sloppy guard and smacked into her left breast with a wet sounding splat. The shock of being hit on her breast was greater than the actual pain. She felt a flash of indignation that anyone would dare to poke Mrs Caudwell in the breast, and then remembered she was now Kristina Dare again and a would-be Extreme Companion. She gathered her wits and cried, "Good one! Bet you can't do it again."


When his glove slapped into her breast, Terry felt a rush of different emotions. Instinctive fright at having struck a woman, especially on her breast, then a surge of relief when she didn't scream or swear at him, followed by a surge of excitement and arousal that hit him like a shaft of bright sunlight and summer air. This was immediately followed by the desire to do it again. He grinned happily around his gum shield, and jabbed at her again. Jab, jab, bam! His left fist shot out past her gloves and slammed into her left breast, making the soft globe dance. He wanted to shout with excitement. This was absolutely fucking great!


The second punch to her breast hurt more, and Kristina grunted. She still found it a bit hard to accept that she was being punched in the breasts, but she continued on gamely, throwing as many punches as she could as Terry landed a half dozen more jabs to her breasts. She discovered that her nipples were even more sensitive to being punched, and they throbbed painfully after Terry's gloves had slammed into them several times. The friction of the leather gloves irritated them badly and they stood up like pencil erasers. She supposed this was actually a good thing, since she always tried to have erect nipples when she was seen naked by anyone. Even when they didn't consciously notice, their minds still noted the fact and it left an impression of sensuality in their minds.


Terry was fairly panting with lust as he watched her glistening body sway and bob in front of him. Her breasts were reddened and glowed like two large warning lamps on her chest. She was the most erotic vision he had ever seen.


Another punch landed on her breast, and drove a shaft of pain down into her belly. She wondered how she could remind him that he could hit her elsewhere. Then she remembered how boxers would "clinch" when they got tired. She waited until he had hit her breast again, and she let the pain show more obviously. Before he could strike again, she took a step forward and pressed herself against him, tying up his arms for a second. Even as he tried – rather reluctantly – to disengage himself from her arms, she panted, "I suppose I shouldn't be doing this, since there isn't a rule against low blows."


Terry was nearly overwhelmed by her closeness. He could smell her sweat and the fragrance of her body, and all he wanted to do was to grab her in his arms. Then what she had said suddenly reached his brain. Almost before he could form a conscious thought, his right hand dropped below his waist and hooked upward in a punch that would have had him disqualified from any normal match.


Kristina gasped in shock when his gloved fist slammed into her pussy. Like a kick to the crotch, it doubled her over and she sagged against Terry's body as she struggled to catch her breath.


"Did that hurt?" Terry asked, fascinated by her reaction. He had always thought that women were immune to the sort of pain men suffered from a blow to that area. The fact that she didn't display any anger or resentment fascinated him even more.


"Whooo, I've never felt anything like that before. My legs nearly gave way. If you're going to keep doing that, you'll have to give me time between punches to recover, or I'll be lying on the mat." She slowly pushed herself erect using his broad shoulders as a brace.


A slow smile spread across Terry's face. "Keep doing that?"


Although it was the last thing she wanted, she knew her job and smiled. "I got the impression that you liked punching me between the legs. Was I wrong?"


"No, no, I do like it," Terry said hastily. "It's so amazing to do that to such a beautiful woman."


She grinned. "Well I'm glad one of us is enjoying it." She leaned closer and whispered, "And just for saying I'm beautiful, I'll give you one free shot at my pussy." Even though her thighs still trembled from the pain of the punch she had taken on her cunt, she stepped nimbly to the side and parted her legs for him. "Quick, before I lose my nerve."


Terry showed her his gloved fist as he took a half step back to give him room to swing.


Kristina nodded and pushed her hips forward, presenting her pussy to him. "Go on then, I dare you." His glove hit her pussy with a solid thump, lifting her up on her toes, and the breath rushed out of her lungs in a loud "oof". This time her knees did give way, and she slowly folded to the mat, going down on her knees and then bending over to touch the mat with her forehead. The pain was worse than anything she had ever experienced before, and she almost gave up right there and then. But looking across the ring, she saw Jenna's face, and it seemed to her that the manager was expecting her to fail. The thought of losing the loan and Walter's gloating face when she lost her company was more painful than any blow to the crotch.


"Bugger this," she muttered grimly. Panting and shaking, she forced herself to climb to her feet. Fortunately for her, there was no referee, and no one to count her out. Terry seemed quite content to wait for her to recover, and even nodded encouragingly as she struggled to stand on wobbly legs. Her pussy and lower belly were a mass of pain, but a quick glance down there told her that Terry's padded glove had not done any visible damage other than making her pussy swell up a bit as if she was feeling really randy.


Terry had been alarmed when Kristina had collapsed. He was fairly sure that he had not done her any serious damage, but he really did not want her to give up, so he watched anxiously to see if she would throw in the towel. He was immensely relieved when she clenched her teeth and climbed back up onto her feet. "You okay?" he asked softly.


Kristina nodded. Once the worst of the pain had faded, the throbbing ache that remained was quite bearable, and the resulting heat in her pussy was actually quite interesting. She took a deep breath, shook herself, and smiled at Terry. "I'm fine. I was just caught by surprise by how much it hurt. I don't usually make it a habit of being punched in the pussy." She lifted her gloves and waved them at him aggressively. "But that's the last free one you get, you randy sod. You're going to have to work for the next one." She was surprised to find that she mentally accepted that there would be another one, and perhaps many more punches to her cunt. She smiled to herself. Her friends as a teenager had always said that she was a bloody minded bitch, and as stubborn as a mule when it suited her. She felt her strength returning, and she began to bounce up and down on her toes again. She danced out of range of his fists, spread her legs, and wriggled her hips teasingly at him. "Come and get it then."


Terry grinned. "Oh, you're in for it now." He sparred playfully with her, and was surprised when she landed a few decent punches of her own. He enjoyed himself watching her lithe body flit about the ring, and jabbed at her breasts and belly, delighting at the sound and feel of his glove smacking into her firm glistening flesh. He was getting as horny as hell, and his girlfriend was going to get the screwing of her life that night. She knew all about his job, but did not object, since he usually came back from work with a cock as stiff as a cricket stump.


"Oi, my pussy's feeling neglected over here. All talk and no trousers, that's you," she teased, deliberately letting her tone drift away from the carefully proper language of Mrs Caudwell.


Terry laughed. "You're a fine one to talk about having no trousers."


Kristina blushed, and waggled her gloves. "Well, are you going to do someth... oof!" Terry's glove smacked into her hairless pussy with perfect timing, catching her just as she took a step to the side. "Oh bugger," she wheezed, sagging at the knees but managing to stay upright. She wondered vaguely if she was getting used to it, which was a fairly alarming thought in itself.


Since this wasn't a real fight, Terry simply stood back and enjoyed watching her moan and pant. He could have sworn that he felt a tingle run up from his hand all the way to his bollocks.


To Kristina's credit, she did not require much past the count of ten to get back into action. She was aching all over, especially in her breasts and pussy, but apart from being slightly winded, she wasn't actually in very bad shape. However, she was glad when the bell rang for the end of the first round. She waved at Terry. "See you in a jiffy," she said, patting her crotch promisingly with her bright red glove.


Terry grinned widely as he retreated to his corner. He sat on his stool and studied her gorgeous body diagonally across the ring.


Seeing that he was watching her, Kristina's sat the way male boxers did on TV, that is to say, with her legs wide apart, and giving him a tempting view of his target. She was surprising herself with her ability to flaunt herself in this way, but she knew that she had always been a very sensual person, and to tell the truth, she had chafed under the need to be the oh so prim and proper Mrs Caudwell twenty-four hours a day. Being a self made man, Walter had been a great one for propriety and image, and he would not let himself ever relax, not even in the bedroom. It was one of the reasons that she had foolishly shagged that valet. However, she was wise enough to understand that it was her image as the terribly high class Mrs Caudwell that made her desirable as an object of lust. There were plenty of young, beautiful girls around who would fuck for money, but there was only one Kristina Caudwell nee Dare, so she took care to sit straight and maintain her expensively learned posture, which made her parted legs all the more obscene by contrast.


Jenna was pleased at the way Kristina was adapting to her new situation. Many of the pampered society women failed at this point, simply unable to adapt to being treated as a sexual toy and to the need to cheerfully endure not just pain but severe manhandling. They had become too used to being rich and famous, and had lost the hard edge that had gotten them where they were. Some of course, had never had it in the first place, having risen to the top of the heap simply based on looks and family connections. It seemed that Kristina had not forgotten or completely lost that steely determination to succeed at any cost. Jenna received a bonus based on the earnings of the Companions that she recruited, so she was happy. But the test was far from over. She caught Terry's eye and nodded. Kristina was about to discover that things were going to get much rougher in the second round.


The bell rang, and Kristina bounced up from her stool, trying to show enthusiasm. She was surprised to see the serious expression on Terry's face as they neared each other in the middle of the ring.


"I'm supposed to rough you up a bit in this round to see if you can take it," he whispered.


Kristina smiled gratefully. "Thanks for the tip." She wriggled erotically. "I'm grateful. I remember people who are good to me," and gave him a wink.


Even with the clumsy looking helmet and cartoonish gloves, Kristina blazed with sensuality, and Terry felt warm all over at her approval and her unspoken promise. However, he had a job to do, and he set about doing it in a workmanlike way.


The moment he started, she could tell that Terry was no longer playing. On the other hand, he was not trying to knock her out or score points. He was giving her a beating, to see how much she could take. His fists hit her everywhere, jabbing at her shoulders, arms, belly and ribs. She tried to defend herself, but that just meant she was hit somewhere else, although it made her feel less helpless. She realised then that for her at least, it was better to be a participant in whatever was happening than a passive recipient or victim. The pain, fear and frustration became easier to bear. She had always hated being powerless, which was why she had left her home and family and moved to London and eventually married Walter. A punch to her ribs made her wince, but she skipped back and shook her boobs at him mockingly.


By the time the bell rang again, she was covered in bruises and felt like she had been put through a car wash without a car. She staggered back to her stool, wishing for a cold Martini and a handful of aspirin. But as she sat her naked buttocks on the chilly wood of the low stool and groaned, she realised that she had no desire to quit. Walter and the universe were ganging up to crush her, but she was not going down with a whimper. She had climbed the north face of the Eiger, and eaten live shrimp and deadly puffer fish in Japan. She had petted sharks in the Pacific and surfed the biggest waves in Hawaii. She was not going to be defeated by a bunch of sex perverts and their kinky games. She even remembered to spread her legs and smile teasingly at Terry. She wondered what was in store for her in round three. Nothing good, she bet.


Kristina watched curiously as a man climbed into the ring and drew a line on the canvas with ordinary blue chalk, dividing the ring into two halves. Then she realised that Jenna had come around to her corner and was standing behind her.


"This is the last round. You've done marvellously so far. I'm impressed, and so are they." She gestured towards the others sitting in the shadows at the side of the room. "This will be a simple test of courage and nerve, and is very important. Many members that you meet can be quite intimidating, especially if you know that they intend to hurt you. We need to be confident that you can take the punishment and still remain in control of the situation. The test is based on the old bare knuckle fighting rules. Basically it's simple. Your job is to invite Terry to go for your breasts or pussy, although he will also jab at other parts of your body. He will punch at you as long as you are standing at the scratch line. If you move away, he will stop and he won't follow you. He will jab randomly at you as long as your breasts or pussy are covered up. So, if you keep your guard up and hips turned sideways to him, you will be able to avoid most of his punches. Combined with the line, you are in total control of how often and where you get hit."


Kristina nodded slowly, gazing across the ring at Terry, who winked at her. "I think I understand."


"Good. You will be judged by the number of times Terry is able to hit your breasts and pussy, compared to the rest of your body. In other words, you still have to protect yourself. If you just lower your guard, he will punch you all over at random, and you will fail the test. It is up to you to direct his punches and still protect yourself."


Kristina nodded again. "So this time Terry's just a punching machine, and I'm the one who determines where and how often I get hit."


"Precisely. I'm not going to tell you what the minimum pass rate is, so you will just have to take as much as you can bear." Jenna squeezed her shoulder. "Good luck. I'll keep my fingers crossed for you."


Kristina had heard the expression "come up to scratch", but she had never considered what it meant. The innocent blue chalk mark on the mat suddenly assumed a much more sinister significance.


Terry stood with his leading toe just behind his side of the line. He nodded at her. "Whenever you're ready."


A memory of an old black and white photograph of a bare knuckle boxer in ridiculous long underwear that she saw somewhere appeared in her mind, as she lifted her fists.


Terry waved his glove and said, "I'll jab at your breasts whenever you open your guard, and I'll hook up into your pussy when you stand square to the mark. Otherwise, I'll just punch as I see fit, like in a normal fight."


Kristina held out both gloves to tap his. "Let's do this thing." Terry immediately began punching at her, and she instinctively dodged and blocked while she tried to find a rhythm. She also tried stepping back, and the pounding of his fists stopped as if she had turned off a switch. Satisfied that she had a grasp of how it all worked, she stepped up to the mark again. This time she tried throwing some punches of her own, which left her breasts open to Terry's counter punches. She gasped in pain when he landed two rapid punches against her right breast. She brought both of her hands together in front of her face to shield her burning breast, which brought her right foot level with her left.


Terry unhesitatingly drove his right fist up into her pussy, dropped into a half-squat and then quickly jabbed out twice at her cunt with his left, followed by another uppercut with his right.


She screamed in pain and staggered back from the mark, doubled over by the intense agony in her groin. She whimpered at the thought of stepping back up to line for more punishment. She imagined bitterly the elegant, haughty Mrs Caudwell crouched naked, shivering and almost ready to piss herself in the middle of a boxing ring, with a bunch of strangers laughing at her. A flare of anger ignited in her breast. She had little left of her previous life, but by God, she was still Kristina Dare, and she was a fighter. All she had to do was learn a new way to use her body. She suppressed a sob of pain, wiped the tears from her eyes with the back of her forearm and pushed herself to her feet with her gloved hands on her knees. Her belly still trembled with painful cramps, but surprisingly there was not that much direct pain from her pussy other than a raw ache like a huge bruise.


As she warily approached the mark on the mat again, she realised that she had to balance the punches that she took to her pussy with those to her breasts and not just let Terry hit her as he liked, or she would never last the round and might even get seriously hurt. She smiled when Terry nodded respectfully at her. "Let's try that again, shall we," she said lightly. Careful to keep her hip sideways to him for the moment, she began to punch, block and weave again. Inevitably a punch got through and slammed into her breast. But instead of closing up entirely, she shifted her arms to protect the wounded breast, letting Terry get in a jab at her other breast. She pulled her arms in to cover herself up so that she could catch her breath and let the pain in her chest subside enough for her to breathe, and then repeated the process again, taking a jab to each breast in quick succession.


She soon found that hunching over like a modern boxer helped to protect her breasts, while standing straight like an olde time boxer gave Terry a clear shot at her boobs.


Terry saw what she was doing and worked with her, cross punching at her breasts like he would the speed-ball in the gym. She would jab playfully at him, he would see an opening and then "Whap! Whap!" his gloves would smack solidly into her breasts, first flattening them against her chest, and then making them dance interestingly as she swayed back and hunched over to absorb the pain, before coming back for more. He was having the time of his life, smacking at the breasts of one of the most beautiful and classy looking women he had ever met.


Kristina knew that she had to take more punches to her pussy or she would fail the test. The problem was the near paralysis that a blow to her pussy caused. If she froze in place, Terry would continue to pound away at her sex until she fell over in agony. Then as she hunched over from the latest jab at her breast, she realised that all she had to do was to let the impact knock her back a step, which would turn her pussy away from Terry's reach. She took a deep breath and stepped forward to stand with both feet at the line. She blocked a punch to her head by lifting her arms, and realised that it was a feint just as Terry's fist smashed into her crotch. Sickening pain flooded her lower body as his glove crushed her labia and clitoris, sending a shock-wave of pain shooting up into her womb and ovaries. But this time, she had been mentally prepared, and she used the natural staggering motion caused by the pain to turn her hips away, saving her pussy from the follow up punches. 


Terry whispered, "That's good, but you need to take more punches before the end of the round, or you'll be out."


Kristina realised that rather than resting between having her breasts hit and being punched in the pussy, she needed to be in constant pain, but using the punishment of her breasts as the "break" between taking blows to her pussy. They wanted to see how much more determination and endurance she could display. There could be no backing away from the line. She swallowed a moan of fear and nodded to him. The "fight" began again, but this time, she let herself be hit almost non-stop, taking another punch to her pussy, and then turning her hips and exposing her breasts to his pounding fists until she could work up enough nerve to present her pussy to him again. The pain in her cunt grew progressively worse with each punch, and tears were streaming down her cheeks even as she gritted her teeth and took a flurry of jabs to her red swollen breasts. She almost blacked out from the pain as his punch to her pussy crushed her clit against her pelvic bone. Dizzied by the pain she failed to step back in time and a second punch hit her between the legs. She screamed again, both from pain and frustration at her own failure, and almost fell to her knees. She knew that she could not take this kind of beating for much longer, and she almost sobbed with despair and disappointment.


Then the bell rang, and Terry was no longer hitting her. In fact, she realised that his powerful arms were holding her up as she swayed. She glanced down between her legs and gasped at the horribly swollen condition of her pussy, which looked like half a grapefruit.


Terry smiled. "Don't worry. My face has looked like that after a big match – swollen, I mean, not like a cunt. But here I am, as devilishly handsome as ever."


She managed a semi-hysterical giggle at that and then her face dropped. She saw Jenna climb into the ring and said, "Do you think they'll let me try again? I swear I'll do better the next time. I'll go home and practise whacking myself between the legs with a broom handle or something."


"Again? Whatever for? Did you enjoy it or something?"


"But … "


"Everyone was most impressed. I didn't want to make you nervous, but there was a live video feed of your test – very discreet and confidential of course – and the feedback so far has been most favourable. The members were very impressed by your charm, beauty and ability to take punishment. Offers have already started to come in to book your first outing. We may have to hold an auction."


Kristina's pain racked face lifted. "You mean I … I passed?"


Jenna nodded and brushed a damp strand of hair from Kristina's brow. "With flying colours – mostly black and blue, I suspect." She smiled and took the battered woman's arm. "If you're able to walk, we can go to my office and make the funds transfer right now."


Fresh energy rushed into her body and Kristina straightened up. "Hell yes. I'll get there if I have to crawl on all fours." She looked over her shoulder. "Thanks Terry."


He grinned. "What, for bashing your pussy? But your welcome. Come and see me any time if your pussy feels like another match."


She chuckled. "I'll keep that in mind." Looking at Jenna she said, "What are we waiting for. I make it a firm policy never to keep dosh waiting." Looking distinctly bow legged, she waddled after Jenna, going "ouch" with each step that squeezed her swollen cunt.





***





Grinning in triumph, Kristina's staggered to her car after sitting in an Extreme private meeting room for an hour with ice packs on her breasts and pussy, and drove carefully home. She checked her newly opened bank account twice, gloating at the balance that showed in it.


Although she wanted to rush down to Gerald's office and throw the money in his face, she waited two more days, until she could walk normally and her breasts fit in her bra. On the morning of the third day, she got up early and took a hot bath. She stared at herself in the full length mirror and studied the mass of bruises that covered her body like a leopard's spots which had run in the rain, with her breasts and pussy almost completely blue and purple. They were painfully sore to the touch, but the liberal use of painkillers, both oral and topical made the throbbing bearable. There were no visible marks on her face, neck or hands, and she was able to move with her customary grace, so she decided not to wait any longer.


She was the first customer into her bank and after several incredulous questions from the manager, and probably some telephone calls to the anti-terror units, she left the bank with a cashier's cheque for one hundred and seventy thousand pounds. She could have just made an electronic transfer, but she wanted the satisfaction of physically handing it over.


Gerald made her wait, while he completed an important telephone call, or so his secretary claimed. She waited patiently, ignoring the obvious insult. He probably thought she was here to beg for more time or some kind of instalment plan, and was rubbing his hands over the chance to crush her again. When the intercom finally buzzed and his blonde, short skirted secretary, whom Kristina knew for a fact that Gerald was shagging, told her she could enter the holy sanctum, she smiled and strolled casually through the door without knocking. Nor did she close it behind her, much to Gerald's annoyance.


The lawyer called out for his secretary to close the door, and then frowned at Kristina like a disapproving headmaster. "Yes? What do you want, Kristina? I'm a busy man, and I am no longer your solicitor. I suppose you want to discuss the repayment of Mr Caudwell's investment in your laughable business."


Kristina gave him a cool, relaxed smile and crossed her long flawless legs. If it had not been for the bruising, she would have been tempted to flash her pussy at him. She had asked as a condition of her "volunteering" to be a Companion at Extreme, that Walter and Gerald would never have her as their Companion even if they were to join, and Jenna had agreed, so she was absolutely certain that Gerald would never get his paws on her pussy. "I'm a busy woman too, Gerald. But, never let it be said that I'm not gracious. I came all the way down here today to give you this." She lifted her slim, blood-red coloured leather briefcase onto her lap, slowly flicked the catches open and extracted the envelope that contained the cheque. Her lips twitched in amusement when she saw him fidget impatiently from the corner of her eye as she slowly re-locked her briefcase and placed it on the floor beside her legs. Finally, she uncrossed her legs, leaned forward and placed the envelope on the desk in front of him with a little tap of her finger. Then she leaned back in her chair and smiled.


Gerald frowned frostily. "What is that. I've already told you that Mr Caudwell will not accept any form of communication from you." He prodded the envelope with his pen as if he feared it was coated with Anthrax.


"He'll want this. I suggest you open it," she replied evenly.


With a snort of derision, he picked up the envelope, lifted the flap and scowled as he extracted the cashier's cheque.


She watched his eyes widen in disbelief, and her silvery, mocking laughter echoed in the oak panelled room. "Every penny, Gerald."


He flipped the cheque over and peered at the detail, as if suspecting that it was a fake. "How … " He cleared his throat. "I mean, this is quite a surprise. I have complete details of your financial resources, and I know for a fact that you don't have any way of raising such a sum, so you'll understand if I'm a trifle suspicious."


She chuckled and shook her head reprovingly. "Really, Gerald. Would I be so silly as to try a fake cheque on you? What would be the purpose? The banks are still open. Why don't you give them a call?" His expression was priceless. "I expect a receipt and confirmation in writing that nothing further is outstanding between Walter and myself, except for the formalities of the divorce."


Gerald was silent, staring in disbelief at the cheque, as if it were his own obituary.





***





Kristina turned up the DVD player in the Mercedes, and tapped her finger on the wheel in time to the beat. The spaceship looking controls of the car glittered and glowed like Christmas lights and she threw the occasional gleeful glance at the envelope on the passenger seat. She had forced Gerald to produce the receipt and letter of satisfaction on the spot, and even insisted that he call Walter and that her ex-husband personally confirm that she owed him nothing else, just to rub it in. Both of them had tried to find out where she had obtained the money, but she just smiled enigmatically and said that she still had her own resources – which was literally true. Despite the pain in her breasts and pussy, she felt on top of the world. Her production company was safe. Once it became known that her finances were once more sound, her clients would return, the staff would settle down and things would go back to business as usual. Well, almost usual.


She spent the rest of the week getting things back on track and healing from the awful beating she had taken from Terry. However, the boxer had known what he was doing, and a very discreet doctor had confirmed that she had not suffered from any serious injuries, although he had been horrified at the bruising, and had wanted to call the police. Fortunately, she had managed to convince him that she had received the bruises during a white water rafting expedition that had gone slightly wrong, or at least he was satisfied that she was not a frightened victim.


Stacy came to visit, looking rather wary when she first entered Kristina's office. "Some of the girls that I recommend to Extreme become a bit hostile for some reason. I mean, they're glad to get the loan, but the fact that I know they've become um … "


"Companions?" Kristina supplied with a smile.


Stacy looked relieved and nodded. "Yes, Companions. As I was saying, some of them seem to blame me for what they had to do." She shrugged. "I don't deny I was trying to make some money, but I like to think I helped them too."


Kristina smiled at the model. "I don't blame you for anything. In fact, I'm grateful. You didn't force me to take the loan or become a member of Extreme. Blaming you for my own decisions and previous mistakes would be infantile." Then she looked directly into Stacy's eyes. "Perhaps some of them were afraid that you would try to … make use of your knowledge of their affairs."


"Blackmail?" Stacy shook her head. "I'm not a criminal, and blackmailers usually come to a bad end. Besides, Jenna and the people behind Extreme would be very displeased if I or any of us tried that, and let me tell you, they are not people that you want pissed at you. They can be very extreme in their expressions of displeasure as well."


"Well anyway, if you still want to work for my agency, I'll keep you in mind, and perhaps we can get together for dinner some time. My treat."


Stacy shook her hand and grinned. "Thanks. I'd like that."





***





Of course, the call from Jenna finally came, just around the time when the last of her bruises disappeared. "Hello Kristina, how are you feeling? Ready to take on an assignment?"


Kristina knew that despite her friendly tone, Jenna was not really asking. It was an order. "Of course, Jenna. I'm ready and eager to be Extreme." She had been warned to be careful when on the phone. These days you never knew who might be listening, and if they ended up in court, nothing they said should refer to anything other than the overt communications between Extreme and one of its volunteer Companions.


"Excellent. I like your attitude. Why don't you drop by some time today, and we'll go over some possible outings that might suit you."


"I have a lunch meeting. How about three o'clock?"


"That would be fine. I'll be expecting you."





***





"Kristina! You're looking radiant. No problems from your little test the other day I hope?"


"Nope. Completely back to normal. Would you like to inspect the goods?" Kristina replied, a touch acerbically. She had just been tossed out of one form of slavery, only to land straight in another. On the other hand, she had put her head in the noose on both occasions, so she really had nothing to complain about. She could have been a bored housewife with three screaming children instead, if she had wanted. She shuddered at the thought. No torture could be worse than that. She shook her head and smiled apologetically at Jenna. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't be rude. I'm new to this, but I promise I'll be good."


Jenna waved her apology away with a casual flick of her hand. She smiled. "You're forgiven. You should see some of the girls I get in here. You'd think we'd grabbed them off of the street, instead of giving them big chunks of money. I blame the education system. Bring back the cane, I say."


Kristina chuckled. "That would certainly fit in with Extreme's raison d'etre. You could even open an academy for young women like they always have in those Victorian spanking novels."


Jenna raised an eyebrow in surprise. "You've read those?"


"I didn't become Mrs Caudwell by being sweet and innocent, at least not in private. Walter expected his wife to be very um, flexible."


Jenna laughed at this. "To be frank, I'm glad you've retained your sense of humour. Some girls are well intentioned, but approach this whole thing with steely determination, like an ancient wife throwing herself on her husband's funereal pyre. Extreme is all about our members having fun, and the last thing we need is a Companion who looks and acts like some penitent, grimly determined to suffer."


Kristina nodded. "I understand. No, I'll just think of every member I face as Walter Mk II."


Jenna nodded. "All right. Let's get down to business. You were very much in demand, and the members almost came to blows trying to get their hands on you. Before you get too big headed, I should warn you that there is a down side to that as well. Because they had to fight to get you, the winner will expect a lot from you as well."


This made Kristina pause. "So will I need to have an ambulance waiting outside?" she said lightly, trying to hide her apprehension.


"We always have an ambulance standing by. Sky diving and lion taming can be very messy when enthusiastic amateurs are involved."


Kristina inhaled deeply, and held up her hands in surrender. "You can't blame a girl for a little drama can you? Now tell me about this big assignment."






Chapter Three



Strangely enough, her first assignment turned out to be a girl's twenty-first birthday celebration. A coming of age party where the celebrant really had something to celebrate, because she came into her inheritance on that day as well, and was finally free of the clutches of her legal trustee, who just so happened to be around Kristina's age and general appearance. "Not as pretty though," Kristina said to herself smugly as she drove up to the mansion. The girl, Patty Henderson, had been a member of Extreme for several years. Her trustee had encouraged her participation in extreme sports. Probably hoped she would smash herself up and become a quadriplegic, giving her a job for life, Kristina thought to herself.


"I think your role at the party is pretty obvious," Jenna had said, as she slid the briefing folder across the table.


Kristina nodded to herself, slowing the Mercedes to a stop in front of the huge wrought iron gates. "I'm the stand in for the evil witch." She reached out the window and pushed the intercom button.


"Yes?" the voice of the male security guard inside the booth said.


"Kristina Dare. Companion from Extreme to see Ms Henderson."


The gates clacked, and began to swing open. "Yes, you're expected, Ms Dare."


Kristina imagined she heard the faintest chuckle just before the intercom cut off. Did he know what she was really here for? It was unlikely. A breach of security like that would get Patty booted out of Extreme, and even the ordinarily rich were not immune from the wrath of Extreme's ultimate owners. No, the guard probably recognised her as the former Mrs Caudwell and was laughing at her fall from grace. She didn't mind that. It was one of the risks of the job. She gave him a dazzling smile as she drove past, and he positively drooled, both at her and the car.


As Mrs Caudwell she would have expected a reception in front of the house. As plain Kristina Dare, she had to park her own car, and knock at the door. She supposed that she was lucky if she wasn't sent around back to the servant's entrance. But she knew Patty wouldn't do that. Not out of any sense of decency, but because she wanted the fun of stripping her of her dignity if front of her friends – and humiliating a tradesman was nowhere as much fun as humiliating a supposedly respected guest. Since she had often snubbed and put other people in their place in her role as a billionaire's wife, she could easily guess how it would all go. The young lacked the subtlety that age and experience gave, even if the difference was only a few years.


Patty lacked the patience to make Kristina wait, and the door swung open seconds after her knock.


"Hi. I'm Kristina Dare. You must be Ms Henderson." Kristina knew very well who the girl was, since she had seen her photo in the briefing folder. Extreme was very thorough. She could see that Patty was impressed. Kristina had re-build her wardrobe in a modest way, but the designer dress and D&G open toed court shoes she was wearing were classified as a "uniform" by Extreme, especially since there was a good chance they would be damaged. She even had a spare set of clothes and make-up kit in the boot of her car – as well as a fully equipped medical kit. Just in case. She also had a panic button built into her jewelled bracelet in case she really needed the ambulance or if Patty decided to do a Hitchcock shower scene on her. Having a Companion die would suit neither her nor Extreme. Dead Companions did not repay loans.


"Yes, but you can call me Patty. Ms Henderson makes me look around for my grandmother." It was doubtful that she had ever even considered hiring a prostitute in her entire life up to now, and she was obviously uncertain what to do next.


Kristina gave her a friendly smile and shook her hand, which helped Patty get used to the idea of touching her. It had all been laid out for her in a sheet of guidelines in the briefing folder. "Well, I'm the Extreme Companion you requested, and I'm here to help make your party interesting and exciting. Why don't you introduce me to your friends. I'm sure they're curious."


Patty's eyes glowed with excitement and she nodded. "Yes – yes, come inside and meet the others," she said, obviously relieved that Kristina was being so obliging and supportive.


A semi-circle formed by three other girls waited for them in the sitting room. The room was tastefully done up for a party, and there was food, drinks, champagne and even a cake. From the flushed faces, it was apparent they hadn't waited for Kristina's arrival to start on the booze. She was relieved not to see chains and thumbscrews. It looked like Patty wanted to stay with the birthday party theme. It made sense, since the contrast would be all the more shocking when they started to play with her. Their names were Terri, Kara, and Mary. All were pretty and of course were around twenty-one. Kristina shook hands with them, saying something nice to each of them as if she was in a reception line at a diplomatic cocktail party. But no cocktail party she had ever attended had matched the sense of restrained excitement she felt in the air now, unless you counted the one where someone was rumoured to have an old USSR suitcase nuke for sale, and had been mad enough to bring it along. She had no doubt that things were going to get extreme, and very soon.


Patty cut the cake and handed pieces out along with flutes of champagne, each with a strawberry floating in it.


Kristina was very obviously left out, but this was only to be expected. You didn't get too chummy with the victim. She pretended not to notice, and helped to hand out the plates and glasses, content to wait for Patty to make the first move. She would make suggestions later, if the fun started to flag, but for now it was the birthday girl's show.


Patty managed to suppress her eagerness by pulling Kristina aside and asking her questions. "Can I really tell you to do anything I want, and you'll do it?"


"You may, and I'll do my very best to obey. Not only that, but if you like I'll make suggestions if I can think of ways to make it better or more interesting."


Patty nodded. "Yes please. That would be so cool." She stared at Kristina's face. "You're really her, aren't you? I saw you so many times on TV and in magazines. You looked so hot in that swimsuit shoot you did for charity."


"Thanks. I'll try and look hot for you and your friends too."


"I don't understand. Why are you doing this? Is it just the money?"	


"In a way. I needed help after I broke up with my husband, and Extreme gave me what I needed. They saved my life, so I owe them."


Patty looked serious for a moment. "I suppose I can understand that."


Kristina really didn't want to discuss her personal life with this girl, so she nodded towards the others and said, "I think they're just about done with the cake and champagne."


Patty grinned. "Time for the main event. Are you ready?"


"I'm an Extreme Companion. We're always ready!" Kristina rolled her eyes. "I don't know who wrote that slogan, but they were paid too much."


Patty laughed, feeling much more relaxed and confident. Kristina was surprisingly nice, and this was going to be fun. "All right ladies, if you're all done stuffing your faces, and getting drunk, we're ready for today's entertainment."


The girls cheered and applauded. The champagne had helped to take away much of the embarrassment and awkwardness.


Patty led Kristina over to the middle of the room. Still holding her hand, she said, "For six years I've been under the thumb of that bitch Elizabeth Manning. She treated me like a small child and made my life totally miserable. Today I'm finally free. I'd like to get my own back against her, but that's unlikely to happen any time soon. So I've found the next best thing."


Kristina smiled. "Me."


Patty nodded. "I warn you right now that I'm going to be really mean to you, and I'm not talking about calling you names."


Kristina held her arms out to her sides and nodded. "I'm all yours."


"Get down on your knees and kiss my feet."


Kristina's stomach tightened, but she obeyed without hesitation, dropping into a squat and then rolling onto her knees in a single smooth movement. She looked up at the girl just for a moment, to let her enjoy her helplessness, and then lowered her face to the floor. With her hands on either side of Patty's feet, she kissed them, starting with the tips of her shoes, but then moving on to the bare skin of the tops of her feet, and up to her ankles. She planted each kiss slowly and lovingly, as if she was kissing Walter's lips. Despite her mental preparation, she couldn't prevent her face from flushing in shame.


Patty felt an incredible sense of power and triumph. For the first time in her life she was truly in command of another human being. She wasn't a naturally vicious person, but normal teenage resentment of authority, combined with years of mental and emotional bullying from Elizabeth, had built up a storm of suppressed rage in her breast, and it felt so good to know that she could unleash it at last. She saw Kristina's red cheeks and grinned. "You hated doing that didn't you?" Without waiting for a reply, she spun around and lifted her short pleated skirt. "Well you can kiss my arse too while you're down there."


Patty wasn't wearing a thong, but her high cut panties left her buttocks fully exposed. Kristina placed her hands on her knees and leaned forward to begin her shaming task. Mrs Caudwell would have rather died than to demean herself in this manner. But the world had changed, and Kristina Dare was determined to survive in her new harsh environment, so she kissed arse like she was born to it. She covered Patty's cheeks with kisses, leaving lipstick marks all over the fine smooth skin of the young woman's bottom. Around her, she could hear the mocking giggles of the other three girls, who watched her humiliation in amazement. She decided that as an Extreme Companion, she had to make a suggestion. "I believe it's customary to make me kiss your arsehole at this point."


It was Patty's turn to blush, but her friends nodded and egged her on, daring her to do it. This was not the first time that the four of them had taken their panties down on various dares and pranks, plus they had seen each other naked in the shower room of the gym, so it wasn't really that difficult to agree. She put on a bold face and reached under her skirt to pull her panties down around her upper thighs, and then pushed her bare buttocks back towards Kristina. "Spread my cheeks and kiss my arsehole. I want to feel some real enthusiasm."


Thankful that Walter and Gerald could not see her now, she gently spread the girl's buttocks apart. She looked at her pink arsehole and felt slightly sick. This was totally disgusting. But since she was the one who had suggested it she wasn't in any position to complain. She told herself that this was something that she was going to be doing very often, so she had better get used to it. There was no use holding her breath and pretending that it wasn't happening. She leaned forward and pressed her nose between the girl's parted cheeks and inhaled deeply, smelling the sweat and faint odour of shit and piss, letting it fill her head. She had learned to appreciate and identify wines as a necessary part of her role as Mrs Caudwell, even though she had never really enjoyed drinking the stuff all that much. Similarly, she would now learn to enjoy these smells and tastes, because her life and living depended on it. Kristina could be hard on others, but she had always been hardest on herself. When she was certain that she was not shrinking from the smell of the girl's arse, she pressed her lips to the furled pink orifice. She felt goose pimples form on her skin, and the hairs of her arms and on the back of her neck rise, but she forced herself to kiss Patty's shit hole with as much tenderness and passion as she had shown to any lover's lips.


Patty could feel the woman's soft lips press against her arsehole. It tickled and it was a little embarrassing, but it also felt good. She was surprised at how passionately Kristina was kissing her there, but she gasped loudly and was truly amazed when she felt the tip of the woman's tongue probe her opening. Her face turned red, both with embarrassment and sheer excitement. This was so incredibly obscene. "She's giving me tongue back there!" she exclaimed, and her friends squealed.


"Eeuww!"


"Yucks!"


"Wow that's hot! I want some too." This was the petite Kara, who was bouncing up and down in excitement.


They had all made out before at parties, and none of them were virgins, but this was a whole new level in naughtiness.


Kristina had taken the precaution of pocketing some paper napkins, and when she pulled her face out of Patty's arse, she discreetly wiped the smeared lipstick off of her mouth and face, tossed it aside, and waited for her next humiliation.


Patty pulled her panties up and lowered her skirt. Her face was still flushed, and she was breathing hard, but her eyes glowed with excitement. This was better than she had ever imagined, and she had barely begun. "You kiss arse well for an old lady."


"Thank you," Kristina replied with an amused smile. She was young enough not to feel threatened by being called old by someone barely out of her teens.


Patty's eyes narrowed thoughtfully. "Hey, you've seen by bare bottom, but you're still all dressed up. You're not here to put on a fashion show. Get your clothes off. All of them. We want to see you naked. Don't we girls?"


"Strip, strip, strip," chanted the girls, clapping their hands. All of them looked flushed and excited by the things they were doing. Because they were punishing and humiliating Kristina, they didn't feel any qualms about lesbianism. She was to plaything, a victim, not a sexual partner. Taking the clothes off of a Barbie didn't make you gay. 


Kristina was proud of her body, and undressing was the part that she had the least problem with. She calmly pulled her Kashmir sweater off, careful not to mess up her hair, then unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off her arms. She tossed both garments aside with a careless motion, leaving her in a black lacy Victoria's Secrets bra, and her skirt and heels.


Next went the skirt. She let it slide down her long slim legs to puddle around her feet, and then she kicked it carelessly aside.


The girls gasped at this cavalier treatment of clothes that they knew must have cost a fortune and carried a power of their own. Like Excalibur, they bore a symbolic as well as practical significance. Designer clothes were the modern woman's armour, wrapping her in a protective layer of glamour and a shield of wealth. They said to the world, "you can't touch this", just as the steel plate did for the knights of old. The fact that Kristina could toss them aside so casually, told them that she was unafraid, and that she was strong even without her armour.


Kristina tossed her hair back over her shoulders and posed for a moment in her underwear and heels. She had chosen a lingerie set that featured a front closure bra and side tied panties, so that she wouldn't have to struggle awkwardly with her underwear when she undressed. Just as in lion taming, it was dangerous to show weakness in this kind of situation too.


Although she tried to be casual and cynical, Patty was impressed by Kristina's composure and awed by her physical beauty. As a woman, she knew the amazing combination of genetics, back breaking exercise and sheer willpower required to get and maintain a body like the one Kristina was displaying. Since they were from different generations, she didn't feel the instinctive jealousy that she would have felt for a girl of her own age, and she was able to simply admire her. She experienced a thrill of excitement at the thought that all this beauty was totally at her disposal. She cleared her throat and said, "Let's see the rest."


Kristina smiled and reached for the clasp of her bra. She undid the clasp, held the bra closed for a second, and then flipped it off her shoulders and arms like a jacket. She had been glad to see that her breasts had suffered no permanent damage from the beating they had taken from Terry, and they looked as firm and lovely as ever. She suspected that they would be in for even worse punishment today. She cupped them with her hands and bounced them in her palms while looking straight at Patty. From the look on the girl's face, her breasts were definitely going to be prime targets. She pinched her nipples, twisted and pulled on them, which lifted her breasts, and made her nipples hard, and she saw Patty almost lick her lips in anticipation. The girl definitely had ideas about her nipples.


Then it was time for her panties to come off. Since they were side ties, she didn't need to keep her feet together, so she adopted a bold wide legged stance as she tugged on the bow on her left hip. She caught the laces before they could fall, and held them as she untied the bow on the right. All the girls were watching her like the customers at a strip club, and she had to hide an amused smile. It wasn't only men who liked to see pussy. She wasn't a stripper, so she didn't pull the panties through her crotch, but instead just let it flutter to the floor like a wounded butterfly.


There was a collective sigh as Kristina's final concession to modesty was stripped from her. The four girls stared at her smooth hairless pussy, and Kara nudged her friends and pointed. "Look. She's hot." There were more giggles.


Kristina tipped her non-existent hat to the people at Extreme who had assembled the tip sheet in the file. One of the tips was for her to masturbate just before entering, so that her pussy lips looked engorged and interesting. It was an extension of the hard nipple trick, but less used because most women didn't go around showing off their pussies. Prostitutes didn't care, and strippers had less subtle ways of signalling their sexuality. "Would you like to see more?" she asked, pointing a carefully manicured finger at her pussy.


Four heads nodded in unison.


The orientation at Extreme included instruction on how best to spread her pussy for different purposes and occasions. She had practised at home and had been startled at the different effects she could achieve. She was not really into women, and she had never masturbated with a mirror between her legs, so she had never really considered how her pussy looked, or what viewers might want to see. There had also been a spine chilling lecture – complete with videos and photographs – on how to expose her pussy when it was going to be tortured, that had given her nightmares. The screams of the women in the videos had made her run to the loo to be sick. But she had forced herself to come back and watch it all again. And again. Until at last the sick panic faded and she was able to identify with the women in the videos, and imagine her own pussy being treated that way. Then she had watched them once more, placing herself mentally in the victim's position in each scene and touching herself between the legs as she watched. She began to realise that the pain they were feeling often was not worse than what Terry had done to her. It was the fear and the helplessness that had made the women scream. The woman who had given the lecture revealed that she used to be a Companion, but mostly just lectured now, since her debt had long been repaid.


This was a display occasion, and not a functional one, so she placed her hands on her hips and merely tugged gently with her fingertips, urging her pussy lips apart to expose the inner pinkness.


Despite the modest exposure, the effect on the girls was electric. Coming from rich families, their activities were strictly controlled, and visiting strip clubs was definitely on the no go list. Kristina was only able to get in unsupervised because of her own social status and the fact that Extreme was generally known as a sports club. The knowledge that this was just the beginning, made all of them wet between their legs. The peek at Kristina's inner labia and her clitoris served to emphasise the idea that those delicate, very sensitive parts were no longer off limits and were theirs to play with as they liked. In addition, it brought to attention parts of Kristina's body that were still not visible, especially her actual genitals – her vagina, her cervix and her uterus. As women, they were all very aware of how sensitive all these parts were and how emotionally and mentally significant they were to a woman, like the cock and balls were to a man. The thought that they, in this room, could abuse the glamorous untouchable Kristina Caudwell's genitals in any way at all, was wildly exciting. The concept that Kristina would actually help and cooperate in her own abuse and humiliation was mind blowing.


Kristina traced the edges of her inner labia with the tip of a perfectly painted and polished fingernail, drawing their eyes to the deep pink frills, and the smooth cone of flesh at their peak. She traced her clitoral hood, and tapped it gently with her fingernail, as if to emphasise what she was about to say. "Well Patty, girls, do you like what you see?"


The girls grinned and nodded, encouraged by Kristina's relaxed acceptance of their interest. 	"Would you like to touch? Come on, don't be shy. Touch me, grope me, the way that everybody says you should never do. After all, it would be rude and dirty, wouldn't it?" Her grin told them how ridiculous that was. Touching was fun and she welcomed it. She took a step forward, within easy reach.


Patty ran her fingers over Kristina's hard taut abs. "God, how much work do you have to do to keep yourself like this?"


Kristina made her abs ripple. "On average, two hours of gym a day, every day." She smiled. "I probably won't be exercising much in the next few days."


"Why?" Kara asked as her hand slid up and down Kristina's thigh.


Kristina let a slow, sensual smile spread over her lips and lowered her eyelids. "I think I'll be too sore and battered to do very much exercising, don't you? If you girls do your job right, I should have trouble even walking or sitting without going ouch."


There was a moment of slightly uneasy silence in response to this. Patty's hand drifted close to Kristina's pussy. "Really? You think we're going to hurt you that badly?"


"Isn't that what you want to do?" Kristina's smile took the sting out of the accusation. "Honestly now. There's no need for coyness between us."


"Well … yes. I've had fantasies about doing the most terrible things to you when I found out that you were available."


Kristina placed her hand gently on top of Patty's and lightly squeezed. She really didn't want to say it, but it was what Extreme expected of her. If Patty reported that she had failed to do her duty, the loan could be withdrawn in minutes, and her company and her life, would collapse. "Then don't hesitate. I want you to have fun. Don't worry about me. Today is your big day, and it's okay to indulge yourself at my expense." Under her hand, she felt Patty's fingernails press into her skin as she spoke, and she smiled. "If you don't mind, can I give you a piece of advice?"


Patty nodded. "Sure. You've been very helpful so far."


Kristina felt a chill of fear, and she had to swallow before she could speak, but she was well experienced in giving public addresses about things that she didn't agree with or knew absolutely nothing about. She waved both hands down the length of her body like someone showing off a new dress. "You've agree to pay a lot of money to get your hands on me and this body, and it would be a mistake to do what they always do in the SM novels, which is to start by beating and whipping, and then slowly moving on to more and more sensitive and intimate areas." She let her eyes drop to her pussy suggestively.


"Why? That sounds perfectly logical," said Kara.


Kristina chuckled. "If you bought a nice new car, would you go scratch up the paintwork and kick in the headlights before burning out the engine?"


A wide grin spread slowly across Patty's face. "I see what you mean." Her eyes went to Kristina's pussy hungrily.


The ex-socialite nodded. "That's right. You can do an awful lot to me without spoiling the paintwork. I'll scream and scream, but I'll still look photo perfect. But if you want photos or videos as souvenirs, close ups of my pussy will still let you see the real damage – that you did."


Patty couldn't resist, and moved her hand down between Kristina's legs. This was going to be the first time she had touched another woman's pussy, and she hesitated for a tiny moment, and then pressed her hand firmly against the standing woman's pussy firmly, and boldly squeezed.


"Ahhh," Kristina sighed. "Isn't that the most delicious feeling, holding a woman like that. Having her very core in your grip."


Patty nodded, and seemed unable to let go, as if her hand was attached to the woman's pussy by some invisible magnetic force. Indeed, it felt as if electrical current was flowing down her arm from her contact with the pussy, sending tingling, shivery sensations through her body. A powerful feeling of possession filled her. She started to squeeze harder, digging her fingers into Kristina's mound.


"Mmm, that hurts, just a little. Isn't that such fun though?"


Patty grinned and silently nodded again, her hand still kneading forcefully at Kristina's cunt. Her fingertips sought out a fold of flesh and pinched – gently at first, then harder and with more confidence.


Kristina's eyes narrowed. "Oh yes, that's more like it. That's beginning to really hurt. This is the first time anyone has ever pinched my pussy, you know."


Terri gasped. "You're really pinching her fanny? Where? Let me see." She got down on her knees and moved around behind Kristina to peer up at her pussy. "Ooh yes, I can see it. She's all white and red where your fingernails are digging into her."


Patty felt around for a moment, and then said, "I want to try pinching some of the more sensitive parts … you know, inside your pussy. Could you sort of open up a bit more?"


Kristina responded with a friendly smile, and a nod. "Of course. Do you have any particular spot in mind?"


"Well, your inner lips first I think, then … you know that spot just on top of the pee hole?"


"That sounds good. It might be a bit slippery there. You'll really have to dig in with your fingernails to get a grip." Kristina felt quite calm as they discussed this. It sounded unpleasant, but it would not be unbearable. There would be plenty to really panic over later on.


The other girls giggled, squealed and nudged each other at this.


"My god, she's really doing it. She's helping Patty to hurt her own cunt," Mary gasped incredulously as she watched Kristina obligingly spread her pussy lips open again.


Patty glanced at her friends and grinned. "Watch this, girls. I'm going to do her inner lips. After that, you can all take a turn pinching her there." She looked up at Kristina. "Is that all right with you?" She found that she really enjoyed hearing the woman say it.


"Of course. What are pussy lips for if not to share them with friends," Kristina said dryly.


Kara found this hilarious, and pressed her cheek against Kristina's thigh as she giggled uncontrollably. She sniffed Kristina's skin, and looked up and was further excited to see that the woman's vaginal orifice was totally visible from that angle. Thoughts and images of stuffing jagged, rusty, sharp edged things into that vulnerable looking hole filled her mind. She licked the woman's leg and giggled again.


Mary pointed. "Look, she's wet. The dirty little bitch likes being treated rough."


Patty looked up again. "Is that true? Do you like it rough?"


Kristina shook her head. "No, I've never enjoyed the rough stuff. That's one of the reasons Extreme wanted me. But I am a bit of an exhibitionist and being naked and touched by strangers like this does turn me on a bit."


"You mean to say that you don't like this – " Patty pinched and twisted Kristina's left inner labia viciously.


Kristina hissed softly and inhaled. Then she smiled and said, "No, I don't. It just hurts like hell."


"Ask me nicely to do the other one."


"Patty, please pinch my other lip hard." She hissed again when Patty grabbed her right lip with her fingernails and dug them into the delicate labia.


It was difficult not to flinch, or pull away from the pinches, but Kristina was determined to maintain her dignity and self control for as long as possible. She was not going to cry and beg these young girls until she was truly unable to bear it any longer. However, she bore no illusions that there would come a moment when Patty or one of the others would hurt her beyond bearing. Even then, Jenna had emphasised that she was still required to cooperate as much as she could. Any refusal or resistance, no matter how great her suffering, would be grounds for immediate withdrawal of the loan. Only the threat of permanent mutilation or death was grounds for refusing to cooperate. No amount of pain was "too much" for an elite Companion of her status.


However, members who consistently damaged their Companions beyond an unspoken limit, which was determined by Extreme's upper management would eventually lead to the cancellation of membership privileges, so there was some amount of restraint required of the members, but not much. It was like "unlimited download " internet accounts. There was an invisible limit somewhere up there, but no one ever admitted to it.


Patty amused herself by stretching and twisting Kristina's inner labia into tight spirals, and digging her thumbnail into the smooth, moist inside surface of the soft lips until she broke the skin, marking it with little bloody crescent shapes. She could see from the faint trembling of the woman's thighs and the tensing of her belly muscles, that she was really hurting her, although she did not cry out, and she still smiled back encouragingly whenever Patty looked up at her face. Tormenting this lovely woman was fun, and she could begin to understand, if not forgive, why Elizabeth had tormented her in subtle ways over the years. "In a moment I'm going to use stuff on these things that are much worse than my hands," she said softly as she kneaded the sore, swollen labia between her fingers. "I've already selected some things, but I'd like to hear you make some suggestions. Tell me how to hurt your labia. I'm sure we'd all be interested to hear your ideas." She took her hands away and waved at her friends. "While you're telling us, the girls can have a go at those wet little lips of yours." She was growing progressively meaner as her confidence grew. She grinned and sniffed her fingers as her friends jostled each other for a good position between the long columns of Kristina's legs.


The pain multiplied exponentially as three hands struggled for space on her pussy lips, pinching and scratching wherever they could get a grip. Kristina clamped down an iron control on her expression, control learned over years dealing with some of the shrewdest and most perceptive minds in the business and political world. Walter would have been furious if she had let any unwanted expression escape in public. This skill stood her in good stead now, and she looked as if she was casually chatting with an old friend, even as the girls clawed at her pussy. Nor did any of her apprehension and horror escape as she searched her mind for suitable tortures to apply to her already ravaged labia. She tilted her head casually and looked coolly into Patty's eyes. "You'll appreciate that my knowledge of these things is only academic, since this is the first time that my pussy has actually been tortured, but the first thing that comes to mind is the great favourite, the binder clip. Unless you have those specialised clips made for the BDSM crowd, binder clips do a terrific job of crushing the labia. Nettles and sewing pins, if you have them. Cocktail sticks are good too."


The muscle on the side of her jaw flexed as if she was swallowing, when Kara dug in the fingernails of her thumb and index finger and ripped them across her lip, painfully tearing the skin of her labia. The wound burned fiercely, especially when one of the other girls put her fingers on the same spot and pinched hard.


Despite Kristina's casual appearance, from where she sat sipping her champagne, Patty could see what her friends were doing, and she knew that the woman had to be in serious pain.


In fact, if the girl had been more familiar with the human body's reaction to pain, she would have spotted the delicate sheen of sweat that glistened on Kristina's body, which was a reaction that she had no way of controlling. She could feel the moisture in her armpits and on her back and sides, and hoped that Patty would assume it was from excitement and the warmth of the room.


Patty didn't want Kristina's labia ripped to shreds before she had a chance to use some toys on them, so she clapped her hands. "All right ladies, enough of that for now. Back to your seats, and we'll continue."


Kara stood up and moved around in front of her victim. She held up her fingers and waggled her blood stained fingernails in front of Kristina's face mockingly.


The Companion gave her a sweet smile. "Enjoying ourselves are we?"


Unabashed, Kara liked a fleck of blood off her nail and winked. She leaned right up to Kristina's ear and whispered, "I'm going to make your vagina bleed."


Kristina felt her heart sink, but she whispered smoothly back, "I bleed from there every month darling. You will too when you grow up. A little extra isn't going to bother me." She saw the fury in the girl's face and knew she had made an enemy. She cursed herself for being stupid, but it had been simply irresistible. She consoled herself with the thought that Kara would have done whatever she was going to do anyway. She just had to hope that Patty would prevent her from going to far.


When they had seated themselves again, Kristina stepped up to stand within easy reach of Patty without being told. She nodded towards her pussy and said, "Careful, I think I'm bleeding a bit down there. You might stain your clothes. You should get something to wipe your hands before playing with my pussy again."


Patty nodded. "Good thought. I have a tub of moist paper towels somewhere." She searched around for a second and returned with the hand wipes. She gave Kristina a smack on the bottom as she sat down. "Now, where were we?"


Kristina raised an eyebrow. "I believe we were going to torture my pussy some more." Her labia burned and throbbed painfully, reminding her of what they might do to her.


"Mind if I finger your pussy a bit? I've never had my fingers up another girl's vagina before," Patty said. It tickled her to ask politely, knowing that the woman couldn't refuse.


"Be my guest," Kristina replied, almost laughing at the hollow courtesy. It hurt when Patty's fingers touched her swollen labia, and then she felt the tip of her finger probing her vaginal orifice. It was strange to be fingered like this, knowing that the person doing it was not trying to make her feel good. To the contrary, everyone in the room knew that Patty was looking for new and interesting ways to hurt her. Kristina forced her vaginal muscles to relax and to welcome the girl's probing digits. To tighten up would have been to admit that she was afraid of what the girl might do to her vagina. She held her breath as she felt a finger wriggle its way past the orifice and into the wet slippery passage. She was wet, despite the fear and the pain. Kristina made herself breathe slowly and evenly, fighting her body's natural desire to pant in response to the fear that she would be hurt deep inside her body at any moment.


Although she had obviously fingered herself before, feeling her finger inside the moist warmth of another woman was a very different sensation. It was incredibly intimate, knowing that her finger was actually right inside her body, in a deep hole that led right up to her cervix and on into her womb. There was no more private spot in her body. And the fact that both of them expected her to do something to hurt her vagina at any moment, made the feeling electric. Patty used her other hand to stroke Kristina's thigh as she fingered the woman. She searched for her G spot and rubbed firmly, making Kristina inhale sharply.


The birthday girl seemed content to finger her for the moment, but Kristina knew that it was her responsibility as a Companion to keep the fun and games on track. She wasn't here to enjoy a pleasant frigging. She felt a tingle of fear in her urethra as she said conversationally, "You know, men never remember to trim their cuticles or cut their fingernails before trying to shove their fingers into a woman. They never seem to realise how much it hurts to be scratched in your vagina."


Patty nodded. "Men never know how to treat a girl's pussy. It takes another girl to really know how to do it right." As she spoke, her finger searched out a particularly sensitive spot in Kristina's vagina, and then she smiled as she began to scratch at the woman's vaginal wall with her fingernail. "For instance, we both know that you should never do this – " She dug her nail in deep and clawed at the hapless woman's vagina.


Kristina made a delicate sound as if she was sampling a spoonful of fine caviare. When she was sure she could speak calmly despite the stomach churning pain in her pussy, she replied, "Yes, your absolutely right. Only a woman knows how it really feels."


Patty smiled viciously and dug her fingernail in harder. Dispensing with the pretence, she said, "I bet that really hurts badly. It gives me the shivers just imagining it."


Terri leaned forward eagerly. "What are you doing to her?"


Kristina decided that Patty would enjoy hearing her answer the question. "She's scratching the walls of my vagina with her fingernail."


Terri's eyes widened at the woman's words. "Doesn't that hurt?"


Kristina knew she was obliged to tell the truth about her pain when she was asked a direct question. "Yes it does. It hurts abominably. I can feel the pain shooting right up into my womb."


This honest admission of pain fascinated Kara, who forgot her anger towards the woman and leaned forward eagerly. "Is it difficult to just stand there and let Patty do that to your vagina?"


Trying to mend fences, Kristina smiled at Kara, and just for a second, let the pain show on her face and in her eyes. "More than you know. To be honest, I want to scream and pull away from her in the worst way."


"But you're not going to, are you?" Kara asked breathlessly.


Kristina inhaled and shuddered as Patty's fingernail finally tore through the skin and drew blood. She smiled at Kara and slowly shook her head. "No I'm not. I'm here to let Patty – and the rest of you if that's what she wants – torture me, and to help her enjoy the experience as much as possible."


Mary rubbed her own pussy through her skirt and said, "A girl's pussy is really the best place to hurt her, isn't it?"


Kristina nodded in fervent agreement. "It's certainly one of the most uniquely feminine – as well as painful places to punish." She paused to control herself as Patty picked a fresh spot and started clawing at her vaginal wall again, sending fresh bolts of agony shooting through her abdomen. "It's so delicate and sensitive, with all those nerves clustered so closely together, and yet at the same time it is amazingly durable. Look what happens to it when we give birth. You can do the most horrific things to a pussy without damaging it too badly."


Patty pulled her finger out with a plop and studied the blood and sexual juices that coated it. She started to reach for a moist towel, and then changed her mind. "Suck my finger clean. You made the mess, after all." Her heart seemed to bounce off of her rib cage when the woman obeyed. It was unbelievably thrilling to have the woman do such filthy things at her command, and yet still look so classy and elegant. Kristina had been right, it was best to keep her looking outwardly perfect for as long as possible. It made what she was doing to her all the more obscene and exciting. She leaned back in her chair for a moment to consider what to do next.


Kristina had been standing since she arrived, most of the time with her legs apart. She had not been offered so much as a drink of water or a cup of tea, and her pussy had been painfully tortured. She was thirsty, tired and sweaty, but no more so than if she had been mountain climbing or competing in a triathlon. She knew what had to come next, and she knew Patty was probably just letting the suspense build. She brushed a strand of loose hair behind her ear, and then checked her posture. Just like when she led the climbing expedition, she could not afford to slump or look beaten. She smiled at Patty, pointed at her clitoris and raised her eyebrows, giving her the chance to give the order.


Patty had suddenly been feeling a little overwhelmed. Despite the assurances, she was feeling a little frightened that Kristina might suddenly change her mind and start screaming. Despite her wealth, a lesbian sex scandal on her twenty-first birthday would not impress her relatives or the trustees of her estate, who still had some authority if she looked like she was unable to take care of her own affairs. Her grandmother had been more concerned with the family name than the comfort or freedom of her grand-daughter when she set up the trust. But when she saw Kristina subtly point at her clit, she felt a flood of relief and her confidence returned. She was also surprised to find that she liked Kristina, who was nothing like the stuffy, self-conscious Elizabeth. However, that would not stop her from having her fun with the woman, although it was nice not to need to drag an unwilling victim along all the way. Having a victim who was complicit in her own abuse was so much better. She smiled back and nodded. 


"Kristina, your clitty has been having it much too easy so far. Would you show it to us please," Patty ordered, conscious of the gasps of admiration from her friends at her daring.


A lifetime's conditioning made it hard not to feel at least a little wary of giving the more mature and experienced woman orders. A servant would have been a different matter, but at the very least, Kristina was an independent business woman.


Kristina nodded. "It would be my pleasure." They had shown her several ways to display her clitoris at Extreme, depending on the occasion. They were likely to want to touch, so she tried a cute move she had never used before. She shuffled a little closer to Patty, who as host had the right to be first. Then she reached down with her left hand, and hooked the tip of the nail of her index finger under the edge of the hood of her clitoris, and pulled upwards by crooking her finger. It worked just as it had in the video, and the hood lifted up and back to neatly expose her clit. The tension on the skin of the hood also pushed her clit outwards, making it a clear and unobstructed target. "There you are. I don't have to tell you girls that it is extremely sensitive – so do whatever the heck you like with it."


They had all been expecting a warning to be gentle, and Kristina's remark caused a round of laughter.


Kristina caught Kara's eye and winked, and she was pleased when Kara winked back. She knew the girl was still determined to cause her as much pain as possible, but she did not want Kara's anger at her to spoil the mood of the others.


Kara realised that the woman was making a peace overture, and since it wouldn't impede her ability to torture her in any way, she decided that holding a grudge in this situation would be childish. Besides, this was so exciting and naughty.


Patty studied Kristina's proffered clit and grinned. This would be so great. She knew exactly what the woman would feel when she touched it, and she was going to make her squirm. The woman's clit was completely dry and unlubricated, and the lightest touch of a finger would feel like having her nipples scrubbed with burlap. She flicked the woman's clit with the tip of her finger as if she was trying to brush lint off of it. It made Kristina jump, and Patty grinned. "Nice?" she asked.


Kristina gasped. "Whoo, that was far too intense to be nice. It made my toes itch."


"Hold very still now," Patty said, the tip of her tongue showing between her lips as she concentrated. She took careful aim, and began to flick her fingernail over Kristina's clit as if she was strumming a guitar string.


It felt like an electrical current was being sent through her pussy, and Kristina had to struggle not to rise up on her toes. Her entire body began to vibrate in response to the super intense sensation that made every nerve in her being tingle painfully. As the flicking and scraping of Patty's fingernail continued, her clit rapidly became sore, and the sensation turned into intense pain. Jagged, crystal sharp waves of pain sparked through her nerves and she clenched her teeth to stop from crying out. The pain was not like the clawing of her labia, but due to the nerve packed sensitivity of her clitoris, the sharp stinging pain reached right into her body, seeming to prickle behind her eyeballs and making it hard to breathe. The stimulation of her clit was too rough and harsh to allow her to come, and yet in a way it did stimulate her sexually, leaving her aching in erotic frustration, stranded on a plateau of desire, in constant need but unable to find satisfaction. This added a fresh element to her torment on top of the burning pain of her lacerated labia and vaginal walls.


Strangely enough, at this point Kristina began to feel a certain perverse enjoyment at her ability to bear the pain, tinged as it was by a bright glow of sexual need and as endorphins flooded her body, giving her the "high" that runners and athletes experienced.


Patty gave Kristina's clit a final flick and said, "Wait right there. Keep your clit right where it is. I have a little toy I want to use on it."


Kara held up a hand, as if asking to go to the loo. "I can keep her clit humming while you fetch the toys."


Patty knew her friend. "All right, but no serious damage yet. No blood or crushing, right? I want her clit in good shape so that it can feel a lot more torture."


Kara grinned. "I understand. I'll just keep her humming." She scooted over to sit in front of Kristina, and the other two girls sat down on either side of her and leaned in to watch the fun at close range.


Patty looked at Kristina and said, "Do what she tells you," – before going off to look for her toy.


Kara gave Kristina a smile. "Patty seems worried that I will hurt poor little clitty," she said, rubbing the clitoris in question with her finger, rolling it gently.


Kristina tensed, expecting a sudden stab of pain. However, Kara surprised her.


The girl pulled her finger back a tiny bit and held it straight out, as if pointing at the woman's clitoris. "Just to show her that I'm being a good girl, I'm only going to hold my finger like this, and not move it at all. Instead, I want you to rub your clit against my fingernail. Do it as hard as you can bear, keeping in mind what Patty said about damage."


This left Kristina in a bit of a quandary. Just how hard should she scrape her clit against the waiting fingernail?  After a moment's consideration, she decided to keep it simple. She would hurt her clit as much as she could and stop when she began to cause real damage or Patty returned. She amazed herself by not even considering the degree of pain that she might inflict on herself or how well she could bear it. She was committed to being a Companion now, and pain was simply part of the job, and there was no question of ever trying to avoid it. She actually found it quite thrilling, in a sick, horror film sort of way, as she brought her clit towards Kara's waiting fingernail. It felt strange to reach out with her clit to touch something, but her clitoris actually seemed to tingle in anticipation. She started by simply brushing it against the sharp edge of the nail, first up and down, and then side to side. Her control of her hips was not precise so the effect varied from an almost enjoyable caress to a painful scratching. Her brow furrowed in concentration, she worked her clit against the unyielding fingernail, judging her progress by the amount of pain she was feeling. She adjusted each movement of her hips so that the pain grew worse and worse, until her clit was feeling an almost constant painful, nerve jangling burn that made her breathe heavily and the sweat run down her back and sides.


Kara and her companions "ooh'ed" and giggled as they watched Kristina torture herself.


It was like watching a slow motion belly dance, and Kara licked her lips in excitement at the pain that she knew Kristina was experiencing. She wanted to masturbate so badly. However, to do it in front of the others would be gross beyond words since none of them were lesbians, so she would have to wait for an opportunity to rush to the loo to rub her own clit. The trouble was, she was afraid of missing the action if she did so – which left her trapped in her frustration. She squeezed her thighs together, obtaining a little relief in that way. Kara realised that she was an outright sadist, unlike Patty, who was mainly driven by her resentment of Elizabeth and a desire to get her own back. Her eyes gleamed as she said, "It hurts a lot, doesn't it?"


Even through her pain, Kristina sensed what Kara wanted. "Yes it does. My clit is so terribly sore. But I know it's going to be even worse when Patty gets back."


Kara saw Patty returning out of the corner of her eye. "Stop moving. I want to see how your clit looks." She lowered her finger and leaned forward to study the woman's clit. She was gratified and stimulated to see that it was badly reddened and looked very sore. For some reason she wondered what a woman's pussy smelt like when she was in severe sexual pain, and she took a cautious sniff. There was a distinct smell. Not unpleasant, but earthy and reeking of sex. She felt a sudden urge to taste Kristina's pussy but quickly suppressed it. The other's would tease her mercilessly as a lesbian. However, the thought would not completely go away, although it faded to the back of her mind as Patty nudged her to move aside on the sofa.


"Having fun?" Patty asked. She saw how swollen Kristina's clit was, and smiled. "It certainly looks that way. But this is going to be even better." She held up her new toy for everyone to see. The little plastic, cylindrical object was originally a mini battery powered fan, which had "safety" blades made of stiff cloth instead of plastic or metal, which were attached to a straight steel shaft that protruded from the end of the cylinder. Patty had removed the blades, leaving the bare metal shaft, which had a hole drilled sideways through it near the tip, where the blades had been attached. In their place, she had threaded a short length of fishing line, which was knotted around the shaft, leaving a finger length strand of the tough translucent line protruding from the shaft where the blades used to be. When she switched the device on, the strand whirled about the shaft giving the illusion of a semi-solid disc, like a DVD, which whirred menacingly.


Everyone knew at once what it was supposed to do, including Kristina, who inhaled sharply in fear. The fishing line formed a miniature high velocity whip which Patty obviously intended to use on her clitoris and perhaps other parts of her pussy. Because of the speed at which it was spinning, the strong polyethylene line would impart a powerful, whip-like snap, despite its light weight. And what it lacked in power, it made up for in quantity, spinning around the shaft at over a dozen times a second. If Patty applied it for more than a few seconds to her clitoris, it was going to be whipped raw. The agony would be terrible. Despite her hard won control, she felt her face turning pale. Images of a torn and mutilated clitoris flashed through her mind. But she overcame her fear in a matter of seconds and forced herself to ignore her instinctive horror. The fishing line was too light and the fan motor too weak to cut flesh. It would be horrendously painful, there was no doubt about that, but she would not be mutilated. There was no need to panic, or to use the panic button in her bracelet. She forced herself to take a deep breath, and silently exhaled. When she was sure her voice would not tremble, she made herself smile and then said, "That's going to hurt pretty badly. I'm not sure if I will be able to stand unsupported like this for very long, and it would spoil the fun if I kept falling down every few seconds."


Kara grinned wolfishly. "Do you want us to tie you up?"


Kristina brought her feet together and stood up proudly. "No, that won't be necessary. I'm an Extreme Companion, and I'll gladly let you torture my pussy as much as you like, but I am human, and my body may need some help to stay in position under extreme pain."


Patty nodded. "That's reasonable. So what do you suggest?"


Kristina glanced around. "Nothing complicated. That table that the cake is sitting on looks sturdy enough." She stepped over to the table and picked up one of the straight backed wooden chairs. She turned it around so that its back rested against the edge of the table, and then stepped over the seat so that she was straddling the chair with her bottom resting against the chair's back. This braced her solidly from behind, and the seat would prevent the natural urge of her knees to come together when her pussy was in severe pain. "There. This should do it." This time she used the fingernails of both hands to pull back her clitoral hood, so that if her hands shook under the torture, she was less likely to completely lose her grip. "And here is my clitoris again. All ready for you to play with." She smiled confidently at Patty and nodded at her pussy in invitation to begin her torture.


Patty studied the set up approvingly. "Good idea. Now, let's have some fun with your clit." She tilted her head. "I wonder if I can make you scream."


"I'm sure you can, if you hurt me enough. That toy of yours looks like it might do the job." Then something occurred to her. "If the pain gets really intense, I may piss myself. Do you want to put a bucket or basin between my legs so that I don't make a mess? I'll try to give you some warning, but I may be busy screaming at the time."


The idea that she might hurt this beautiful woman so much that she would lose control of her bladder in front of them, made Patty shiver with excitement, and she could hear the other girls whispering excitedly as well. "Don't worry about it. I'll get the maids to clean up if that happens." She leaned forward to study Kristina's clit and smiled when she had an idea. "I think it would hurt you more if your clit was all stiff and excited before I use this thing on it. In fact, I want you to make yourself come for me. Do it right now. No pretending or fake moaning. I'll hurt you even worse if you try to fake it. I want to see you really come hard."


A slight flush tinged Kristina's cheeks, but she nodded agreeably. "Of course. Is there any particular way you'd like me to masturbate? Should I just play with my clit, or just finger my hole or both? Would you like me to use something?" She had never masturbated in front of an audience before. In fact, she had always felt very embarrassed about the whole thing, usually doing it in a darkened room and under the blankets. Being required to make herself orgasm while these sniggering girls watch the private act made her mentally cringe, and her stomach churn. She hoped that she would be able to come. It would be mortifying if she could not come. She was certain the girls would laugh at her and call her frigid.


Patty tapped her chin. "Hmm. Decisions, decisions." She reached out, formed an "O" with her index finger and thumb and snapped her finger out to strike Kristina's clit playfully. "I think I'd like you to only play with this."


Kristina hissed with pain, her clit throbbing hotly from the blow. "I'll do my best to make myself come hard for you." Although it was painfully shameful, she felt obliged to give Patty as much detail as possible. "I usually have strong contractions in my vagina when I come, so you should be able to see it clearly when I do."


"Tell me when you're near to coming, and wait for my permission before you come."


Kristina knew that she was going to humiliate her by making her groan and writhe, right at the edge of her orgasm and beg to be allowed to come. "Sure. I'll tell you when I'm near, and wait for your permission to come," she repeated, knowing that was what Patty wanted to hear. She started to rub her clit and winced at the dryness. She normally put a little spit on her finger and she started to lift her hand to her mouth, remembered, and stopped. "May I put some spit on my clit – " She could have just left it as a question, but she knew it was her job to do more. Jenna had told her that someone from Extreme would perform an exit interview with Patty, and they would ask very detailed questions about her performance. It would not be enough that Patty was pleased with her, she had to have complied with the standards set by Extreme. "– Or would you prefer me to rub my dry clit?"


Patty's smile was wicked. "Spit is so vulgar, don't you think?"


"Oh quite. Wouldn't want nasty spit on a clit that you will be playing with later on, would we?" Kristina said with a knowing smile, as if they were discussing some homeless person who had approached them in the street. The girl was not going to make it easy for her. Gritting her teeth, she continued to masturbate, struggling against both embarrassment and the irritation of a dry clit. However, being somewhat of an exhibitionist, Kristina was able to excite herself despite all the difficulties, and was soon moaning and writhing in a way that drew loud giggles from the watching girls.


Masturbation was nothing shocking to girls just out of their teens, but watching a woman play with herself on command, stimulating her pussy not for her own pleasure but for their entertainment, was something completely new and excitingly obscene. They had all seen porn videos of women masturbating, but this was different. Kristina was being made to do it unwillingly and under the most uncomfortable and humiliating circumstances. Her every twitch and shudder was loudly analysed, discussed and laughed at, making her blush deeply in shame, which only amused the girls even more. Kara and Mary argued over whether she should be allowed to actually come or whether they should stop her just before her climax and hurt her pussy instead, thereby adding extreme frustration on top of all her other suffering. Meanwhile, Terri ran a blow by blow commentary and critique on Kristina's masturbation.


For Kristina, it was a nightmare of humiliation mixed with a strange, perverse pleasure as she publicly shamed herself. Her instinct was to hide her reactions as she masturbated, but her objective here was not just to stimulate herself sexually, but to entertain these young women, who basically owned her for the day. So, despite feeling a deep shame that made her want to curl up and die, Kristina gave full rein to her natural desires to moan and quiver as her fingers worked busily on her clitoris. She even added occasional comments, when she felt something that would not be easily visible to the girls, like the way rippling contractions were running up her vagina, and how her anus contracted rhythmically in time to her rubbing of her clit. "I'm getting pretty wet," she announced. "If you watch my cunt hole, you might be able to see some of my juices coming out in a moment." She deliberately used the cruder "cunt hole", knowing that the contrast with her normal reserved demeanour would add to their enjoyment.


Kara reached across the table and snatched up a couple of small crackers from the cheese tray and squatted down in front of Kristina. "Look, she's creaming! Eeuww, it's all white and sticky looking. I wonder … " She waited till a sizeable drop of the woman's juice formed, and then caught it on a cracker. The mischievous girl sprang up and held the slime covered cracker to Kristina's lips. "Here, have a snack. Got to keep your energy up."


Her stomach almost revolted at the thought of putting juices from her own vagina into her mouth, but Kristina politely nodded. "Thanks, I am feeling a bit peckish." She opened her mouth and let Kara pop the small cracker into it. She chewed thoughtfully. "Mmm, that's pretty good. You should try some."


Kara chuckled and reached down between Kristina's legs. She dipped her fingertip in the creamy white juice and brought it to her own lips. Looking into Kristina's eyes, she put her finger into her mouth and sucked.


Mary saw this. "Eeuww! How could you eat her pussy juice. That's gross."


Kara ignored her friend and winked at Kristina. She gave the woman's breast a friendly squeeze and said, "Now let's see you come hard. I can hardly wait to see Patty use that electric whip on your clit."


Gasping and panting, Kristina nodded. "I'm nearly there." She looked at Patty and rubbed her sore, abraded clit harder and shuddered. "I'm close, very close. I'm going to come soon if I keep rubbing. May I have permission to come?"


Patty waited for a few seconds just to tease her. But she wanted her to come so that her clit would be super sensitive when she used the motorised whip on it, so she finally nodded. "Go ahead, come for us."


"Thank you," Kristina gasped. She had never felt more self-conscious in her life as she leaned back against the support of the table and rubbed her clit frantically. Despite all her pain, discomfort and embarrassment, she felt her climax rising like a monster out of the deep, roaring and shaking through her belly to explode into the open. She screamed in ecstasy as she finally came and her body shook so hard that it rattled the table and made the remains of the birthday cake move across the table top.


The girls applauded mockingly as the woman panted and pressed her hand tight against her pussy, gently squeezing out the last of her orgasm.


Kristina found that she was reluctant to take her hand away from her pussy, because to do so would be to expose it to the torture that she knew was waiting for it. She forced herself to stand erect and to let her hands hang by her sides. She turned her knees slightly outward, deliberately pushing her pussy forward. Her new role in life was to encourage others to hurt her sexually, and she refused to be intimidated by it. It was something that she had chosen to do with full knowledge of what it entailed, and she would not shrink from the consequences now. She made little bowing motions. "Thank you. I'm glad you enjoyed watching me come. Now, I believe it's time for you to see me suffer. Could I have a glass of water before we begin? My throat is really dry, and I'll need a drink if I'm going to scream properly." Sheer terror suddenly gripped her, and she wanted badly to pee. She hid it by continuing to talk. "According to studies, most women find that their clits are hypersensitive just after orgasm, and this lasts for about five to ten minutes. So Patty, if you're going to take advantage of it to hurt my clit, you shouldn't wait too long."


Patty waited until the woman had taken a sip of water and put the cup down on the table behind her, and then pressed the activating button on the modified fan, making the motor whirr menacingly. "Kristina, please stick your clitoris out as far as you can. I'm going to use this on it now, and I'm going to keep using it until I'm satisfied or I drain the batteries. Do you think you can keep your clit exposed under the whipping? I don't want you to pull away or hide it with your hand. You are to stand perfectly still and do your best to present your clit to the whip, no matter how much it hurts. You can scream if you want to."


Pale but collected, Kristina silently pulled the hood back from her clitoris and smiled at Patty. "Here's my clit. The most sexual and sensitive part of my body. Hurt it. Torture it. Make me scream."


Patty studied the woman's stunning body for a moment longer, and then knelt down in front of her. She cruelly flicked the woman's exposed clit with her fingernail and chuckled when she gasped. She had been waiting to do this for a very long time, and she felt no hesitation or qualms at all about hurting the woman's clitoris. In fact, she felt almost drunk with excitement. She closed her eyes and pressed the switch to turn on the mechanical clitoris whip. She listened to the purr of the electric motor and the faint swooshing sound of the spinning fishing line, and she felt a gush of wetness between her legs. She opened her eyes again and focused on Kristina's pussy. She held the whirring device horizontally, the spinning line looking like a tiny buzz saw. With the business end of the device pointing to the left, the line spun up and forward, and would strike the top of the woman's clit.


Kristina squeezed her knees and calves tightly against the sides of the chair, making the wooden frame press painfully into her flesh, and helping to hold her still and brace her against the coming agony. Her abdominal muscles rippled when she tensed in anticipation as the rapidly spinning line approached her pussy. She was glad of the chair back and the table pressing into her buttocks. If not for their support, she might have given in to fear and pulled her hips back, despite all her brave words.


Patty teased her, holding the spinning disk just in front of her clit, so close that the woman could feel the rushing air caused by the movement of the line.


The air tickled her clit, and Kristina's entire being seemed to focus on her clitoris. She saw Patty's hand move, and she just had time to clench her teeth before the line struck. It was as if her clit had been soaked in oil and set alight. The pain was fierce and continuous. The rapid spinning of the line did not give her any time to recover or even breathe. It was as if a dentist had jammed his drill into a tooth and just held it there. She uttered a shocked cry, and her head flew back. Her clit was whipped again and again and again and again. Her clitoris, which was already so sensitive from her orgasm that even a gentle touch of a tongue would have been uncomfortable was whipped fiercely, accurately and mercilessly by the fishing line, and Kristina screamed. "Aagh! My clit! Oh god that hurts!" Her muscles tensed to the breaking point and her body shook and twisted uncontrollably.


Patty's lips pulled back in a smile that was nearly a snarl. Kristina's screams of agony were music to her ears and she held the whip to her clit mercilessly, only shifting it slightly to reach every available part of the upper surface of her clitoris.


The other girls watched open mouthed as the woman suffered a pain like they had never seen a woman experience before. To their surprise, the sounds and movements that she made looked amazingly erotic, as if she was having a long, continuous orgasm.


"Wow, she looks really hot!" Kara exclaimed over the sounds of Kristina's screams.


Terri grinned. "Yeah, it's almost enough to make me want to try rug munching."


Mary looked uncomfortable, then smiled. "I wouldn't go that far, but I admit, watching her like that is making me horny."


Patty flipped the device around to face the right, and the fishing line whip now struck the underside of Kristina's clitoris, and her screams grew shriller and more frantic, although through sheer determination, her clit did not budge and she allowed the horrific torment to continue.


Patty was intrigued to see a steady flow of pussy juice drip out of Kristina's vagina even as she was being tortured. She had no idea whether this indicated that the woman secretly enjoyed having her sex hurt, or whether it was just a natural reaction. She made a note to question her about it afterwards. At the very least, it would serve to embarrass her more, which would be fun. Right now, Kristina's clitoris and the skin around it was turning a dark red, and Patty feared that it might start bleeding soon if she didn't stop. She decided to give her victim a break and to feel her out about her limits. She pulled the device back and away from the woman's pussy and switched it off to conserve the batteries.


Kristina stopped screaming and uttered a hoarse gasp, almost sobbing with relief. Even though the beating of her clitoris had stopped, it still felt like red hot needles were being driven into her pussy. She realised that her thighs were trembling violently, and if it had not been for the chair, she knew she would not have been able to prevent her legs from clamping together. Although Patty had turned the mechanical whip off, she had not risen from her kneeling position in front of her, so Kristina did not allow herself to hope that her torment was over. Instead, she was just grateful for the break.


She reached around behind her, found her water and took a sip. She was careful not to drink too much. With a full bladder, it would be nearly impossible for her not to piss herself the next time she was hurt, and she wanted to avoid that horror for as long as possible. The throbbing of her clit spread over her entire pussy, and she was reminded of the pounding it had taken from Terry in the ring. The difference was that the pain was focused in a much smaller and very sensitive spot, and darts of pain seemed to shoot outwards to every part of her body. She wondered if her ability to feel sexual pleasure was going to be permanently impaired. She realised that she was deliberately not looking down at herself for fear of what she might see. Putting her party face on to disguise her apprehension, she casually lowered her head as if just mildly curious. It was no surprise that the area around the top of her slit was bright red, with the colour growing darker as it grew closer to her clitoris. The hood was severely swollen, so she would have to pull it back in order to actually see her clit. She knew Patty was watching her closely, so she decided not to do it. Instead, she let her lips form a tiny smile and she looked towards Patty. "Having fun? I've never screamed like that before, ever. You hurt my clit so badly that I can't think of the words to describe it." she asked. As she spoke, she realised that she was also feeling a strange sense of euphoria, similar to when she completed a particularly difficult stretch in a mountain climb. She was light headed, and deep under the searing pain that filled her pussy there lurked a perverse kind of pleasure. She felt proud at having endured the torture so far without blubbering like a baby and with her pride relatively intact.


Patty was bubbling with enthusiasm. "That was the most intense thing I've ever done. Your screaming and shaking sent shivers up my spine. I could do that all day." Her eyes narrowed as she got to the point. "But your clit is looking pretty raw, and I think that if I use this thing on it for much longer it's going to tear the skin and make you bleed. I know Extreme said I could basically do anything I liked, but you have to take what sales people tell you with a grain of salt. What I'm asking is, how far can I really go with your clit?"


Kristina badly wanted to tell Patty that she had to stop, that she had taken all she could bear. But that wasn't the truth. She knew it and the people at Extreme would know it too. Instead, she shrugged. "The fact that I'm still standing like this should tell you something. I won't let you mutilate or cripple me. That thing in your hand isn't likely to do either. With regard to how much pain I can bear, I honestly don't know. Anyone can be broken, but Companions are highly motivated, or they wouldn't be doing the job in the first place."


Patty licked her lips. "So what you're saying is that I can keep hurting your clit like this pretty much as long as I like?"


Kristina felt as if there was an ice cold boulder of fear sitting on her chest, and it required a supreme effort of will to force the word out. "Yes."


Kara and Terri hugged each other in excitement. They wanted to hear the woman scream some more as her clitoris was tormented. Mary felt a little queasy, but nonetheless was just as excited. All three had soaked their panties.


Breathlessly, Patty looked into Kristina's eyes and said, "Show me your clit."


This was the moment of truth. For a moment, Kristina thought that her hands wouldn't obey her, but then her fingernails were hooked once more under her thickly swollen clitoral hood, sending a fresh jolt of agony through her loins when they touched. Breathing deeply to cope with the pain, Kristina forced the hood back. She held back a gasp at the sight of her clit, which was swollen to double its normal size and deep red with traces of blue and purple bruising where the tip of the fishing line had struck multiple times at exactly the same spot.


"Oh my, that does look sore. Mind if I touch it?" Patty said lightly.


"Be my guest," Kristina replied, matching the girl's tone, even though her toes curled up tight at the idea. Once more she was thankful for the support of the table, which helped to stop her from shamefully retreating away from Patty's touch. It hurt badly when Patty rubbed her clit with the tip of her finger, but Kristina forced herself to endure it silently and without making faces. She was going to make enough shameful noises in a minute when the mechanised whipping of her clit resumed.


Patty felt the heat and swelling of the woman's clitoris, and admired her ability to smile and push her clit out to be played with, especially since her touch had to be causing the woman severe pain. She felt intensely aroused by this intimate little punishment, and her own pussy ached to be touched. Her finger left the swollen clit and moved down to Kristina's vagina, which was still well lubricated. "You're wet," she said accusingly.


Kristina flushed slightly at this intimacy. "I'm surprised myself. I expected to be as dry as a desert when you began to hurt my pussy. I really don't know what it means. I'm trying to decide myself. I can tell you for a fact that I'm not enjoying the pain." She sighed when Patty pushed two fingers into her hole and frigged her gently. "That feels rather nice."


Although Patty was not really interested in giving the woman any pleasure, it felt hot and naughty to finger fuck her in front of everyone like this, and her fingers were making such obscene sounding squelching noises as they pumped in and out of Kristina's vagina. With her fingers buried deep inside, Patty grinned evilly at Kristina and said, "I'm going to open this hole up wide and hurt your vagina and cervix later. I wonder if you'll scream just as loudly."


Kristina tilted her head. "Does my screaming excite you?"


Patty nodded and jabbed her fingers viciously into her vagina as if to emphasise the point.


"I've always thought the vagina was a good place to hurt a woman. It seems right, somehow," Kristina mused. Then she smiled. "But I think my clitoris is still good for a few more screams." After she said it, she wondered what imp in her mind had prompted the remark. She wondered if Extreme had an in-house counsellor.


Patty wiped her fingers dry and picked up the modified fan. She repeated the painful flick of her finger against Kristina's clit, making the woman gasp. "Top or bottom?"


Once again, some strange sense of pride made Kristina reply honestly. "I think it hurt worse when you were whipping upwards. I don't know if it was the angle or the sensitivity of my clit. I just know what I felt."


Patty nodded, and pointed the modified fan towards the right so that the line would hit her clit on the upstroke. "Up it is."


Kristina jumped when she heard the whirr of the little battery powered motor, and she felt a flash of pain in her clit even before the line touched it again. She scrubbed the bare soles of her feet against the carpet, as if that small stimulation could distract her mind from her clit. She watched in horrified fascination as the translucent spinning disc slowly approached her clitoris. She knew that Patty was deliberately doing it slowly to mentally torture her. Her thighs trembled as her knees clamped tightly around the sides of the chair when the line was a hair's width away from hitting her, and then there was a faint muted crackle of sound, and the fires of hell exploded in her clit and flooded her vagina. The pain was far worse this time around, as her clit was already severely bruised and abraded. She clenched her teeth and moaned, determined not to scream until she absolutely couldn't bear it. She tensed her buttocks tight and defiantly held her hips in the pushed forward position, and refused to retreat from the torture device as the whip repeatedly struck the very tip of her clit.


Excitement made Patty tremble as she watched Kristina's body tighten with pain and a fresh sheen of sweat spring out on her skin. To Patty, the woman looked lovely like this, and the smell of fear and pain coming from her in waves was a total aphrodisiac. She began rhythmically squeezing her own thighs together, and she shuddered as a small orgasm rumbled through her pussy.


The pain seemed to flow upwards in intensity like the progress line on a computer screen, and Kristina felt her will wind tighter and tighter as she panted and whined, fighting not to scream. It was silly, and it actually made the pain worse, but she needed this little symbol of pride to support her. Then the pain in her clitoris became simply unbearable, and the woman shrieked in agony.


The three watching girls laughed and slapped their palms against each other, drinking in Kristina suffering like the crowds did in the Colosseum of ancient Rome. There was no empathy or pity in them. The woman was there to entertain them with her pain. It was simple as that.


Patty tortured the woman with absolute determination, wringing every last scream and shudder of pain from the magnificent body, making it drip with sweat. This was no mere crude beating or breaking of bones and joints. She was attacking the very core of the woman's sexuality, forcing the nerves and tissues that were designed by nature to generate marvellous pleasure betray the woman and instead fill her with intense, terrifying agony. And what was best of all, was that Kristina was forcing herself to suffer this awful pain, giving herself over fully to Patty's cruelty.


Then Patty thought of one last cruel refinement, and grinned up at Kristina as she pulled the whip away from her clit. She waited for the woman to calm down enough to understand what she was saying. "Kristina, will you do anything I tell you?"


Still panting, and hoarse from screaming, Kristina nodded. She knew that Patty had come up with something even worse, but she never questioned the girl's right to do so, or that she would comply. "Anything you like, Patty."


Patty smiled happily. "Great. What I want, is for you to torture yourself, instead of me torturing you. Show us how determined and obedient you are. I'm going to hold this right here in front of your pussy, and I want you to push your clit into the whip and hurt yourself while I and my friends watch. I think your clit is close to bleeding, so you can stop when there is actually blood on the whip. Fair enough?"


"That sounds good. I'll try and give you a good show," Kristina said. Her hair was getting wet from her sweat, so she borrowed an elastic band and tied it back in a pony tail. She grinned at Patty and said, "You want to be able to see my face." The pain in her pussy was a constant blazing roar now, which actually made it easier for her to talk and act normally. She took another sip of water, and smiled at the girls. "You'll have to excuse me if I'm not looking too glamorous right now. If you prefer, I could run to the loo and powder my face before we continue."


Patty shook her head. "That's not necessary. You still look great. I have to say, no one would guess that you're in such pain right now."


Kristina winked. "That's a skill that comes from experience. Once you've dealt with enough pains in the arse, you learn to keep the agony from showing on your face."


Patty laughed. "At least I'm not a pain in the arse. Well, not yet anyway."


"Promises, promises."


Patty positioned herself in front of the chair again, indicating that the chat was over and that she wanted to see more pain.


Kristina knew she had been set a far greater challenge. She wouldn't be able to use the table for support any more, and she would have to exercise far greater control over her body. If she pushed too far forward or her hips shook too much, the whip would miss its target, which would only prolong her suffering. On the other hand, she now had a definite ending to this particular torment. She just had to make the whip draw blood from her clit. Simple.


After a moment's consideration, Kristina decided that she wouldn't try to hold her clit constantly in the range of the whip. It would be simply too difficult for her to maintain fine control of her entire body while experiencing such intense pain. Instead she would rock her hips in a tiny fucking motion. She would push her clit into the circle of the whip and endure the beating for as long as she could while remaining still, and then rock back, gather herself, and repeat. Although at first glance it would seem that she was making it easy on herself by taking little breaks between the whipping, she guessed that it would actually be harder to find the nerve to keep pushing her clit back into range of the spinning whip. She told Patty what she planned and explained her logic, to see if the member had any objections.


"Sounds fine to me, so long as you don't try to hang back too much," Patty replied.


Kristina shook her head. "My clit will still be under the whip most of the time. I'll only pull away when I need to regain my balance, and then go straight back in." She requested that Patty hold the device so that it would strike her clit on the downward stroke, as this would be easier for her to see and control. The motor began to whirr again, so she assumed that Patty agreed with her plan. Now she had to actually do it. She winced as she pulled harder on her prepuce, forcing the tip of her clit to its maximum exposure, and then tensed her legs and buttocks. Holding her breath, she eased her hips forward and reached for the whirling fishing line whip with her clitoris. Suddenly the agonising snap of the whip striking her most sensitive flesh began anew, and the pain rapidly grew from the sharp sting of the very first strike to the flaming agony of the continuous, unending beating inflicted by the rotating whip, making the muscles of her belly and diaphragm tense in rock hardness, and she had to struggle to breathe.


Oddly enough, now that she was torturing herself, she felt less of an urge to scream. Instead, she uttered a low pulsating moan, like some ancient chant of pain. Her objective was now to draw blood, so she tried to maximise the damage done to her clit by directing the whip at a single spot, or as close to it that her shuddering body could manage. Naturally, this made the pain even worse, and sweat trickled down the sides of her face and neck in streams, and her lips drew back from her fine white teeth in a snarl of agony. Her body screamed at her to pull away, to save herself from the pain, but she stubbornly held her clit to the whip, feeling Patty's gaze on her almost like a physical touch. All she had left was her pride, and she would rather die than surrender that, so she forced herself to suffer on and on, as the whip slashed at her clit a dozen times a second, until she felt a red haze fill her vision and her legs grow weak. With a great gasp she began breathing again, and jerked her hips back and away from the whip.


She shook her head to clear it of the red mist, took a couple of deep breaths, and then drove her clit back into the circle of the whip, even though her throat tightened in fear at the thought of the renewed pain. She gave voice to a shout of agony when the whip struck her already savagely lacerated clit once more, but with fanatical determination, she still carefully directed the whip to the worst damaged parts of her clitoris. The pain struck her like an explosion, and she had to lean forward to stop from toppling backwards. With a sob of despair, she cried, "I'm sorry, I can't hold it … " and a stream of urine flowed out of her pee hole to splatter on the seat of the chair.


Kara clapped her hands in delight, and tittered at the woman's obvious shame and humiliation. "Look, look, she's pissed herself."


Patty smiled at Kara's enthusiasm, and she felt a warm glow of excitement as well at this further sign of Kristina's suffering and distress. "I suppose it really does hurt a bit," she said mockingly.


"Just a bit," Kristina managed to gasp, as she pulled back to regain control of herself. Looking down, she felt a flash of hope when she saw that one spot near the tip of her clitoris was a deep purplish red, and the skin looked ready to tear if subjected to further abuse. If she could get the whip to keep striking that spot, she might be able to make her clit bleed quite quickly. Of course, because of the severe bruising and laceration, that spot was particularly sore. In other words, she had to hurt herself even worse if she wanted this to end.


Gritting her teeth, she forced her clit back into the reach of the spinning whip. She was not even aware of the high pitched whining sound she made as she desperately shifted her hips from side to side in order to make the whip strike the exact spot that she desired. Even though the pain became so bad she feared she might black out, she refused to pull back, but grimly continued to torture herself. She began to scream as the agony increased beyond bearing, and her arms shook violently as her body began to rebel against her will. Then just as she was about to give in to the terrible pain, a fine spray of blood splattered the seat of the chair when the hard plastic of the fishing line finally cut through her skin and her clit began to bleed. She threw herself back towards the table and sat against the back of the chair, panting and trembling all over as if suffering from a severe fever. She was so physically and emotionally drained that she didn't even bother to check on the state of her clit. It was all she could do just to stay erect and not to break down in tears.


Patty switched off the whip and jumped to her feet. She was tremendously excited at what she had just witnessed, and couldn't resist rubbing her pussy through her skirt. "That was amazing, Kristina." She grabbed a glass of rather flat champagne off a tray and handed it to the shuddering woman. "Here, you deserve a drink after that." Then she found a paper napkin and handed that to Kristina as well. "Bloodstains are hard to get out of the carpet," she said.


Kristina nodded tiredly and dabbed the napkin against her pussy, hissing in pain at the touch. She gulped down the warm champagne and the sugary alcohol warmed her empty stomach and started her brain working again. She remembered that she was not a common street hooker, or even a high class escort or a BDSM submissive. Her job was not to give the punter what he or she wanted and then get dressed and go home. She was not even merely an entertainer, who put on a show and then went home. She was the sexual equivalent of an adventure tour leader. Like the guy who led divers into shark infested coral reefs, she was supposed to generate the energy and enthusiasm in the members. As long as the event lasted, she had to see to it that the members, Patty in this case, had the best possible experience, and it didn't matter one tiny bit that her pussy felt as if a great white shark had just taken a chomp on it.


She tossed the napkin discreetly onto the seat of the chair to soak up some of the pee, and then said, "If you'll excuse me for just a second, I need to give my pussy a quick wash, so that it is nice and fresh for you guys to play with." She didn't want to let the mood deteriorate by leaving them alone for too long, and then an idea came to her. The ice bucket for the champagne was full of frigid water from the melted ice, and there were plenty of napkins. There was also plenty of left over flat champagne. "Would you like to watch me wash my pussy with this ice water, or shall I do it over in the corner?" She was fairly sure of the reply, and she wasn't disappointed.


There was an eager chorus of "Do it here!" from the girls, so Kristina grinned and lithely sprang up on the table and dropped in to a deep, unladylike squat. "Gather round girls and we'll have some fun at the same time." She soaked a couple of napkins in champagne. "First, some alcohol." She pressed the wad of champagne soaked tissues against her bleeding clit and rubbed hard. The alcohol seared her lacerated clit like a blowtorch, and the coarse fibres of the napkins certainly didn't help. She allowed them to see how much it hurt. 


Patty, Terri and Kara grinned. Mary seemed to feel rather guilty, but she couldn't hide her interest either.


"Ouch," Kristina said. "That certainly hit the spot."


Kara liked that one and giggled. "Spot – heh."


Kristina showed them the bloodstains on the wet napkins. She set the wad aside and slid a polished silver serving tray between her feet. Then she pulled the ice bucket to her side, and picked up a disposable plastic cup – another remnant from the birthday party. She scooped up a cupful of ice cold water, brought it between her legs and used her other hand to splash it on her pussy.


The watching girls all winced in empathy, and Kristina shivered. "Ooh, that's cold." When she had rinsed her pussy thoroughly, she scooped up a couple of ice cubes with her hand and showed them to the girls. "Guess where these are going, girls!"


"Vagina!" they cried excitedly.


"How ever did you guess?" she said with a grin, and shoved the cubes unceremoniously into her hole. She didn't bother with more than the two, because the inner parts of the vagina were not very sensitive to temperature changes. She let them sit for a moment inside of her, long enough for the cold to really begin to sting, and then ejected the half melted cubes onto the tray with a double "clank".


Finally she found a strawberry, bit the tip off and lightly ran it over her pussy. "There, fresh, clean and sweet smelling."


The girls applauded, caught up by her enthusiasm.


Kristina climbed off of the table and waved for the girls to follow her to the sofa. "I need to be sitting down with a back support for this next part." She sat on the edge of the sofa, leaned back and drew her heels up to either side of her buttocks. "Now, Patty has completely buggered up my clit –  at least for a little while, but of course that's just the start." She reached down between her legs and brushed her inner labia apart, reached in between them with her fingertips, and pulled outwards. Her vagina blossomed, revealing the smooth glistening shapes that resembled bunched pink satin surrounding a pulsating hole. "I happen to think I have a very nice cunt hole. Since I was a young woman, I've made good use of this part of me to make friends and to get along in the world. Now that I'm doing sex professionally, it's even more important. I take good care of it, and make sure that it's clean and healthy. I do Kegel exercises every day." She demonstrated, making the hole contract and dilate, showing her amazing muscular control.


She grinned. "But that's not what you girls are interested in, are you? You're all waiting for Patty to do horrible, painful things to it, aren't you?"


Surprisingly, Mary spoke up. "I think you have a very nice vagina too." She looked defensively at the others. "Just because I appreciate her vagina, doesn't mean that I'm soft, or that I wouldn't enjoy hurting her there." She reached out a fingertip and touched the soft moist flesh that gaped open for her. "What are you going to do to her here, Patty?"


Patty smiled and added her finger, joining Mary in stroking Kristina's exposed vagina. "I like the way you've opened yourself up. You never see girls doing this in real life, only in soft porn." She scratch lightly with her fingernail, making Kristina quiver. "But I'm going to open you up a lot more."


All the girls had been to a gynaecologist before and were familiar with speculums, as well as having seen them used in porn, so they didn't question how the stretching was going to be accomplished.


Patty knew what they were thinking, and grinned. "Yes, I have a speculum, but mine was especially made for me." She pulled a plastic case out from under the sofa. "Instead of the smooth curves of the duck bill arms, mine are "V" shaped in cross section, so that a sharp ridge is pressing against the victim … er, patient's vaginal walls." She chuckled. "The idea came to me after I saw a video where a girl was made to sit on a wooden "horse". You know, a  big upside down "V" shape which makes her sit on a sharp edge."


Kara grinned. "Yeah, I've seen pictures of those."


Patty said, "Well, since the whole idea was to press the pussy against a sharp ridge, I thought  why not press the ridges against the pussy instead. It will also open her vagina up nice and wide so that we can do other fun things to her at the same time. It comes with a number of replaceable arms in addition to the ridged one. Play with her while I assemble the thing."


As she was sitting on the sofa with her legs obscenely wide apart and her pussy spread so wide that the insides of her vagina were actually exposed, and while complete strangers examined her and discussed her sexual parts, and how they would like to hurt them, Kristina discovered something about herself. She had always known that she enjoyed being in the limelight, showing off her body in bikinis, and being topless on the beach and in the bedroom with Walter. She was proud of the way she looked, and liked being looked at. Recently, after she had joined Extreme, she had rather enjoyed being naked in public as well. But as she sat on the sofa and practically turned her vagina inside out with her fingers, she realised that it went further than that. She enjoyed the feeling of deliberate vulnerability. Exposing herself – and especially her pussy – when there was real danger and the threat of having her most secret parts hurt, was thrilling. She had loved taking risks, and chasing danger all of her life. More than the desire for wealth and success, it was the excitement of taking risks that had driven her to go to London and throw herself into the social scene. After she had married Walter, she had the money and opportunity to try out other risks, like steeplechasing, skydiving, mountain climbing and deep sea diving. And she had loved them all. She was a very physical person, and the strain, fear and danger made her feel alive.


Now, as she forced herself to expose her genitals to others, not knowing for sure what might happen to them, she discovered that her love of risk and danger extended to her sexual life as well. She didn't think of herself as a masochist. She was far to assertive and physical to be a submissive, but the pain was almost secondary to the challenge of standing up to it. It was like taking part in the Running of the Bulls in Pamplona. There was no real reward, and a real risk of very serious injury, but it made her feel so very alive! When Patty described her special torture speculum, she wanted so badly to close her legs and to cover her pussy with her hands, but keeping herself exposed made her heart race, the blood pound in her temples, and her chest tighten as if she was about to jump out of an aircraft. Fear, and challenging it, also made her horny.


Kara had noticed Mary's shy interest in Kristina's pussy, so she said, "Would you like to have a go, Mary?"


Terri nodded encouragingly. "Go for it."


Mary smiled happily. "All right, I will." She moved to kneel right in front of Kristina and studied her pussy. "Your clit looks really sore."


Kristina smiled. "At least it's stopped bleeding."


Mary leaned forward and sniffed. She blushed when the other girls giggled. "I was just wondering what another girl's pussy smelled like," she said defensively. She peered into Kristina's spread vagina. "Gee, it's so complicated looking. In the text books, the vagina is just this neat hole, but it's really not, is it?" She put the tip of her finger into the hole, bent it into a hook and gently pulled downwards. "I wonder if you can … " she muttered to herself. When Kristina's vagina spread into an open tunnel under her touch she grinned. "Hey, it works." She shifted slightly so that the light could get inside. "Oh look, I think I can see her cervix." She slid a finger right into Kristina's vagina. "I wonder if I can … yes, I can feel her cervix. It's so smooth and firm."


This was another first for Kristina too. Other than her gynaecologist, no one had ever touched her there. It felt strangely erotic due both to its sheer intimacy, as well as the danger of letting a complete stranger touch her cervix.


"She's getting really wet!" Mary exclaimed. She wriggled her finger around and made slurping noises.


Somehow Mary's naïve enthusiasm was even more embarrassing, and Kristina blushed. But she liked the girl, so she squeezed with the muscles of her vagina, giving her a handshake.


Mary grinned when she felt the woman's vagina tighten powerfully around her finger, and then ripple around it in a milking motion. She looked at her pussy, chuckled and then looked into Kristina's eyes. "Hi."


Patty had not only assembled the speculum, but had gone off to fetch what looked like a plastic tool box, the kind that had a couple of hinged trays with multiple divided compartments built into the lid. She returned and plunked the box down beside Mary, and waved the speculum at Kristina. "Okay Mary, that's enough for now. My turn." She put the speculum down on the seat of the sofa and studied the woman sitting in front of her. She shook her head. "I should really hate you. You're gorgeous and confident and smart, and that body … " She reached out to stroke Kristina's thighs, calves and feet, and then ran her palm up her belly. "But it would be like hating a work of art," she sighed.


Kristina smiled. "You don't have to hate me to enjoy torturing me. They say torture is an art too."


Patty brightened and laughed. "You're right. Your screams are beautiful too, so this is performance art!" She hesitated, and then leaned forward and planted a kiss right in the middle of Kristina's open vagina, making her friends gasp in surprise. She grinned at their expressions. "You always hurt the one you love."


Her friends laughed, catching the joke.


Patty held up the custom speculum for Kristina to see. She ran her fingertip over the angular shapes of the spreader bars. "I hired a gynaecologist to help me design these so that they would inflict the maximum of pain with the minimum of damage. After she got over being horrified, she told me that the inside of the vagina is not very sensitive to heat or friction, but it is sensitive to pressure and stretching, which is why women scream like hell when giving birth naturally. Well these are much worse than a baby's smooth, rounded head. The whole thing is also bigger and more powerful than a normal speculum."


"So I'm in for lots of fun?" Kristina said lightly.


Patty grinned. "Let's find out, shall we?" She held the closed arms of the speculum level with the woman's vagina and worked the rounded tips into the opening, which Kristina obligingly held open as much as she could.


The touch of the cold metal made her shudder, and the feeling of the angular bars sliding deep into her body was strangely frightening. This metal speculum had a shape and weight that made it feel menacing. Women always found the insertion of a speculum uncomfortable, no matter how well designed and shaped it was, but this one felt more like having a cold poker pushed in to her pussy. Images of the inquisition and medieval torture chambers crossed her mind and her vagina tightened around the twin intruding shafts.


Patty felt the insertion get more difficult, and she accurately guessed the reason. However, her only concern was to get the speculum all the way in, so she pushed harder and twisted on the handle of the speculum. 


The angular cross section of the "arms" of the speculum rubbed against her vaginal walls, creating a sudden burst of pain that made Kristina grunt softly. She hastily relaxed the muscles of her vagina once more and let the ominously solid bars glide right up to the bottom of her passage.


Patty felt the arms strike bottom and grinned. "Now comes the interesting part," she said and pressed on the handles, which began to force the arms apart, with a clicking, ratcheting, sound.


Kristina had felt a speculum open her vagina up many times before, but this was nothing like her previous experiences. There was an immediate feeling of sharp uncomfortable pressure against her vaginal walls, which rapidly escalated to severe discomfort, and then to real pain. The bars were too narrow and applied intense pressure against her vagina along the outer ridges of both top and bottom arms. It felt like twin wedges that were attempting to split her pussy in half. She no longer needed to spread her pussy with her hands, so she lowered her arms to either side of her and grabbed her ankles, so that her legs wouldn't kick out when the pain got really bad. Plus it gave her hands something to do besides wave around nervously.


"Can you feel it yet?" Patty asked. "The engineer who made it tested it on a prostitute. He told me that she began screaming to have it taken out of her on the fourth click. She was even willing to give up her fee."


"How many clicks so far?" Kristina asked curiously.


Patty checked the scale built into the handle. "Four."


"Perhaps she had a smaller pussy," Kristina said casually. The pain was actually quite severe, but not so bad that she could not put a smiling face on it. She had entertained foreign royalty with hangovers that had hurt worse than this.


A smile twitched at the corner of Patty's mouth. "Perhaps." She released the handles, which were locked in place by the ratchet system, and examined the woman's vagina. The stretching was quite startling. Her vagina gaped wide enough to easily toss a ping pong ball into the hole without touching the arms of the speculum. The arms themselves were almost buried in her flesh, as they were too narrow to support her vaginal wall in a smooth curve like a normal speculum. Patty thought it must have been like sitting astride the edge of a narrow plank, except inside. Because of the intense pressure on the sharp-edged arms, the pain would rapidly increase, even if she just left it on the forth click where it was now. She turned to the side and unsnapped the catch of the toolbox. From the box she extracted a mechanic's torchlight, which was a cylindrical handle, from which sprouted a long fibre-optic cable with a clip and a tiny hemispherical lens at the end of it. She brought it over and fed the fibre-optic strand into Kristina's vagina in a channel built into the speculum. When it was fastened in place, she turned it on and the woman's vagina lit up brightly, revealing the entire deep pink cavern, and the glistening, dimpled dome of her cervix at the end. She waved at the girls. "Come over and look at this, guys. It's an illuminated cavern."


The girls clustered around Kristina's crotch and peered into the depths of her painfully dilated vagina. The light from the torch gleamed on the rippling shapes of her vaginal walls and her cervix, sparkling highlights coming giving her intimate flesh a high gloss.


Kristina felt a strange combination of horrified shame and excited exhibitionism, with a seasoning of intense pain as the speculum continued to bite into her vaginal walls. To have four complete strangers, young women at that, examining her inner pussy while a heavy chunk of metal that had been specially designed to hurt her vagina hung from her body, was something special, even for someone who was accustomed to bizarre media events. The fact that they were discussing how best to further hurt her in there, added a beyond-the-looking-glass atmosphere. That it was turning her on, was the cherry that topped off the whole thing. She had known for a long time that she was an exhibitionist, but she had never suspected that she would enjoy showing off her cervix. The fact that at any time, her cervix could change from being an item of interest into the victim of torture, just made her heart beat faster.


With the girls watching, Patty reached for the handles of the speculum and added one more click, and she grinned when the sharp increase in pain forced a gasp and shudder of agony from Kristina.


The constant sharp-edged pain of the speculum sent racking waves of agony rolling through Kristina's abdomen and up along her spine, and it was getting harder for her to pretend to ignore it. When Patty widened the arms by another click she almost screamed, terrified by the tearing sensation in her pussy. In her mind she imagined her flesh ripping under the strain and even the bones of her pelvic girdle cracking if the thing could open wide enough. She wasn't sure the latter was possible, but the thought was frightening nonetheless. But unlike the raw pain, fear was something that she had long ago learned to control, and she beat it back with the strength of her will, leaving only the pain itself. She began to pant like a woman in labour, and for the same reason. It helped to control the pain, and flexed her abdominal muscles, helping them cope with the dilation of her vaginal passage. She reasoned that if women in labour could bear the pain without making fools of themselves, then so could she. Of course, they didn't have two wedge-shaped bars inside their cunts applying unbearable pressure against their vaginas, or the knowledge that the pain was deliberately being inflicted on her by a pretty young woman out for surrogate revenge. Then her lips twitched in a smile. Neither did those most of those women have so much riding on their ability to bear the pain, unless they were queens or wives of men with great family fortunes who needed an heir. Her entire future and the difference between being comfortably wealthy and being a tramp rested on this one thing. Because she had to, Kristina embraced the pain, and welcomed it as a friend.


Patty shook her head and smiled admiringly. Even with her legs inelegantly drawn up and apart, her hair matted with sweat, and panting like a horse, Kristina was still beautiful. Of course it was more fun to torture a beautiful woman than a plain one, so she wasn't complaining. Kristina's advice at the beginning had been sound. Better to hurt her where it couldn't be seen, and to keep her looking good. It was like drinking wine from fine crystal, instead of a cheap water glass. The end result was the same, but the crystal greatly enhanced the experience. She could see the woman was really suffering now, but she still watched Patty calmly, and was plainly ready for more torture if that was what Patty wanted. And she did.


Patty went over to sit beside Kristina. She used a napkin to dab some of the sweat off of the woman's brow. Then she put an arm around her shoulders, and gently stroked her breasts as she said, "You know that opening you up like that is just the beginning. I'm going to do things to your nice pink vagina. Awful, painful things. And to your cervix too. Only a woman has these things, and I intend to torture them, and to make you scream again. You scream so beautifully. You must have a good singing voice."


Kristina made herself stop panting, and nodded. "I'd do the same in your place. I'll try my best to suffer entertainingly for you."


Patty nodded back and toyed with the woman's nipples, tugging and stroking them until they were hard and erect. She had the urge to sink her teeth into them. Instead, she just scratched their tips with her fingernail, making Kristina quiver. "Your nipples are very sensitive, aren't they."


Kristina said, "Yes they are. I love having my nipples gently stroked and sucked. I can even come just from that if you're patient." Then she turned her head to smile at Patty. "If you're going to use needles, I suggest pearl headed sewing pins. They are thicker and blunter than hypodermic needles and therefore more painful going in."


Patty shook her head in amazement. "That's spooky. It's like you can read minds."


"All part of my ex-job as trophy wife."


"About your nipples, let me think about them. For now … " She leaned over and sucked on one of Kristina's nipples, enjoying the feeling of it in her mouth. She nipped gently with her teeth to give the woman a little fright, but didn't bite down. "And now back to that pretty pussy of yours."


"Thanks."


"What for?"


Kristina grinned. "For calling it pretty. The way it's stretched out now, it doesn't feel very pretty, and a girl can never have enough reassurance."


Patty chuckled. "I know what you mean. But your pussy is pretty, even now." She looked up at her friends. "Right girls?"


There was a trio of enthusiastically affirmative replies.


"See?"


"Thanks … all of you," Kristina said, and then moaned softly when a sudden cramping pain tore through her abdomen. Even though the pressure of the bars were making her vagina numb where they pressed into her, they still created a horrible radiating pain that spread out through her pussy and to the rest of her body.


Patty reached into the toolbox and brought out two items. The first was a brick sized device studded with buttons and display windows, and which had a normal household electrical cable coming out of it, and a three pin plug at its end. The second item was actually a box or flat case. She pressed a catch and then flipped open the lid. Inside were four things that looked like stainless steel dentist's probes with a sharp curved tip. They had insulated plastic handles, with slim wires coming out of their ends. Patty held up one of the probes, and showed it to Kristina. "These cost me a fortune. I hope you appreciate the result."


Kristina had done her homework. "Let me guess. That's a TENS unit, right?"


Patty winked. "Got it in one. There are two pressure switches built into the handle so that you can control the current and turn it on or off. The tips are very sharp and have been sterilised." She grinned at her friends. "Each of us gets one, and the way that she's spread out right now, all four of us should be able to get their probe in at the same time." She pulled a fifth wire out of the case. "This one completes the circuit." The wire had a crocodile clip at one end, and a gold plated pin plug at the other. Patty squeezed the handle of the small clip, making the jaws open and shut. "Guess where this goes?"


Mary held up her hand as if she were still in school. "Her clit?"


Patty pointed at her and winked. "Gold star for you."


"Isn't that going to be awfully painful?" Mary asked dubiously.


Kara snorted. "That's the idea, silly."


Kristina smiled at Mary. "It's all right Mary, really. Look, why don't you go first, and see what you think – if that's all right with Patty?"


Mary was one of Patty's best friends, and she really wanted her to be comfortable with what they were doing, so she nodded agreeably. "Sure. I'll set it up, and Mary can try it out on her own first." She understood Kristina was telling her that she would not react badly, no matter what Mary did to her. She quickly plugged everything in and placed the TENS unit on the floor below Kristina.


"Let Mary put the clip on my clit. Mary, you'd like to do that wouldn't you?" Kristina said.


Mary let Patty lead her over to kneel in front of Kristina. "I … guess so." She picked up the wire with the crocodile clip on its end, and held it towards the woman's bruised and swollen clit.


Time and the ice water had helped, and it was far less tender than it had been right after the mechanical whipping. Kristina smiled at Mary and said, "The idea of doing something naughty to my clit excites you, doesn't it?"


Mary blushed and lowered her eyes as she nodded.


"So the general idea of hurting me a bit doesn't really bother you?"


Mary shook her head.


"You're just worried that it will go too far, am I right?"


Mary nodded again.


"Well, since you're the one doing it, you will be in absolute control, and there shouldn't be anything at all to worry about," Kristina said reassuringly. "Now, just touch my clit with the clip. Ooh, that's cold. Now rub it with the clip, flick it around. Isn't that fun?"


Mary smiled and nodded. "Does that hurt?" she asked, sounding slightly hopeful as she prodded tentatively at Kristina's clitoris.


"A bit. It's still pretty sore from the beating. It also gives me a trembly, shivery feeling."


This seemed to interest Mary, who began to rub the smooth chill side of the clip against her clit more vigorously, while she stared at the serrated teeth that lined the jaws of the clip.


"Try it out on the tip of your little finger," Kristina suggested. Of course, the fingertip was nowhere near as sensitive as a clitoris, but it would give Mary more confidence.


Mary opened the clip curiously and placed the pad of her pinky into the jaws. She smiled when the jaws closed on her fingertip. "That's not so bad, I guess."


Kristina smiled tightly. "Then try it here on my clit." The speculum had already forced her clitoral hood away from her clit, so Mary had an easy target. "Bring it around and over my thigh so the wire doesn't hang in front of my pussy."


Mary hesitated, but when she saw Kristina's nod and smile, she opened up the clip and pulled the wire towards her waiting clitoris. She slowly lowered the jaws until they surrounded her clit and let them close. In her nervousness, the handles of the clip slipped from her grip at the last second, so instead of gradually closing about Kristina's flesh, the clip snapped shut like the jaws of the animal it resembled, forcefully driving the jagged metal teeth into her clitoris.


Patty winced, expecting an ear piercing shriek from Kristina. To her amazement, the woman just smiled.


It felt like her clitoris had been ripped off of her body, and Kristina was pretty sure that some of the teeth had actually pierced her flesh. It would have been impossible for her to act naturally, but she managed to freeze her features in a strained smile, while she battled with the agony. Her fingernails drove deep into the flesh of her ankles, and she almost cracked a tooth by biting down so hard that her teeth squeaked against each other.


Fortunately for her, Mary was so fascinated by the sight of the clip on her clitoris that she didn't look up at Kristina's face for nearly half a minute, which gave Kristina the time she needed to suppress the need to scream or throw herself around in agony. She knew that if Mary realised what she had done, she would be too embarrassed and horrified to continue, and the party would be spoiled. She had to avoid this at all costs, no matter what it cost her. She inhaled deeply as the agony from her clit continued to crash over her like a tidal wave, and she was able finally to regain control of herself just as Mary looked up.


"It looks absolutely fearsome, clamped about your clit like that. Doesn't it hurt?" she asked wonderingly.


"Of course it hurts, but it's nothing I can't deal with." This was true, but was a testament to her doggedness and willpower, rather than the low degree of pain. "We deal with pain all the time in our daily lives. Headaches, menstrual cramps – ", all the girls winced at this, "– blisters from high heels, over enthusiastic boy friends – dozens of things. It's all a matter of degree, and whether we want to endure it or make a fuss."


Mary nodded in agreement, and began to look less worried. Then she voiced the thing that was really bothering her. "Are you … are you angry at me for wanting to do … things to you down there?"


Kristina would have chuckled if her clit and pussy weren't killing her. It wasn't Mary's kind heart that was driving her concern, but her desire, her need to be liked. She admired Kristina, and was afraid that if she admitted to wanting to torture her just as much as the others, Kristina would be angry with her. "Answer me one question first, and I'll give you my answer."


Mary nodded.


"Why do you want to torture me? Is it because you're jealous of me, or despise me for some reason, and want to destroy me? Or does it excite you sexually to play with my body in this way?"


Mary was really shocked. "Despise? I … I … no, of course not! It just makes me so hot to do … things to you."


Kristina smiled at her. "How could I be angry at someone who finds my pussy hot?"


Mary seemed both pleased and relieved. Still a little hesitantly, she reached out a finger and ran it along the taut-stretched rim of the woman's vagina. "This must hurt so much," she almost whispered. But this time, the lust and excitement in her voice were unmistakeable, but somehow none of the other girls felt prompted to tease her about it. It would have been too much like kicking a puppy.


Kristina was in a lot of discomfort, both from the crushing of her clit and the agonising pressure of the angular bars that stretched her vagina obscenely open, but she was adapting to it and was able to think and talk more easily through the fog of pain that had momentarily clouded her mind. She nodded her head at the electrical probe that lay on the seat near to Mary's hand. "You still haven't tried out Patty's little toy."


Patty laughed, relieved that Kristina had managed to sooth Mary's concerns, and to successfully hide the accidental crushing of her clit. "Yes, do go on. We're all waiting to see how well it works."


Rather self-conscious at being the centre of attention, Mary lifted the probe in her left hand. Out of curiosity, she pressed the button that activated the electrical charge and brought the tip of the probe near to the palm of her other hand. When the probe was about two millimetres from her skin, there was an audible zap, and a bright spark jumped from the metal probe to her hand. Mary jumped.  "Ow! That really hurt."


Amused that she wasn't the first to suffer from Patty's TENS device, Kristina said, "I think that's the idea."


Mary's eyes widened at the thought of the same shocking sparks being applied to a girl's vagina, and she eyed Kristina's pussy with renewed interest. She leaned forward between the woman's legs and rested her right elbow against the seat of the sofa, as she brought the probe towards her gaping vaginal orifice. The hooked tip of the probe entered the waiting vagina, but Mary did not activate the TENS current just yet. Instead, she began to explore Kristina's vagina with the sharp, hooked tip of the probe. She made Kristina shudder by scraping the probe along her vaginal walls, the sharp tip catching on the fleshy ripples of her sexual passage. Mary wasn't applying any pressure, so the scraping was like the needle of an old vinyl record player, which sent a strange rasping sensation along Kristina's nerves. She interspersed this with light jabs or pecks of the point, which inflicted tiny ant bite stings of pain.


Kristina couldn't help jumping slightly when the pointed tip of Mary's probe touched her cervix. The sensation was so very alien, and rather frightening. It became much worse when Mary started to scrape and jab with the probe's point. The cervix is more sensitive to touch and pressure than the inner part of the vagina, so it did not take much pressure on the sharp steel point to inflict pain –  pain which alarmingly shot up into her womb and even to her ovaries. A tight, cramping pain began to radiate through her abdomen as Mary jabbed harder with the probe.


This caused Kristina's vaginal muscles to involuntarily clench around the unyielding bars of the speculum, which brought fresh stabs of pain from that source as well. Suddenly, Kristina uttered a shout of pain, when Mary activated the TENS current, sending a series of miniature lightning bolts shooting into her cervix and around through her clitoris, hurting the most incredibly sensitive parts of her body at the same time.


Mary grinned. "Ooh, she really felt that. Her cervix is very sensitive," she said breathlessly. "This is so much fun. Come on and join me, girls!"


Patty and the other girls eagerly gathered around her and plugged in their own probes.


After a few minutes of scraping, jabbing and shocking of her vagina and cervix by four probes at the same time, Kristina began to scream, with a chorus of amused female laughter in the background. Her body shook and shuddered so hard that she bounced up and down on the sofa, making it's springs creak. The pain was unbelievable, but still strangely sexual as it was totally concentrated in her genitals. And yet, she felt a strong sense of exhilaration as she held on to her ankles and kept her thighs spread wide apart, refusing to give in to her body's urgent demands that she close her knees and protect her pussy. She was facing incredible amounts of fear and pain, and she was conquering it all, even though her throat grew hoarse from her loud agonised screams.


Patty only called a halt when blood began to trickle out of Kristina's vagina, and the woman was panting and gasping like a marathon runner at the end of the race.


But her torment had not ended yet. She screamed again when Patty carefully unlocked the speculum and let the bars come together, and the blood flowed back into the crushed walls of her vagina.


Patty allowed her to rest for a few minutes while she and her friends huddled together and discussed what they had just done. All four of them were flushed and strongly aroused, and they all knew that they would rush off to masturbate as soon as Kristina left. But Patty had one more little game that she wanted to play before the end. She reached into the toolbox, and brought out a wooden case, the shape and size of a large jewellery box, and set it aside. She also brought out a short, multi tailed whip with a wooden handle. Then she went to the kitchen and came back with a cold bottle of a popular sports drink and a bar of chocolate, both of which she handed to Kristina. The woman had been sweating heavily and under considerable strain over the past few hours, and she wanted her alert and refreshed for the final bit of cruelty.


Kristina accepted the drink and sugary snack gratefully, and felt much of her energy returning as she munched the chocolate and let the cold liquid flow down her throat. When she was done, she used the napkins and the water from the ice bucket to freshen herself up as best she could, dabbing her face and neck, wiping herself under the armpits and rinsing her pussy once again. The ice cubes helped to stop the bleeding inside her vagina, which suffered from numerous small punctures which the girls had made with the probes. Her lower belly still tingled from all the electrical shocks that she had taken, especially those inflicted on her cervix. Feeling much refreshed, she stretched her aching body, twisting and bending smoothly to work out the kinks and stiffness that had built up over the past few intense and painful hours. Her pussy still burned and ached from the accumulated injuries, but she knew there was still more to come – probably the worst. She saw Patty watching her and smiled. "How has your birthday treat been so far?"


Patty studied Kristina's body as the woman stretched and limbered. Somehow, her intimate knowledge of the woman's sexual parts and the torment that she had inflicted on them, made her body seem more sensual and erotic. She speculated that it was because of the sense of possession that she had developed. Fleeting glimpses of the bruises and lacerations that she and the girls had placed on her cunt made her more attractive, not less. She was still the goddess that made magazine photographers salivate, but Patty had made her mark where no others had ever been allowed. She grinned. "I have to say, it's been pretty good, largely because of you."


"Thanks, its nice to know I'm doing a good job, especially on my first outing."


Patty tilted her head. "Do you regret agreeing to let yourself be tortured like this?"


Kristina brushed her hair back behind her ears with her fingers. "I can't say I've enjoyed the actual pain. It might have been easier if I was a full fledged masochist. But, I've learned something about myself. I'm a thrill junkie. While I was married, I made do with the challenges of being a celebrity and the wife of a billionaire, plus some adventure sports. However, since I joined Extreme, I've realised that sexual risks and challenges turn me on a lot. So no, I don't regret becoming an Extreme Companion, or coming here today." She put her hands behind her neck and arched her back, standing on tip-toes. "You like?"


Patty licked her lips. "Those nipples look really tempting."


Kristina smiled lazily. "Tempting you to do what?" she teased, twisting her shoulders from side to side and drawing lines through the air with her rock hard nipples. Intellectually she knew it was silly to tempt Patty in this way, but she just couldn't resist the thrill of waving a red flag, just to see what came charging in her direction.


Patty crooked her finger. "Come over here and find out."


Kristina kept her hands behind her neck as she swayed towards Patty, placing one foot elegantly in front of the other like a high fashion model. When she was directly in front of the Extreme member, she gave Mary a wink and slowly sank to her knees. "Is this close enough?" Her heart pounded like a pneumatic-hammer, as she waited to find out what kind of horror she had single handedly brought upon herself.


Patty touched the mysterious box at her side. "I was going to go straight to this, but your nipples are just too tempting."


When she leaned forward and kissed her nipples, Kristina thought she might bite them, but instead she leaned sideways and reached into the ubiquitous toolbox with one hand, rummaged around and exclaimed in triumph as she withdrew it, holding a small staple gun – the type used to tack upholstery, not the ones that clipped paper together. She pointed it at Kristina's breast like a pistol. "Do you think you can stay still enough for me to pierce your nipples, or shall I get the girls to help by holding your breasts?"


Kristina bared her teeth in a grin. "Is that a dare?" She pushed her nipples forward impudently. As she watched Patty raise the gun and point it at her left nipple, she briefly wondered what madness had come over her, but she knew that she was just letting her inner self escape. She had played the dutiful wife for years, but now she was learning who she really was. She wasn't fearless – she merely enjoyed the adrenaline rush that fear gave her. Perhaps it was the same thing.


Patty aimed one arm of the staple directly at the centre of Kristina's nipple, and supported the gun with her other hand to keep it steady.


The other girls held their breath, as they looked from Kristina's face to the spot where her nipple met the chrome-steel of the staple gun.


The gun trembled very slightly when Patty's fingers squeezed the large trigger. Everyone held their breath as it went back … and back … and "Snap!" it suddenly fired the staple, slamming the twin legged dart right into Kristina's nipple and areola. She had not pressed the gun hard into Kristina's breast, so the staple struck her nipple like a dart, instead of being hammered deep into her flesh. The matt steel bracket pierced the very centre of her nipple and drove inwards, skewering it lengthwise, while the other leg barely pierced the areola, drawing a drop of bright red blood.


The noise and impact were more terrifying than the actual piercing of her nipple, which happened so quickly that she hardly had time to feel it. However, the pain gradually began to build, as her body reacted to the damage caused by the blunt staple being driven through her flesh. A chill of fear ran down her spine and made her bladder itch, when Patty shifted the gun and took aim at her other nipple. She squeezed her fingers tightly together behind her neck and braced herself. The staple gun crashed again, and a second blunt-tipped staple slammed into her remaining untouched nipple. The shock was less this time, since she was expecting the noise and impact, which only meant that the pain was worse as it stabbed into her breast – a spike of agony seemingly as solid as the staple itself. Her upper body swayed, as if the staple had been heavy enough to move her, while she took deep, controlled breaths to help absorb the pain. She glanced down at her breasts and saw the her nipples now gleamed at the tips with a metallic grey sheen, tinged with an almost invisible touch of red.


Patty nodded in satisfaction at her handiwork and placed the gun down on the seat by her side. She patted it with her hand as if it were a pet that had just performed a clever trick. "I might try this out on you labia later. You'd look cute with your inner lips pinned back like a butterfly."


Although the possibility of more pain didn't worry Kristina too much in itself, the image of her pussy stapled open against her body was faintly disturbing. However, she let none of her disquiet show, and smiled at Patty as if she had been complimented instead of threatened with an awful punishment.


Kara's eyes gleamed happily as she studied Kristina's stapled nipples. Her own pussy was wet and aching with lust under her skirt, and she had slipped her panties off when no one was looking so that she could surreptitiously rub her clit when the need grew too great to ignore. She nodded at the box that sat next to Patty's thigh. "Stop being a tease, and tell us what's in the box."


Patty laughed and held up her hands in surrender. "All right, all right. Gather round ladies, and look at this." She held up the box and flipped open the hinged lid.


Not knowing what to expect, there was a confused silence from the girls when they saw the contents. The box was filled to the brim with metal crown bottle caps.


Kristina, who'd had more time to think about all kinds of improvised sexual torture techniques, understood at once and smiled grimly.


Mary noticed the smile. "You know what they're for, don't you? Come on, tell."


Kristina looked at Patty for permission, and when Patty chuckled and nodded she said, "The caps have these nice wavy edges, and are just the right size to be … "


Terri hopped up and down, laughing in delight. "I know, I know what they're for!"


Kara scowled threateningly. "Well? Don't keep us in suspense you silly cow, or we'll use them on you instead."


Terri smiled wider at her friend's tacit admission of ignorance. "No need to get your knickers in a twist, as if you were wearing any. Hah! Thought I hadn't noticed didn't you?"


Mary looked at Kara. "You're not wearing any knickers?"


Kara blushed. "All right, I took them off because they were getting all soggy. So what? I bet neither of yours are dry either."


Patty shook the box, rattling the bottle caps like someone from the Salvation Army asking for a donation. "Oi! That's enough. I think it's safe to say that Kristina has done an excellent job and we're all dripping; and Kara has every right to go knickerless if she wishes to." She pointed the box at Terri. "You were about to demonstrate what a braniac you are. Go on then."


"They're for stuffing," Terri announced smugly.


"Stuffing? Stuffing what ... oh!" Enlightenment struck Mary half-way through her sentence.


Kara nodded and grinned. "That's a great idea. We all take turns stuffing her with the caps." Then she frowned. "What's the whip for? I mean, whipping her would be fun, but what's it got to do with the bottle caps?"


Patty tapped the side of her nose. "We've got to make Kristina do a bit of work. After each batch of caps that we stuff into her hole, we give her pussy three whacks with the whip while she stands in a half-squat. If any of the caps fall out of her cunt, we dig all of them out and shove them all back in again. So the more caps she had in her, the more she has to lose by dropping one, but the harder it will be for her to squat and keep them in, especially when she's having her pussy whipped." She turned to her victim. "What do you think, Kristina?"


"It sounds like an interesting challenge," Kristina said. She looked at the box of bottle caps. "I've never had my vagina stuffed before, and those caps look like they'll hurt quite a bit going in and when enough of them are packed into my hole." She knew that to stop them from falling out when she squatted, she would have to squeeze down hard with the muscles of her vagina, which would press the jagged edges of the caps into her vaginal walls. And then there was the whip. Her pussy was already pretty badly battered, so this was undoubtedly going to hurt. Yes, definitely a challenge. She did a few deep squats to limber up her knees and thighs. She nodded when Patty asked if she was ready.


Patty handed out handfuls of caps to the girls. "Six each. Push three into her hole, then make her squat and give her three upward strokes of the whip right on her cunt, and then shove the other three in, and then another three strokes. I'll give out more caps if she still isn't full when all of us have had a go." She held up a cap. "You can push them in any way you like, but no scraping of her clit or labia with the edges. I want this to be just about stuffing. Anyone who cheats will lose their turn. Now everyone sit down on the sofa." She grinned at Kristina. "Except you of course."


Kristina tried to work herself into being ready to have her pussy hurt again. She told herself it was like working up the nerve to jump out of an aeroplane. It seemed to work, because she felt her pulse as well as her breathing slow, as she concentrated. She flexed her muscles so she wouldn't stiffen up, and did some Kegel exercises to warm her pussy up as well. Although Patty was torturing her, it was also a competition, a challenge of wills. The girls would try to hurt her enough to make her drop the caps, and she in turn would try to keep them in her vagina right up to the end, preferably without looking like a constipated penguin. Because Patty had set the number of caps and whip strokes each girl was allowed, she wasn't facing a hopeless task. Since it was a real challenge and she was not just a helpless victim, she felt excited and energised, despite the fact that she was going to get tortured just as badly no matter who won.


Patty held up her six bottle caps and waited.


Kristina took a deep breath, and stepped up to where Patty was seated. She noted that Kara had made sure she was last in row, and Kristina thought she knew why. The girl wanted Kristina's vagina to be as packed as possible with bottle caps when her turn came around, so that she could jam them against Kristina's cervix.


Kristina stepped boldly to either side like a catwalk model at the end of the runway, opening her long legs and cocking her naked hips forward. She stayed up on the balls of her feet to make her calves look good. Her pussy stung and throbbed, but she forced herself not to flinch when Patty raised her hand with a bottle cap gripped in her fingers, as if she was about to insert a coin in a vending machine. It would have been easier if Kristina had spread her pussy lips with her hands, but Patty had not asked her to do so, and she assumed that Patty wanted it that way so it would hurt her more. The cold corrugated edge of the cap touched her inner lips, and she held her breath. They were sore, and the hard metal already felt uncomfortable. When it found her hole, it suddenly pushed upwards hard. She hissed as the points of the corrugated edge dug into her flesh and the uneven metal edge scraped painfully against the raw skin of her vaginal opening.


Patty felt the cap find Kristina's vagina and she shoved hard with her thumb, and the cap popped through the tight opening and into the woman's sexual passage just like a coin into a slot.


Kristina's cunt blazed with pain as the jagged edged metal disk ripped through her vaginal opening, gouging mercilessly as it went in to lodge inside her vagina, a cold and uncomfortable intrusion. Now that Patty had found the right spot, the second cap tore through her opening just moments later with a burst of pain as it scraped past the hole, and bumped into the first cap, which in turn was forced deeper into her vagina, angular and uncomfortable. There was a third scratching, scraping penetration, leaving her cunt hole pulsing with sharp, stinging pain and her vagina cringing from the metallic fucking. Then she remembered that she was supposed to squat and open wider for a whipping. She tightened her vaginal muscles and winced. She did not have the ability to contract just the orifice and her vagina tightened around the pointy caps as well. Then she turned her legs outwards and bent her knees like a ballerina.


Patty let the leather lashes sway from side to side as she watched Kristina open herself up. When the woman was in position, and her pussy completely exposed, Patty let the whip drop down until it almost touched the floor, braced her feet, and brought the whip slashing upwards.


The hard leather strands smacked into Kristina's cunt with a crack, making her vaginal muscles ripple painfully against the bottle caps.  The second stroke made her muscles quiver harder, as the burn filled her crotch, as did the third. Kristina realised that it would get harder to hold on to the caps under the lash as her vagina steadily filled up. She straitened up her trembling thighs with a sigh of relief, only to watch the first of the second three caps approach her cunt. Three more scraping, scratching intrusions burst through her vaginal orifice to lodge inside her body. Then it was time to bend her knees again. The whip smacked hard against her pussy lips, covering them  with a streaky white and pink pattern and filling her belly with a fresh burning hot pain. All the accumulated bruises and lacerations of the day awoke to add their own spiteful stings, and she bit back a moan. The jagged edges of the caps ground against the sensitive inner flesh of her vagina, adding their own unique brand of suffering to her total of pain.


Mary bounced on her seat. "My turn next!" she cried, waving the bottle cap in her hand.


Patty reached across to place the whip on Mary's lap while Kristina stepped cautiously over to stand in front of Mary, keeping her vaginal muscles clenched as she moved. She could feel the caps inside of her grinding against each other and against her vaginal walls.


Mary was more hesitant while inserting the caps, partially from actual concern, and also because she enjoyed the feeling of prodding around in Kristina's vagina so much that she held back from pushing each cap all the way in.


Unfortunately for Kristina, this meant a more extended scraping and jabbing against the mouth of her vagina with each cap, which of course meant more pain. But such was Mary's honest enthusiasm and appreciation of her body, that she couldn't feel any resentment, and just accepted it as an unavoidable hazard, like the rocks that lurked beneath the rushing water of the rapids. 


When Mary had finally put the first three caps in, she picked up the whip, and then surprised Kristina by demonstrating considerable ability with it.


Her first stroke lifted Kristina right up on her toes with an explosive crack of striking leather. The shock and pain made her vagina squeeze tight, and Kristina grimaced as the rippled edges of nine bottle caps ground against her inner flesh.


Mary seemed fascinated by the marks left by the whip on the woman's hairless pussy, and reached out to feel the swollen ridges of the weals left by the multiple strands of leather. "They're so hot and stiff!" she exclaimed and shivered with erotic excitement. She had to be dragged away from her manipulation of Kristina's pussy by an impatient Terri, who jabbed her with an elbow. Mary reluctantly picked up her final three caps and started to insert them.


With nine caps already inside her vagina, Kristina felt the entire mass of them shift and grind when Mary tried to force the next one in through her hole. She had to consciously relax her vaginal orifice to let the cap in, or Mary would have torn her pussy to shreds, but she had to tighten up again before the cap was completely inside to prevent it – and some of the others – from falling out again. This meant she was forced to squeeze her hole tight around the crimped edges of the entering cap, driving the edges into her flesh and causing herself eye-watering pain. The internal pressure grew with each additional cap, and by the third one, she was feeling cramp-like pains in her abdomen on top of all the existing multitude of discomforts. The whip only aggravated the jarring, prodding pain inside her vagina, and her pussy lips were also getting very sore from the one dozen strokes she had already taken.


Kristina was struggling a little as she positioned herself in front of Terri. With twelve caps inside her grinding away with her every movement, and her pussy lips swelling from twelve hard strokes of the whip, she was in constant pain. She gasped when Terri pushed her first cap into her hole. Because her vagina was filled with caps, the delicate flesh of her vaginal orifice was trapped between the cap in Terri's fingers and the one immediately inside of her vaginal passage, creating an agonising crushing, grinding, pressure on her flesh.


When Terri pushed the second of her caps into the woman's hole, she felt it scrape against her first one, and she had to push hard to make it go in, and she smiled when it made Kristina moan in pain. "It's starting to really hurt, isn't it? It's funny, but I never thought I would find hurting another girl's vagina so much fun. I think it's because I sort of know what it feels like."


In spite of the growing pain, Kristina refused to be subdued. She smiled down at Terri and said, "I know that I always felt a secret pleasure in seeing popular sexy women suffering pain or misfortune. I guess men are not the only ones who see others of the same sex as rivals and threats." She stopped to moan when Terri rammed her second bottle cap into her pussy. 


Terri looked up at her quizzically. "Do you get any pleasure at all out of all this, or is it nothing but pain?" She pushed the third cap against the woman's hole, but didn't force it in, but instead gently rocked it from side to side as she waited for her answer.


Kristina very lightly touched her staple pierced nipples and then ran her hands down the sides of her body as if she was smoothing down a dress. She formed "L" shapes with her fingers and thumbs, and used them to frame her pussy. "I enjoy the challenge of looking good, looking sexy while all of you are torturing me. I enjoy forcing myself to let you do these things to me, knowing that they are going to hurt. I guess I'm that young girl who always got herself in trouble because she could never resist a dare. But now it's sexual dares that turn me on."


Terri grinned. "I thought it was something like that. You don't look like you enjoy the pain, but it's plain to see that you're hot as hell." She pushed the cap into her vagina, making Kristina hiss in pain, and then cupped her pussy and tenderly rubbed it with her palm.


The unexpected stimulation sent a sexual charge through Kristina's body, and she writhed with pleasure. "Ooh, that feels really nice." She hadn't realised how much pent up lust and sexual energy had built up while she had let herself be tortured, and she was amazed to feel an orgasm building up in her pussy with unbelievable speed.


Terri alternated pleasure with pain by digging her fingertips into Kristina's extremely sore cunt hole.


Kristina forced herself to push back against this odd caress, accepting the pain along with the pleasure. Then suddenly she came, the orgasm flowing through her like an irresistible torrent. Her orgasmic contractions brought more pain as her vagina contracted rhythmically around the bottle caps, but she didn't care. Still glowing from her orgasm, she spread her legs and squatted to let Terri whip her cunt. The increased sensitivity brought about by her orgasm made the whipping even more painful, but she didn't mind. It was just one more challenge, and it just helped to re-charge her sexual batteries.


Terri was delighted and excited when Kristina actually pushed her pussy against the second set of three caps, seemingly ignoring the pain that she had to be feeling as Terri stuffed them into the woman's vagina.


Kristina's orgasm, and her talk with Terri had crystallised her growing understanding of her own sexuality. She realised that she did not merely experience sexual stimulation by challenging herself and others with her sexual torture, especially of her genitals, but that it was a major turn on for her. She now realised that her previous sex life had been comparatively tame and boring, and that strangely, her sexuality was being fanned to full blaze by the torments she had suffered today. She took the second whipping of her cunt from Terri with barely a flinch, even though the pain was some of the worst that she had experienced all day.


Kara watched eagerly as Kristina stepped in front of her. Their eyes met, and both girls smiled. There was no sense of hostility in either girl's gaze, even though both of them knew that Kara was going to try to hurt Kristina as much as she could, in this finale to the day's tortures. Kara seemed to have a thing for Kristina's thighs and she stroked them affectionately. "Your legs are trembling. Bring your feet together a bit and rest your legs. I want you nice and rested when I start. Just keep them open wide enough for me to get my hand on your pussy."


Kristina straightened up with a sigh of relief. The muscles of her inner thighs were burning from exhaustion, although she had been prepared to stand like that as long as it took to please Kara – not because she was subservient or submissive, but because she had given her word that she would. It was strength, not weakness that drove her. She watched warily as Kara slid a hand along her inner thigh and up to her pussy. The girl's touch was surprisingly gentle as it explored her pussy.  She sighed softly as Kara ran her fingers along her inner lips, and gently soothed the raw, abraded skin around the entrance to her vagina, and she even moistened her fingertips before she toyed with her clitoris. Kristina wondered where this was leading to. "It's all right if you just want to hurt my pussy, you know," she said.


Kara continued to caress the woman's pussy as she said, "I know, but I just wanted to remind you of how nice your pussy could feel, before I started to hurt you. Besides, I've never masturbated another girl who had to let me do it, whether she wanted it or not, and it's fun."


Kristina laughed. "Power and control is always fun. That's why people want to be rich or be politicians."


"Stick out your clit," Kara said abruptly.


Kristina obediently pulled the hood back from her clit and pushed her hips forward. She looked down at it and saw that it had nearly returned to normal size, although it was still discoloured by the bruising.


"Do you think I'm going to make it feel good, or hurt it?"


"If I were you, I'd start gently, and then suddenly get rough."


Kara grinned. "Good guess."


Terri, who was watching in total fascination said, "Why did you warn her in advance?"


Kara chuckled. "Because it won't make the slightest difference." She began to caress Kristina's clit as if she was masturbating herself. Within moments, the woman was moaning softly and making tiny sensuous movements of her hips. "See? You can't make your clit not feel good when it is being played with, no matter what you're told." She continued to play with the woman's clit with a feather like stroking that did not aggravate the intense bruising, until Kristina was gasping and moaning loudly, her head rolling from side to side, totally lost in the pleasure and uncaring of what Kara might do. "I'm going to pinch your clit hard in a moment," she said softly, without changing the caressing motions of her fingers.


"Sure," Kristina breathed. Although a part of her mind told her she should tense up and brace for the pain, the threat seemed unreal when viewed through the hazy curtain of marvellous soothing pleasure flowing from her clit.


Kara winked at Terri and without warning, sank the nail of her thumb into Kristina's clit and pinched hard, crushing it against the firm core inside the tiny shaft.


Kristina almost choked when she tried to change instantly from a pleasurable moan to a cry of agony. Her entire being staggered as it shifted gears, as if a bucket of icy cold water had been thrown in her face. But when she heard Terri giggle mockingly, a surge of adrenaline flooded her system, and all the muscles that had gone limp with pleasure suddenly tensed and tightened up again, and she brought herself back into control through sheer force of will. She raised an eyebrow and lifted the corner of her mouth in a smile. "Sneaky," she said slowly, not letting the screaming pain that flared from her clit show in her expression. But she actually felt more acutely alive, now that the danger of imminent pain was back.


Kara held her grip on the woman's clit, pinching and twisting, and savouring every tiny flicker of pain that she managed to force out of Kristina, as if she was accumulating points in a video game. Then she abruptly stopped pinching, and instead gripped her clit between her index and middle fingers, and scrubbed hard against the tip with the ball of her thumb.


Although she wasn't caught by surprise this time, her clit was intensely sore, and the brutal rubbing was severely painful. However, this time she did not try to hide her pain from Kara, because pride was not involved, and she owed her suffering to Patty and her guests because the member had paid for it. She let her body shudder and writhe, and groaned in pain. She began to sweat again as the pain continued to tear at her loins.


Kara thought that the woman looked really sexy when her skin glistened with the sweat of pain, which of course made her want to hurt Kristina even more. She was reluctant to start using the bottle caps, as that would mean the end of the torture was in sight. Instead, she released the woman's clit, gave it a little pat, and then shifted her grip to her inner labia. She grabbed them between finger and thumb and pulled downwards hard, stretching the delicate lips out into a seemingly impossible length between her thighs.


Kristina had an awful vision of her labia being permanently stretched and dangling between her legs as she walked. A corner of her mind wondered if Extreme's medical plan covered plastic surgery for pussy lips. She suspected that it did, and her lips twitched in amusement even as they parted to allow a throaty moan of agony to escape.


Finally, Kara picked up a bottle cap and held it up as it were a gold coin, turning it from side to side and studying the crimped, corrugated shape of the edge.


"Shall I spread my legs?"


Kara nodded. "Yes please."


Spreading her legs brought back the need to maintain a squeezing pressure by her pussy muscles to ensure that none of the caps already inside her vagina didn't fall out. This also brought back the painful scraping, grinding, sensations inside her vagina, especially near to the opening. This was both the most sensitive part of the vagina and also where the pressure of the caps was the greatest. Kristina also expected Kara to inflict considerable damage to her vaginal opening, despite what Patty had said. She found that imagining the pain and injury and how she would bear it, excited rather than frightened her.


When Kristina was in position, Kara brought the cap between her legs, edge upwards and started to stroke the slit of the woman's pussy with it. Mindful of Patty's warning, she didn't apply any pressure, but merely allowed the corrugated edge of the metal cap to lightly scrape along Kristina's flesh, threatening rather than actually hurting.


The prickly metallic scraping between her thighs was chilling, and the icy jolt that went straight up to Kristina's brain made her entire being tingle. After a moment, the delicate scraping began to centre around the opening of her vagina. Because of the soreness of that area, it was slightly painful, a warning of what was to come. She looked down at her pussy, and then into Kara's eyes, and a rush of sexual excitement heated up her body. Her breasts seemed to swell, and her nipples harden. Her pussy throbbed and tingled. She realised that she wanted Kara to do it. She wanted to challenge herself, to challenge her ability to endure the abuse and raw pain, and still be the beautiful, sophisticated Kristina Dare – because it turned her on like nothing she had ever experienced before in her life.


Kara sensed that Kristina was ready, and she tilted the cap so that the wavy edge of the cap pressed against the woman's feminine hole. Instead of merely pushing upwards as if inserting a coin into a slot, Kara pressed the jagged edge of the cap into the rim of Kristina's vaginal orifice, digging the metal into her flesh with all the strength of her slim fingers.


Kristina leaned herself into the pain, as if it were a physical presence – a strong wind or a torrent of water – and fought her way through it, standing firm even when Kara twisted the cap against her skin, sending searing bolts of pain shooting through her abdomen.


With only a third of the cap actually in the hole, Kara slowly scraped it in a circle, dragging the sharp metal around in a complete circuit of the rim of her cunt hole before shoving it into Kristina's vagina with her thumb, which she buried deep, and used to compact the mass of jagged metal inside her body.


Kristina held her breath as she felt the collection of sharp-edged metal inside her vagina shift and scrape, and move deeper into her body. The touch of Kara's skin against the raw, lacerated flesh of her cunt hole burned like salt on a wound. Gritting her teeth, she rocked her hips, fucking herself on Kara's thumb and making the collection of bottle caps that filled her vagina shift and scrape even more. She could almost hear them rattling inside her belly. But the defiance felt good, it felt erotic, even though it created additional pain.


Kara pulled her thumb out and it was streaked with blood. She held it up for Kristina to see, remembering her promise to make the woman's vagina bleed.


Kristina grinned. "You certainly know how to show a girl a bloody good time," she gasped, even as her thighs shook from the pain that was tearing at her loins. She was confident that her nerve would hold out until Kara was done tormenting her, and she prayed that her body would do the same. Her pussy was a mass of pain, but it felt so very good to deliberately present it to Kara for even more, and to do it with a smile. No one was going to crush Kristina, not by destroying her world, or by sheer pain. She was amazed to feel a rush of sensual excitement as she watched Kara prepare to force the second cap into her vagina. She felt the cap jar against the caps already inside her pussy, and then she hissed as Kara repeated the slow tortuous scraping of her vaginal opening before pushing the cap into her body. The collection of rippling steel inside her vagina shifted under the pressure, and she felt a fresh source of pain as the caps pushed into her vagina by Patty rose up to grind against her cervix.


Kara felt the pressure too and grinned. From now on she would be able to apply direct pressure on the woman's cervix, both when she pushed the caps in, and when she whipped her pussy. "It looks like I've struck bottom," she said with a chuckle, and gave Kristina's pussy a thump with the heel of her palm.


Pain shot through her abdomen and up into her chest as if she was being impaled, when the impact was transferred from the mass of caps to her cervix. She gasped, and then inhaled deeply, letting the agony dissipate, before she shook her head and smiled. "No, it feels more like I'm at the top of the heap."


Amused by Kristina's continued defiance, she quickly rammed the third cap in, and then picked up the whip. "Ready for this?"


Kristina groaned theatrically. "I hated ballet as a child," she said as she bent her knees and spread herself obscenely wide. She winced as the metal in her pussy crunched when she squeezed hard to stop the fifteen bottle caps that had been forced into her pussy from falling out in a shower of metal discs.


Kara had never struck anyone before, other than in playful slaps to the arms, shoulders and bottom. In general, whipping someone didn't hold much interest for her, but it was different in this case. Kristina was more beautiful, more successful – even taking her divorce into account – and more adventurous than she would ever be. There might have been some jealousy involved, but mainly it was the sheer thrill of having such a fabulous creature consent to have her pussy whipped. It was like the ultimate autograph. She had always joined in the laughter at the way men loved their phallic symbols, but holding the whip in her hand and looking at Kristina's totally vulnerable pussy, she could understand the feeling of pleasure and power something like that could provide. At close range, a pussy looked very delicate, especially the pink slit. Kristina's pussy looked especially sensitive, since it was covered with weals, bruises and scratches. To Kara, this state of imperfection actually excited her more, since it clearly indicated that her pussy was no longer off limits and was available to be used and misused as she saw fit. Cradling the strands of the whip in her palm, she pressed the cool leather against the woman's pussy and pulled on the handle, rubbing the lashes over the pussy and making Kristina gasp when they slipped into her slit and brushed over her bruised and swollen inner labia and clitoris.


Kristina ground her pussy against the leather and smiled down at Kara, shivering at the tingle of pleasure that filled her loins. Her stapled nipples ached fiercely, but that felt good too, because the stiff quivering points were a visible symbol of her endurance and defiance. The term "martyrdom" came to her mind, but she immediately rejected it. She wasn't "sacrificing" herself for some ideal. Indeed, she was defying all attempts past and present to push her down and subdue her. Ever since the day she had decided to seek out a rich husband, she had known that she was selling herself, but there had always been a part of her, a glittering diamond-hard core, that she had refused to barter away. Perhaps that was what had led to her stupid one night stand with the valet. After years of sexual subservience to Walter, she simply had to prove that her sexuality was her own. She smiled wryly. She was certainly paying for that little indiscretion now. On the other hand, she might never have discovered this suppressed part of her, or not until it was too late. A randy septuagenarian was of little good to anyone, not even herself. She saw Kara lower the whip to the floor, and she tensed her thighs and clenched her vaginal muscles hard, wincing as the edges of the bottle caps bit into her flesh. She had never felt so sexually aroused in her life.


She only had three strokes, so Kara was determined to make the most of them. She turned her body so that it was slightly sideways to Kristina, allowing her to swing the whip with the full strength of her shoulder and arm like a tennis racquet, rather than just striking upwards with her wrist. She made a couple of practise swings, inhaled, and lashed out with the whip.


The whip slammed into her pussy like an explosion of pain, and Kristina almost expected to see smoke and sparks. The sound of the multiple strands striking pussy flesh was impressive too. But by now Kristina had learned to ride with the shock and pain, just like the blast of the air-stream when skydiving, or the slamming, crashing impacts of water, rocks and debris in the rapids when her raft overturned in a river. However, the pain didn't go away, even though the fear and shock became just another part of the thrill, so her screams shook the room. The pain wasn't restricted to her pussy lips. The impact of the whip set off a chain reaction in her pussy. Her muscles clenched tight in reaction to the pain and to prevent the caps from falling out, which only added to the pain. This caused her entire vagina to contract, forcing the mass of metal upwards to grind against her cervix, releasing yet another burst of pain, just in time to be followed by the next horrible explosion when the whip struck for the second time, and the third.


Kara didn't give Kristina time to recover from the whip. She tossed it aside and snatched up the remaining three bottle caps. The woman was still in her deep squat when Kara rammed the cap into her vagina.


Kristina was caught by surprise, and her vaginal muscles went lax in shock when the flesh of her orifice was painfully crushed between the caps inside her vagina and the one Kara was forcing into her. She felt the entire collection of caps begin to slide, and sweat broke out on her brow as she frantically clenched her pussy muscles to hold them in. She needed to move the caps back up and deeper into her vagina, so she made her pussy muscles ripple in a milking motion that normally made men moan with pleasure and come uncontrollably. But now, it crushed and squeezed on jagged edged metal instead of a cock, and she scraped and tore the lining of her vagina as she worked the caps back inside her body, which shuddered in agony from the self inflicted torture.


Kara grinned in triumph at her near victory. She had almost succeeded in making the woman lose control and drop all the caps, which would have given her the chance to push all of them back into her again. As it was, she timed the insertion of the fifth cap so that it hit her hole when Kristina was clenching her muscles the hardest in her efforts to move the caps upwards. This meant that the woman was unable to relax her vaginal orifice in order to allow the cap to pass through with the minimum of pain and damage. Instead Kara was able to jam the punishing edge of the cap against Kristina's pussy hole with maximum force – and damage – as she pushed it in.


Kristina didn't scream, but she cried out in a mixture of frustration and agony, trapped between the desire to hold the caps inside her vagina and the need to open up her hole to let the final cap in without being ripped and cut by its rippled edge. Of course she was unable to do both, and the final cap tore the delicate skin of her cunt hole as it scraped its way in. Even then, her ordeal was not ended, as she watched Kara pick up the whip with a huge grin. The lash bit at her cunt like the fangs of a snake, striking upwards to tear at her body, but Kristina refused to falter at this stage, and straightened her body proudly to accept the lash between her legs. Her final screams were more like war cries shouted against an invisible foe.


Kara stared in awe at the woman's graceful, erect figure and the trickles of blood that ran down her thigh from her torn pussy. She jumped up and threw her arms around her slick, sweaty body and laughed happily when Kristina hugged her back.


Kristina faced one final ordeal, which Patty claimed as her privilege, which was of course the removal of the bottle caps from her vagina. She could have simply squatted down and tried to force them out, helped by her fingers, but that would have been too anti-climactic and undignified. For the first time in the day, she lay on her back and drew her legs up to her chest, and presented her pussy to Patty in that classic pose so that the girl could fish each cap out with her fingers. Patty was surprisingly gentle, but Kristina's pussy was so badly scraped and battered that it would have hurt no matter how careful Patty was.


The first few caps were easy, and Patty just plucked them from Kristina's torn and bloody cunt hole with thumb and forefinger, their exit making her hiss in pain as she dragged them through the still tight orifice. Then with the ones on top gone, Patty had to probe and dig harder to find each successive one. This obviously hurt Kristina, and given the sorely battered condition of the woman's pussy, Patty did feel slightly guilty. However, she also had to admit that it was profoundly enjoyable. Fingering a girl under normal circumstances, especially with her friends watching, would have been too creepy, but with Kristina, everyone understood that she was tormenting the woman, so it was all right to enjoy making her moan and squirm, even if she didn't seem to be in that much pain. Secretly, Patty felt an illicit thrill at the thought that she was able to give sexual pleasure to this worldly, glamorous woman, especially after they had hurt her so much in the same wet, warm place that her fingers were probing now.


Kristina had become so accustomed to being hurt in her pussy by the girls, that any sort of gentle touch to her pussy felt shockingly good by comparison, and she was pleasantly surprised to discover that she rather enjoyed having Patty's fingers playfully probing her vagina, despite the fact that it still hurt each time she found a cap, gripped it tight and dragged it out of her vagina.


As she got down to the last few caps, Patty was obliged to plunge her middle and index fingers deep into Kristina's vagina, try to grip the cap and then rapidly pull her fingers out before it slipped from her grip. There was only one cap left when both of them realised at the same time that she was effectively finger fucking  Kristina. Their eyes met and a mutual understanding was reached. Patty muttered, "That cap is really deep in there, probably flat on your cervix. I'm really going to have to work to get it, so hold still even if it hurts."


Kristina nodded. "Do whatever you want, my vagina is all yours."


Patty started to plunge her fingers rapidly in and out of Kristina's pussy, making annoyed faces all the while. She was doing it much too roughly for anyone to accuse her of deliberately masturbating Kristina, but she could feel the surges of pleasure going through the woman's body, and Kristina confirmed her enjoyment by gently stroking Patty's other forearm.


The crazy blend of painful pounding and vigorous finger fucking drove Kristina crazy. The pain was quite real, both from the damage to her pussy, and because the cap had indeed fallen on top of her cervix, and every thrust of Patty's fingers slammed the edges of the cap against the mouth of her womb. However, she was also enjoying the frigging immensely as well, and it seemed that Patty intended to keep it up until she came.


Patty could feel her fingertip slamming into the bottle cap at the end of each thrust, so she knew that she was hurting Kristina, but she was making the woman come at the same time. The idea that she could make her come while hurting her at the same time was so exciting that her own orgasm was just a rub of her clitoris away. The trouble was, there was nothing she could rub it against without being completely obvious to the girls, and she had no intention of becoming part of the entertainment. Then she had an idea. "Your feet are getting in the way. Bring them down near your bottom. Here, I'll show you where I want them."


Kristina was puzzled when Patty brought her feet down and together, with the soles of her feet touching each other. Although her thighs were still wide apart, her hips were not in the best position for Patty to get at her pussy. Then everything became clear when she felt Patty's pussy press against her joined big toes. She looked up at Patty's face to make sure it was what she wanted, and gently wriggled her toes against the girl's pussy. She winked when Patty gave her a tiny nod, before resuming her finger fucking.


It became a game of mutual masturbation, with Patty digging and ramming her fingers into Kristina's pussy, while she rubbed her own pussy against Kristina's gently rocking toes.


With both girls totally absorbed in what they were doing, it didn't take long for them to reach the brink of orgasm. Kristina realised that Patty wanted to hide her climax from her friends, so she screamed and moaned loudly as she came, helped on by Patty digging the final cap out of her cunt and badly scratching her cervix in the process.


Patty leaned hard against Kristina's toes and came as quietly as she could. It was the best orgasm that she could ever remember having, and she almost slumped to the ground, saved only by her grip on Kristina's blood stained pussy.






Chapter Four



Kristina was taken straight to Extreme's private clinic. As the wife of a billionaire, she was used to the very best in medical care, but she had to admit that the clinic was as good as anything she had ever seen. The place itself looked like a private spa rather than a hospital and she was attended to by a horde of doctors and specialists, including a plastic surgeon. She was even offered a free boob job and a hymen reconstruction while she was there, both of which she turned down with great amusement. They kept her there for three nights before letting her go home. There was no communication from Extreme's management other than a basket of fruit with a note that informed her that her entire stay at the clinic was free, and hoping that she would get better soon.


When she got home, her first thought was to log on to her private account on the Extreme website to check the status of her loan. She was pleased to see that her outing had settled the interest charge on her loan for the month and a nice chunk out of the loan itself. At this rate, she calculated that if she accepted three assignments a month, she would have repaid her loan in less than eighteen months. She saw a flashing link at the bottom of the page, which led to a table of rewards for successful recruitment of new Companions. What she saw made her tap her lips thoughtfully.


Aside from some faint bruising, Kristina was in fine shape as she went back to work the next day. Now that she had "miraculously" solved her financial problems and become sole owner of the production company, everybody wanted to know her again. Suppliers were happy to supply, models and actors dropped by to inquire about work in a steady stream. Best of all, clients began to call again with potential projects. She learned that she even had "friends" again. These were the same people who had been avoiding her like the plague just two weeks ago. Jenna called to see how she was doing.


"How did you like our clinic?"


Kristina checked that her office door was fully closed and then said, "Very nice. I may get myself mugged just to spend more time there."


Jenna chuckled. "I'm sorry for not calling sooner, but from experience I've found it better to wait until a new Companion is all healed up before talking to her."


Kristina agreed that this was wise. She had been really depressed the morning after the outing, when she had woken up to all the cuts and bruises to her pussy and the big plasters covering her nipples.


"I just wanted to let you know that Patty was really happy with your performance, and gave you a glowing rating. Our performance reviewer was also very complimentary about your attitude and performance. This will affect your fee scale for the next outing." Jenna paused, and then said, "Do you have any comments to make about the outing?"


Kristina was surprised to discover that the positive ratings pleased her. "To be honest, I went in thinking I would absolutely hate the whole thing. But it wasn't as bad as I expected, and I learned some surprising things about myself."


Jenna sounded amused. "I gathered that from the exit report. I'm happy for you. Some girls never get used to the job, while others actually become quite enthusiastic about it. Quite a number of our elite Companions stay with us even after they have cleared their loans. You may be interested to hear that we already have inquiries about your next outing. But don't worry about that for now. I'll get in touch again when the time comes."


Kristina had long ago learned to compartmentalise her mind, so she put Extreme away in a mental cubbyhole and threw herself into her real job. Half way through the morning, and acting on impulse she called Stacy, and invited her to dinner at her house.


Stacy wasn't working that day and accepted happily.





***





Although Kristina could cook very well, she didn't have time that day, and she couldn't afford a live-in cook any more, so she had a favourite restaurant cater, and she was cleaned up and relaxed when Stacy buzzed from the gate. She checked the security video screen to make sure it was her, and let her into the grounds. A minute later there was a tap on the door.


Being a professional model and actor who was visiting a potential employer, Stacy looked radiant as she stood in the doorway with her handbag in one hand and a bottle of wine in the other. She had obviously taken a lot of effort to make herself look nice, and she wore what looked like a new dress. "Hello Kristina, I hope I'm not too early?"


They exchanged pecks around each other's cheeks, and Stacy handed over the wine.


"No, you're right on time. Come on in." Kristina ushered the girl into the house and took her coat. As they walked to the living room, Kristina suddenly realised that she felt comfortable with Stacy because she shared her secret, and she knew that the model wouldn't judge her. And even though she had done it for her own benefit, Stacy had been the only one who had spoken to her sympathetically after the break up with Walter. Every one else had been too busy gloating or simply avoiding her.


Even though they came from different social classes, their work gave them a lot of interests in common, and the film and modelling industries were always especially rich in gossip and constantly shifting "big players".


They had finished the main course, barely noticing the food, before the conversation even slowed down. Kristina watched Stacy laugh and several upcoming jobs came to mind.


Stacy noticed Kristina's gaze. She lifted a knife and looked at her reflection in it. "I hope I don't have food on my face."


Kristina smiled. "No, you look fine. In fact that was why I was staring so rudely. I have a couple of upcoming jobs that would fit you to a T."


"Really? That would be fabulous. I've got bills piling up."


Kristina hesitated, and then said, "Money problems? What about Extreme?"


Stacy chuckled. "My arse can only take so much beating every month and still let me work." Her eyes darkened and her lids lowered. "Or should I say my pussy can only take so much." She covered her mouth with her fingertips. "Oops, I'm sorry if I offended you by using the "P" word."


"Not at all. It's just us girls here. What did you mean when you said your pussy could only take so much?"


"Well, I don't do much men's magazine work – they like bigger boobs than mine – so my priority is to keep the marks off of the parts not covered by underwear or a bikini. But fashion work sometimes requires topless or see-through, so it's better if the breasts aren't too marked up either. Which leaves … "


"Your pussy," Kristina completed for her with a grin.


Stacy nodded. "I explained it to Jenna, and she agreed to put out the word about my preference, or limitation if you will, to see if anyone would still want me as a Companion under those conditions."


"And?"


"Amazingly, lots of members wanted me. They saw it as a challenge."


Kristina frowned. "That doesn't explain why you're um … financially embarrassed."


Stacy sighed. "I made some not so smart investments and got wiped out. The Extreme loan allowed me to repay what I owed, but I had to sell my car, my house, my jewellery … well, you know the story." She nodded at Kristina. "That's why your jobs would be really welcome."


"Where are you staying?"


"I have a small one-room flat, but I haven't paid the rent in two months and I'm about to be evicted. After that," she shrugged. "I'm good looking … I'll find some guy who'll put me up in exchange for a bed warmer. I can't do it for money, or Extreme would cancel my loan and my contract."


Kristina didn't hesitate. "Nonsense! I have several spare rooms. You did me a favour, and I'm grateful." She grinned. "You can have the one that Walter used to sleep in when he stayed over, if you don't mind a room big enough to have echoes."


Stacy smiled shyly. "I really don't know what to say. As a matter of fact, I was afraid you'd be angry after you came back from your first real outing." She eyed Kristina suspiciously. "You're not going to strangle me in my sleep or something are you?"


Kristina laughed so hard she had to put her glass down for fear of spilling her beer. She wiped the tears of laughter from her eyes and shook her head. "No, nothing as exciting as that. Hell, I can't even rape you – I don't have the equipment," she said pointing below the table.


Stacy lowered her head, and then looked up at Kristina through her lashes. "You wouldn't have to rape me, you know," she said very softly.


"Of course no... what?" Other than some very tentative experimentation with her friends in her early teens, Kristina had never considered a lesbian relationship, and she had thought herself firmly bisexual until she had met Patty and her friends. Even though Patty had merely used her, she had discovered she had the ability to orgasm from the touch of another girl, and that sexual relations with a girl didn't turn her off.


Stacy clasped her hands tightly together on the table, crushing her napkin between them. "Since I'm your sponsor, I was given a copy of the exit report for your outing with that Patty girl. I … I didn't mean to pry. I just thought … I don't know what I thought." She shook her head. "Never mind, forget I ever said anything."


Kristina knew that she could have just made a light remark, a joke, a change of subject, and the incident would have disappeared as if it had never happened. But she had been feeling very lonely and vulnerable ever since Walter had tossed her out. Her business was recovering, and with Extreme's help her finances were no longer in a critical state, but on a personal level, she had lost her way. She had grown so used to being Mrs Caudwell that she wasn't sure she knew how to be Kristina Dare again. She reached out her hand and placed it on top of Stacy's white knuckled fists. "I … can we talk about it?" She pressed on the girl's hands. "I really want to."


Stacy smiled, obviously relieved on many levels. "Sure. I'd like that."


Kristina went to the coffee machine and poured two cups, adding a splash of brandy to each of them, and then led Stacy back into the living room. She handed a cup to Stacy and indicated that she should sit on the sofa. When the girl was settled, she joined her, sitting a hand's breadth away from her. She took a sip of her coffee to calm herself down, feeling the warmth of the hot liquid and the brandy flow into her.


Stacy took a sip as well, and waited to see what Kristina had to say.


"You caught me by surprise just now," Kristina said gently. She held up a hand to shush Stacy when she started to apologise. "I wasn't offended or upset. My life has been a bit of a mess lately, as you know. The outing with Patty and her crew simply added to the confusion by tossing a sexual element into the mix. I realise now that I invited you to dinner because I was feeling really lost, as far as personal relationships are concerned. Sure, I could go clubbing and find a man to go to bed with in minutes. But I've just been screwed by one man, and I'm not that eager to replace him with another just yet. Like most women, it simply never occurred to me to look to another woman, for all kinds of reasons – habit probably being the strongest."  


The actress seemed to relax a little bit as she listened, and began to smile. "And is it occurring to you now?"


Kristina placed her fingers on Stacy's knee and lightly toyed with the model's smooth skin. "Mrs Caudwell would have charmed you out of your panties by now."


"And what about just plain Kristina?"


"I think … that I'd like to get you out of your panties too," Kristina breathed.


Stacy leaned closer. "Want to know a secret?"


"What?"


"I'm not wearing any."


Kristina raised an arched eyebrow. "Planning on doing some seducing tonight?"


"I'm the submissive type, when it comes to sex. I was sort of hoping that your hand might find its way under my skirt some time during the evening, and I wanted to be … hospitable."


Kristina laughed. "Hospitable?"


The model flushed. "I'm not very good at making the first move."


Kristina let her fingers wander up the girl's thigh to the hem of her skirt. "And are you – hospitable?"


Stacy blushed even redder and nodded silently, biting her lip.


Kristina set down her cup and put her arm around Stacy's shoulders, and the girl snuggled comfortably against her. "Tell me the truth. Did you come here tonight hoping to seduce the boss?"


The model had her eyes closed as she said, "Yes, that was my first thought when you invited me to your house for dinner. I've already told you I'm desperate, and this seemed like a good opportunity. But that's not … "


"Shh, it's all right. You don't have to justify yourself. But this would have ended right here if you had denied wanting to make use of me, because you would have been lying. Don't ever lie to me. I'm an expert, and I'll know right away."


Stacy nodded. "I promise." She pressed her cheek against Kristina's shoulder. "I really do find you very sexy."


Kristina touched her chin and tilted her head to look into her eyes. "My offer to stay here still stands. You don't have to do this just for that, or to get work from me."


Stacy pouted. "Couldn't you force me … just a little?"


Kristina chuckled. "So that's how it is. Well then, let's just say that the quality of the jobs I offer you will depend on how naughty you are."


Stacy inhaled sharply, a rush of excitement filling her when she heard the woman's words. "I can be very very naughty … and obedient," she added, giving Kristina a significant look.


"I seem to recall you saying something about not wearing any panties?"


The model smiled. "I'm bare-arsed naked under my skirt."


Kristina remembered her fumbling teen aged experimentation with lesbian play, and her heart started to beat faster. She tip-toed her finger up Stacy's inner thigh, and her hand disappeared under the girl's skirt.


Stacy's body tensed, and she moved her knees slightly apart. Her breathing grew louder as the tickling, exploring fingers moved ever closer to her pussy. As a model, her pussy lips were by necessity smooth and hairless, although she had a neatly trimmed strip of hair above it. Although she had given Kristina the impression that she was very sexually experienced, she had been close to a virgin when she had joined Extreme, and she had only gone on five outings as a Companion so far. This was her first voluntary lesbian experience. She also hadn't made clear to her how intensely submissive she was when it came to sex. She would literally do anything, for a partner that she liked – and she liked Kristina a lot. The very fact that she needed Kristina's help so badly actually excited her, because it made her feel helpless. Her pussy ached with desire as she felt the woman's fingers approach it. She lifted her face towards Kristina, offering her lips for a kiss.


Feeling greatly daring, Kristina touched her lips to Stacy's in a warm, passionate kiss. It felt good, soft and sensuous. She let her hand move the final centimetres to bring her fingertips in contact with the girl's pussy. She pulled the girl closer, and then started to trace the line of her slit.


The woman's touch was electric, and Stacy moaned, even as she clung to the kiss. She moved her right thigh to the side until it pressed against Kristina's leg. Bracing it there, she lifted and rotated her hips until her puss was openly offered up to the probing fingers, and she sighed when one slim finger slowly slid into her hole, and then one more.


For some reason, another girl's cunt hole seemed to feel hotter and more slippery than when she touched her own. Perhaps it was. Stacy's breath gusted warmly against her neck as she gently moaned, passively allowing Kristina to play with her pussy as she pleased. Despite this, Kristina could feel the girl's intense delight.


It felt so good to have Kristina's fingers inside her pussy, and when they pressed and rubbed her g-spot she melted in a quivering puddle of hotness against the woman. "Oh my god, that's so fucking good," she gasped, and heatedly kissed Kristina's neck and shoulders. A tiny orgasm shook her and she blushed when she felt her wetness coat the woman's hand. Then she thought of her dress and embarrassing stains. She moved her lips close to Kristina's ear and whispered, "Let me undress for you." When Kristina nodded and reached for the fastenings of her own dress, Stacy stopped her with a soft touch.


Kristina looked at her in surprise, but when Stacy smiled and shook her head, she realised that the girl wanted to be naked for her, so she lowered her hands and leaned back to watch.


Stacy's pulse raced as she stood up. She wanted badly for Kristina to like her body. With many women, she would have been worried about showing them up and making them jealous, but Kristina had no concerns at all in that department. Stacy was shorter and had more rounded hips, so she took great care not to let her bottom look fat. Her buttocks were tight and perfectly rounded, the result of hundreds of long, painful hours in the gym. She would never be a high fashion model, but she was in great demand for lingerie shoots and glamour work. Internet soft porn photographers were always calling her, although she had resisted them so far. She knew she would do it eventually, but she wanted to hold off for another year or so, to keep her options open and extend her shelf life. Once your pussy appeared in full screen detail on the net, you became typecast very quickly.


Kristina was surprised when Stacy went down on her knees in front of her, rather than standing erect, but it emphasised the girl's submissive attitude in an unexpected way.


Stacy knew that when she undid the zip and belt of her dress, it would be loose enough to take off over her head, so she had chosen to go down on her knees. Not only did it give Kristina the right impression, but it made her feel good too. She wasn't wearing a bra either, the support and padding for her breasts being sewn into the front of the dress, so she was totally naked when she pulled the dress up around her head, blindfolding herself. She deliberately paused like that for a moment, to give Kristina a chance to study her body without embarrassment. It also made her feel very helpless, with her arms restrained and her eyes covered by the gathered fabric. She kept her knees close together and her shoulders pulled back, in order to emphasise the lines of her body. There would be plenty of time to open her legs afterwards.


As a very hands-on video producer, Kristina was well qualified to appreciate Stacy's presentation artistry and smiled in admiration. The girl was really trying hard. She had a nice body too. Now that she was allowing herself to consider female bodies in a sexual light, she realised that Stacy had a very sensual figure, the kind that made you want to grab and squeeze. She leaned forward and helped her pull the dress off, automatically shaking it out and folding it before putting it on the armchair next to the sofa.


Stacy brushed her hair back with both hands, keeping her elbows raised and pulled back, feeling very conscious of her hard nipples, and wanting Kristina to notice them. Nipples didn't lie, especially since she hadn't had a chance to pinch them. She put her hands flat on her belly and then slid them slowly upwards to cup her breasts, as if presenting them to Kristina. The tip of her tongue peeped out and slowly ran around her lips, and then, still cupping her breasts, she moved forwards on her knees until she was almost touching Kristina's legs. Releasing her breasts, she leaned forward and kissed both of the woman's knees before resting her head on Kristina's thighs.


Despite her social sophistication, Kristina had been relatively conservative in regard to her sexual life up to now, since a wife with a liking for wild sexual escapades would have given Walter a heart attack. However, she had always liked to read, and her choice of materials had included a lot of porn, both as research and for entertainment. Therefore, the symbolism of what Stacy was doing didn't escape her, and she was interested to realise that the girl's display of submission spoke to something deep in her sexual make-up. She smiled to herself. It seemed that she was a lot kinkier than she had ever imagined. First s&m, and now dominance and lesbianism. Perhaps, like most people, she had simply hidden her kinks from herself as well as everyone else. She placed her hands on Stacy's hair, softly stroking and letting her know she was welcome.


Stacy pressed her cheek against Kristina's thighs and put her arms around her calves. She inhaled the fragrance of the woman's skin, a mixture of body lotion, her natural scent and a faint trace of something more primal drifting down from underneath her skirt. She pressed her breasts against Kristina's knees and rubbed her nipples on them as she moved her head higher up her thighs, nudging at the hem of the woman's skirt with her forehead. She rubbed her cheek against the skin of Kristina's inner thighs like a great cat, and sighed in contentment. Kristina was her first recommendation to Extreme, and also the first member whom she knew on a personal basis. She too felt a great relief to be able to talk to someone who knew what she was doing but wouldn't judge.


Kristina was amazed at how sensual it felt to simply have the girl pressed up against her legs in this way, and the nearness of Stacy's head to her pussy was spine tinglingly arousing, making all kinds of erotic images, scents and sounds pass through her mind. She knew that she ought to respond in some way, but she was frozen, afraid to do anything that would spoil the moment. All she could do was to run her fingertips over the girl's bare shoulders in an elliptical motion, savouring the smoothness and warmth of her. Fortunately, Stacy seemed content to remain where she was for the moment, as she tried to gather her thoughts. She smiled at the impossibility of Mrs Kristina Caudwell being unable to respond appropriately in a social situation. It seemed that she was human after all.


Stacy was getting tremendously aroused by what she was doing, and by Kristina's gentle acceptance. She felt safe and warm and wanted. Slowly, so as not to shift her body, Stacy spread her knees apart, sliding them sideways across the carpet. Then, placing her hands beneath Kristina's ankle, she lifted her foot up and adjusted the curve of her own back until the woman's toes touched her pussy. She didn't rub her pussy against Kristina's toes or press her foot against her pussy with her hands. Instead, she just patiently held it there, supporting it with her hands so that Kristina's leg would not get tired, and then waited.


Once again, Kristina was amazed at how sensual and exciting this slow, quiet situation was. Stacy's breath tickled her inner thigh like the caress of an ostrich feather, and her pussy trembled. Then when the girl lifted Kristina's foot and touched it to her pussy, she almost gasped at the tingling shock that contact sent up her leg. After a second, she realised that Stacy was not going to do anything else, and was simply giving her the opportunity to use her foot and toes to play with her pussy. Kristina was not used to dealing with such extreme submissiveness, and she found it very erotic. It was not the same at all as the forced submission displayed by servants and employees, where resentment or indifference was always waiting just below the surface. Stacy was truly giving herself, and was clearly aroused by her own submission. Very carefully, she reached out with her big toe and traced her toenail over the curve of the girl's pussy lips. She felt Stacy's breathing grow heavier against her thigh at her touch, and the girl's fingers stroked her ankle in approval. Then her toe slipped into Stacy's slit and Kristina felt slippery dampness on her toe. She pushed upwards, and her toe sank deeper. Stacy's gasp was a puff of warm air on her thigh, and then she felt the girl kiss her leg.


Stacy's belly tightened as Kristina's big toe sank into her pussy hole, excitement and delight making it hard for her to breathe. She felt like she wanted something more, but she wasn't sure what, until Kristina's toenail accidentally brushed against the soft flesh of her vaginal orifice. The light scraping made her shudder, and she kissed the woman's thigh again and pushed upwards on her ankle to show her approval.


Kristina had experienced a jolt of fright when she felt her toenail scrape against Stacy's vagina, and she was about to apologise, when the girl kissed her thigh and her fingers caressed her ankle in unmistakeable approval. The realisation that the model had liked it, and a torrent of images from her recent outing with Patty and friends, made her hold her breath in shocked surprise. She knew that just like her, Stacy had been accepting punishment from paying members, but it seemed that she actually liked at least a certain amount of rough treatment in her private life as well. She realised the prospect of being allowed to hurt another girl's pussy excited her. Very cautiously, she moved her toe until the nail was pressing against Stacy's vaginal wall. She received an immediate kiss on the thigh, and knew that she was on the right track. A slow up and down movement of her toe scraped the edge of her toenail against Stacy's vagina, and she was rewarded by two quick kisses. An upward push of her foot sank her toe right into the girl's cunt hole, and she felt her toe totally surrounded by warmth and wetness.


Stacy moaned softly when Kristina began to fuck her with her toe, the back of her foot slapping gently against her pussy with each stroke. The feeling that the woman was kicking her pussy made her rub her cheek against Kristina's thigh, and she knew that she could definitely smell the musky odour of the woman's pussy now.


The wet sound of her toe plunging into Stacy's pussy, and the way the girl panted against her thigh made Kristina really hot. She wanted to rub her own pussy, but decided to wait, since Stacy seemed to prefer her to remain cool and in control. She was good at that, so she controlled her desires and enjoyed playing with Stacy instead. She decided to try something. "Stacy, I'm going to do something that might hurt you a bit. If you don't want me to do it, or want me to stop, just tap my ankle." When the girl kissed her thigh, she knew she had guessed correctly, and that Stacy didn't want to speak unless she had to, and preferred to simply be used. She squeezed the girl's shoulders lightly to warn her, and then altered the movement of her toe. Instead of plunging it in and out, she started to kick outwards while keeping her toe buried in the girls pussy, ramming her toe against the lower wall of Stacy's vagina, and jabbing her toenail into her flesh when her foot reached full extension.


Stacy pressed herself harder against Kristina's legs when she heard what the woman had to say. She had no intention of asking her to stop unless she was in danger of serious injury, which seemed unlikely under the circumstances. She inhaled sharply when she felt the toe press hard against the lower wall of her vagina, stretching the orifice painfully and even more painfully digging her manicured toenail into her flesh. The pressure threatened to make her rock backwards, so she used one arm to hold on to Kristina's legs, while the other continued to support her ankle. Then the pressure in her pussy eased when the toe pulled back, only to kick out again in a regular, rocking motion. When she was certain that she would be able to bear the discomfort, she kissed Kristina's thigh several times to let her know that she was all right and that she shouldn't stop. She closed her eyes and lost herself in the feel of the subtle flexing of Kristina's legs against her cheek, and the rhythmic stretching and scraping pain in her vagina. The woman's hand stroked her hair soothingly even as she kicked out at her pussy, and Stacy had never felt so happy in her life.


As a woman, Kristina knew that Stacy's pussy had to be hurting her quite badly, and the way that the young model clung to her legs and kissed her thigh lovingly, even as she uttered hot little gasps of pain was terrifically sensuous. But this was the first time for them, and she didn't want either of them to remember it as a torture session, so when she judged that she had inflicted enough pain on the girl's pussy to truly excite her, she stopped the kicking motion and withdrew her toe from the wet orifice.


Stacy's pussy burned as she lifted her head from Kristina's thighs and shuffled backwards, still on her knees and supporting the woman's ankle with her hand. When she had moved back far enough to enable her to lift Kristina's foot to her face, she smiled at her and then lowered her head and took her toe in her mouth. She sucked and licked her toe and foot clean of her own sticky juices, even going between her toes with her tongue. Just like everything else tonight, she had never kissed a person's foot before, even during the outings as a Companion. It felt good to be able to give Kristina something that was fresh and new, at least to her. She wondered if anyone had ever done it for Kristina before.


Kristina had read about it and seen videos where people sucked each other's toes, but she had never experienced it in real life. Walter would never have sucked her toes in a million years, and he would have thought it silly if she had offered to suck his. He loved oral sex, but not quite like that. The delicate tickling of her tongue as Stacy lapped up her own juices from between Kristina's toes, made the woman shiver with delight; and she knew that the crotch of her panties had to be a sodden mess. When Stacy put her foot down and licked her lips with a smile, Kristina slowly parted her knees, looking straight into the girl's eyes.


Stacy's smile widened, and she went down on all fours to slowly move between Kristina's thighs. When she reached the woman's knees, she stopped and turned her head to either side to plant soft, loving kisses on the folds where calves met thighs, letting the tip of her tongue flicker into the fold behind Kristina's knees.


Kristina trembled with lust as Stacy steadily advanced in that manner, kissing one thigh and then the other. When she reached the hem of Kristina's skirt, the model used her nose to gently nudge the fabric higher, going from side to side, until at last the woman's panties came into view. As Kristina had suspected, the gusset was soaked. Still only using her head, Stacy moved right up between the woman's thighs and with her hands resting on her own knees, she leaned her head forward and pressed her lips to the wet fabric, and began to suck.


The sight of the beautiful model sucking up her pussy juices from the gusset of her panties was incredibly erotic, and Kristina rubbed her palms up and down the length of her thighs, leaving pink marks. Her pussy quivered and she felt very close to coming. When she couldn't bear it any longer, Kristina gently pushed the girls head away and said, "I think it's time we moved to the bedroom. Our first time together shouldn't be on a sofa." She stood up and helped Stacy to get up from the floor, put her arms around her waist, and kissed her, tasting her own juices on the girl's lips.


Stacy had always loved modelling. Like many models, she was an exhibitionist and enjoyed showing off in front of a camera. But unlike most models, she also enjoyed being ordered about by a photographer and the need to hold uncomfortable positions for long periods of time. She had never given it much thought, just accepting that she enjoyed the work, but now she saw the significance of it as an indicator of her sexual preferences. Kristina had pointed the way to the bedroom and then told her to lead the way. Stacy knew this was so that the woman could watch her back and naked hips sway as she walked, and she took exquisite care to walk gracefully and sensually, as if she was being filmed for a video. She had often commented to friends that in real life, no woman ever moved in the alluring, sensual way that the women did in films, TV and video. Several of her model friends, who happened to be part-time prostitutes had agreed and laughed at this, commenting that their clients just wanted to get them naked and their legs apart, and didn't give a toss about how they moved. Privately, Stacy had always thought this was because the girls felt silly doing it. Kristina seemed to like it, and Stacy was happy to oblige. She enjoyed the feeling of being on show.


It surprised Kristina to discover how different a woman looked when viewed through the shimmering heat of sex tinted lenses. Up to now, she had always seen women as potential competition. Her eyes would seek out flaws first, and then – grudgingly – itemise positive attributes; good breasts, legs, buttocks and so on. However, she had almost never looked at the entirety of the package, the girl as a potential sexual partner – until now. When Stacy slowly turned to face her, standing with her arms by her sides, palms facing outwards and weight slightly on one leg, Kristina could almost feel the waves of sexual heat emanating from the girl's body. Her tiny, mischievous smile seemed to reach right into Kristina's pussy to stroke her clitoris with a feather light touch, and the woman's throat tightened with lust.


Holding her pose, Stacy said, "I'm all yours. Anything you want, anything at all. Just say the word. I'll make myself come for you, as many times as you want. I'll eat your pussy – all night if you want. You can go to sleep, and wake up to find me still licking you. You can make me come, or keep me moaning for it for as long as you like."


Kristina almost came on the spot. She stepped up to the lovely young girl and kissed her, while her hands went around her body to grab her bottom. The tight smooth feel of her cheeks under her hands made her groan in lust. She couldn't resist pulling the cheeks apart and reaching a finger into the warm crevice to touch the girl's arse hole and to tickle it with a fingernail.


Stacy threw her arms around Kristina's neck and clung to her, letting her nipples rub against the silky fabric of the woman's dress. "Ooh yes. That's lovely," she gasped when she felt the touch on her arse hole. She pushed a firm thigh between Kristina's legs and let the woman rub her pussy against it.


Kristina knew she was staining her dress, but she didn't care. It simply felt too good, too naughty to stop, as she rode the girl's thigh while simultaneously digging her fingernails in the soft skin surrounding her anus. She shuddered when Stacy continued to whisper into her ear.


"Anything. Make me feel good, make me hurt, do whatever pleases you, do whatever turns you on, because that's what will turn me on too."


Kristina had always been the one who was concerned with giving her partner sexual pleasure, often at her own expense. Although Walter hadn't been a bad lover, he was a busy man, and often under a great deal of pressure. More than once, she had worked hard to rouse him from his tiredness and to make him come, only to have him fall asleep moments afterwards, leaving her aching with frustrated desire. She would quietly slip out of his bed and return to her own room to masturbate. She never used vibrators or dildos because that might have suggested to Walter that he was an inadequate lover, or might have been found by a servant, only to have photographs appear on the internet or in scandal magazines days later. To suddenly be faced with a sexual partner who was totally devoted to her pleasure instead, was a novelty, as well as being very stimulating. She continued to rub her pussy against Stacy's thigh, marvelling at the patient and affectionate way the girl allowed her leg to be used in that manner, only stopping when she was on the brink of an orgasm.


When Kristina pulled away, flushed and panting, Stacy said, "I'm sorry, but I need to pee. May I go to the loo, or would you like me to try and hold it? I might make a mess if I lose control." Then her eyes lit up with erotic flames. "Would you like to watch me? I could pee for you."


Kristina nodded with a grin. "Hold on for just a sec while I get this dress off."


Stacy nodded, bit her lip anxiously and pressed her knees together, as she watched Kristina get undressed with considerable interest, despite her urgent need to be elsewhere. She sighed in admiration when the woman's dress slid down her long legs to form a puddle of fabric on the floor. Like everyone else, she had seen pictures of Kristina in tight dresses and even bikinis, but the reality was quite something else. She giggled at the thought that it would have been nice to have a cock just for a moment, so that she could display her appreciation with a raging hard-on. An erect clit wasn't in the same class, display-wise. When Kristina nodded, she took the woman's hand and practically ran for the en-suite bathroom.


Laughing, Kristina kept pace, swept up by the girl's giggly mood. She had almost forgotten that sex could be light and funny as well as intense and serious. She allowed Stacy, who was hopping up and down in her need to pee, to seat her on the edge of the bathtub, which directly faced the throne.


"You sit right here and watch the show," Stacy said, patting Kristina's hand, before dashing to the toilet. But she was not done yet. Rather than sitting down, she gingerly climbed up on the seat and dropped into a deep squat with her knees wide apart.


Kristina found herself looking right at Stacy's pussy. "Watch what you're doing there. I'm not really into golden showers," she warned with a grin.


Stacy blushed, suddenly realising that she was about to pee in front of an audience of one, and then grinned when she realised that she liked it. "Not to worry, I'm a dead shot, me."


Kristina nodded and leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. "Just remember, I'll dunk your head in the bowl if you squirt me," she threatened.


The model looked down and reached around her thighs to spread her pussy lips and expose her urethra. This was another advantage men had, she thought to herself, as she very cautiously relaxed the muscles of her bladder. She knew she would absolutely die of embarrassment if she really did pee on Kristina. She struggled with the contrasting needs of making herself pee while being watched, not spraying wildly if she succeeded, and also attempting not to make unladylike noises while she strained. Peeing sexily was harder than she had imagined. Then she felt a hot trickle in her pussy, and she sighed with relief when her pee started to flow.


Kristina applauded, laughing and clapping her hands. She wasn't really into pissing games, but she appreciated Stacy's willingness to embarrass herself in order to entertain her – which she did find sexy. The girl's pee was in full stream now, and a golden torrent shot from the tiny pink hole in her wide-spread pussy into the toilet bowl.


Stacy wiped herself, and then noticed that the bathroom had a bidet installed, so she smiled at Kristina and went over to wash her pussy. She patted it dry with more paper, making sure that there were no paper balls stuck to her pussy lips. "There. Nice and clean, just for you."


Kristina took her damp hand, and she walked hand-in-hand with the model back to the bed, feeling like a naughty schoolgirl. She mentioned this feeling to Stacy, who giggled. "I suppose that makes me a naughty girl as well. Perhaps you should give me a spanking." Kristina let go of her hand and gave her a playful smack on the bum.


Stacy gave her a sexy pout and wriggled her bottom, like a picture out of a classic spanking magazine.


When the reached the side of the bed, Stacy helped Kristina unfasten her bra, and then kissed her shoulders and all the way down her spine until she reached the waistband of her panties. Kneeling down, she slipped her thumbs under the elastic waistband and tugged it down over the woman's hips. She continued to kiss her way down the crack of Kristina's bottom as she tugged her panties down her thighs, and then helped her step out of them. She held on to the flimsy garment as she stood up and moved around to face her. She held the wet crotch of the panties up to her nose and inhaled deeply, all the while looking into Kristina's eyes.


This erotic act made Kristina's spine tingle. Walter would have choked in disgust if anyone had suggested that he do such a thing, and she was beginning to realise that she had subconsciously felt deprived in her sex life. She was beginning to think that she might have had that one night stand with the valet just to get a divorce, even though she had not realised it at the time. Perhaps there were things just as important as lots of money, at least to her. Walter would have had her sectioned if she had even suggested such a thing. She shivered when Stacy licked the creamy residue on the crotch of the panties. "Nice?" she asked.


Stacy took one last sniff, and tossed the panties aside. "They smell and taste yummy, though I'd rather taste the real thing." She put a knee on the bed and held out her hand in invitation.


Kristina let herself be pulled onto the bed, and they sank onto the sheets in a tangle of arms and legs.


Stacy hugged and kissed her, sighing happily. But when Kristina tried to roll her onto her back to caress her, she refused and insisted that Kristina lie back and relax. "This is our first time, and I want to make it really special for you. Just lie back and enjoy."


Kristina could see that the girl was serious about it, so she gave her another kiss and capitulated, even though she felt strange taking the passive role.


Stacy started by massaging her all over until she felt the woman begin to truly relax. Then she started to lick and kiss her entire body.


Kristina giggled uncontrollably when the girl went from sucking her nipples, down to her belly and then licked up her sides and into her armpits. She moaned happily when Stacy rolled her over and licked up and down between the cheeks of her bottom, before pressing her lips tightly to her arse hole and letting her tongue lave and probe it, until Kristina began to writhe her hips. Then Stacy moved down to her feet, licking her soles and toes and working her way up her legs until she felt the model's lips reach the tops of her thighs. Kristina's heart pounded when the girl's hands urged her to roll onto her back, and then softly lifted and spread her knees.


Stacy had been quite serious about licking Kristina's pussy all night, but she wanted to let the woman have some fun playing with her body as well, so she dived right in to her pussy and gave her an intense licking, concentrating on her clitoris while she carefully finger fucked her. In less than five minutes she had Kristina moaning and shuddering in orgasm. She sucked on the woman's clit until Kristina groaned and said she couldn't stand it any more, and then tenderly lapped up her come juices before lifting up to kneel astride her thighs.  


Kristina held out her arms and sighed happily when Stacy lowered herself down to press her breasts against hers, and they hugged. Kristina noticed that Stacy was carefully holding her juice smeared face away from hers. "Kiss me," she said softly.


"But my … " Stacy protested.


"Kiss me. It's all right. If you can eat my pussy, I can kiss your lips afterwards."


Stacy smiled warmly and turned her head to look straight down at Kristina, and then slowly lowered her lips, giving the woman lots of time to change her mind.


Their lips met, and Kristina truly tasted herself for the first time. Walter didn't believe in cunnilingus either, although he loved being sucked. She did feel a little squeamish, but refused to allow that to deter her. She kissed Stacy warmly, lovingly, letting her know that she appreciated what she was doing and found her super sexy.


"Yum. That was nice. You're a really good kisser," Stacy said breathlessly. "I'm so very hot. My pussy feels like it's on fire." The mischievous twist of her lips returned and her eyes gleamed. "Would you like to see?"


"See?" Kristina echoed, surprised at the question. "You mean your pussy?"


"No, my Facebook page – of course my pussy." Stacy grinned and pointed downwards with her chin. "After all, you've shown me yours, so it's only fair that I show you mine." Her childish tone only made the suggestion more sensual.


Kristina licked the top of Stacy's breast. "I think I'd like that a lot."


"Okay, here it comes." Stacy walked up Kristina's body on her knees until she was straddling the woman's chest, where she paused to allow Kristina to slip her arms between her thighs before continuing upwards until her pussy was right above the woman's head.


The reading lamp mounted on the headboard of the bed provided plenty of light, so Kristina had a perfect view of Stacy's crotch from where she was lying. As she looked, she tried to imagine she was Walter, looking at her own pussy on their first time – which had not been their honeymoon, since he had insisted on sampling the goods before buying. This was not some strange woman's pussy. This pussy was hers, at least for the moment. This pussy was devoted to giving her pleasure and to accepting pleasure – or pain, her mind insisted on adding – from her. She brought her hand back up between Stacy's legs and brushed the backs of her fingers over the soft, waiting curve of the girl's pussy lips. Her inner labia were erect, and peeped out slightly from between her outer lips. Kristina could feel them, moist and soft against her fingers. The second knuckle of her middle finger found the girl's sexual opening, and slick moisture lacquered it with a glistening sheen. Kristina bent her finger and cautiously licked the damp spot on her knuckle, and a rush of tastes and odours flooded her senses. The senses that had been honed over thousands of years in women to detect the presence of a rival's scent on their man screamed, "Woman! Sex! Danger!" and a jolt of adrenaline flooded her system, making the blood thump in her temples. Of course, intellectually she knew there wasn't any danger, but the excitement lingered, nonetheless. The muscles of her neck strained as she lifted her head and pressed her lips against the girl's pussy and inhaled her scent, letting her instincts know that this particular female was welcome, was not a threat. Her tongue reached out and she ran the tip along Stacy's slit from her vaginal opening all the way to her clitoris and above.


Stacy inhaled deeply, and she rubbed her hips and the sides of her thighs when she felt the touch of Kristina's lips and tongue on her pussy. It was an acceptance of the most primal kind. Next came status. It was up to her to demonstrate submission. "Would you like me to open it up for you?"


"Yes, spread it wide. I want to see," Kristina replied.


A fresh rush of excitement shot through her system. Spreading her pussy lips apart was a clear act of submission, and physically made her pussy more vulnerable. She could feel the blood go to her pussy, filling it with heat and an aching sensitivity. She hoped that she would not drip her juices on Kristina's face.


Kristina watched the girl's cunt unfurl, the heavy outer lips spreading and opening like the curtains of a theatre, to reveal the true stage where the action would take place. The warm light of the reading lamp reflected off of the bright pink of Stacy's inner pussy, making it glow and glisten.


Stacy's fingertips shifted, and gathered up the inner labia as well. Her thumbs reached for the hood of her clitoris, and this time when she pulled, she exposed the most sensitive and intimate parts of her body, her clitoris, her urethra, and the wet gathered folds of her vaginal orifice – her cunt hole. She felt Kristina's fingertips dance over helplessly exposed parts, and began to softly pant in excitement. She told herself that she would continue to hold herself open like this, no matter what Kristina did, just as she had for the Extreme members during her outings. But this time she would be doing it out of affection and her own desire.


"You have a lovely pussy," Kristina said, stroking the girl's sex gently. She knew exactly what her touch would feel like, and she was soon rewarded by sounds and motions of passion coming from Stacy, and a visibly growing wetness of her vagina. She turned her head and returned the kisses on the girl's thighs, adding a wicked tickling of her tongue which made the model moan. The moaning got louder as she skilfully masturbated the girl. With the pussy less than twenty centimetres from her face, Kristina had a front row view as the girl's sex grew progressively redder, more swollen, and wetter as she brought her closer and closer to coming. Even more interesting to her was the way Stacy kept her pussy steady and widely spread, even though the rest of her body was shaking and twisting in passion. Kristina knew Stacy was doing exactly what she herself had done for Patty, and it intrigued and excited her to be the recipient of this sexual service. She made the model come, and watching her climax was an intense experience, especially since she was practically surrounded by the girl's body, and her pussy was close enough for her to see in detail and to even smell her orgasm.


Knowing that the girl's clitoris was painfully sensitive so soon after coming, Kristina placed her fingertip right on the little bud and gently rubbed it in a circle, to see what would happen. To her surprise, Stacy's reaction wasn't what she expected.


"Ohh god, that hurts so good. Yes, keep doing that, do it faster. I think I can come again if you keep going."


Kristina realised that Stacy truly did love to be forced to do sexual things that hurt, frightened or embarrassed her, or have them done to her, but only by someone she liked. She could endure it from others, but she really enjoyed it tremendously when it was done by someone that she liked in return. And it appeared that Stacy really liked her. To test her theory, she grabbed Stacy's inner lips, one with each hand, and gently applied pressure with her thumb while looking up at the girl's face.


Stacy felt a glow of happiness as well as intense arousal. It seemed that Kristina understood what she needed. She smiled down at the woman and nodded. "Do anything you want. Use me – please."  


Still a little cautiously, Kristina started to play with Stacy's inner labia. She was not deliberately cruel, but rather she merely indulged herself without worrying about how it felt to the girl. Feeling as if this was the first time she had ever truly looked at a pussy, she rubbed and tugged the soft, flexible lips into various shapes, and then stretched them wide like little wings, which also pulled open the girl's vaginal orifice. Feeling greatly daring, she lifted her head and pressed her lips to the moist pink hole. She used the tip of her tongue to give a quick tickle inside the hole, which made Stacy giggle. With the girl's scent all over her lips and tongue, she lowered her head and then began to pinch the labia, digging the nail of her thumbs into the pink flesh and making pale white crescents, which slowly faded back to the sensuous pink.


Stacy groaned in ecstasy. It was not merely the pain or discomfort, but the delicious feeling of having her pussy not just used, but appreciated, by someone else that filled her with pleasure. She had a wild fantasy of being a volunteer subject, who forced herself to remain absolutely still while some mad scientist lovingly studied, and even dissected, her helpless pussy while she screamed and shook with fear and pain. Of course, she had no desire to really be injured in that manner, so being able to give herself to someone whom she trusted, was so incredibly enjoyable. "That feels so good.  You can be rougher if you like – much rougher," she said suggestively.


It was clear that the girl was asking for more pain, not merely to suffer, but so that she could demonstrate her ability and willingness to endure it for Kristina. She pinched harder and twisted, making the girl tense and shudder pleasurably. Before her outing with Patty, Kristina could never have understood how anyone could find enjoyment in having her pussy tormented. She began to rhythmically pinch, twist, and relax her grip on the girl's labia, over and over, and from the way Stacy reacted, she might have been rubbing her clit instead.


The steady rising and falling of the pain in her inner labia, and the effort of will needed for her to endure it, made her entire being burn with erotic heat. She loved the way Kristina was treating her pussy, and when the woman stopped pinching, and instead began to scratch her pussy with her fingernails like a kitten clawing at the leg of a chair, she felt another orgasm rapidly building up inside her loins. She moaned loudly, and neither she or Kristina could tell from the sound, whether it was an expression of unbearable pleasure or pain. Her moans grew even louder when Kristina pushed a finger into her vagina and scratched gently at her g-spot with a long fingernail, while her other hand scratched over and around her clitoris. Stacy didn't know what she was feeling, but she knew that she liked it and didn't want it to stop. "Yes, yes, do it. Keep doing it – don't stop."


Seeing the effect her games were having on the girl, Kristina had no intention whatsoever of stopping. She scratched harder on her g-spot, and concentrated the scratching of her other hand around the girl's clit and along the length of her prepuce.


The sensations grew so intense that the scratches felt like the were throwing off electrical sparks that made her nerves sing. "I'm going to come," Stacy moaned. "I need … I need … " she gasped, but she was unable to describe what she needed.


"Show me your clit," Kristina ordered.


Without considering what Kristina might want to do to her sensitive clitoris, Stacy moved her fingers back into position to pull the hood back and to bare her clit as the woman had commanded.


As soon as Stacy's fingers were out of the way and her clit completely exposed, Kristina flicked the tip of her index finger at it, striking it with a forceful snap of her fingernail.


The sharp jolt of pain was exactly what Stacy had needed, and she screamed in orgasm. Her scream grew shriller when Kristina gave her clit a sharp pinch, but her orgasm didn't falter and the girl shuddered violently and threw her head from side to side in ecstasy. Her hips bucked and rolled as if fucking an invisible lover, and she cried out in sheer amazement as she came again when Kristina gave her clit a second painful snap of her finger. This proved too much for her, and Stacy's knees bent and she slumped over onto all fours, dangling her breasts temptingly over Kristina's face as her wet pussy came to rest on the woman's belly.


Kristina took advantage of the opportunity and took a nipple in her mouth and sucked vigorously, making Stacy's thighs tremble.


The girl's arms buckled, and she wriggled down the bed and lowered herself on top of Kristina, who enfolded her in a warm and welcoming embrace.


The model was smaller and lighter than her, so Kristina didn't mind having the weight of the girl on top of her. For long silent minutes they kissed and stroked and hugged, lost in a warm erotic glow that they shared, even though Kristina's orgasm had been a while ago.


When they were lying side by side with Stacy's head resting on Kristina's shoulder, the woman said, "That was absolutely wild. But assuming you want to keep doing this – " she gave Stacy a squeeze of her arm and a kiss, to demonstrate what 'this' meant, "I need you to tell me how far you want me to go, so that I don't make some terrible mistake later on."


Stacy chuckled. "I assume you mean how badly I want you to hurt me."


Kristina nodded.


The girl chuckled again. "Then my answer is, I don't want you to hurt me at all." She put her finger over Kristina's lips when the woman reacted in shock. She replaced her silencing finger with her lips and kissed her warmly. When she was certain that Kristina was going to listen, she lifted her head and continued. "No, what I want, is for you to hurt me as much as you want. You might call what I have a martyr complex. I get off sexually from sacrificing myself to someone I like or love. I think, like you, I only learned this truth about myself when I joined Extreme. Before that I had tried BDSM clubs and the like, but it never worked. Most responsible Doms in the scene are trying to please their subs by giving the sub the punishment and control they crave. The others are so dominant that they become completely self centred. They take their pleasure from their slaves, and the slave's feelings don't matter at all. Neither worked for me. But after going on Extreme outings as a Companion, I realised I was looking for someone who was not a Dom at all. I wanted someone who would accept what I had to offer them as gifts, and not want to control me, which excluded most Doms or Tops."


Kristina was silent for a while, thinking about what Stacy had said. Then she smiled. "I think I see. You want to behave like a slave, but you want a partner who will enjoy playing, even torturing you, but doesn't feel the need to control you more than an ordinary girlfriend would."


Stacy squeaked happily and threw her arms around the woman. "You do understand!"


Kristina shook her head. "I think so, but you'll have to tell me if I start doing it wrong."


Stacy held up a hand and crossed her heart with the other. "I promise." Then she leaned over and licked Kristina's shoulder. "It's getting late. I think it's time for you to get some sleep."


Kristina frowned. "For me to get some sleep? What about you … oh!" She smiled, remembering Stacy's promise.


"Don't worry about me. I don't have any work tomorrow, so I can sleep in." She kissed Kristina's lips and then began kissing her way down the woman's body. "Just close your eyes and relax. Let Stacy take care of everything."


Kristina smiled indulgently and closed her eyes. It was apparent that the girl really wanted to do this, and it did sound attractive. The feather light licks and kisses moving down her neck, shoulders and breasts were warmly pleasurable.


Stacy was careful not to move too fast or caress so hard as to rouse Kristina out of her growing sensual drowsiness. When she got down to her pussy, she gently nudged the woman's thighs apart, bending the knee of one leg and pushing it upwards in a position that Kristina could comfortably maintain even when she fell asleep. She moved to lie between her parted legs, and then kissed and stroked her thighs until she could sense that Kristina was comfortable with the feeling of her moving around between her legs, and was completely relaxed again. She shuffled across the sheets until her head was right above Kristina's pussy.


Kristina sleepily rolled over onto her side. "If you're really going to be there for any length of time, use my thigh for a pillow or you'll have a hell of a stiff neck by morning."


Stacy had been willing to endure the strain of lying face down all night, supporting her head on her hands and lightly on Kristina's pelvis, and she was touched by the woman's consideration. She planted a kiss right on her pussy. "Thanks." Of course, there was now a good chance that Kristina would close her upper thigh over her head when she fell asleep, but she was willing to put up with that as well. She pressed her face into the woman's pussy, letting her scent and moisture get on her nose, lips and face. She was careful to breathe gently and evenly so as not to blow irritating puffs of air against her skin as she started to lick. She let the tip of her tongue ease its way into her slit until she found the warm musky wetness of Kristina's hole, and then extended her tongue until she had it as deep into her vagina as she could comfortably get it. She mentally smiled when she heard a low, comfortable "umm" come from Kristina. With her tongue buried in the woman's vagina, she gently moved it in and out, giving her a slow motion tongue-fucking. Her nose was pressed into Kristina's slit as well, and every breath she took was absolutely saturated with her sexual pheromones and the scent of her pussy.


It was the most strange and intimate thing she had ever experienced. She had never imagined that she could relax, and even fall asleep with another girl's mouth pressed to her pussy. But having Stacy's gently moving tongue inside her vagina felt absolutely marvellous. It was tingly and warm, and because she knew Stacy didn't expect or even want her to respond, it was very soothing and relaxing. It was like dozing off during a pleasant massage, except there was a deep, almost subliminal sexual element. A beautiful young girl was performing a difficult, perhaps even humiliating, and definitely very submissive sexual act for her benefit. The thrill was like a cool, sparkling current of mountain spring water flowing over her naked body on a warm summer day. A steady trickle of sensual pleasure flowed from her pussy, and went on and on and on. Although she felt a little guilty, she finally drifted off to sleep with Stacy's lips and tongue slowly working on her pussy.





***





Kristina's eyes popped open. From the light coming through the curtains it was morning, and she had just woken from this really strange dream. She hadn't had a really sexy dream since puberty, but this one was really hot, and it was wild too. She'd dreamt that she'd had this lesbian adventure, and it had really been hot and exciting. In fact, it had left her feeling awfully horny – more horny than she'd felt since she'd been tossed out by Walter. As a matter of fact … her eyes widened in shock when she realised that the slow, sensuous feeling of a tongue licking around her clit wasn't a remnant of her dream, but the real thing. She pushed herself up onto her elbows and looked down over her breasts, and gasped in shock when a tired, but still very pretty set of eyes looked up at her from between her legs, where the girl's mouth was firmly attached to her clitoris. A sudden intense licking directly on her clit made her jump.


Stacy lifted her head and grinned. "Good morning, sleepy head. Had a good night?" She licked her lips slowly and suggestively and went back to eating Kristina's pussy. Her jaw, neck and shoulders were killing her, but she felt a tremendous sense of achievement, as well as being very horny. But she had one more task to finish before she stopped. She pounced on Kristina's pussy, sucking ravenously.


Kristina had not realised exactly how horny she was, or how close she was to coming, until


her orgasm actually started. She managed a startled gasp before she started to moan and shudder, her thighs clamping tightly shut around Stacy's head.


Undaunted, Stacy reached around to grab the woman's bottom with her hands, while her mouth continued to work busily on her pussy. Kristina's screams of pleasure were music to her muffled ears.





***





Kristina left Stacy sleeping on her bed and left for her office, feeling ridiculously cheerful. Overnight, she had tumbled into a lesbian relationship, and a very complicated one at that. Both of them had some very strange kinks in their sexual make up, and there was the additional factor that both of them were committed to do work for Extreme. Kristina hoped that Stacy wasn't the jealous type.


She had been so preoccupied with her relationship with Stacy, that she had not checked her email, only getting around to it when she got into her office. Apart from the usual business messages, two others stood out. One was from Jenna, which merely requested that Kristina get in touch, which meant that Jenna had an assignment for her. The second was more of a surprise. Betty Manville had been one of her "friends", who had been conspicuously absent from Kristina's social circle when she had been in financial trouble, and yet right here on her PC screen was an invitation from Betty to have lunch. A suspicious person might have thought that Betty had an ulterior motive. Kristina tapped her lips with her pen, smiled, and sent a reply accepting the invitation.





***





Betty had picked the same restaurant where Kristina had been told by Gerald that her husband was going to divorce her. Kristina wondered if this was coincidence, extreme insensitivity, or a deliberate choice. She suspected that Betty was trying to make a point, although she wasn't sure what that point might be. When she entered the restaurant and saw Betty's golden blonde hair at the very same table, her suspicions were confirmed. She was definitely after something.


Betty waved and smiled when she saw Kristina approaching, as if they were the best of friends. "Kristina! I was so glad that you could make it for lunch. You look as ravishing as ever."


Kristina just smiled and allowed herself to be seated. She knew that there was a load of verbal niceties to be observed before Betty would get around to her true reason for buying lunch. Kristina waited until a very expensive bottle of wine had been opened and they were served with appetizers of Almas Beluga Caviar. She gestured at the wine and fish eggs. "So Betty, what is all this in honour of?"


Betty was slightly taken aback by Kristina's sudden bluntness, but she recovered quickly and smiled. Her attractive blue eyes narrowed and she nodded. "All right, the truth. I recently did something very stupid. I needed money urgently and I um, borrowed it from my fiancé’s account. I thought that he would not miss it until I could raise enough to replace what I took. And he hasn't – yet."


"But?" Kristina prompted.


Betty sighed and nodded. "But he was suddenly presented with an investment opportunity, and when he tries to withdraw almost all of the balance in that account, he's going to notice." She leaned forward abruptly, nearly dropping her pearl necklace in her caviar. "I can repay it, but I just need time to sell some things and borrow smaller sums from various relatives. But I need to raise the entire amount quickly … and then I thought of you."


Kristina smiled, but just waited to hear the rest.


"Everyone in our circle knows that you managed to raise a large sum of money out of nowhere. It definitely wasn't from the usual sources or we would have known by now. So I was wondering … "


"If I could point you in the right direction."


Betty nodded eagerly. "Precisely."


Kristina took a sip of the insanely expensive wine and swirled it around in her mouth. "I'm not sure what I could do to help you. Let me ask around, and I'll get back to you as soon as I can."


Betty nodded gratefully. "I'll be waiting. I'm really desperate, and I'd be ever so grateful." She dropped the subject and they talked about other things for the rest of the meal. Then Betty called for the bill. "I have to meet someone. Why don't you stay here and finish off this excellent wine."


Kristina thanked Betty for the meal and settled back to enjoy the wine. A minute later, she asked the waiter for directions to the lavatory. Five minutes later, she had exited the establishment through the kitchen and was in a taxi on the way to Harrods. Once inside the huge department store, she darted through the food halls and out the Knightsbridge exit, merged with the crowd and made her way into the tube station. She asked loudly for a ticket to Kings Cross, and hopped onto the Piccadilly Line train. She remained standing near the door, and then suddenly got off at Piccadilly. Leaving the bustling station, she strolled into Soho, and when she was sure no one was watching, she hailed a taxi to the Extreme building. Walter had paid for her to be sent through an anti-kidnapping course with a firm of security consultants, and losing potential tails was a big part of the curriculum. It amused her that the skills only came in handy after she was free of the risk of being kidnapped as Walter's wife. She wasn't absolutely sure that Betty had not been honest with her, but something about her manner had rung alarm bells, and she had decided not to take any chances. She would text her personal assistant Paula, to have someone pick up her car from the car park near the restaurant. She got out of the taxi half-way up the street from Extreme, walked in the opposite direction, and then suddenly turned around and headed back towards Extreme. She had not seen anyone that looked suspicious, although she supposed that if the security services or other professionals were tailing her she wouldn't have been able to lose or spot them. However, she had done the best that she could and she slipped into Extreme. She went to a juice bar and made one final attempt to spot a tail, before heading for Jenna's office.


Jenna did not look surprised to see Kristina.


Kristina said, "I have something I need to tell you."


"About Betty Manville?" Jenna said with a smile.


Kristina was astounded. "How did you know?" Then she gasped. "You've been watching me!"


Jenna appeared unperturbed. "Actually, we've been watching for people who are watching you. Internet searches, private investigators, paparazzi, the police. What set off an alarm was this freelance journalist Tara Reach, who's been asking a lot of questions about you, especially about your finances."


"What has this to do with Betty?"


Jenna tapped her keyboard, turned the monitor screen of her PC around, and pointed. "This is a photograph of Ms Reach, taken shortly before your lunch appointment. I believe you recognise the person she's talking to?"


Kristina gasped in shock. "Betty! That bitch and her story about needing help. Just wait until I get my hands on her."


Jenna folded her hands and said, "That's what I wanted to talk to you about. Your loan agreement includes an undertaking not to publicise the existence of the loan system, or to assist others in finding out about it."


Kristina's anger suddenly changed to fear. "You have my word that I didn't have anything to do with Betty or this journalist person."


Jenna nodded seriously. "I believe you. But the upper management are not so trusting or easily convinced. They need proof of your … good faith."


Kristina's face went pale and she said, "What do you want me to do?"


Jenna nodded at the picture on the monitor. "Our security staff are going to take steps to deal with Ms Reach as well as your friend Betty."


"She's not my friend!" Kristina shouted angrily.


Jenna smiled. "In that case, you won't have any qualms about helping our staff deal with Betty. Call it a part of your loan status review."


"I won't have anything to do with murdering her," Kristina gasped.


"Goodness Kristina, what on earth makes you think that we would kill anyone? We're not Blackwater, and this isn't Iraq." Jenna chuckled in amusement.


"Then what are you talking about?"


Jenna's smile would have done credit to a hungry tiger. "Betty wanted to become a Companion, so we're going to give her the chance at a long term contract."






Chapter Five



"Really? You think that they'll consider helping me? I just can't thank you enough," Betty exclaimed. Butter wouldn't have melted in her mouth.


Kristina just nodded and smiled. The more she talked to her, the less concern she felt about leading Betty into a trap. "But you'll have to come with me right now to talk to them. I made an appointment in advance, because they are very hard to get hold of. You know what rich people are like."


Betty nodded eagerly. "Sure. I'm ready. But will they need to see any paperwork?"


"Not today. This is just an introduction. You'll have to work out the details with them yourself." She looked straight into Betty's face. "You haven't told anyone about this, have you? If word gets out, then the whole deal is off – and it might affect me as well."


Betty smiled confidently and shook her head. "Don't worry. I haven't spoken a word of this to anyone."


Kristina got up. She had given Betty one last chance to be honest, and her conscience was clear. "All right then. Let's go. There's a car waiting for us outside."


Betty was impressed when she saw the limousine and uniformed chauffeur. "Wow, your friends certainly like to do things in style."


Kristina chuckled. "They certainly do."





***





It was quite a long drive out into the countryside, and Kristina used the opportunity to take a nap. She was surprised that she was so calm about the whole thing. She had told Stacy about it, and Stacy had been very supportive, which helped to keep her calm. However, the nap had given her the excuse not to talk to Betty and possibly betray herself.


The house was an impressive pile, resembling something out of a Jane Austen film. The Extreme security people had "borrowed" it from the owners, who were in the USA at the moment. Even if the police managed to trace Betty to this place, it would be a dead end after they had expertly cleaned it up. Not even the mythical detectives from CSI would find any evidence.


Betty eagerly followed Kristina into the house, obviously impressed by the butler who met them at the door.


Kristina thought it was fortunate that Betty hadn't spotted the shape of the pistol under the butler's coat. She had been coached regarding what she was supposed to say. The butler led them into the sitting room, where a distinguished looking man in a hunting jacket stood cleaning a shotgun, which Kristina recognised as a Purdey. Duck and skeet shooting were required skills for the wife of Walter Caudwell. "Betty, this is Mr Farrar. He's the man I brought you here to see."


Farrar put down the gun, smiled genially and shook Betty's hand. "A pleasure, Ms Manville." He gestured towards the armchairs. "Please have a seat. Parker will be bringing tea and sandwiches shortly." He picked up the gun and resumed cleaning it as he spoke. "Kristina tells me that you are in need of some financial assistance." There was a tap on the door, and the butler came in bearing a tray, which was covered by a large white cloth. He set it down on the coffee table and nodded at Farrar.


Betty crossed her legs, showing a discreet amount of thigh, and nodded. "Yes, I am in need of a quick loan. I know you helped Kristina, and I was wondering if you could do the same for me."


She paused for a second and added, "I'd also like to know what kind of terms you would be asking."


Farrar nodded seriously, stroking the barrel of the extremely expensive over and under shotgun with a soft cloth. The action was open and the gleaming brass ends of two shells could be seen. He looked up at Betty and said, "Couldn't your friend Ms Tara Reach give you what you need?" He dropped the cleaning cloth and snapped the shotgun closed with a menacing click of oiled metal.


Betty's jaw dropped in shock, and she stared at Farrar and Kristina. She cried, "They know! Call the police Tara. I need help right now."


Kristina was confused, but Farrar tilted his head and smiled. "I'm afraid your radio transmitter isn't working Betty. May I call you Betty? You were scanned as you came through the door, and Parker confirmed that he had successfully jammed your transmission when he brought the tray in just now."


Betty recovered and stood up, as if to leave. "Tara was listening to every word, and if the transmission was cut off, she will have called the police by now. If you know what's good for you, you'll let me leave," she said stiffly.


Farrar laughed, and the muzzle of his shotgun turned very slightly in Betty's direction. "I'm afraid Ms Reach has problems of her own right now. While she was having that very dramatic secret meeting with you this morning where she gave you the transmitter, the police were searching her home in response to an anonymous tip. There they found irrefutable evidence that she was supplying bomb making equipment and financial aid to a far right wing terrorist organisation, who were planning to blow up several abortion clinics along with hundreds of pregnant women. By now, I think she will be wearing handcuffs and a hood over her head."


Betty started to back up towards the door, until she heard a Parker clear his throat in the doorway. When Farrar's shotgun turned to point at the floor in front of her, she started to shake. "Please, don't hurt me." She looked at Kristina. "Help me."


Kristina looked at the woman as if she was something that had just crawled out from under a rock. "Like you were going to help me? I gave you every chance to pull back, Betty. It's much too late now."


The blood drained from Betty's face. "Please don't kill me," she moaned.


Farrar smiled thinly. "Oh we're going to do much better than that. First of all, we've informed your fiancé about your theft of his money, and he has duly reported the crime to the police. And then there is the little matter of conspiring with known terrorist sympathiser Tara Reach. Everyone knows about your fanatical hatred of abortions and your opinion that all women who have them and the doctors who perform them should be killed. Why, the net is filled with forum posts from you on the subject, not to mention your blog and your Facebook page, or at least they are now, We have some of the best hackers in the world working for us. If the police were to discover your link with Tara, you would swiftly join her in some dank dark dungeon – with electrodes attached to your naughty bits." His gun twitched. "If none of that managed to deter you, then you might have a run of really bad luck. Have you ever seen the Final Destination films? Well compared to you, their misfortunes would seem like a day in Disney World."


Betty began to whimper.


Her voice dripping with fake sympathy, Kristina said, "Isn't there any other alternative?"


Farrar stroked his shotgun as if it was a pet. "Well, I suppose if Betty were to be cooperative … "


Betty nodded so hard she was in danger of getting a whiplash injury to her neck.





***





An hour later, Betty had completed the paperwork to sign up as and Extreme member, and to apply to be a Companion, and for a loan to pay back her fiancé.


Farrar added his signature to her application. "You understand that if your loan is approved, for the first year, all your earnings as a Companion will be considered interest repayments on your loan and will not go towards reducing your debt to Extreme. If your performance during the first year is satisfactory, then you will be moved on to the standard earnings scheme."


Betty nodded miserably.


Farrar gestured, and an unnamed man carrying a doctor's bag came forward. "Because of your … special … situation, we are going to implant an RFID chip under your skin. This will allow us to track you anywhere you go in the city. If you try to leave London without Extreme's approval, our debt collection procedures will be activated." His glance at the Purdey shotgun told her what those procedures would entail. He rubbed his hands and smiled. "Now, you are nearly a Companion. There is just the um … aptitude test to be administered, and if you pass, the loan will be paid into your fiancé's bank account, and he has agreed to withdraw his police report if that happens within the next twenty-four hours. Because of your special circumstances, we have asked Kristina to apply the aptitude test, aided by another Companion, Stacy."


This last was a surprise to Kristina, who grinned widely when Stacy entered the room and waved cheerfully at her.


Farrar picked up his gun and said, "I will leave you in Kristina's capable hands, but I and my team will be nearby, should you decide you wish to withdraw your application to be a Companion." He patted the gun and smiled.


Betty shuddered, and then winced when the doctor jabbed a large hypodermic needle under the skin at the back of her neck and injected the RFID chip into her. It hurt, but she was too terrified to cry out.





***





Betty slumped in her chair and sobbed. "I wish I had never met that stupid bitch Tara."


Kristina rocked her elegantly crossed leg as she leaned back on the sofa with Stacy cuddled up against her like a huge kitten. "Tara was just doing her job. You were the stupid bitch. I was truly willing to help you, but that wasn't enough for you, was it?"


Betty buried her face in her hands miserably.


Kristina frowned. "I think we've had quite enough of your snivelling self pity. Remember that if you fail this aptitude test, I'll have no choice but to leave you to the tender mercies of Mr Farrar and his friends."


Stacy giggled. "I don't think he has any."


Kristina raised an eyebrow.


"Mercy, I mean," Stacy explained.


Kristina smiled. "Neither do I. Not for treacherous bitches, anyway."


Betty shuddered again. Mrs Kristina Caudwell had been well known for being utterly ruthless when it came to defending her husband and by extension herself. She had no reason to believe that Kristina had changed now that she was divorced. The soreness of the RFID implant reminded her of how ruthless Extreme could be as well.


"Take off your panties."


Betty looked up in stunned surprise. "I beg your pardon?"


"Are you deaf as well as stupid?" Kristina asked politely. She nodded towards the door and by implication Farrar and his men waiting outside. "I'd think carefully before I answer that."


Betty clenched her fists in rage, but then her shoulders slumped. She was trapped and she knew it. "Please don't hurt me," she whimpered.


Stacy giggled. "You're going to hurt, no question about it. The question is, how badly. With us, you'll still walk out of here – or stagger at any rate. Farrar will put you in hospital and then you'll go to prison. They don't like mad bombers in prison. If Farrar offers a cash incentive, your life in prison will be hell on earth. So, I'd try really hard to please Kristina if I were you."


Kristina stroked Stacy's hair possessively and said, "One last time. If you don't do as I say, I'm walking out, and Farrar will come in. Now, take off your panties."


Betty bit her lower lip and closed her eyes as she reached under her skirt. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and lifted her hips off of the seat in preparation for pulling them down.


Kristina snapped, "Stop! Open your eyes and look straight at me. Taking you panties off is not an imposition for a Companion. It's your job to show me a good time and to be enthusiastic about whatever you do."


Betty scowled. "You two perverts are forcing me to undress, and you want me to look happy?"


Kristina shrugged. "It seems you are determined to fail your aptitude test. I'm not here to hold your hand. If broken bones and life imprisonment is what you want so badly, who am I to get in your way? Come on Stacy, lets go home and relax and let Farrar do his job. We're wasting our time here." She stood up, took Stacy's hand, and headed for the door.


Farrar must have been listening, because the door opened to reveal him standing in the doorway with a collapsible police truncheon in his hand. He grinned and extended the truncheon with a metallic snap. "My turn. Don't worry, I'll tell Jenna you did your best. Some people are just born stupid. I'm an expert, so there shouldn't be any permanent scars once the bones heal, so you don't have to feel guilty. It's funny, but they tell me the worst is having their jaws wired shut."


Kristina was half way down the corridor when Betty burst out of the room screaming, threw herself onto her knees, and wrapped her arms around Kristina's legs babbling incoherently.


"If I were you, I'd go back and take my beating like a good girl. You don't want to get Mr Farrar upset at you," Kristina said coldly.


"No, no, no, please come back. I'll do anything. I'll be the happiest, most cheerful girl you've ever seen. Just don't leave me with him."


Farrar came striding down the corridor, his face dark. "I'm really sorry. She's a slippery one. Perhaps I should start by breaking one of her shins. That should slow her down a bit."


Betty wailed. "Anything! Please, please … " She started kissing Kristina's ankles.


Kristina sighed. "Well … "


"Kristina! Surely you're not thinking of giving her another chance?" Stacy asked in a horrified tone.


Kristina pointed at the sobbing girl at her feet. "She seems genuinely sorry, and all of this must have come as a surprise to her." She bent over and grabbed Betty by her expensively conditioned hair, and pulled her face up. "One last chance. You give me any trouble at all, and I'll help Mr Farrar break every bone in your body. Now, if you agree to behave as a good Companion should, I want you to shut the fuck up, and crawl back to the room on you hands and knees and wait form me there in silence. If I hear a single sound out of you, I will turn around and leave, even if you nail yourself to the wall in apology. Understand?"


Betty nodded silently and started to crawl back to the room.


Stacy winked at Mr Farrar, who winked back and held up a thumb.


Kristina grinned at Stacy. "You definitely have the part in that video. That was really good acting." She rubbed her hands. "Now to have some fun."


Betty watched fearfully as Kristina sat down while Stacy closed and locked the door.


"We wouldn't want anyone disturbing us, would we?" the model said.


Kristina pointed at the armchair. "Get back in your seat, and we'll try again."


Betty leapt to her feet and practically threw herself into the chair.


Kristina brushed her hair back and exhaled. "Where were we?"


Stacy looked at Betty and raised her eyebrows.


Betty started, realising that she was supposed to respond. She smiled rather unconvincingly and said, "Um, I was going to take my knickers off for you."


Stacy raised her eyebrows again.


"Er, I mean I'm going to take my knickers off for you."


Stacy nodded and gave her a thumbs up behind Kristina's shoulder.


Kristina held up her hand. "First let's work on your smile. Would you smile like that if you were being introduced to the Queen or your favourite film star? I know who you are, and I know you can do better."


This took Betty aback for a moment, and then she appeared to grasp what was required of her, and she seemed to undergo a startling transformation. The shaken, resentful looking woman disappeared, and in her place was a confident, quietly smiling socialite.


Kristina knew that the fear and panic was not very far beneath the surface, but Betty had lived her entire life with the need to maintain appearances, and it came automatically to her, once she was reminded of the need to do it. "Much better. I expect you to be like that all the way through your audition, because I know that you can."


Betty nodded.


"Excellent. Now let's start again. Begin by telling me what you are going to do. And do it as if you were describing your favourite charity project to a potential sponsor." Kristina paused to let it sink in, and then nodded at Betty to start.


Betty allowed all her breeding and training to come to the fore, took a deep breath, and smiled sunnily. "Thank you for giving me the opportunity to take my knickers off for you. I've never undressed in public before, so I hope that I can do it to your satisfaction." She slipped her hands under her skirt again, and then paused. "Would you prefer me to leave my skirt down or to pull it up around my waist?" she asked, the tremor in her voice barely noticeable.


"Leave it down for now. I think that it would be more fun that way, don't you?" Kristina said.


Betty fought down a surge of rage and forced the smile to remain on her face. "Yes, I suppose so. It leaves a little mystery and tease in place, doesn't it." She realised that any further delay in taking her knickers off would merely make her look ridiculous. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic and pulled the garment off of her hips and down her thighs with a single quick movement, pausing only when they were around her knees.


Stacy pointed. "Ooh look, she was wearing a g-string. Do you suppose she was expecting someone to look under her skirt today?"


Betty's face flushed bright red. Her smile was so stiff that her face was in danger of cracking, but she managed to keep it on. "No, I just like wearing them. They make me feel sexy."


Stacy giggled. "Don't they chafe your bottom something terrible?"


Betty shrugged. "It's like wearing high heels. You put up with a certain amount of discomfort to look good."


Kristina held out her hand.


Blushing furiously, Betty slipped the flimsy garment off of her legs and handed them to her.


Kristina hoisted the knickers up like a dead fish and took a cautious sniff. "Hmm, a little fishy. What do you think?" she said and held it out to Stacy.


Stacy sniffed. "Definitely fishy."


Kristina looked at Betty and raised and eyebrow. "You have something you want to say?"


Betty clenched her teeth and shook her head.


Kristina pointed a manicured finger. "We're going to have a little chat about your pussy in a moment, but first I want you to sit with your knees apart. Not madly wide, but enough that if a horny teenager peeked under your skirt, he'd get a clear look at the goods."


This was not that hard for Betty to do, since she had been allowed to keep her skirt on. Even though her skirt was quite tight and ended just above her knees, the sense of exposure wasn't too great. She obediently separated her feet and allowed her knees to move apart until her skirt was stretched into a tight oval tube around her thighs. "Will that do?"


Kristina nodded. "That looks all right. Stacy, why don't you check?" She turned back to Betty. "And you keep those legs apart."


Like a mischievous teenage boy, Stacy grinned and slid down the back of the sofa until she was able to look up under Betty's skirt. The room was well lit, both from the natural light coming from the windows as well as various lamps, and Betty's pussy was clearly visible at the end of the shadowy tunnel formed by her skirt and thighs. "I can see pussy," she declared. "It's hairy too."


Kristina tsked. "Oh dear. Companions are required to keep their pussy lips and arse hole hairless. Can you tell me why, Betty? You're a smart, sophisticated woman, so you must have some ideas."


The need to answer such a question made Betty's face twist in disgust. "I suppose a lot of perverts like women to look like children."


Stacy covered her face and shook her head.


Kristina laughed. "I'm afraid it's much more simple, and less political than that. Try again."


Betty frowned at having her standard reply to that question rejected. "Simple? Umm …. you can see the pussy better without hair in the way?"


"You're getting warmer. Tell me, what would happen if I were to whip your pussy?"


Betty's eyes widened. "Wh...whip my pussy? It would be bloody painful."


"And?"


"And … it would leave bruises and marks?"


"So if you are clean shaven … "


Betty saw the light. "You could see the marks more clearly!"


Kristina applauded silently. "Now we need to chat about your pussy."


"What about it?" Betty asked cautiously.


"I want to hurt your pussy – quite badly, and I'd like your ideas on how best to do it. An important part of a Companion's job is to advise the member on how to get the most out of an Extreme experience."


Betty's shock was obvious. "Hurt my pussy? No, no, that's not going to happen … " Her voice tapered off when she saw the expression on Kristina's face. Suddenly she remembered why she was sitting here in the first place, and her face paled when she realised the alternative. "I mean … uh how about one of those big vibrator things. I've heard that they are very popular with the BDSM people, or at least that's what this friend of mine said."


This made both Kristina and Stacy laugh uproariously.


Kristina wiped the tears of laughter from her eyes, and when she saw the genuine puzzlement in Betty's eyes she said, "I'm afraid vibrators don't count. Here, let me help you." She pulled the tea towel off of the tray that Parker had brought in to reveal a selection of torture implements. "Here's what you have to work with. If you can't figure out how to use something just let me know and I'll explain if I can. What I want you to do is to pick two or three items and tell us how you want us to use them on your pussy. Remember, you're trying to make it sound like fun – for us, I mean."


Betty studied the items on the tray, and her mind almost went blank with the impossible idea of using any of those awful things anywhere on her body, let alone her pussy. Suddenly, she became very conscious of her parted thighs, and she wanted very badly to cross her legs. In order to buy time, she reached out and picked up and item from the tray at random and looked at it. When she realised that it was a transparent plastic box full of pearl headed sewing pins, she almost dropped them in horror.


Stacy continued staring at Betty's shadowy pussy, and even though she had no intention of saying it to Betty, she thought that the woman had a nice body. She was almost model thin, but still retained enough curves to be sexy. She also had very prominent inner labia, which Stacy could clearly see even from her limited vantage point. Although she did not normally enjoy the pain of others, the fact that Betty had tried to do harm to Kristina, made her want to hear Betty scream.


Kristina smiled. "A good choice. So tell me – in detail, mind you – how you are going to use them to amuse me. Insufficient pain is an automatic fail by the way."


Betty felt truly trapped now. She had to go forward, and she had chosen the pins herself. She felt sick.


Seeing her hesitation, Kristina decided to increase the pressure. "In fact, you've wasted so much of my time, that I think we should just jump right into it. "Pull your skirt up and show us your pussy. Right now," she snapped.


Betty jumped at Kristina's barked command, and she found herself lifting her bottom off of the chair and tugging at the hem of her skirt before she even had time to feel resentful. Her long slim thighs came into view, and then her hips and fuzz covered pussy.


Kristina shook her head at the sight. There was a pair of needle nosed pliers on the tray, and she picked it up and handed it to Stacy. "Get rid of all that fur for me."


Stacy smiled happily as she accepted the pliers. She crossed the distance to Betty's chair in two steps. "Open your legs up wide so I can get at your pussy. You can hook your legs over the arms of the chair."


Like someone trapped in a nightmare, Betty lifted one leg and then the other over the padded arms of the chair, scooting her hips out to ease the pressure on her back. It seemed impossible that the smiling girl actually intended to pull her pussy hair out with the pliers. She shivered when Stacy knelt down in front of her and she felt the chill touch of the pliers against her pussy lip. There was a feeling of pressure. "Ow!" she shouted when Stacy pulled a clump of hair out.


Stacy said, "Did that hurt enough, or did I pull it out too fast?"


Her pussy lip burned and Betty was about to reply, when she saw how both women were staring at her. She realised they were waiting for her to make a mistake. She dug her fingernails into the leather of the armchair and said, "I … I think it would hurt more if you pulled slower."


Stacy seemed disappointed, but nodded and went back to work.


The slow, drawn out plucking of her pussy hair hurt a lot, as well as being horribly embarrassing. However, Betty had gone for waxings and other kinds of hair removal treatments before, prior to beach holidays, so it wasn't unbearable. She squealed when Stacy gave her pussy a sharp slap.


"There, all done. What do you think, Kristina?" Stacy asked.


"Much better. I like the way your inner lips have stiffened up Betty," Kristina said.


Betty's anger returned, but she forced it down and smiled. "Thank you." The heat of her anger was quickly replaced by cold fear, when she realised that the real torture of her pussy was about to commence.


"Take a pin from the box, and push it through one of those nice pink inner lips."


Her hands shook as she flipped open the lid, and took out a pin. They shook even harder as she brought the pin towards her pussy and pulled out one of her lips.


Stacy could see that Betty was going to panic and force their hand. Neither she nor Kristina really wanted to hand her over to Farrar. Softly she said, "You have to do this – you know that don't you?"


Betty nodded stiffly.


"I know you're frightened. Would you like me to do the first one for you? That might make it easier."


Betty nodded again, and held out the pin.


Stacy took it from her. "Hold on to your lip really tightly. Don't let go. Understand?"


"Yes," Betty groaned in despair.


Hiding a grin, Stacy moved the tip of the pin into place at the middle of Betty's stretched inner lip, and without warning thrust the pin hard against the pink skin.


Betty cried out in shock, and her whole body shook when the pin cleanly pierced her pussy lip. The pin was much thicker and blunter than a hypodermic needle, so the pain was intense. She had never felt pain like that in her entire life. However, when neither Stacy or Kristina reacted to her cries of pain, she began to feel silly, and it made her calm down. The unimaginable had happened, and she was still sitting here. The pain wasn't even that bad any more, although it still stung uncomfortably.


Stacy held out another pin. "Ready to go on?"


Betty looked at Kristina. "How many do I have to … use?"


Kristina smiled. They had cleared a hurdle. Betty had accepted that she was going to be hurt. She shrugged Gallically. "Until I'm satisfied."


Stacy patted Betty's sweat slick thigh. "You can do it."


With a soft moan, Betty pulled up her other lip out and placed the pin against the taut skin. She began to pant as she tried to work up the courage to push it through her flesh.


Kristina watched eagerly as Betty pushed the pin through her labia, shaking with pain. The expression of horror on her face was delightful and she discovered that she was getting hot. She nodded encouragingly at the woman. "Well done. Now keep going."


The pain steadily increased, and it became harder and harder to push the next pin through her labia. Betty sobbed and said, "Please, I've got six pins in each lip. Can I stop now?"


Kristina pretended to consider. "Well, if you agreed to let Stacy totally crush your clit with the pliers, I might agree to stop." Of course, she knew Betty would never accept such a thing. However, it made her next suggestion sound more reasonable. When Betty shook her head violently, Kristina said, "All right, how about this then. I'll let you stop piercing your labia, if you'll stick pins in another part of your pussy."


A trickle of blood ran down her pin bristling inner lips, and Betty shuddered. She looked at Kristina appealingly, but when she saw no forgiveness or sympathy in her eyes, she nodded miserably. "All right."


"Fine. In that case, I want you to spread the opening of your vagina wide, and stick pins into it, all around the hole, until you've made a complete circle."


Betty's mouth gaped speechlessly. But before she could shout at Kristina in shock and anger, she felt Stacy touch her thigh.


"Think before you say it."


Betty's mouth snapped shut, and she whimpered in fear. "But I … "


Stacy looked at Kristina and winked. "She's really trying. What if she just opens herself up and I stick her with the pins? It would be fun for me."


Kristina rubbed her chin and then shrugged. "Sure, if you would enjoy it."


Stacy smiled at Betty as if she was offering her a gift.


As Stacy had guessed, under the pressure of the moment, Betty found the passive role more appealing, despite the likelihood that Stacy would hurt her more than she would herself. "All right. You do it. I'll hold still for you."


Kristina chuckled softly. Each time Betty gave up a degree of control over her body and her own torture, she made it harder for herself to resist new demands upon her.


Stacy gleefully supervised Betty's spreading of her vaginal opening, making the woman tug and stretch until her pussy was sore before she admitted to being satisfied. She brandished a pin, and then made Betty quiver with fear by brushing the point over her pussy and then specifically around the rim of her vaginal opening. Finally, she selected a spot and looked up at Betty's face. "Brace yourself, here we go." She pushed until the tip was firmly caught against her flesh, checked that the angle was right and placed the ball of her thumb against the pearl shaped head. Ignoring Betty's fearful shouts of pain, she gripped Betty's thigh with her other hand to hold her still, and forced the pin into the woman's flesh until half the length of the pin had sunken into the rim of her vaginal opening.


Drawn by the intensity of Betty's screams, Kristina slowly moved closer, until she was kneeling beside Stacy. One of her hands was locked around Betty's ankle to prevent the pain maddened waving of her foot from hitting her head. "Keep that pussy open!" she snapped when she saw Betty's fingers wavering. She nodded at Stacy.


The model grinned and pricked Betty's pussy with another pin, making her cry out in anguish again. Her screams grew louder and higher pitched as the pin slowly penetrated the most sensitive part of her vagina.


Kristina sniffed and detected the scent of the woman's pussy, mingled with the odour of her fear and pain. It made her own pussy become soaking wet, and she lightly scratched her fingernails down the back of Betty's thigh, leaving five wavy red trails on her white skin. Betty's submission and suffering only seemed to stoke Kristina's anger and desire to punish the woman, and she warned herself not to get carried away. She reached under her own skirt and rubbed her pussy while Stacy pushed pin after pin into Betty's vagina, accompanied by the woman's shrieks of agony.


Stacy stopped stabbing pins into Betty's vagina when it had been sealed off by a new hymen of steel and plastic.


Betty moaned pathetically, but she dared not move for fear of driving the pins in her pussy deeper into her flesh. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry Kristina. Please stop hurting me."


Feeling no sympathy at all, Kristina leaned over the armchair. She tapped very softly with her fingernail at the heads of the pins filling Betty's cunt hole and said, "I'm not interested in your apologies Betty. My job here is to see if you are capable of working as a Companion. To be honest, you've done a terrible job so far. I'm almost tempted to give up and to let Farrar have you. Perhaps it would be easier for both of us."


Fear shook Betty out of her self pitying daze and she stared at Kristina. "I'm trying. I really am. I just don't know what you want. Please help me Kristina. I don't want to die," she gasped.


Despite her desire for revenge, Kristina did have a financial interest in turning Betty into a working Companion, so she decided to be more helpful. She knew that Betty had married for money just like her, except that Betty had married an older man, and he had died of a heart attack just a year ago. "All right. Let's try this. Were you a virgin on your honeymoon night with your first husband?"


Betty sniffed and nodded.


"When your first husband had sex with you for the first time, did you scream and cry and tell him that he was hurting you?"


Back on familiar ground, Betty shook her head scornfully. "Of course not. I mentioned that it hurt a bit and told him to be gentle, but mostly I kept telling him how happy I was, and how much I wanted to lose my virginity and be able to make love to him properly."


Kristina raised her eyebrows and tapped the pins in Betty's pussy.


Betty saw the analogy. "Oh."


Kristina nodded. "It's okay to hurt. But you have to show you're willing. You don't want to frighten the members off." She gave Betty a significant look and tapped the pins again.


Betty winced, thought for a second and then said, "That was pretty painful. When you tapped the heads of the pins, you sort of jabbed my p-pussy with all the points." She looked at Kristina hopefully. "How was that?"


Kristina smiled encouragingly. "Much better. But watch your expression and you need to add some encouragement, just like you did for your husband. Now try again, and try to be a bit dirty. You're trying to get the member's excited." She gave the pins another tap. 


Betty gasped, closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When they opened again, she smiled warmly. "God, that's amazingly painful. You're pushing the points of all the pins into my pussy at the same time. It feels like you're tearing my vagina apart. I think you could make me really scream of you tapped a bit harder." She looked a bit ill for a second, but managed to cover it up and smile again. "Was that better?"


"Much. Now ask me to do it again. Nicely."


Betty inhaled and clenched her teeth. Her pussy was stinging fiercely from having the pins worked around in the nerve filled flesh of her vaginal opening, and she dreaded the thought of making it worse. She gathered her nerve and said, "Why don't you try it again. Go ahead, I want you to."


"That was pretty good. Now spread wide and smile at me."


Betty managed a fairly convincing smile as her fingers pulled harder on her pussy, spoiled only by a tiny trembling in her hands. She started to pant as Kristina's finger approached the pins.


"Don't hyperventilate, or you'll faint." Kristina waited until Betty's breathing slowed, and then gave the pins a hard tap.


Betty groaned, and her hips arched up into the air as raw pain shot through her pussy in all directions. "Oh god, oh god, that hurts so much."


Stacy, playing good cop, stroked Betty's arm and crooned, "You're doing really well. Just hang on and work through the pain. You can do it. We all did. Think of the money. Think about all the begging and crawling to your relatives to borrow money that you won't have to do now."


Betty's eyes widened. "Hey, that's right. I won't have to go to Aunt Mildred and listen to her sermons and go through all the crawling and those mea culpas. I was really dreading that, and the others … " Her eyes narrowed in thought. "Extreme will really pay back what I took? That wasn't just something to make me cooperate?"


Kristina nodded. "Really."


Talking to herself, Betty said, "And no one will have to know that I took the money … hmm."


Stacy looked at Kristina and grinned. "I think she's starting to get it."


Betty's finger reached out to run over the shafts of the pins sticking into her pussy. It pushed gently and she hissed in pain, but then she pushed at them again, and this time she managed not to react. She nodded, as if she had confirmed something to herself, and then looked at Kristina. "Keep going. I can do it."


Kristina got up and stepped back. "Why don't you stand up, and then take off the rest of your clothes. I'll warn you right now, it's going to be pretty painful."


Stacy moved out of the way, and helped Betty climb out of the chair.


Betty discovered that bringing her legs together was severely painful, since it immediately pressed the pins deeper into her flesh. She staggered and gasped, and her face turned pale from the sudden rush of pain. Her thighs trembled as she fought to stand up straight without straddling her legs.


"That's very nice. Now take the dress and bra off as if you were a model."


Betty managed a brief smile in between winces. "I was a model, before my first marriage."


Stacy felt a twinge of envy, since she didn't have the height for catwalk modelling. "You do have the figure for it."


Every twist and turn of her body as acutely painful, and it was difficult for her to move gracefully, but Betty finally managed to get her dress and bra off, and she even struck a pose when she was nude.


Kristina said, "Yes, you certainly do have a nice slim figure and long legs. Since you know how, do a little walk for us. Walk to the end of the room and back as if you were on the catwalk."


All three of them knew that this would be agonisingly painful for Betty, and would probably drive the pins into her vaginal wall right to the hilt because of the pressure and rubbing of her thighs. It would certainly be a serious test of her endurance and determination to survive.


Betty sent her mind back to when she was a model at a major show. It required total concentration and the ability to ignore any distractions including tiredness, illness and pain. They were paid a lot a money, but it was for much more than just their looks. She pulled her shoulders back and straightened her spine. The pain in her pussy immediately intensified and she clenched her teeth as she looked across the room. There was space for her to take about ten strides to the bay windows, so she would have to take twenty steps plus those needed for the turn at the window. The pins in her pussy felt like her pussy was trapped in the jaws of some kind of animal, and her every movement made them twist and grind inside of her.


There was a sound system on a rack in the room, and Stacy darted over to turn it on.


A pop tune began blaring from the speakers and Kristina said "Go."


The muscles of her jaw rippled as Betty threw a leg out and began striding forward, arms swinging and head held high. Her legs scissored elegantly, placing her feet in front of each other as she walked in time to the music. Pain stabbed her pussy like a dagger, and she almost stumbled at her very first step, but the old rhythms and discipline quickly came back and she forced herself to continued walking, even though she fancied she might see a gush of blood from between her legs at any moment.


Kristina watched her walk, with head held high, and she felt a touch of admiration. Apparently Betty had more to her than was visible at first glance. Jealousy and desperation made people do bad things. It didn't make her want to forgive her or not to punish her, but she felt less hostile, and more willing to work with the woman if she made it through. In the mean time, she was enjoying immensely watching the naked woman stride across the room, knowing that she was steadily pushing the circle of pins deeper and deeper into her pussy. She watched as Betty reached the end of the room and spun around by twisting her hips and pivoting on her feet. Kristina had done that move before in deportment classes, and knew that the woman's pussy had to be squeezed hard by the movement. Betty was lit up by the glow of the windows on three sides of her, and her face glistened with sweat. The pain had to have been intense, because she staggered at that point and it looked as if her knees would buckle. However, Betty managed to hang on and pale faced, she commenced her walk back to where Kristina and Stacy were waiting.


Despite her best efforts to remain impassive, Betty was panting and waves of tremors shook her body as she stood in front of Kristina. Pain seemed to fill her entire world, and she could hardly think because it filled her head with an overwhelming roar of static. The lower half of her body was numb with pain and she could barely feel herself, which only made it more difficult to remain standing. Just her pussy stood out, and that was because it was aflame with agony.


Kristina said, "That was good. Keep it up and you'll get to be a Companion yet. Now, would you like us to take the pins out?"


Betty was about to say "Of course!", but she was still thinking sufficiently clearly to realise that Kristina was testing her. She forced the smile to return to her lips. "Only if you want to. Or you can play with my pussy some more first. There's lots of room there for more pins."


Stacy was impressed by her answer and nodded at Kristina.


However, Kristina decided to make Betty jump over one more hurdle before she could rid herself of the pins and end her ordeal entirely, even though Kristina could see blood running down the woman's inner thigh. "I'll make you a deal. We'll take the pins out, and I'll give you a passing mark for the audition if you do one more thing."


The opportunity to stand still and rest made Betty feel stronger, and the prospect of having the entire nightmare end soon sent a surge of hope and renewed energy flooding into her being. She looked straight at Kristina and said, "Just tell me what I need to do."


Kristina smiled. She picked up the box of pins, extracted two more of them, and showed them to Betty. "If you can correctly tell me where these should go, and then do it, then you've passed."


Betty knew if she was torturing Kristina, where she would want to use those two pins, so she only had to pause for a second to swallow the lump on her throat, and then said, "They go into my clit – and yes, I'll do it."


Kristina was both excited and pleased. She could hardly wait to see Betty stick pins through her own clit, and it appeared that Betty did have what it took to be a Companion. "Excellent. Here are the pins. Take you time, but make sure we have a good view when you stick them into your clit. I recommend you do one vertical and one horizontal."


Betty reached out for the pins and felt a touch of pride that her hand didn't shake when she held it out. She looked at the shining pins that rested so innocently on her palm, and tried to imagine them going into her clit. The muscles of her vagina contracted in fear, which sent a fresh burst of pain into her loins. Her clit tingled fearfully in anticipation, but she decided that she could do it. She no longer felt anger or defiance now, merely the desire to survive, along with the realisation that she might actually improve her life by working with Kristina and Extreme. She wasn't an evil or vicious person, merely self-serving and easily manipulated. It had been the reporter's promises of an easy solution to her financial problems and her flattery that had gotten Betty into this. Now that Extreme and Kristina were her only options, she threw herself whole heartedly into finding the best way to benefit from her new situation. She looked at the pins on her palm. "And this is the sort of thing that Extreme will want me to do to pay back the loan?"	


Intrigued by the question, Kristina nodded. "This, and similar things. Why?"


Betty looked thoughtful. "I suppose my fiancé is my ex-fiancé now, which leaves me in a bit of a pickle. I've spent all the money my first husband left me, and my parents are fed up of financing me, so I need some way to maintain my lifestyle. Can I earn or borrow more money from Extreme by doing this kind of thing?"


Kristina couldn't help smiling at the woman's totally mercenary attitude. "I'm sure they would be happy to work something out. In addition, you can shop and eat at Extreme outlets and charge it to your account. There are also non-sexual outings you can lead as well, if you're interested."


Betty grimaced. "I've never been one for sports and things. All that smelly sweating and hard work. I'm much better at sex," she said frankly. "I wouldn't mind doing this kind of thing if it pays really well. I suppose if I try, I could even learn to like it."


Stacy laughed. "Just think of all that lovely money."


Betty nodded. "Not that different from being fucked by some wrinkly old man every night."


Kristina and Stacy looked at each other and shook their heads in amazement.


Kristina cleared her throat and nodded at the pins.


Betty's mind returned to the present. "Oh yes, my clit." Her eyes widened. "Say, would it be more interesting to the members if I was really um, enthusiastic about hurting my naughty bits?"


"I would definitely think so," Stacy said.


The woman grinned. "All right then." She took a long step to the side with one leg, spreading her thighs wide. The movement created fresh pain in her pussy, but she just hissed and continued. She glanced up to make sure that her audience had a clear view, and then studied her pussy. She pulled her clitoral hood back to expose her clit. "Hmm. I'm going to need both hands free to do this properly." Then she studied the pins in her palm.


Both watching girls gasped when Betty took the pins from her hand and stuck them into her mound just above her pussy, using it as a pin cushion. Then still keeping her clit exposed with her left hand, she rubbed her clit vigorously with the finger's of her right. It was obvious from her reaction that this was uncomfortable, or even painful, but she persevered. With her head still lowered, she glanced up and explained, "It will be more impressive if you could see my clit clearly, and if it's all swollen and stuff, it will also look more painful when I stick it."


Stacy hid a laugh and said, "It will definitely hurt more. Have you thought of that?"


Betty nodded. "Sure. But you've got to make it look good if you're going to earn the top rates in show business. Even I know that. I can moan and groan about how much it hurt after I've been paid."


Kristina realised that Betty was serious, and that she was throwing herself whole heartedly into her knew profession. "That's true. I'm very impressed by your attitude."


Betty shuddered as the over-stimulation of her clit reached almost unbearable proportions, and then she smiled. "Thank you. Now watch carefully guys, I'm close to coming, so I'm going to do it now."


The two girls gathered around Betty's pussy, and waited breathlessly.


Betty reached up from underneath her clit with the thumb and index finger of her left hand and took a firm grip on her clit. Her body shook. "Ohh, that feels nasty," she gasped as she pulled outward, stretching her clit. With her right hand she plucked a pin from her improvised pin cushion, and brought the tip of the pin right over her clit. She looked up at the watching girls, winked and said, "I bet this is going to really hurt like hell. Well, here goes – " She selected a spot on her clit and pushed the pin downwards, thrusting the tip into her clit. "Oh fuck that hurts," she gasped. Her thighs began to tremble as she continued to push on the pin. "Ow, ow, ow, oh shit!" Her teeth bared in a snarl as the pin popped through the skin and drove into the tissues of her clit. Unlike a hypodermic needle, it required a fair amount of force to push the pin through, and Betty's knuckles turned white as she pressed relentlessly on the pin. She moaned as the pain continued to mount, and then gasped loudly in relief when the tip suddenly popped out on the other side. "Phew, it's through. It hurt so badly, for a moment I thought I was going to piss myself." She tugged harder on her clitoral hood and stared at her clit. "Will you look at that. I've actually got a needle through my clit. Wow. I wonder … " She reached out a finger and lightly brushed the tip of her clit. "Hey! It still feels good. Wouldn't that make a good show, I mean poking a couple of needles through your clit and then masturbating until you came, with them still sticking out of your clit?"


Kristina couldn't help but smile at Betty's strange, irrepressible personality. "I bet it would."


Betty seemed to notice the other pin still sticking out of her pubic mound. "Oops. I suppose you guys are waiting to see me stick the second pin through my clit. Sorry about that. Just hold on a second." She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. Then her eyes popped open again and she nodded. "Okay. Here it goes." It was harder for her to gain a firm grip on her clit now that there was a pin stuck though it, and it took a lot of fiddling and many winces of pain before she had a satisfactory grip. She pressed the pin against the side of her clit, winced, and said, "I might make a bit more noise this time, because I know how much it's going to hurt."


"That's all right, screams can be a turn-on too, as long as it doesn't become annoying," Kristina said.


"Oh good, it's a lot easier somehow if you can whimper a bit. In fact … " she made a breathy moan as she pushed on the pin. "Ahh, that hurts, that really bloody hurts, I never knew my clit could hurt like this, fuck … " She stopped speaking and just moaned.


Kristina realised that Betty wasn't ramming the needled through her flesh like a piercing, but pushing slowly and deliberately in the most painful manner possible. She was actually trying to entertain them with her pain. She had not expected the spoilt petulant woman to be able to do such a thing, but apparently her love of money exceeded her fear of pain by a large margin. She longed to masturbate, but didn't want to risk losing her authority over Betty at the last moment.


Stacy realised how turned on Kristina was by Betty's suffering, and since serving her new lover turned her on more than watching Betty, she dropped to her knees, crawled in front of her lover, and stuck her head under Kristina's skirt.


Kristina was surprised when she felt Stacy's head and hands moving under her skirt and up her legs, but then she decided that her friend's display of submission would only help, so she just continued to watch Betty's painful performance, as if Stacy's act was totally to be expected. Besides she was as horny as hell, and feeling Stacy's tongue on her clit would be heaven.


Betty was totally engrossed in the tearing pain of working the pin sideways through her clit, although she still felt Kristina's gaze on her like a physical touch. She gasped like a diver coming to the surface when the steel tip finally appeared at the other side, and the pain that had been shooting through her belly and even down her legs to her toes and soles of her feet, finally eased to a relatively bearable burn. The realisation that she had completed her tasks and that her ordeal was nearly over, gave her the strength to straighten up and proudly display the plus sign of steel that transfixed her clitoris. She looked at Kristina and was surprised to see a genuinely friendly smile on the woman's face.


"Well done. Welcome to Extreme." Kristina held out her hand.


Still standing with her feet apart, Betty shook Kristina's hand and grinned. Then the determination and desperation that had driven her this far seemed to disappear as if someone had thrown a switch, and all the pain and exhaustion came crashing back, and Betty crumpled to the ground, sobbing and shivering.


Stacy heard Betty's body fall to the floor, and she pulled the crotch of Kristina's knickers back into place and then spun around on her knees to crawl up to the shaking, hysterical woman. She looked up at Kristina and signalled for her to leave the room.


Kristina agreed, knowing that it would be impossible for Betty to face her later if she stayed to watch her humiliating collapse. She nodded to Stacy, and quietly left the room to let Farrar know that he could prepare to take Betty to Extreme headquarters for medical treatment and final processing.


Stacy lifted Betty's head and cradled it on her lap.


The woman blindly clung to her and moaned, "It hurts, it hurts so much. Help me."


Stacy stroked the crying woman's hair. "It's all right. I'll help you stop the pain, but you've got to calm down and relax, or you're just hurting yourself more." When Betty calmed down a little, Stacy went down between the woman's legs. She stroked her thighs soothingly. "I'm going to take all the pins out. It's probably going to hurt a bit, but you only need to be brave for a little while longer. She kissed her knees and the insides of her thighs and she heard Betty sigh.


"That's nice," Betty whispered, and her thighs gradually relaxed and spread wide, even though the ring of pins in her vagina still jolted her with pain every time she moved. She felt Stacy stroke and kiss her way up her thighs until she was kissing around her pussy. She hurt too much to feel any pleasure, but somehow it was comforting and allowed her to stop clenching the muscles of her pussy, which in turn helped to ease the pain.






Chapter Six



Jenna's office had begun to feel like part of her own offices as Kristina walked in. As always, Jenna was sitting behind her desk, but something in her manner made Kristina pause. Then she smiled, raised her eyebrows, and pointed beneath the desk.


Jenna smiled and nodded.


"Are you busy? I could come back in a while," Kristina said, grinning.


"No, it's fine. Miriam was just finishing up down there." She looked down. "Put your lips on my hole and make sure you get all of the juice. If there are any stains on my chair, the cost of cleaning it will be added to your loan." She closed her eyes and smiled. "Umm, that's nice. All right, you can come out from under there."


An attractive, totally naked middle aged woman crawled out from under Jenna's desk, flushing deeply when she saw Kristina.


Jenna grinned. "Kristina, meet Dr Miriam Taylor. She was just applying for a supplementary loan." The manager signed a form and handed it to the naked woman. "There you go. Take this to the finance section, and they'll make the arrangements."


Dr Taylor nodded stiffly. "Thank you. May I get dressed now?"


Jenna's lips tightened at the woman's attitude. "Just one more thing. Turn around so your back is to Kristina. Then spread your feet, bend over and pull your buttocks wide open. You have been warned about your attitude, and I want proof that you have corrected it. You will politely describe to Kristina what you are showing her, and invite her to kick your cunt hard. If I'm not satisfied with your performance, I may have to recommend the termination of your loan."


"But you can't do – " Dr Taylor blurted, and then realised that Jenna could, and would, do it. Her face fell for a second, and then it was replaced by the smooth professional expression that her patients usually saw.


From the doctor's cowed attitude, it was clear that something more than a mere financial debt was involved. She smiled as the dignified looking woman turned her back, spread her legs and bent over. She had good firm buttocks, and Kristina felt a stirring in her pussy when the doctor reached around to grab her cheeks and pulled hard.


"Arch your back down harder," Jenna barked.


Dr Taylor obeyed, and Kristina watched as the light brown pucker of the woman's arse hole came into prominent view.


"Kristina, can you see into her vagina?" Jenna asked loudly, making Dr Taylor cringe.


Kristina bent forward and peered between the doctor's legs, then shook her head.


"You're not pulling hard enough. Last warning Dr Taylor," Jenna barked.


Dr Taylor visibly jumped as if Jenna had struck her. She bit her lip and nodded.


Kristina saw the doctor's knuckles whiten and her vagina blossomed into view. She smiled and nodded to Jenna.


"Good. You know what to say, doctor."


The doctor inhaled, as if preparing to lift something heavy and said, "I'm displaying my anus and vulva to you. Please examine it as much as you like. In particular, I'm making an effort to dilate my vaginal orifice so that my vagina is visible to you. Let me know if there is anything that I can do to improve your view."


Jenna waited for a moment and said, "And?"


The doctor's face twisted in fear, but after several throat clearing efforts, she finally managed to say, "Please kick m-m-my vulva … "


"Cunt!" Jenna snapped.


"Sorry. P-please kick my … cunt hard," Dr Taylor gasped.


Kristina saw Jenna nod at her. For a moment, she wondered whether she should feel bad about kicking another woman in her crotch. But then she told herself that no one had forced the doctor to be here, and she smiled. She had lost count of the times that confident professional women like this doctor had called her a gold digging parasite and a disgrace to all women. She licked her lips and shifted her weight. She kicked off her pointed high heel shoe, her foot lifted in a practice swing, and then she snapped her foot out with her toes bent back so that the ball of her foot struck the woman's cunt with a solid, and very satisfying thump.


Dr Taylor groaned and slowly sank into a deep squat, rocking back and forth in pain.


Jenna said, "Say thank you."


Close to tears, Dr Taylor sniffled, and then said, "Thank you."


"Louder and with more feeling."


"Thank you for kicking my cunt, Kristina," the miserable doctor cried.


"All right, you can go now. But you're on probation. One more complaint, and you'll wish you were back here with Kristina. Understand?"


The doctor staggered to her feet, one hand clutching her pussy. "Yes Jenna. I'll do better. I promise." The door clicked open when she had dressed herself, and she walked painfully out of the room.


Jenna shook her head. "The silly woman actually steals money from her employer, and then spends it all on under aged male prostitutes. We give her a chance for a fresh start, and she insults a member during an outing. I can't believe a doctor could be so stupid."


Kristina smiled. "I've had people like her call me a stupid whore. That was rather satisfying."


Jenna smiled. "Sit down. It seems that you're not the only one who's satisfied."


"Oh?"


"Yes indeed. Patty recommended you to another member, a friend of hers."


"More party girls?"


Jenna chuckled. "The exact opposite. A twenty-one year old male, wealthy, and a huge geek. However, he's not stupid, and he's managed to fend off all the gold diggers who have tried to get their claws into him so far. But with a near zero social life, other than fellow geeks, he's rather deprived sexually. Combined with some rather kinky tastes in recreation, and we have one very frustrated young man."


"And I'm going to scratch his itch."


"Precisely. He's seen all kinds of twisted stuff on the net, and he's dying to try it out on a real live woman. However, Patty says that he's basically a nice chap and when he tried playing with a submissive that someone recommended, he totally froze when she just knelt there and waited for him to do stuff to her."


Kristina laughed. "I think I understand."


"He's smart, so be careful not to patronise him. An Extreme companion could be exactly what he needs, and he might be a good repeat customer for you, and perhaps you and Stacy as a pair, if you're up for it."


"I'd have to check with Stacy, but I think it might be fun, although Stacy might be uncomfortable if the member wants her to punish me."


Jenna shook her head. "I'm sure we can work that out with the member before hand." She pushed the briefing folder across the desk. "Here's all the details, his likes and dislikes, background, etc." Then she said, "Oh, and I think you did a good job with Betty. I've interviewed her, and you've totally convinced her that Extreme offers her the life she wants. She loves arranging functions, and when she found out that there were members who had fantasies of torturing women in the middle of cocktail parties and things like that, she was in seventh heaven. She sends you her regards, and apologies. I think she's going to generate a nice income stream for you. Keep recruiting more like her, and you'll have repaid your loan before you even know it."






Chapter Seven



Kristina drove up to Peter Watson's town house in a rented Land Rover Discovery. From his file, she didn't think he would be impressed by a flashy car, and it might even put his back up. But he liked FPS and action RPG games, and the adventurous looking Discovery might catch his interest. Similarly, she was dressed in jeans and a lace trimmed white blouse with flat soled shoes. Instead of a handbag, she carried a red and black nylon bag that looked like it might fit a notebook and accessories. She strode across the road to his front door using a tomboy-like gait, and toned down her usual sensual sway. She was confident that her face and figure would be sufficient to impress him. She briskly rapped the lion headed brass door knocker, and the door promptly swung open, indicating that Peter had been watching her out of the sitting room windows. She recognised his face from the file, so she knew that she had the right place. "Hi Peter, I'm Kristina from Extreme. I guess you're expecting me?"


Although he was trying to be cool about it, the sight of Kristina on his doorstep rocked Peter's world. He suspected that he had sprained his cock when it tried and failed to burst out of his jeans like an Alien from the chest of its host. He had been worried that some woman who looked like a Conservative MP, or a bank manager, would turn up. He had even been rehearsing a polite rejection speech to send her away. But this girl look like a real person, except for being the hottest looking bird he had ever seen, even in his wet dreams or on the net. A draft of air carried a whiff of her perfume to him and he almost floated away in delight. He wanted to kill himself when he realised that she was still waiting for him to reply, an amused smile on her face. "That's me, er, I'm he, I mean, yes, I'm Peter." She looked past his shoulder, and he realised she was waiting to be invited in. Yes, he was definitely going to kill himself with a blunt knife. He hurriedly stepped back. "Uh, please on come in."


"Thanks," Kristina said, brushing his shoulder with her fingertips as she went by.


With his brain momentarily frozen by her touch, Peter had to scramble to catch up with her as Kristina made her way to the sitting room. By the time he reached her side, she was holding a PC game DVD case in her hand.


"Hey, are you playing this? Have you tried the nude mods? I love playing with the girls in my team naked. It makes the action so much more interesting to watch," Kristina said. The researchers had discovered that Peter had just purchased the game, and she had read all the reviews and a detailed walk through, as well as spending an hour actually playing it on a PC in Extreme HQ.  


"You've played it?" Peter asked, clearly impressed.


Kristina nodded. "Just got it a few days ago. I haven't actually played a lot of it yet, because I've been searching through all the mods available on the net first, so that I can tweak the game before I really get started." That gave her an excuse for not really knowing that much about the actual gameplay. She moved closer to him. "So did you? Try the nude mods, I mean."


Peter blushed and nodded. He normally wouldn't admit to using nude mods to girls, because they always called him a perv or some other insult, but Kristina seemed different from the girls he knew, and she seemed totally comfortable with it.


Kristina giggled and slapped her denim covered bum as she walked away from him. "It certainly improves the view, doesn't it?" She twirled around, and then walked back towards him. "Imagine what it would be like to have a real team mate, a friend, who's jeans or blouse you could make disappear with a click of a mouse. Wouldn't that be hot? Especially if she continued to behave as if she was fully dressed."


Peter felt as if his heart might explode. She was just too … words failed him. But the image that she had planted in his brain wouldn't go away. He imagined whisking away her jeans and panties with a click of his mouse, but somehow she wouldn't notice, and would continue chatting with him as normal.


Kristina tossed her bag on the coffee table, and then put a hand on Peter's shoulder. "Look Peter, I don't want to be a tease, and I definitely don't want to look like I'm trying to control what happens here. So can I do one thing just to get us started, to kind of break the ice, if you know what I mean?"


She was so open and casual, that Peter didn't feel threatened at all, and he nodded. "Sure. Go ahead." To his astonishment, she casually unbuttoned her jeans and stripped them down her legs along with her panties, and stepped out of them as if she was getting ready to take a shower. This left her in white cotton blouse, pink socks, and slip on shoes. He noticed at once that she was clean shaven between her legs.


Kristina tossed the jeans aside, letting them crumple against the wall and slide down on to the floor. "There. That's done. Now, what would you like to do?"


Peter forced his eyes to lift up to Kristina's face and said, "If you haven't eaten yet, I thought we could have a couple of pizzas and some beer, and sort of chat for a while and I can show you some stuff on the net that I like."


She put her hands behind her and bounced up and down on her toes. "Sure, that sounds great. I suggest we stick mostly to soft drinks or juices. You want to remember what happens today, and you don't need to get me drunk." She winked at him.


He had a huge work station in his converted study. The room was filled with electronic gear, graphic novels and posters of scantily clad models, some in very revealing poses.


Kristina saw him watching her expectantly, and she guessed that he was waiting to see her reaction to his décor. She suspected that he had never brought a girl up here before. She looked around the room. "Wow, you've got some nice gear up here." She walked up to a large poster on one of the walls of a popular model in a leather jacket and sans panties. She was showing a lot of pink, using both hands to spread her pussy for the camera. Kristina had actually worked with the girl before, and knew that she was a card carrying lesbian. "Where did you get this? I bet they don't sell these in Forbidden Planet." She leaned forward and deliberately studied the girl's pussy. "Nice. She's really wet. I hate the ones where they paint the girl's twat with lube, don't you?"


Peter grinned proudly. "I had it specially shot for me. See, it's got her autograph at the bottom." He looked at her curiously. "Don't you find it offensive? Most girls absolutely hate pictures like this one."


She chuckled. "She doesn't have anything I don't. As for this – " she tapped the model's pussy lightly with the tip of her fingernail so as not to leave a fingerprint, "that's just being honest. Most guys enjoy looking at pussy, and unless you've got an ugly one, what's wrong with showing it off. Hell, do you honestly think those upskirt shots of celebrities all over the magazines and on the net were really accidental?"


Peter's eyes widened. "Do you really think they did it on purpose?"


"Sure. Can you think of any better publicity? They get to distribute an open legged shot to their fans, giving them what they want without being labelled cheap or a porn star."


"I never thought of it that way."


"Girls are a lot more willing to show off their fannies than you think. It's just that society makes it so difficult." She nudged him. "You boys don't help either. If a girl is nice enough to let you look up her skirt, she gets called a slag or whore or something nasty like that. I bet you'd get a much better view if you were to be nicer about it."


"You think so?"


"I'd bet money on it."


Peter looked sideways at her. "So if I was to ask nicely, would you show me yours?"


Kristina leaned her head towards him, shaded her mouth, and whispered, "Why don't you try it and find out." Then she grinned. "But lets have our pizza first."


Peter laughed at the sudden break in sexual tension. "Let's." He pulled up two comfortable swivel seats in front of his PC, stacked slices of pizza on a tray with two tall glasses of fruit punch, and sat down next to Kristina.


She took a slice of pizza and munched on it while Peter selected a website on his browser. She leaned forward to look at the screen, and at the same time pressed her naked thigh against Peter's leg. It was clear to her that Peter had chosen the site in order to shock her. It was a heavy sm site with women being heavily whipped and tortured. The women's bodies were covered with bloody welts and deep red marks, which did not spare sensitive areas like their breasts and pussies. As she watched, he clicked on a link for a particular video. Screen shots came up that showed a girl spreading her legs to allow a hooded man to use a wire cored whip directly on her pussy. Although her screams seemed a little over the top, the force used and damage that the whip inflicted looked real and not faked.


Peter nodded at the monitor. "What do you think of that?"


She took another bite of her pizza, swallowed and said, "Impressive. It's not easy to find girls who can take that kind of beating on their pussy without being tied."


"According to her interview, she's doing it for the money."


Kristina chuckled, thinking of her own situation. "That's as good a reason as any. If I were a guy, I'd prefer to have a girl do it for money."


"Why?" Peter asked, puzzled and surprised.


"Well, I assume the guy doing the whipping enjoys hurting girls, so if she's doing it for the money, then she's not going to enjoy it like she would if she was a masochist."


Peter laughed. "You know, I never thought of it that way. I've always thought how great it would be if I could meet a real masochist."


Kristina pointed at the screen with the crust of her pizza. "You don't see that many real hard pussy whippings in video." She glanced down and saw Peter's hand barely touching the side of her thigh. Before he could pull it back, she grabbed it and placed it firmly on her leg. "Is that something you would enjoy? Whipping pussy I mean."


Peter had a huge grin on his face. "Huh? What … "


She pointed with her crust again before taking a bite out of it. "Do … " she chewed and swallowed "… you like the idea of whipping pussy?" She felt his fingers tighten on her thigh when he realised what she had asked.


He almost choked on his pizza, and then nodded. He quickly looked down, not daring to meet her eyes. When nothing terrible happened, he looked up again and gaped when he saw her clicking to enlarge one of the screenshots that showed the wire whip biting deep into the actress’s pussy.


"Now that would make your eyes water," Kristina said with a chuckle. "Have you ever tried it?"


"No, I haven't. I did pay an escort once to let me slap her there, but after the first slap she told me to stop and refused to do any more."


"That's really wet. A deal's a deal. I would have been really pissed off."


Peter shrugged. "There wasn't a lot I could do. I'd already paid her. Getting an ASBO for having a row with a tart in the middle of the street wouldn't have made my family very happy." Then he remembered who he was talking to. His voice became more hesitant again as he said, "Would you … you know, let me … "


Kristina pointed at the screen again with the last bit of her pizza and raised her eyebrows.


He nodded.


She popped the bit of pizza into her mouth, and still chewing, nodded. After taking a sip of her juice she said, "Sure, why not. As much as you like." She wiggled her greasy fingers. "Got a tissue?"


Peter was so excited he could hardly breathe. He passed the tissue to Kristina, while his other hand slowly moved up her thigh towards her pussy.


Kristina put her hand on his shoulder and leaned towards him. She stage-whispered, "You can go ahead and touch my pussy – I took the mouse trap out."


"Mouse tra… oh!" He laughed and slid his hand all the way up until his palm was cupping her pussy.


"Nice?"


He nodded.


"If you don't mind getting your finger wet, there's a hole down there somewhere that you can play with."


Peter laughed softly. "You're really different, aren't you?"


"Is that good or bad?" She giggled. "I wouldn't go into that hole while we're still eating."


"Oops, sorry. Ah, there it is." He sighed as his finger wriggled into her vagina. "Oh, it's definitely good."


Kristina smiled. "Which, my being different, or my cunt hole?"


"Um … both?"


"Thanks. It's nice to be appreciated," she said, while reaching for another slice of pizza.


"Am I hurting you?" He asked, his finger probing her vagina enthusiastically.


"Are you trying to?"


"Uh, no."


"Then take my advice and don't ask. I mean, if I said yes, are you going to stop frigging me?"


"Well … "


"That's what I thought. So why give me the opportunity to whine. Girls are really good at that if you give us the chance. You'd find out pretty quickly if you were really hurting me. The loud screaming would be a good indicator." She held the slice of pizza up to his mouth. "Want a bite?"


He took a bite and chewed thoughtfully, while at the same time tingling all over from the knowledge that he had a finger buried in the pussy of a gorgeous girl. "You know, you're really nice."


She smiled. "Thank you. You seem like a nice guy too."


His finger stopped moving. "Even though I'm going to hurt you?"


She put down what remained of the pizza slice and reached down to encourage his finger to continue probing her pussy. "If that bothered me, I wouldn't be here."


"Aren't you afraid of the pain?"


"Of course I am. I'm not stupid or a masochist."


"But … "


She leaned against him in a friendly manner. "Do you think tigers, tyrannosaurs, and cobras are cool?"


He nodded. "Sure."


"Are you afraid of them? Well, assuming you could meet a tyrannosaur."


"Of course. It would be stupid not to … " He nodded again. "Ah. I think I see."


She nodded back, picked up the gnawed pizza and held it to his mouth. "Bite."





***





When they were full, Peter offered to show her around the house.


Kristina sucked his finger clean of her juices, and then led the way so that he could stare at her arse. "Just tell me which way to turn. In fact, why don't you treat me like one of your game companions. Move me in any way you want. Anything you like. Hop on one foot, walk into the wall, squat, stand, whatever comes into your mind. Any time you want to see my front, just tell me to turn around."


Peter thought it was a great idea. "Before we start though, could you take your bra off, but keep the blouse on. I think the lace and white cotton makes you look even more naked."


Kristina did as he asked, tossing her bra aside. Then she knotted the hem of her blouse around her waist, and left the top buttons undone so that the curve of her breasts peeked out.


Peter made her turn left and then right and then completely around, and practically drooled at the way she looked. He walked her towards the kitchen, with many stops on the way to bend over and wriggle her bottom. He even had her climb up a flight of stairs and slide down backwards on the bannister, rubbing her pussy on the hand polished wood. This particular bannister ended in a downward scrolling curve, but he knew that another one at the other side of the house actually had a solid knob shaped post, and he wondered whether she would be willing to slide down that one and to allow her pussy to slam into the post at the end. He decided to ask her.


Kristina said, "It depends on how long and steep the bannister is. I'm not going to shatter my pelvis, but if it's reasonable, I'll do it. But if you want me to do it at full speed, I'd recommend you save it till last, because I'll probably be totally incapacitated for the day after that. On the other hand, if it's possible to slow the slide down with my hands and by gripping with my thighs, it could still be a pretty awful thump to the pussy. A bit like being kicked between the legs. I could do that for you several times. I'll leave it to you to decide." She thought for a moment and added, "You might want to think about putting things along the bannister that we just used so that they scrape my pussy as I slide past. That might be more fun."


The suggestion intrigued Peter, who began to imagine things like masking tape, tacks, and sandpaper as he watched Kristina's buttocks sway towards the kitchen. When they arrived at the kitchen, Peter realised that he had been wanting to ask her for something ever since she took her jeans off. "Um Kristina, I wonder if you could … if I could ... well, I'd really like to take a good look at your pussy."


Kristina looked surprised. "Sure. I'm surprised that you waited this long to ask."


Peter looked embarrassed. "You know, back at the poster, I was going to say that girls never want to let you get a really good look down there. Even in a lot of soft porn, the actress gets impatient or uncomfortable when the camera stays down there for too long, and it's always bugged me."


Kristina patted her pussy. "There's lots of reasons for that. Some are embarrassed, as you said, some feel demeaned that you prefer looking down there rather than at their face, others just get bored. But even though as a girl I don't have the same intense interest, I've known enough guys to understand just how strong the urge to look at pussy is. I mean, you only have to look at all the pussy magazines and the soft porn sites to know there is a huge demand for that kind of thing. Anyway, I want you to know that you're welcome to examine my pussy as much as you like, any time you like. Not just now, but any time later. Just give the word, and I'll spread for you, and keep it spread for as long as you want. Okay?"


Peter grinned. "That would be really great. Thanks." He pointed at the solid worktop in the middle of the kitchen. "How about climbing up there?"


Kristina nodded agreeably and went to the marble topped rectangle. "Give me a boost?" she said and wriggled her bare bottom at him invitingly. Then she held up her hand. "Oh wait. Would you be more comfortable with me looking at the ceiling or having my eyes closed, or would you like me to participate. Either is fine with me, but I should fetch some cushions if I'm going to look down between my legs."


Peter had her fetch the cushions, and a few minutes later she was lying on the worktop with a pile of cushions under her head and shoulders and her knees drawn up and apart. "Let me know any time you want me to help you open it up."


He drew up a tall stool and sat down between her legs. Although he was embarrassed to admit it, while he wasn't a virgin, he had never had the opportunity to really look at the pussy of a real live girl. He wanted desperately to be cool and sophisticated about this, but his excitement was just too much to hide. He felt and looked like a boy in a toy store. His hands moved right in to touch and stroke her pussy, but he couldn't help glancing up at Kristina's face to check for signs of disapproval.


Kristina smiled cheerfully at him. "Remember – don't ask."


Peter nodded.


"And?" she prompted.


"Loud screams," he added with a wide grin.


She held up a thumb. As he examined her pussy, she realised that she didn't mind at all. His obvious excitement and appreciation of her pussy made her feel good, even though his touch wasn't always pleasurable. His fascination went beyond simple lust, and it was actually quite flattering.


Peter had started out cautiously, despite Kristina's assurances, but he rapidly grew bolder. He spread her outer lips wide and joyously studied the crinkled inner labia and clitoris. It was all so pink and soft and seemed to cry out to be touched. It became harder to keep the whole thing spread open when he moved down to the hole, and he was relieved when Kristina's fingers moved in to help. "Thanks."


"My pleasure," Kristina said. "Do you want to really get into my cunt hole? I could try to open it up more and shift my hips a little to make it easier for you. In fact, if we work together, I think we can get my vagina open wide enough for you to see all the way to my cervix."


"That would be cool. Can we do that?"


"Is it okay if I put some fingers inside myself?" Kristina asked.


Peter nodded and leaned so close to watch that his nose was almost touching her pussy. He inhaled and realised that he could actually smell the scent of her pussy, and it felt like a shot of caffeine, making his heart race and everything more clear and intense. He watched as Kristina's fingers worked their way into her tight moist vagina, until they were buried almost to the knuckle, and then he gasped softly as she began to pull outwards, slowly fighting her own vaginal muscles and forcing her cunt hole to spread and dilate.


When she could feel her hole opening up, she said, "Stick one of your fingers in there. It's slippery so get a good grip, and pull downwards towards my arse hole. That will really open me up."


Peter did as she said, and was amazed at how wide her hole gaped. "Hey! I can see it, your cervix I mean. It's all shiny and smooth, except for that little hole in the middle."


Kristina patiently held her cunt hole open for him while he felt around inside, rubbing and prodding. Sometimes it hurt, especially when his fingernails and untrimmed cuticles scratched her, but she was careful not to show it, since he wasn't trying to hurt her and she didn't want to spoil his fun.


When he was satisfied with gazing into her vagina, he had her take her fingers out. He hesitated, then said, "What does your pussy taste like? I'd like to try licking it, but I'm worried it will taste bad."


"Most guys find it okay, but it does have its own taste. Why don't you try it. I won't be offended if you have to run to the sink to rinse your mouth out."


Peter had the strongest urge to press his face into her pussy, so he started by kissing it near to her clit and safely away from her wet hole. There was a faint odour, but it was kind of sexy and not unpleasant. He started to lick and suck, and he heard Kristina begin to sigh and breathe heavily, and he realised that she was enjoying it. Encouraged by this he let his mouth move lower, and suddenly his tongue touched the slick wetness that flowed from her hole, and he was tasting a woman's cunt for the first time.


Kristina was surprised when Peter continued to suck and lick at her pussy until she was close to coming. "Oh god, that feels really good Peter. You'll make me come if you keep going. Do you want to see me come for you, or would you prefer to keep me frustrated? You can always eat my pussy and make me come later, or make me play with myself until I come. A lot of guys like that because most girls find it embarrassing to be forced to masturbate." She sensed that this last part caught his interest. "Does that sound interesting? Making me do embarrassing things, shaming me?"


He stopped licking her clit and said, "What sort of things?"


"Well, you haven't actually hurt me yet, so you could make me masturbate for you, and when I'm just about to come you could do something really painful to my pussy. Actually masturbating, not the fake stuff that porn actresses do, is a very intimate thing, and it's hard to do in front of somebody, and knowing that you have to tell that person when you're about to come so that he can hurt you, is awfully difficult and shameful."


"What should I do to you?"


Kristina glanced around for inspiration, and her eyes fell on a bundle of rubber bands hanging from a hook, and then a roll of sticky tape on the counter. She pointed them out to Peter. "If you'll get them for me, I promise to keep my pussy shamelessly spread open for you."


Peter chuckled. "It's a deal." He hopped off the stool to fetch the items she had indicated, glancing back every few steps to stare at the pinkness of her open pussy.


Kristina grinned, and when he looked, made her pussy wink at him, closing and opening the lips.


Peter laughed. "You should put one of those pen cameras inside your pussy. You'd probably get shots of the stupidest looking expressions ever when you flash you pussy like that."


"If you'll pay for the camera and pay Extreme for my time, I'd be happy to act as your camera the next time you ask your friends around."


He came back with some rubber bands and the roll of tape. "Have you ever read those Victorian porn novels where they use a girl's pussy as a candelabra, and other stuff like that?"


She nodded. "I remember one where they stuffed coins in her pussy and made her walk up and down, and bet on when she would get so full that the coins would drop out. You can do all kinds of cool things with a pussy."


Peter sat down on the stool again. "I have a collection of those old Bizarre Library books that were illustrated by Di Mulatto. They have some of the craziest devices for pussy torture that you've ever seen."


Oddly enough Kristina had read some of those books as a teenager, and she still remembered them. At the time she found them scary, but now she remembered them as being quite interesting in a horrible kind of way. She remembered pictures of metal dildos with blades sticking out of the sides or base, pussies spread with fishing hooks while stakes thrust up to impale them, and much more. "Yes, I've seen those. No one dares to get that extreme any more. It's a shame."


Peter gave her pussy a kiss. "Marry me."


She laughed. "I'm a horrible wife. I'd spend all your money on clothes. You're much better off getting me from Extreme. I promise that I'll always make time for you." She recalled what Jenna said about a repeat customer. She liked Peter and certainly wouldn't mind seeing him again. She took a rubber band from him, pinched the middle together to form a figure eight, and then wrapped sticky tape around the middle where the two strands met. She continued to roll the tape over itself until it formed a hard cylinder, with rubber loops sticking out of both ends. "There you go. A clit whacker." She put one loop over her thumb, and one over her index finger, and pulled the roll of tape back. It snapped forward wickedly when she let go. Then she handed it to him.


Peter got it at once. "Hey, that's a great idea. How bad do you think it will hurt?"


"If you want to find out, try snapping it against the head of your cock," Kristina said with a grin. "And remember, the clit is even more sensitive."


He shuddered at the thought, and then eyed her clit. To Kristina's surprise, he put the little device down. "Can you come more than once? I'd like to see you come, before I start torturing you."


Kristina said, "Sure. I know some girls who are done for the day when they come, but I'm not one of them." She sat up, cross legged. "How do you want me? Lying down, kneeling, standing…"


"Can you really come standing up?"


She grinned. "I can certainly try. Up here on the worktop?"


Peter nodded. "It reminds me of the stage of a strip club, except that dancers don't masturbate."


"I bet they would if the law would let them and the tips were good enough." She giggled. "I can just imagine the dancers' advertising. 'See the best orgasms ever! Bring your umbrella unless you like being showered with juices!'. Imagine orgasm marathons. Last girl still standing after coming a hundred or more times wins.''


Peter laughed. "I'd certainly pay to see that."


Kristina stood up on the counter, and stood with her feet to either side of Peter's body and her pussy right above him. She started to play with her pussy, looking down at him. 


Peter grinned back at her and gently snapped the rubber band clit smacker in the air.


She felt a twinge of phantom pain tickle her clit at the sight. However, rather than fear, she actually looked forward to having it used on her. Not because she wanted the pain, but because of the delight that she knew it would give him, and how impressed he would be when she unflinchingly presented her clit to him. The very thought of it stimulated her greatly, and she began to rock her hips and to moan. She tried her best not to fantasise, or to drift off into an erotic dream, but concentrated purely on the mechanical, physical pleasure that touching her body created. She was masturbating for Peter, touching and stimulating sensitive parts of her body in order to make herself orgasm as a performance, a gift to the young man watching her, rather than experiencing a purely selfish, personal pleasure. She tried to explain this as she stroked herself and made herself shudder and moan.


Peter watched, fascinated, as the gorgeous woman sexually stimulated herself, not for her own pleasure, but purely for his entertainment. He understood what Kristina was trying to tell him about her masturbation, and his cock ached with excitement and desire. He ran his hand over her calves as he watched her performance.


Kristina hid nothing from him. She performed a slow, detailed running commentary as she worked on her pussy, describing every twitch of her pussy and arse hole, and how it felt to roll her clit around with the tips of her fingers or to rub and stretch her labia.


He asked her what would not feel good, and when she told him that directly rubbing her clit was too intense for comfort, he immediately told her to do it. "I want you to make yourself come by only rubbing on your bare clit."


It was a challenge, and Kristina immediately responded to it. She pulled upwards on the top of her pussy until her clit stuck out prominently. The tightening of the skin around her clit made it tingle and pulsate. She brushed her dry fingers over it, making herself hiss in reaction. It wasn't really pain, but more like too much of a good thing.


Peter saw the discomfort reflected in her face and nodded eagerly. "Go on, do it. Rub your clit hard. Show me."


Kristina grinned in response and strummed her clit with her finger. Like touching a limb that was experiencing pins and needles, the rubbing sent a shower of sparks shooting through her clit and pussy, making her shudder and gasp, "Oh shit, that's so intense."


He could feel her body quiver through his touch on her lower legs and ankles. He knew the rapid shaking and vibration of her body couldn't be faked and that she was being powerfully affected by the tiny rubbing motions of her finger against her clit.


The continued scrubbing of her clit cause clenching, cramp-like motions of her vaginal muscles in addition to the intense quivering. However, she was intrigued to discover that despite all of this, she was stimulated as well, and she felt an orgasm growing in her pussy. Her voice shaking, Kristina said, "I think I still might be able to come. Do you want me to?"


Peter nodded. "Yes, go ahead. Come for me if you can, but only by rubbing your clit." He put one hand on the crotch of his jeans and rubbed his cock as he watched her play with her clit. It was so bloody good. It felt better than any video or book. He tensed when Kristina cried out.


"I'm nearly going to come, Peter. You're the boss. Tell me when you want me to come. I'll keep myself right at the edge until you give the word." Her voiced was strained, and her body was so tense it was as if an electrical current was running through her. Her fingers made quick abrupt stroking motions over her clit, bringing her back to the edge each time her excitement began to fade. She groaned in frustration and with the unbearable need to come, but she forced herself to remain right on the edge even though she wanted to scream, and it felt as if she might die if she didn't come soon.


It was the most exciting thing he had ever seen. He felt like the lord of the world, knowing that his will determined the fate of the beautiful woman's orgasm. He stood up to bring his face nearer to her pussy, and he put his hands on her thighs to stroked the smooth skin that sheathed the hard, quivering muscles. Her desperate moaning and panting sounded like sweet sensual music to his ears. He pressed his cheek against her soft inner thigh and looked upwards directly at her pussy. He said, "Come. Come for me right now."


Kristina bent her neck to stare directly at her clit as she rubbed it in a blur of motion. It actually hurt more than it felt good, but she was so close to the edge that it didn't make any difference. She came – hard and fast.


Peter had never seen a girl come in real life before. Some of the escorts he had hired had moaned and twisted and claimed to have come, but he never really believed them. But he had no doubts at all about what he saw and felt now, and it was totally amazing. He couldn't stand it any more and unzipped his jeans. He wasn't wearing any pants underneath, so his cock simply popped out from his open fly like a jack-in-the-box as he watched the orgasmic contractions make her pussy dance.


Kristina staggered and fell to her knees, panting and shaking from her intense orgasm. She saw Peter's exposed cock and held out her hand. "Climb up here and join me." His hand grasped hers, and she helped him up onto the wide marble slab of the work top. "Lie down on your back." She snatched up the clit smacker, and then slipped a couple of cushions under Peter's head and shoulders. Then she bent over and took the head of his cock into her mouth, wetting and stiffening it.


Peter groaned, fighting not to come from the delicious sensation.


When she saw that he was about to come despite his best efforts, Kristina straddled his hips and hovered her pussy above his cock, while she handed to rubber band device to him. "Hold this. You'll need it in a moment," she said.


The distraction of taking the tape wrapped rubber band allowed the pressure of his imminent orgasm to ease, and he was able to sigh in delight when Kristina allowed her pussy to settle against the tip of his cock. 


With the skill of much practise, she captured the head of his cock with her cunt hole, moistens it further with her own secretions, and then works it into her pussy with a sensuous screwing motion of her hips.


Peter was in seventh heaven. He felt her slippery warm softness engulf his cock as he simultaneously looked up at her beautiful swaying breasts and flawless smiling face above him. His cock seemed to slide into her body forever, and then suddenly her hot pussy was pressed firmly against his body. "Bloody hell, that feel so fucking good."


When he held out his arms, Kristina lowered herself on top of him until her nipples rubbed against his T-shirt, and their lips met. She realised they had not kissed before, and she tried to make it special for him, making it long and hot, with her tongue reaching out to meet his in a wet slippery dance. As they kissed, she skilfully worked her pussy muscles, massaging his cock to a point just short of orgasm, pausing, and then starting over again.


He threw his arms around her, wallowing in the luxurious knowledge that every part of this lovely woman was his to touch, hold and enjoy – and hurt, and furthermore that she would do her very best to help him to enjoy her. He inhaled the perfume of her feminine scent and stroked her back while her hips wiggled maddeningly around his cock. He was panting madly when she lifted up to dangle her nipples playfully over his face. He slid his hands around from her back to hold her breasts with his hands. He kneaded them gently and rubbed the nipples with his thumbs. Then as they hardened, he gripped them between his index fingers and thumbs, and squeezed and rolled them. He knew they were sensitive, and that not all girls like to have their nipples mauled. He also knew Kristina would allow him to do anything he wished to them. The thought made his cock twitch inside her pussy.


Kristina guessed what he was thinking and said, "Go on, pinch them as hard as you like." 	His grip tightened, and he felt the warm brush of her breath when she gasped in pain. He looked into her eyes as he gradually increased the pressure, and he saw her bite her lower lip when he crushed her nipples with the full force of his grip. When she began to moan and throw her head from side to side he was momentarily alarmed, until she gasped "I'm all right. Don't worry about the noise." He saw her lips twist up in a brief smile. His alarm eased, and he continued to pinch her nipples, both out of curiosity to see how much she could bear, and basically because he enjoyed it. The sounds she made and the way she writhed were unbelievably erotic to him, especially since his cock was still comfortably embedded in her pussy. In the end, it was he who surrendered, not out of sympathy, but because her frantic writhing on his cock threatened to make him come.


Kristina tossed her hair. "Whew. That was intense. Was it as good for you as it was painful for me?" she asked with a cheeky grin.


He shook his head in amazement. "Wow, that was totally awesome. You were awesome."


She kissed his lips and said, "Why thank you kind sir. Just wait till you hear me really scream."


Peter shook his head again. "You're incredible."


"I know," she replied, tongue in cheek. "Now, are you ready to come?"


"Must I?"


She chuckled. "You tell me." She sat up and pointed to the taped rubber band. She waited until he had slipped the loops onto his fingers, and then looked down at herself and spread her pussy lips. His cock filled and expanded her vagina, and pushed her urethra and clit into prominence, so she didn't have to work very hard to expose her clit. "I may make a bit more noise for this one," she warned, giving him a wink. She was so erotically excited and involved in the situation that she found it hard to separate fear from arousal as she watched Peter pull the stiff, tape wrapped portion of the rubber band back while he held it directly over her clit. Intellectually she knew it was going to be extremely painful for her when he released the striker, but the challenge of exposing her clit to it filled her entire being with blazing energy and aroused her to the point of near orgasm. It was a bit like watching a very compelling 3D horror film.


The very last second before he released the rolled tape striker seemed to last forever. His vision narrowed to include only his hands, the tightly stretched rubber band, and Kristina's clitoris.


The snap of the tape wrapped rubber band was so rapid that Kristina didn't even see it move, even though she had been watching it intently. One moment it was firmly gripped between Peter's fingers and tightly stretched, and then in the next it had slammed into her clit with a small but audible crack. Due to all the teasing and playing around, she was highly aroused, and her clit was swollen and achingly sensitive. The sharp, concentrated impact of the lump of sticky tape propelled by the full power of the elastic bands was devastating, and her scream was immediate and heartfelt. 


Peter gasped when her pussy tightened around him in reaction to the intense and highly sexual pain, gripping his cock like an angy fist. "Oh shit, that's fantastic!" he moaned.


As soon as she stopped screaming and moaning in agony, Kristina said, "Did you like that? It will happen each time you hurt my clit. It's a totally automatic reaction." In fact, the residual pain made her body tremble, and her vaginal muscles quiver like a vibrator. She knew very well that she was inviting him to smack her clit over and over until he came, but she refused to allow her fear of the pain to rule her, and she smiled at him and rolled her hips, which made her pussy stroke his cock. Her defiance and deliberate exposure of her clit excited her, and her heart pounded from the blast of adrenaline that flooded her system, and she felt light headed as her body produced a steady flow of endorphins, the same natural opiates that produced the "high" experienced by athletes and runners.


Peter grinned when he understood that she was inviting him to masturbate himself by striking her clit. This was the wildest sexual game imaginable. His heart raced and with his cock as rigid as a shaft of wood, he stretched the tape wrapped centre of the rubber band back again. The glint of fear he saw in Kristina's eyes only served to increase his excitement. He took careful aim, pushed his cock deep into her pussy, and released the striker. The pain shook her entire body, and her pussy massaged his cock like a mad vibrator. "Oh fuck, yes!" he groaned, his cry of ecstasy blending with Kristina's scream of sheer agony.


The blasts of agony came in regular intervals. Kristina would cry out in pain when the hard little cylinder of tape struck her clit, and her pussy muscles would go mad, uncontrollably clenching and relaxing over and over, followed by a powerful shuddering of her entire body but especially her thighs and hips. When these tremors began to fade, the rubber band would snap viciously, to start the cycle of searing pain all over again. And yet, the cock that rubbed and thrust inside her vagina felt good, because she welcomed it and she was not being forced. Her defiant thrusting of her clit out at Peter for more punishment also felt good in a crazy, thrill seeking kind of way. So in the midst of a raging inferno of pain, Kristina was experiencing a separate but still interconnected pleasure from what was being done to her clit, although the pain was far too intense for her to even think of having an orgasm. One more factor, was the satisfaction she felt from the tremendous pleasure she was giving Peter, whom she could see was about to come.


The hot, maddening pressure of Kristina's pussy around his cock was finally too much for Peter's self control. His head fell back on the cushions, and he dropped the rubber band as he came, shuddering and moaning almost as if he too was in serious pain. His belly rippled as his cock pumped jets of his semen deep into Kristina's vagina, splashing it again and again all over her cervix. It was heavenly but also sad, since it meant the end of his incredible fucking of the beautiful girl. "For now," he whispered with a tired smile.


Kristina's clit was on fire, and added to that pain was the gut twisting ache of her sexual frustration, since she was denied an orgasm. She wanted to pull Peter's cock out and to fuck herself with her fingers, but she wasn't here to enjoy herself, so instead she lifted herself from his hips and slid down between his legs so that she could gently lick his cock to clean it of her juices and his semen, as well as to start his recovery and his next erection. When he was all clean and sighing in pleasure from her cat like licking, she went to the sink to rinse out her pussy, and then slid up the marble surface to lie next to him with her head level with his.


Peter rolled onto his side and smiled at her. "Are you in a lot of pain?"


Kristina shrugged casually. She didn't want to make him feel guilty or feel sympathy for her. "My clit hurts, but I'm ready and able to take a lot more punishment." She grimaced. "I'm horny as hell too. I'm not sure which is worse."


"Really? You don't often hear girls admit that they're horny except in porn videos and films."


She nodded and grinned. "I'm gagging for it, scouts honour." She held up two fingers with an earnest, school girl expression. Then she pressed her naked body against his clothed one and rubbed herself against him. "But you want me to stay horny. You want my nipples hard and my pussy dripping wet."


"I do?"


She took his hand and put it on her breast. "Of course you do. One, denying me an orgasm is a form of torture, a very sexy kind of torture, so you should like that. Two, it keeps me eager to play, and prevents me from getting bored, so I'll look after you better. Three, I look sexier when I'm hot because my pussy is all swollen, my skin is flushed, and my nipples are hard, and I even smell sexier. And four, don't you just love knowing that you have a girl walking around your house who is so hot that she's ready to fuck your leg like a dog in heat?"


Peter laughed in delight. "You really are absolutely shameless, aren't you?"


She was tired and rested her head on his shoulder. "No, I'm really not. Just a couple of months ago, I wouldn't have dreamed of even stripping down to my underwear in front of anyone other than my ex-husband. But I do believe in behaving professionally, and giving value for money. I broke my own principles just once, and I lost my marriage. I don't intend to make the same mistake again." Then she gave him a peck on the cheek and sat up. "I'm here to entertain you, not tell you my life story." She glanced down to inspect herself for damage. "Wow, look at my clit. It's really swollen." She looked at him and sniffed. "Go on then. You want to poke it, don't you."


Peter gave her reddened clit a cautious prod.


"Ow! Yes, it's really sore. Isn't that great?"


"It is?" he said, sounding confused.


"Of course. With my clit so sore, you'll have all kinds of extra ways to torture me."


He prodded her clit again, and grinned widely when she jumped and yelped.


She hopped off of the work top and went over to the refrigerator, opened it and selected a tin of diet coke. She popped the top, took a sip and then held the chilly tin against her bright red clit. "Ooh, that feels strange." She looked around the kitchen. "You know, the rest of me is totally untouched. Would you like to whip me a bit? You still haven't shown me the rest of the house, and you could whip me around the whole place."


Peter thought for a moment, and then snapped his fingers. "I have just the thing. In that closet in the corner. I keep my tool kit and all kinds of odds and ends in there. If I'm not wrong, I have an old leather shoulder strap from an over night bag or something. If I chop off the clasps on the ends, it would make the perfect whip." He rolled off the work top and went over to rummage in the closet. He found what he was looking for, and used a pair of gardening shears to lop off the ends, and held up the result proudly. "What do you think?"


Kristina wriggled her bottom at him. "Only one way to find out."


"Whack!"


"Ow! That was a good one. What does the mark look like?"


Peter ran his hand reverently over the bright red diagonal stripe that was slowly forming and darkening across her buttocks. "It looks bloody wonderful. Can you take more of the same?"


Kristina turned around, put her hands behind her neck and wriggled her hips. "As many as you like, anywhere you like," she said, her position emphasising the fact that he did not have to limit his strokes to her back and that all of her body was available.


"Anywhere?"


"I'd appreciate it if you didn't hit my face. Other than that, anywhere. Tell me if you want to get at my pussy or arse hole, and I'll spread for you."


"Could I have a look at your pussy? You said you'd show me any time I liked."


She smiled and nodded happily. "Of course." She parted her long legs and reached down to spread her pussy lips apart.


Peter leaned over and stared at her pussy. "I love looking at it." Without warning, he flicked the whip out towards her vulnerable pussy, making the long strap crack in the air between her legs.


Although the muscles of her thighs twitched, Kristina didn't flinch. She grinned. "Naughty, naughty." She looked at the whip. "I'd appreciate some warning if you really want to hit my pussy though. Not because of the pain, but because I'd like to make sure my knuckles are out of the way. It really hurts to have your knuckles rapped and it's not very sexy anyway – unless you have some kind of knuckle fetish?" she said, raising her eyebrows.


He laughed and shook his head. "No, your knuckles are safe. I'd much prefer to whip your pussy. It's simply irresistible."


Kristina fluttered her eyelashes. "You'll turn my head with all these compliments. What girl could resist having her pussy complimented so nicely."


Peter scratched his head. "You'd think girls would be happy to have their pussies complimented. But I've tried it a few times, and they didn't seem very impressed."


Kristina shook her head. "Women are strange creatures."


"Hey, are you making fun of me?"


She grinned. "No. Just be grateful that you've found at least one girl who likes having her pussy appreciated. It's an acquired taste."


He kissed her, and then knelt down and kissed her pussy.


The kiss hurt her pussy, but Kristina appreciated the gesture and enjoyed the effort needed to hold her pussy still and not to flinch from his touch. She was definitely getting increasingly kinky – or perhaps she was just adapting to her situation. She wasn't sure which.


"Truthfully, is it still embarrassing for you to expose your pussy like this?"


A surge of arousal made her skin flush, and Kristina nodded. "It's like stage fright or fear. From when I was a girl, I was taught all my life not to let anyone see my pussy, to cross my legs, and so on. You can overcome the feeling if you have to, but it never really goes away. Right now, I really want to close my legs and cover my pussy." She smiled. "On the other hand, the shame adds to the excitement, so it's not a completely bad thing." X


"Pull the inner lips out to the sides as wide as you can. Really stretch them hard," Peter ordered.


Kristina found her inner labia with her fingers and pulled sideways hard. Her pussy throbbed  with fresh pain, both from the forceful grip on her lips, and the stretching of her sore clitoral hood. Peter let her stand there like that, staring silently at her, and she felt her shame slowly creep back and make her mentally cringe, the feeling growing stronger the longer that she was forced to just stand there like that. She felt herself getting wet again, and when she saw him spot it and smile, her cheeks turned red.


"Make your cunt hole wink at me."


Kristina was surprised that Peter had the patience and mental sophistication to torment her in this manner, combining pain with gut wrenching embarrassment. She flexed her pussy muscles, making her vaginal orifice and her clitoris visibly move. Doing it two or three times was cute, but he just watched as she clenched her pussy muscles over and over again, until they started to ache and cramp, and still he merely remained silent and watched. She began to grunt softly as her muscles rapidly tired and the pain grew worse, along with her feelings of shame. It was difficult to feel sexy and glamorous with her pussy pushed out and cramping painfully. Two drops of pussy juice dripped from her hole and plopped loudly on the floor.


Peter could feel his cock growing to full hardness again as he watched Kristina strain and work her tired and aching pussy muscles and stretch her labia painfully out to the sides. He had shrewdly guessed that it would be both physically painful as well as extremely shaming for her, and it was obvious from her reactions that he was right. He liked Kristina. In fact, he had never felt so comfortable with any other girl. But that did not stop him from torturing her, and he knew that if asked, she wouldn't want him to. That was why she was so great and why he liked her so much. "All right, take a break, but don't close your pussy. Keep it nice and wide just like that."


She gasped in relief, and allowed her trembling, burning, pussy muscles to relax. "That was clever of you. I would never have thought of that. After a while, it really hurts, and it's painfully embarrassing too," Kristina admitted honestly.


Peter looked at the glistening drops of moisture on the floor. "But you got really wet too. Does being embarrassed turn you on?"


"No, but forcing myself to do sexual things I'm afraid of or don't like does. It's something I recently found out about myself." She grinned. "But I can see you have something more in mind."


He nodded. "I was thinking it would be fun if I hit your pussy with the whip, right here." He pointed with the end of the whip at her exposed vaginal orifice. "You could clench your muscles a couple of times, I'd hit you, and then you'd clench them again."


Kristina bit her lip thoughtfully. "It might be hard for you to get the whip to land exactly on my hole … hmm, do you have any clothes pins?"


"Um … yes, there should be some in that drawer over there. I'll get some." Peter jumped up and went to the drawer, grabbed a small wicker basket full of clips and came back with them. He put the basket on the wooden floor and sorted through the assorted clips.


"You want ones with good strong springs," Kristina said.


Peter sorted through them again, pressing on the arms of the clips until he had found two that felt right. He tested them on his finger and they pinched his flesh painfully, and clung to his hand stubbornly when he tried to fling them off. "These should do."


Knowing that it was going to hurt, Kristina felt her pulse begin its familiar rise in pace as she pushed herself to face another sexual ordeal. "Pick a spot on the edge of my cunt hole. You want to get one side of the clip inside my hole, and the other outside so that the clip can get a really good grip. Right at the bottom near my arse hole might be a good spot to start. Give it a try."


Peter held up the selected clip and made its jaws open and shut threateningly. "Grrr." He went down on one knee in front of her as if he was going to be knighted, and examined her pussy. He saw that she was right. The lowest edge of her cunt hole was close enough to the perineum for the clip to grip both the inside of her vagina and the outside skin. He spread the jaws of the plastic clip wide, holding it with one jaw above the other, and pushed the upper jaw into her hole. He wriggled the clip around until it was firmly in position, and then let the jaws close over her flesh. He saw her muscles twitch when the full force of the clip closed on her pussy.


Her voice slightly shaky, Kristina said, "That clip has definitely got a strong spring. Ouch."


Peter rose and took a step back.


Kristina took a deep breath, and said, "I'll clench my pussy muscles twice. You should be able to see the clip move when I do. Then try to knock the clip off of my pussy with the whip. If you miss, I'll clench my muscles twice, and then you try again, and so on until you succeed in knocking it completely off my pussy. Then you can pick another spot for the clip and we can start again."


"That sounds great," Peter said, flicking the whip eagerly.


With her pussy burning under the crushing pressure of the clip, Kristina said, "All right, here we go." She clenched her pussy muscles, and the pain immediately doubled when her pussy pulled against the harsh grip of the clip. She ignored the pain and clenched until the clip visibly twitched, waving up and down once, and then twice. She had been holding her breath, and then she inhaled sharply as she nodded to Peter. Her toes scraped against the floor as she braced herself.


Peter took several test swings at a nearby strait backed kitchen chair, striking at the seat until he was able to hit the same spot on the edge three times in a row.


Kristina watched him practise, fear twisting in her gut and the clip biting ever more painfully at her pussy. She had no idea what it would feel like when the clip was violently ripped off by the whip, but it wasn't hard to guess that it would really hurt a lot. Looking down at the clip protruding from her pussy, her entire body tingled with excitement. It was a visible dare to Peter, challenging him to hurt her, like a bull fighter waving his cloak at an angry bull, except in her case, the excitement was multiplied by the fact that she fully intended to let the "bull" gore her.


He smiled at her. "Ready?"


Instead of speaking, Kristina grinned and made the clip twitch again.


He let the whip dangle from his hand, and then started it swinging until he had a feel for where the tip was, focused on the clip and her pussy, and then let the whip swing smoothly over his shoulder. The lash hissed through the air, stretched out like a solid rod, and slammed into the waiting clip. The sound of leather striking plastic, and the jaws of the clip snapping together as it was ripped off of her pussy came almost simultaneously.


It felt like a chunk of her pussy had been ripped off. "Oh shit! Damn, ow, ow, ow," she cried, fighting the urge to hunch forward. She couldn't stop her thighs from trembling so hard that it looked as if she was doing it on purpose, even to herself. Peter was back on his knee in front of her to examine the damage, and she forced herself to push her pussy out so that he would have a clear view. Sweat ran down her sides from her armpits and her body glistened all over. She had the fleeting thought that she hoped her deodorant held up. She panted raggedly, and bolts of pain continued to shoot through her vagina and into her belly. But she had successfully endured the awful pain of having the clip ripped off, and she felt a glow of pride and the stupid desire to have him do it again.


Even though she was sweaty, panting and trembling, Peter found her even more sensual and exciting. He leaned forward and inhaled her scent, and then brought his nose to her pussy and sniffed. A blast of pheromones and hot pussy filled his nostrils and he felt an overwhelming desire to throw her onto her back and fuck her again. He stroked her sweat slick thigh, savouring her heat. He pulled back a little to stare at her pussy. Her vagina was spread enough for him to see part way into the passage, and the smooth, pink waves that formed her vaginal walls were like miniature desert sand dunes, except for being pink and glossy. On an impulse, he pressed his lips right into the gaping hole and kissed her vagina, and then licked his lips, tasting her unique flavour. He noticed that the clip had left spots of dark red bruising on her vagina when it was ripped off. This visible damage to her innermost sexual parts aroused him greatly, and he looked up to tell Kristina about it.


She nodded. "I'm not really a lesbian, but I've been torturing a girlfriend of mine, Stacy's her name, and we've both noticed how exciting it is to hurt a girl's vagina. Everyone seems to like it, even if they won't admit it. Look at how popular fisting, giant dildo, stuffing and speculum videos are. The real excitement is the knowledge that to some degree or another, it's got to be hurting the girl, or the viewer hopes it does, no matter what she says for the video."


Peter considered this idea for a moment and nodded. "I think your right. I really can't say why, but it just feels so erotic and forbidden to do something nasty to a girl's vagina.


"It's settled then. After you've whipped me, we'll search the house for stuff to use on my vagina that will make me scream." She smiled at him. "Don't worry. If my pussy is too fucked up to fuck, I've got another hole you can use, or I'll suck you until you cry for mercy."


He nodded eagerly. "That sounds great. I just hope I don't come in my jeans before we get to that part."


Despite the pain tearing at her loins, Kristina laughed. "I promise to suck you and let you do nasty things to my clit until you can come again."


He picked up a clip and made snapping motions with it again. "I trust you, even though I've only known you for such a short time. I really do." He studied her vaginal orifice for a good place to put the clip. He tapped a spot directly above and opposite to the first spot. "How about here?"


She hunched her shoulders to see what he was pointing at. "Hey, that's a clever one. One jaw will get my vagina, and if you position it just right, the other will bite right on my pee hole and pinch my urethra. You better move aside when you put it on. The pressure might trigger some nerve and make me pee all over you." She giggled at the mental image of her pee splashing his face.


Peter chuckled. "I'll risk it. Now brace yourself, this might sting a little bit." 


Kristina started to laugh, and then grimaced with the clip closed down to crush the soft pink flesh between her pee hole and her vagina. It was shudderingly painful, and she froze for a moment, as if it might go away if she didn't move. Of course, it didn't and she remembered that she was supposed to make the clip move by clenching her vaginal muscles. Being at the upper side of her vagina, and furthest away from the main set of muscles, it was harder to make the clip twitch. She had to strain, and when she succeeded, it hurt so much that she hissed loudly. She gathered her nerve and did it again, making the clip bob slowly. Then she nodded at Peter and clenched her teeth.


The whip slashed, and missed. Both of them gasped in disappointment, and Kristina had to steel herself for a second try.


Peter shook himself, aimed and slashed out again. To his relief, the whip struck the clip squarely. And as before, it was ripped off the terribly sensitive pussy flesh, abrading and bruising as it came off.


A sharp, shocking pain shot up her urethra, in addition to the general pain that filled her vagina, and Kristina was surprised to actually feel herself in danger of pissing. But strangely enough, this particular pain was not as unpleasant to her as the first one. Somehow, it triggered so many nervous reactions that it was almost orgasmic – but painful. Surprised, she looked down and studied the heavy bruising that the clip had left as it ripped off. "Wow, that was intense!" she gasped.


Peter slipped his middle finger into her vagina and probed her wetness. It may have been his imagination, but it seemed to him that it was hotter than normal. It was definitely wetter. He knew it was clichéd, but it felt right to bring his finger to her mouth.


Kristina winked at him and lovingly cleaned his finger of her juices.


He continued to torture her pussy with the clip and the whip until the entire rim of her vaginal opening was dark red and severely bruised. When the last clip snapped off, he shoved two fingers roughly into her vagina and frigged her hard, using the soreness of her opening to inflict further pain on that delicate spot, until he had her shaking and moaning loudly. He draped the whip around his neck and used his un-slimed left hand to stroke her cheeks and pull her head forward for a kiss.


When she realised that the clip torture was over, she allowed her body to relax and melt against him. Her legs felt weak, and her pussy burned and stung fiercely. She forced herself not to show any signs of the continuing pain, and she was not surprised that because of this she actually began to enjoy the pain because of the challenge it presented. She slid slowly through his arms and down onto her knees, unzipped his fly and extracted his cock, which she tenderly sucked to reward him for his efforts, before tucking it carefully back into his jeans.


Peter helped her to her feet, and put his arm around her waist. Holding her like a girlfriend, he led the naked girl upstairs to his bedroom. He put her on his antique four-poster bed, selected a few of his favourite books and magazines, and joined her.


Glad of the rest, she lay prone beside him to look at his selection. It came as no surprise that they all related to s&m, mostly classics although there were some print outs of ebooks that he had purchased from the net. He selected a passage describing a woman being tortured by having itching powder sprayed deep into her vagina, which was then pinched and crushed with a pair of needle nosed pliers.


Kristina nestled her body against him and read it out loud, adding sound effects and comments of her own about how she would have felt and reacted if she had been in the woman's place. She saw how much he enjoyed it, and she selected a few more extracts that were more extreme, which described things that could only happen in fantasy. She read a passage that described a slave having boiling water poured into her vagina, another where a girl had her clitoris burned with a hot coal, and one more where the victim had her pussy lovingly burned all over with cigarettes. As she read, she imagined forcing herself to undergo all these torments, and despite the severely battered condition of her pussy, she got more and more aroused, until she was writhing and moaning passionately against Peter as she read. She slammed the last book shut and said, "All right, time for more real whipping."


Peter grinned. "Yeah. That sounds good."


Kristina pointed at the first book she had read from. "Remember the earlier scene in that book where the girl gets her breasts whipped? How she's made to stand with a support in the middle of her back that pushes her breasts out to be hit?"


Peter nodded, an eager grin spreading over his face.


She rolled off the bed and put her back against one of the bed posts, and then put her hands behind her and gripped the post tightly. This arched her back and pushed her breasts up and outwards. "How's that?"


Peter stared, transfixed by her beauty and the way her breasts were presented. "Fantastic!" He rolled the end of the strap around his palm to shorten it slightly, and then began to pace back and forth in front of her. He studied her breasts and pink nipples from every angle, and then lashed out with the shortened whip which smacked into her right breast, making it bounce.


Kristina writhed against the bed post like a belly dancer, but kept her breasts outthrust.


He toyed with her nipples and weighed her breast with his palm, and then let it drop and whipped her left breast, leaving both globes marked with vivid red lines that moved rhythmically up and down in time to her breathing.


Kristina gave Peter a smouldering look that left him breathless, and he had to shake himself to get his arms working well enough to swing the whip.


Peter whipped her breasts slowly and lovingly as if he was caressing them, and laid the red weals on the alabaster skin in an artistic pattern. When he finally stopped and stepped back to admire his handiwork, he was surprised when Kristina shook her breasts at him, and then reached out to tap him on the chest.


"You're it. Whip me if you can." She giggled, and trotted off – slowly.


"What?" Then he realised what she had said, and grinned. He cracked the whip. "Ready or not, here I come," he called with a chuckle. He jogged out of the room and found her waiting just out of reach in the wide corridor. He lashed out and caught her on the hip, and then began to chase her, snapping at her with the whip every time she came within reach. He realised that she was deliberately presenting different bits of her body for him to hit as she led him through the house.


Kristina was panting and laughing when she finally found her way back to the kitchen. Her entire body was covered with red stripes and weals, making her skin exotically patterned. She held her arms out and spun on the spot to show herself off.


Peter staggered into the room, panting even harder than her. He tossed the whip aside and threw his arms around her hot sweaty body. "Gotcha!"


She returned the hug, and made him stagger by wrapping her legs around his waist as she kissed him. With her feet back on her floor, she said breathlessly, "Why don't you take at least your shirt off. I think it would feel better for you when we hug … or fuck. It's just a suggestion though. If you feel more comfortable dressed, I don't mind."


He had felt a little shy about taking his clothes off, and being dressed while she was naked gave him a feeling of superiority. But now, he was totally comfortable with her and certain that she was completely his to play with. He nodded and started to undress, and with her help was quickly naked. He gasped when she rubbed herself enthusiastically against his bare body and moved around him kissing everywhere she could reach. He quivered when she spread his buttocks and planted a hot wet kiss on his arse hole. "Oh god that's sexy."


Kristina put her hands on his shoulders and looked straight into his eyes. "I think that you and I should gather up a whole load of toys and take them up to your bedroom, where it's nice and comfy, and torture the hell out of my vagina – and my clit too if you like. How does that sound to you?"


He put his hands on her waist and smiled. "That sounds great. It sound so fucking sexy and exciting that I can hardly believe that this is all real and that I'm not dreaming."


She stepped up to him and sandwiched his cock between their bodies as she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him again. "Does that feel real to you? If you're still not sure, you should pinch me. Isn't that what people do?"


Peter laughed bemusedly and raised an eyebrow. "There's something wrong with that, but it sounds much better the way you say it." He pinched her nipple hard, and made her yelp. "Nope. I'm not dreaming."


Kristina rubbed her nipples across his chest, and then broke away to snatch up a small red plastic laundry basket. "Grab anything that catches your fancy. We don't have to use all of it, but it's better to have a good selection, even if you're not sure what on earth it could be used for at this moment."


They started tossing all kinds of things into the basket, including brushes, spatulas, bottles of spice and seasoning, as well as all kinds of odds and ends from the kitchen drawers and the tool cabinet.


When the basket was full, Peter grabbed a bottle of shandy from the fridge along with some plastic cups and a giant pack of chocolate coated wafers.


Arm in arm, they made their way nakedly up the stairs, bumping their hips together and giggling.





***





The plastic cups clunked together, the shandy fizzing merrily inside. "Cheers," said Peter, sighing happily and sipping his drink. His body quivered pleasurably as Kristina delicately pumped her fist up and down his very erect cock. He looked at her and chuckled. "You look like a cartoon zebra, all pink and white stripes."


She took a thirsty gulp, and then sniffed. "I hope that means you like the stripes. After all, you're the one who put them there." She tugged on his cock. "Do you know that the women in Thailand tend to snip these off if their men piss them off?"


Peter looked alarmed, and his cock softened noticeably. "You wouldn't … "


"Lucky for you, I'm not Thai." She leaned over him and sucked on his wilting cock until it was returned to its former glory. She brushed her cheeks over the head of his cock like an affectionate cat. "I'd never do anything to hurt this." She smiled at him with hooded eyes. "As a matter of fact, I thought we were here for exactly the opposite purpose." Peter's cock suddenly demonstrated a burst of energy, and she stroked his foreskin up and down, then bunched it up at the tip and nuzzled it affectionately with her lips.


"Pass the basket over and lets have a look at what we have."


It was heavy, so Kristina shoved it across the bedspread towards him.


Peter sat up and leaned against the padded headboard of the bed, and pulled the basket between his legs, while she curled up beside him with an arm around his shoulder. He sorted through the tangle of items and picked out two that caught his eye. "Lets start with some simple stuff."


Kristina eyed his selections and nodded. "Sure. They definitely look interesting." One was a melamine spaghetti fork, and the other was a kitchen whisk comprised of a handle and a heavy spring wire spiral. She actually thought they were good choices because they wouldn't do any serious damage right from the start.














"Any preferences regarding which goes first?" Peter asked. Her fingers were still caressing his cock and balls, dancing feather light over them, and the thought of using either item on her pussy made his cock so hard it ached.


The sight of both items made her already sore pussy tingle fearfully, but she drove herself on mercilessly. "That spring thingy looks interesting. I'm not sure what it will feel like in me. The other one is pretty obvious."


Peter grinned. "Okay. The spring thingy it is."


"How do you want me? I could straddle your chest, but I might dribble on you, so I guess the good old missionary is best." Peter agreed, and moments later she was comfortably on her back, leaning against the headboard with a pillow under her bottom. "This pillow is going to get stained, you know." In a vampiric tone, and with her hands held up like claws, she said, "It might even get drenched in blood."


He laughed. "I'll have the dry cleaners throw in some garlic." He lowered himself onto the bed so that his face was right in front of her upraised pussy and gave it a kiss. "Does it still hurt?"


She drew a circle around her cunt hole with a finger. "The opening stings badly, but the rest of my pussy and the inside of my vagina is all right." She grimaced. "It's going to hurt like heck when it goes in." Then she grinned fiendishly. "So remember to waggle it around a lot when you shove it in my hole. The springy thing looks ideal for that." Despite her brave words, her fingers dug into the mattress when the cold metal spiral tip of the whisk touched her pussy. She felt real fear now, not just because of the whisk, but because Peter was seriously going to concentrate on hurting her vagina now. She liked him a lot, and she wanted badly to be able to bear the pain bravely and to keep him entertained, instead of turning into a mere whimpering victim. She mentally braced herself and imagined that she was on a sacrificial table and offering the pain of her pussy to the dark gods, with Peter in the role of the High Priest. The idea caused a stir of excitement, and she focused hard on that image. She felt compelled to ask, "Peter, am I really pleasing you? Are you enjoying torturing me … my pussy? I need to know."


Surprised by her display of vulnerability, he put the whisk down, wrapped his arms around her smooth thighs and tenderly planted kisses all over her hot, swollen pussy. "You're the best thing I've ever known in my life. You're a dream come true. I'll be jerking off to the memory of what we did today for months."


She giggled. "Really?"


He crossed his heart. "May my cock fall off if I'm lying." She held out her arms, and he climbed up between her thighs to hold her. He kissed her tenderly, and said, "Look. If you've had enough, I'll stop now. I can't complain. You've been wonderful."


Kristina knew that even if he was satisfied, the Extreme inspector doing the exit interview would not be so charitable. But more importantly, Peter's suggestion that she give up because she was unable to bear the pain suddenly re-ignited her flagging spirit. She squeezed him hard and smiled. "I was just making sure you were enjoying me. Now let's see how many things from the basket we can get through before I scream. Have you noticed that a girl's cries of pain and her moans when she comes are exactly the same? We even swear the same way – or at least I do."


Peter nodded as he sat up and retrieved the whisk. "I've noticed that. I guess that's one of the reasons making a girl scream is hot."


She rocked her knees to the sides and smiled. "Then let's see you make me scream," she said challengingly.


Her fresh enthusiasm made Peter smile. He had been worried that she had taken too much, but it seemed that Kristina was still game for more. He waved the whisk in the air like a battle axe and then placed the twirled tip at her opening. He laughed. "Talk about getting screwed!" he said, looking at the metal spiral.


Kristina rolled her eyes. "Boys!" Then she grunted when he pushed the kitchen tool against her vaginal orifice like a dildo. The sore abraded tissues of her hole protested vehemently, but she ignored the complaints of her body and recklessly pushed her hips up to meet it. The cold metal felt really strange, and the spiral of metal applied an intense uneven pressure against her vaginal wall as Peter slowly forced the large bulbous head into her. It was big, bigger than anything she had taken before, and it hurt more and more as her pussy was increasingly stretched out by the spiral ribbed form. She clenched her teeth and pushed against it, but even so, when the widest part of the spiral reached her hole and because it wasn't a smooth cylinder but a spiral of metal, it became stuck with a circle of wire pressed firmly against the badly bruised edges of her cunt hole, battering against the  raw, swollen flesh. The pain made Kristina's eyes water, and she was forced to moan and pant like a woman giving birth as she stubbornly punished her pussy by ramming it against the whisk, driven on by the absolute fascination in Peter's eyes and his clear enjoyment of her pain.


When Peter started to rock the handle from side to side in all directions while pushing down on it so hard that the coil began to compress like a spring, the pain grew so intense that she screamed with each forceful movement that stretched and compressed her vaginal tissues almost to the point of tearing. It actually felt good when she screamed, and it seemed to give her more energy to push her pussy against the punishing metal. Then suddenly the widest part was past her opening and the coiled bulge was buried inside her vagina and pressing strangely in a continuous and uncomfortable ridge spiralling along her vagina. She started to pant again when Peter pushed on the handle, forcing the steel coil deeper and deeper until it finally thudded against her cervix.


When he felt it hit bottom, Peter began to rotate the handle like a joystick, rocking the coil around inside her vagina and applying agonising pressure alternately against different spots of her vaginal wall, and rudely shoving her vagina from one angle to another.


The harsh metallic massage was amazingly painful, and especially effective on her vagina, which was more sensitive to pressure and stretching than it was to friction or temperature. Sharp pains shot through her belly like intense menstrual cramps.


Peter was captivated by the fierce determination that glowed from her eyes, and the way she was giving herself to her own torment. It was not submission, but collaboration. He put his hand on her belly and felt the way her abs rippled and tensed in reaction to the movements of the wooden handle that protruded from her vagina. He let go of the handle, looked into her eyes with a grin, and then slapped it hard.


The initial impact felt like he had punched her deep inside her body, and was followed by a strange vibrating pain as the handle quivered and rocked on the springy coil, sending shock waves crashing through all of her genitals. It pounded her cervix, her womb and even her fallopian tubes and ovaries. She groaned and shuddered as he continued to slap at the handle, sending blinding jolts of pain through her loins. When the slapping stopped, she sighed with relief. Then her eyes widened in fear when she felt Peter grip the handle and brace his other hand against her hip bone, realising that he was going to yank the whisk violently out of her hole.


Peter ripped the whisk out of her pussy, the wire spirals flexing, rebounding and battering her vagina all the way out, and even as Kristina convulsed in agony he slipped his cock into her pussy and lay on top of her, soaking it all in.


Even though having his stiff cock force its way into her battered swollen pussy simply created a fresh wave of agony, Kristina wrapped her legs around his waist and hugged him tight. There was no more intimate way that she could offer her pain to him, and she did it gladly. "It hurts, it hurts, oh god my pussy hurts so much," she moaned softly to him. "Can you feel it? Is it good for you?"


"It's terrific. You're terrific. Shit, your pussy feels so tight and hot, it's unbelievable."


She managed a strained chuckle. "Swelling and bruising tends to do that. Be careful not to get too worked up, or you'll come before you have a chance to try any of the other stuff." Then she groaned again when he slid his cock outwards and drove it back into her with enough force to rock her body upwards. Even though he was the one hurting her, instinct made her cling to him even tighter while the flames of agony ate at her pussy.


With a sigh of regret, Peter untangled himself from Kristina's clinging limbs, gave her a kiss, and pulled his cock from her incredibly tight, swollen pussy. He knew that if he stayed in her any longer he would come. He handed her a cup of shandy, let her take a drink and took it back. Then he watched in awe as she stretched her amazing body.


Kristina put a hand over her pussy to feel the throbbing heat. It was time to move on, and it was her responsibility as a Companion to keep the activity going, even though she longed to passively wait for Peter to take the initiative. Asking to be tortured was so bloody difficult, and yet it was that which excited her and gave her the strength and energy to continue. The pain in her pussy had dimmed enough for her to feel a buzz of arousal when she thought about what she was going to say next. She put her hands behind her head and drew one knee up in a Marilyn Monroe kind of pose, and in a totally unfeigned manner, smiled sexily at him. The act of deliberately inviting more torment undeniably thrilled her. "I believe you had another toy you wanted to try out."


He held up the spaghetti fork and looked at it innocently. "Oh my goodness. Where on earth did this come from?"


"Well, since it's here, perhaps you should find something useful to do with it." She spread her thighs lazily as if it didn't matter to her, despite the fact she was struggling to keep from curling up in agony. She simply found it irresistible to challenge him and herself. She also knew that even if she was in too much pain to have an orgasm now, she would definitely have one or more at home when the worst of the pain faded, even though it meant having to rub and stroke her battered pussy. 


Peter tapped his lips with the blunt finger like tines of the spaghetti fork, and then playfully used it to paw at her pussy as if it was a back scratcher. He combed her badly swollen inner labia with it and then flicked at her clit.


The melamine fork was shiny and smooth, and the strange, cool plastic feeling made Kristina quiver. "Unless you're going to hit me with it, I don't think that's going to hurt very much." She sighed, looking very put upon. "I suppose I'll just have to open up my poor little cunt hole again, won't I?"


Peter nodded with a smile. "It certainly looks that way." Knowing the amount of pain she had to be in, he found it incredibly arousing that she was able to calmly even discuss more torture of her cunt. The state of his cock was visible proof of that. He waggled it at her, when he saw her look at it and smile. "I've shown you mine … "


Kristina tugged at her pussy lips, and immediately had to bite her lip when the pain made her want to cross her legs and hide her pussy. But she persevered, steeling herself against the pain, and spread herself open for him. X She looked down and saw that her pussy looked almost normal except for some swelling and an overall reddening. The main indication of the amount of punishment she had taken so far was a dark red circle of bruising that highlighted her vaginal orifice, and the swollen prominence of her clit.


Peter thought it looked beautiful. "You're incredible," he said admiringly. Before all the torture, her pussy was almost text book perfect in form, with pink, symmetrical inner labia, a neat hood and a clit that was neither too small or too big, and it still looked good now. He was almost reluctant to do any further damage to the lovely cunt. Almost. He pressed the smooth curved back of the spaghetti fork against her hole and pushed. He heard her hiss as the pressure increased and he began to twist the long handle from side to side, working the head of the fork into her. The head of the fork was all smooth flowing curves, so it was not too difficult to work it into even Kristina sore and swollen cunt hole.


Each movement of the fork against the rim of her vaginal opening sent a sharp stab of pain shooting into her pussy, and it took all of her will just to not shrink away or close her legs. Instead, she braced the balls of her feet against the bed and pushed firmly against the pressure, and gently rotated her hips, as if she was trying to work a lover's cock into her pussy. Fortunately, because of the smoothness of the fork, it slid past her hole and into her vagina without too much effort, and she gasped at the strange feeling of the hard, smooth tines and curved back of the fork pressing against her vaginal walls. Once inside, it didn't hurt, although her vaginal orifice stung fiercely from the stretching and pressure it had just been subjected to. She smiled at Peter. "That feels really strange. Not bad, just strange." She inhaled sharply when he slowly slid it deeper, and then just as slowly pulled it outwards, letting the blunt fingers of the fork run along her vaginal wall in an odd massage.


Peter started to press harder with the fork's "fingers" and move the fork in and out in a more abrupt and forceful manner.


Kristina grinned when the rubbing of the fork's fingers began to hurt, because it gave her something to struggle against. When Peter started to actually fuck her with the odd shaped object, the fingers raked over her vagina, applying intense pressure at the tips and generating increasingly stronger amounts of pain, which came not from scraping, pricking or even stretching, but was like a masseur forcefully using his middle knuckles to perform the massage. It had the unusual property of bruising the entire length of her vagina, and the pain was quite different from anything she had felt before. It was actually harder to resist, because like a headache, it was more diffuse and "achy" than a whip stroke or the stretching of a giant dildo. The fucking grew faster and more intense, and she cried out loudly in pain, her entire body shuddering.


Peter was actually surprised by how effective the fork was. It had not looked all that impressive, and he had chosen it more for its fun factor. But as he dragged it in and out of her pussy, it was obvious that he was causing Kristina severe pain, and a grin spread over his face as he watched her fuck herself against the fork as if it was the cock of a lover, crying out and moaning in a way that could easily have been interpreted as ecstasy by someone who could not see what he was doing to her pussy.


Through the blur of tears, Kristina saw Peter trying to stroke his cock with his left hand while he worked the fork in her cunt with his right. She forced herself to stop groaning and said, "Come around to my side. You'll still be able to fuck me with the fork, while I rub your cock for you."


Peter took her suggestion and sighed with delight as she stroked his shaft with a hand that trembled from the intense pain that he was inflicting on her cunt. By twisting, jerking and pressing the shaft of the fork at different angles and speeds, he was able to wring intense screams from the sweating, shaking girl. And yet, she smiled at him and continued to lovingly masturbate his cock. Once again, he was forced to stop, not because she could not bear any more suffering, but because he was close to coming.


When the fork was yanked out of her pussy, Kristina rolled onto her side and curled up in a foetal ball, gasping and shuddering in agony. She felt Peter gently stroke her back, and she blindly reached out to pat him reassuringly. "I'm all right, just give me a minute to catch my breath," she panted as she fought the pain that threatened to overwhelm her self control. When she felt him press his body against her back and curl up to her in spoon fashion, she made herself relax a little bit and held on to his arms as she waited for the violent cramps in her pussy to subside so that she could straighten up. She felt no anger or resentment, and she managed a smile when she felt the stiffness of his cock pressing against her buttocks. A hard cock was a compliment that could never be faked or insincere. His kisses on the back of her neck were warm and comforting, and slowly the panic and fear that the pain generated dissipated. She kissed the back of his wrist. "I'm nearly ready," she said.


He kissed the top of her spine and said, "For what?"


She wriggled around to face him, and threw one long, slim leg over his body. "For more pussy torture, silly," she said, hiding how much it cost her to utter those words. "Or more specifically, vagina torture."


He kissed her lips. "Are you certain you can take more of this?"


She hugged him tightly and kissed him back. "I'll be honest and say that I think I'm getting near to the point where I'll break, and I won't be able to give myself to you like this any more. That doesn't mean you have to stop punishing me, but you'll have to put up with a lot of screaming and begging for you to stop and that sort of thing. But I'm sure I've got at least one more really hard torture left in me, so don't worry about it until it happens."


She sounded truly apologetic, and Peter kissed her again. "You've done and taken more than I believed you could, and I'm truly grateful. I'm dying to come anyway, so one more good one sounds just about right."


Kristina laughed softly. "In that case, lets choose something really horrific, shall we? Something that you can do to me while you fuck me – or I can make you come some other way."


"You're fantastic."


Kristina saw the opportunity to promote a double outing and said, "You should see my friend Stacy. She actually likes being tortured, but only by me. If you like, you could arrange an outing with both myself and Stacy, and you could torture me, while I torture her. She'll take just about anything as long as I'm the one doing it."


Peter almost came on the spot at the thought of a threesome and nodded eagerly. "I'll get on the phone with Extreme right after you leave. Don't accept any other assignments until you hear from me."


She grinned and kissed his neck. "I promise."





***





They rummaged through the basket, picking one item after another, but not finding the perfect thing.


Then Kristina pulled out a long white object, searched for and found a second smaller one, and held them both up. "How about these?"








The first was a battery powered spin brush with a blunt conical set of very stiff bristles. The other was an ordinary salt shaker.


Peter looked at them. "I get the brush, but what's the shaker for? It's too small to use as a dildo, even if I stuffed it up your bum."


She punched his shoulder playfully. "No silly, not the shaker, but what's in it."


He frowned. "Salt? I don't need seasoning to lick you, you're tasty enough already," he said with a grin.


She licked his nipple and said, "That's sweet, but it's not for seasoning." She activated the brush, which spun up with a high pitched whirr. Then she pressed the powerfully spinning bristles against the inside of her forearm for a moment, hissed, and switched it off again. She showed him the red, abraded patch of skin where the bristles had actually broken the skin at a few small spots. Then she held up the salt shaker.


Peter looked from the scratches and then to the salt shaker. His eyes widened in realisation. "Oh. Ouch. Are you sure you want to do that?"


She stuck out her tongue. "Of course not you twit. But you do, don't you?" she said, looking down at her pussy and making a pained face.


"I do? I mean, of course I do."


She handed the two items to him. "Why don't you start with the outside bits, and then when you're ready, stick you cock into my bum and bugger me while you work that thing inside my pussy." She picked up a pack of cotton balls. "You might want to plug up your ears. I'm likely to scream pretty loudly once you use the salt." She put her arms around his waist and hugged him. "One last kiss before you start. I might get a bit too hysterical to be affectionate in a moment."


Peter put the powered brush down and took her into his arms. When their chests pressed together, he could feel her heart pounding, and he was surprised to realise that she was terrified, and was acting so calmly through sheer force of will. Her lips were sweet and soft and her body was heaven in his arms. He almost wanted to ask her if she wanted to quit, but he knew her well enough by now to know that she would rather die than quit merely because she was afraid of the pain. He gently lowered her onto her back, and then moved to kneel between her thighs. He unscrewed the top off the salt shaker, and brought the open neck of the small bottle to her vagina. He pushed it into her hole and tilted the bottle until the salt started to flow into her body.


Kristina felt a chill of fear even though the salt didn't hurt or cause any sensation at all. She frowned in puzzlement when he asked her to spread and he positioned the head of the spin brush at her hole in preparation to pushing it into her pussy. "What about my clit and labia? Aren't you going to … "


Peter put a finger across his lips and shushed her. "Who's doing the torturing here?"


She smiled at his sudden assertiveness and nodded at him. "You are … ouch!" Her words changed into a gasp of pain when he pushed the stiff cone of bristles against the sore, badly bruised circle of her vaginal orifice. She hurriedly pulled on her pussy lips to try to ease the entry of the large spiky mass of the brush and the heavy plastic body attached to it. Even switched off, the spin brush was horribly painful as Peter forced it into her pussy. She even felt a tiny sharp sting when the brush broke her skin and the salt crystals bit at the raw exposed flesh, and she panted like an overheated dog as the brush forced its prickly way up into the depths of her vagina. She couldn't even imagine what it would feel like when he switched it on.


Peter patted her bottom. "You can let go of your pussy now. Pull your knees up towards your shoulders so that your bum hole is looking at me. Try to relax, I'm going to fuck your arse now.”


Kristina was surprised to discover that the prospect of being fucked in the arse was still scary, despite all that had happened to her. And yet, it was also comforting because it was a simple sexual act and not some devious act of torture. That didn't mean it wouldn't hurt, since she didn't usually engage in anal sex. She held her breath as his dry cock pressed at her rear hole, which clenched tightly as an automatic response. Fortunately, her hole was not dry, her pussy juices having long since run down and spread all over her arse hole, so his cock was able to push its way into her bottom almost immediately. The large heavy mechanical brush in her pussy made her rear hole tighter than normal, and she gasped as his cock painfully stretched her arse hole and forced itself into her bum. It felt strange, and her body automatically tried to eject the intruding object, but that only made her hole tighter and more enjoyable for Peter.


Peter had been aching to fuck the battered but still gorgeous girl again, and it was heaven to feel his cock slowly slide into her arse. It was so incredibly tight, especially because of the object lodged in her pussy, and unlike most girls outside of porn videos, she continued to welcome him into her body even when it hurt, smiling encouragingly at him as she panted and gasped. The knowledge that the powered brush and the salt sat deep inside her pussy, waiting like a remote controlled bomb to unleash searing pain on her secret feminine parts added a special level of excitement to the arse fucking. He sighed when his cock was finally buried to the hilt in her arse, and he could feel the end of the spin brush butting against his lower belly. He would have liked to have lowered himself down to embrace her, but the presence of the brush prevented it. "Are you feeling all right?"


Ignoring the mass of pain in her body that had built up over the course of the day, and the painful presence of the brush in her pussy, Kristina nodded and licked her lips. "Even though it hurts a bit, your cock feels really nice inside me. It would be nice if you could fuck me slowly for a bit before you turn the brush on and I start screaming."


He kissed the inside of her thigh and smiled. "It would be my pleasure." Slowly and comfortably, he started to fuck her bottom, his cock pulsing and throbbing from the powerfully tight grip of her sphincter.


"Ooh, that's lovely," Kristina moaned. She said, "I've never sucked a cock that's been in my arse before, but I'll do it for you after you've come. Just bring it up to my mouth when you're ready. Don't worry if I'm still crying or screaming, although I think you should turn the brush off first so that I don't accidentally bite you."


Her offer spurred him on, and he began to stroke his cock steadily in and out. Her raised calves wrapped themselves around his upper chest and her heels tapped at his back to urge him on. 	Their eyes met, and Kristina nodded. "Do it – and plug your ears."


Peter straightened up, kneeling upright so that he could reach the handle of the spin brush. He slid his cock in and out one more time and smiled when Kristina squeezed his cock in response. His thumb found the activation switch and pressed it. He gripped the handle firmly when the brush began to whirr. He gasped when her arse hole immediately began to squeeze hard around his cock, and the rhythmic motion of the bristles massaged his cock through the walls of her vagina.


Although the rear of her vagina was not very sensitive to friction, the head of the brush was pressed tightly by gravity, and Peter's grip, against her cervix, which was sensitive to the scraping of the hard bristles – so the there was an immediate burst of pain deep in her pussy when he switched the brush on. Due to the unrelenting motion of the motor, the pain rapidly increased and grew much worse when he started sliding the brush in and out, scraping the entire length of her vagina with the harsh bristles, including the very sensitive outer section. She clenched her teeth and dug her fingers into her thighs as she tried to continue fucking his cock, even though every motion of her hips just made the pain worse.


The motorised brush acted like a vibrator, and Peter moaned in pleasure at the delicious multiple assault on the nerves of his cock.


The pain grew more and more intense, and her body started to shake and writhe as Kristina took deep breaths to help her remain in control.


The added writhing and shaking of her body gave Peter an unbelievably intense fucking sensation, like nothing he had ever felt before, and he began to fuck her harder.


The rapid scratching and scraping of the bristles soon began to tear the delicate lining of her vagina, and brought the salt into contact with the tiny raw wounds. Searing, stinging pain exploded in her pussy, and Kristina went wild, shrieking in pain and throwing her upper body around. Her entire will was focused on preventing her hands from going to her pussy and ripping the horrible device from her cunt hole, and instead they pounded at the bed, clawed at the spread and even at her own thighs.


Her piercing screams seemed to shake the room, but Peter found them surprisingly melodious. Although he sympathised with her suffering, her cries of agony sent waves of sensual chills running through his body, like the feeling of watching a nude scene in a horror film and knowing that the monster was nearby. Holding the handle of the brush tightly in his fist, he fucked her arse hole with all his might, moaning and shouting unintelligibly as intense, almost painful pleasure rocked his entire being.


As more and more miniature cuts and scrapes in her vagina were exposed to the agonising touch of the salt, Kristina began to sob and in between her screams, she begged Peter to stop hurting her pussy, offering to do anything at all in exchange, things that would in fact have hurt even more than what she was suffering now, but she was completely beyond logic. She frantically offered to let him burn her pussy with heated irons, to cut her clit and labia off with a knife, pack her vagina with nails, anything at all, if he would just remove the brush and let her wash the salt out.


Of course, her frantic pleas and sadistically erotic offers only excited Peter more, and in the end, they had the effect that she wanted when they stimulated him beyond bearing, and he roared out in supreme pleasure as he came. He slammed his cock into her so hard that it threw her head and arms around like a rag doll, and it felt to him like his semen was boiling hot as it exploded from his cock. He shook and shuddered until the last drop of his come had been squeezed out of his cock by the maddened squeezing of her arse hole, before he pressed to switch to turn the brush off. With his cock still buried in her bottom, he slowly worked the mechanical brush out of her pussy. When the bristles finally popped out, he saw that they were stained red with her blood. He tossed the device aside, uncaring of the blood stains that it caused on his bed linen.


Even though the brush was gone, the pain carried on due to the chemical fire of the salt, and Kristina continued to scream and moan, although the convulsions of her body died down to simple shuddering and writhing. She felt Peter pull his cock out of her arse and she dimly recalled a promise she had made him. When he climbed up the bed and straddled her chest, she remembered and forced herself to stop screaming. She wiped the tears from her eyes with the back of her shaking hand, and then reached up carefully for his cock. She sniffled as he lowered it to her mouth and she saw that his shaft glistened with slime, and even had wet brown streaks on it. The pain in her pussy proved to be an advantage, as it was so overwhelming that she didn't feel sick at the thought of putting it into her mouth. She opened her mouth wide when she felt his cock touch her lips, and guided it in with her hand, remembering at the last moment to shield her teeth so that he wouldn't get scraped. The taste was foul, but again the agony between her legs served as an effective distraction, and she managed to suck him clean without throwing up.


As soon as his cock slipped from her lips, Peter hopped off the bed and helped Kristina stagger to her feet and to make her wobbly way to the bathroom, and there he helped her rinse out the salt in her vagina. When she indicated that the stinging of the salt had stopped, he gently towelled her off and let her gargle with mouthwash. He sat her down on the toilet seat and washed his cock, dried himself, and then helped her back to the bedroom and sat her on a chair. He tossed everything back into the basket and put it on the floor at the end of the bed, pulled down the covers and helped Kristina onto the bed. He got in beside her and took her in his arms. "Better?"


She smiled lazily and pressed her face into his chest. "Much. The burn of the salt was just too strong to work around, because it just kept hurting on and on, and there wasn't a chance to catch my breath. I'm all right now. My pussy still hurts a lot, but not in the same way."


He got up on one elbow and smiled down at her. "In that case, do you think I could play with your pussy a bit?"


His request actually caught her by surprise, as she thought that he was done for the day, but it was his right to do as he pleased. She stifled her disappointment and smiled back. "Of course. My pussy's all yours. Would you like me to fetch the basket for you?"


Peter shook his head. "Nope. Just lie back and spread your legs. You might want to brace yourself. I could make you scream again."


The memory of the screaming pain that had just gone away was fresh in her mind. Her heart thudded and her palms went cold at the thought of more suffering, but she had come so far, and she would not fail at this late date. She slid her legs apart and clenched her fists. When his head disappeared between her thighs, she closed her eyes and braced herself. Her eyes popped open in pleased amazement when she felt his tongue begin to tenderly lick her pussy. Several heavenly minutes later she did indeed start screaming, long and hard, all the while with a huge grin on her face.






Chapter Eight



Kristina spent most of the next week recuperating, much of the time in Stacy's affectionate company. She grew to really love the girl, as well as to enjoy hurting her in all manner of ways, from light playful smacks and pinches, to severe tortures. Since both of them were obligated to have sex with other people, both male and female, in their service to Extreme, there was not much concern about sexual fidelity on either part.


She strode cheerfully into the studio offices on her first full day of work after the outing with Peter, ready to tackle a promising new project that might lead to provide second team filming work for a full scale film production. However, when she stepped into the reception room leading to her office, she found her personal assistant Cathy slumped behind her desk, sobbing and blowing her nose with a huge box of tissues. "What's the matter Cathy? Your new boyfriend leave you again?"


Cathy shook her head, started to speak, and instead began wailing again.


Kristina sighed and pulled up a chair. "Now stop that. Tell Auntie Kristina all about it. Perhaps I can help."


After more soothing and half a box of tissues, Cathy finally explained that she had invested all of her savings and those of her parents and grand parents in a financial fund that a consultant had recommended, only to discover this morning that the whole thing had collapsed, and that their investments were worth next to nothing. The organisers of the fund might go to jail, but all the money was gone. "I can get over being broke, but how do I face my parents and grandparents?" she wailed and began crying again.


Kristina knew that Cathy came from an old family, and was even in line for some kind of title when her father died. She had gone to the best schools, and Kristina had picked her because she was beautiful and reeked of class, both in the way she looked and when she opened her mouth to speak. Men gazed longingly at her from a distance all the time, too frightened by her manner to attempt to pick her up. And those who did soon left when they discovered that she was smarter than they were, and wasn't willing to hide it. She was efficient and very determined, which only made it harder for potential suitors. However, she made a great personal assistant, because she could charm and impress the clients, as well as discourage tradesmen with a single withering glance.


Kristina's lips curled in a smile, and she put her arm around the girl's shoulders in a motherly gesture. "You can stop the waterworks. I'm pretty sure I know someone who can help you. Have you ever heard of Extreme? That's right, those extreme sports people. I think we should go over there right away. I'll explain as we go. You see … "










The End
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