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Introducing Kathleen/Hannah

At work I’m boring, demure, staid, middle of the road Kathleen Lang. A real plain Jane. No one would even begin to imagine that after work I often drive to a fetish club and don leather and latex to have perverted sex with men and women. You just wouldn’t look at me and think I was capable of such things. I look so respectable on the outside. I was the obvious proverbial ‘good girl’. It was unthinkable that underneath that plain, calm surface of an efficient insurance clerk there was a pervert of staggering proportions. Yet there was. By day I was Kathleen Lang. By night I was Hannah.

I’ve always had an unusually active sex drive and an imagination that ran in weird directions. An older man taught me the joys of latex, bondage, discipline and sodomy. He was my lover and he introduced me to the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club. There I could not only indulge in all my wicked, perverted fantasies, but I could also earn pocket money making the fantasies of others become a reality. It was a win-win situation for all.


Explaining the Birds and the Bees

Robert and Nancy were a married couple. They wanted me to play their daughter. They wanted to explain the birds and the bees to me. I sat on the end of a bed in a yellow cotton sundress with bare legs and white cotton panties. On my feet were socks and sandals. Robert and Nancy sat on either side of me.

Nancy said, ‘Hannah, we need to talk.’

I said, ‘About what?’

‘We couldn’t help noticing you’re growing up and you’ve developed breasts. I think it’s time we had the talk with you.’

‘The talk?’ I asked.

‘About the birds and the bees.’

‘What about them?’

‘“The birds and the bees” is a coy way of saying “sex”.’

‘Sex? What’s that?’ I asked as innocently as I could.

‘Sex is a wonderful thing that adults do. To each other.’

‘Like it’s a grown up thing?’

‘Yes. Something only adults do. Little girls like you don’t do it. You’re too young to handle the emotions and the consequences of sex. But we can’t shelter you from it for much longer. You’re going to learn about it sooner rather than later from the playground or the media. So as your parents we thought we’d jump ahead of that inevitable moment and explain it to you as properly as possible.’

‘Okay,’ I said.

‘I’ve noticed that the inside of your panties are starting to be heavily stained with vaginal discharge. That’s a sign that you’re thinking about sex. A lot. Have you been thinking about boys more than normal lately?’

‘Not really.’

‘It’s okay. You can tell me. It’s normal. There’s nothing wrong about imagining boys touching you. It’s very normal. There’s no need to be shy about it. Have you been thinking about sex?’

‘How can I be thinking about it if I don’t know what it is?’

‘Okay, you’re not thinking about sex. You’re just thinking about boys. Yes?’

‘Um. Maybe. How can you tell I’m thinking about boys?’

‘Because when you think about them the vagina between your legs becomes more and more moist. Your brain sends signals down to it to lubricate itself. It does this because it thinks you might be having sex soon. It’s getting itself prepared. Do you know about your vagina? You may have heard it referred to as a “pussy” or a “cunt” or a “snatch”.’

‘I know of it. I use it to pee.’

‘That’s right. Sort of. The hole you pee out of is called the urethra. It’s part of the vaginal area. I’m talking more about the deep hole under the urethra. Have you noticed that if you touch it, or the area around it, it feels really good?’

‘Um. Yeah. Especially the bit above my pee-hole.’

‘Precisely. That’s called the clitoris. All women have one. It’s the best part of the female body. Its only purpose is to feel good when touched. Why don’t you touch it now?’

‘But isn’t it unhygienic to touch your private parts?’

‘It’s okay as long as you wash your hands after you’re done playing with it. Go on. Put your hand in your panties and touch your clit.’

‘Are you sure it’s okay? It feels kind of...weird touching my privates with my parents in the room.’

Robert said, ‘It’s okay, Hannah. This is for educational purposes. We’re teaching you something important. So do what your mother tells you.’

‘Okay. If you say so.’ I shuffled further back on the bed and brought my feet up onto the sheets. My legs were wide open with my knees as high as my nose. With my left hand I pulled my white panties aside to expose my cunt. ‘I just put my fingers on my...what did you call it? The clitoris?’

Robert said, ‘That’s right, honey.’ He looked up my skirt and pointed to my clit. ‘Just put a finger or two on it and rub it gently with smooth circular motions. And tell us how it feels.’

I put my right index and middle finger on my clit and slowly rubbed my bean.

‘How does it feel?’ asked Nancy.

I said, ‘It feels really good.’

‘Have you ever done this before when no one else was around?’

‘Yes.’

‘Really? And you enjoyed it enough to do it more than once?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you know what that’s called?’

I shook my head.

She said, ‘It’s called masturbation. When you use your hands to make your genitals feel good it’s called masturbating. You masturbated. That’s what you’re doing right now. You’re masturbating. Colloquially it’s also known as “wanking”, “beating off” and “self-abuse”. There’s lots of other ways of saying it. But they all mean masturbation. Does it feel good to be masturbating?’

‘Yes. It does. It feels really good.’

‘If I was to call you a masturbator, would you be offended?’

‘No. Should I be?’

‘No. There’s nothing wrong with diddling yourself. Especially at your age. I would much rather you were alone in your room masturbating over some jock than actually doing it for real. So, Hannah, please keep wanking. You don’t need a real boyfriend at your age. Masturbation is all you should be doing. We can even help you. We can get you these devices called vibrators. They look like erect penises. What you do is, you stick them in your vagina and they vibrate to stimulate your body. And there’s these things called dildos. They’re just like vibrators but they don’t vibrate. It feels really good when you put one of these things inside your hole. And a vibrator against your clit? Forget about it. It’s amazing. Maybe even better than just using your hands.’

‘Really? This gets better?’

‘Yes. Tell me, Hannah, have you ever played with your clit for so long that you felt your whole body start to shake and tingle?’

Big-eyed I said, ‘Yes. What was that?’

‘Did you keep going and kept stroking at your pussy while this sensation was washing over you?’

‘Yes. I wanted to know if it kept feeling better and better.’

‘And did it keep getting better?’

‘Yes.’

‘Good. That’s called an orgasm. It’s the climax to the masturbation. Also it’s called “coming”. When you climax it feels like you're going to pee but it's just a natural secretion of fluids and it feels good. Really good. Did you know that some women can keep masturbating after they come. They can feel that sensation multiple times in a row?’

‘Really? That’s amazing.’

‘It’s one of the many reasons why women are better than men. Men can only orgasm once. Then they usually have to wait five minutes or more to do it again. Do you know what an erect penis looks like?’

‘I think so,’ I said while still rubbing my clit.

‘Describe it to me.’

‘It’s when a boy gets hard in his trousers.’

‘What gets hard?’

I pretended to be embarrassed as I said, ‘You know. His thing.’

‘His thing?’

‘His long thing. His dangling penis goes from vertical to horizontal and grows bigger.’

‘And what does a boy want to do with this erection?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Guess.’

‘I don’t know. I suppose he wants a girl to...touch it?’ My inflection went up to turn it into a question.

‘Is that all he wants? He wants her to hold it in her hands? Is that it?’

‘No. Logically I suppose if I like rubbing myself on my private parts between my legs... Then he must like it just as much. So he probably wants me to rub his penis with my hand.’

‘Yes. That’s right. That’s called a “handjob” when you masturbate a boy. Is that all he wants you to do with his cock?’

‘I guess so. What else can you do?’

‘What about your mouth?’

‘What about it?’

‘Don’t you think you could use your mouth on his penis?’

I screwed up my face in mock disgust and took my hand away from my pussy. ‘That’s disgusting. And very unhygienic. You don’t put private parts near your mouth.’

‘You do. Men and women do it all the time. They put their mouths on the genitals of their partner and suck them or lick them.’

‘With their tongues?’ I asked with a slight panicked shrillness to my voice.

‘That’s right. With their tongues. Women lick erections and men lick pussies. They even touch their tongues together when they kiss.’

‘That’s horrible. I wouldn’t even want to kiss a boy on the lips. That’s gross. I certainly don’t want to touch his tongue with my tongue. That’s so disgusting.’

Robert said, ‘You say this now. But soon your hormones are going to go crazy and you’ll be desperate to do these things.’

‘No I won’t. Sex sounds like it feels good. But it also sounds disgusting and dirty.’

Nancy said, ‘You’ve stopped masturbating. Keep doing it. Keep frigging your cunt.’

I put my fingers back on my clit and gently rubbed it again.

I said, ‘I’m never putting a penis in my mouth. I might let him put his mouth on my vagina. If he wants to. But that’s it. I’m never licking his penis.’

Nancy said, ‘Trust me, you will. It’s great fun. It’s called “giving head” or a “blowjob”. They’re great fun to give. And if a guy does it to you it’s called “eating the rug” or “eating her out”. The actual technical word is “cunnilingus”. For a woman sucking on a dick it’s called “fellatio”. It all comes under the overall banner called “oral sex”. Oral meaning the mouth. Do you know what happens to guys when they climax?’

‘Um... They feel good just like a girl?’

‘Yes. But they also do something else. Men do something with the end of their penis. This might sound a bit like science fiction. You might think I’m making this up but it’s the truth. Men squirt a white liquid. It comes out from the end of their penises when they orgasm.’

I put a look of shock on my face. ‘They what?’

‘They ejaculate sperm. It’s the way they get their seed into your body to fertilise your egg to make a baby. You understand sex is how children are made?’

‘Sort of.’

‘A man puts his erection inside the girl’s vagina and rubs his penis against her vaginal walls until he orgasms. When he orgasms white fluid squirts out the end of his pee-hole. Are you aware that us girls suck on the end of their urethra when we do oral sex on them?’

‘This just keeps getting worse and worse.’

‘The white fluid contains millions of sperm. Well you’ve seen documentaries about the rest of it. They just ignore, or get vague, about how the sperm gets into the female body in the first place. But sex doesn’t have to be about having babies. It’s fun to do for its own sake. If you use contraceptives you don’t need to have a baby.’

‘What are contraceptives?’

‘It’s ways to stop the sperm getting to the egg. There’s the pill that women can take. And there’s condoms. Those are the two most popular forms of protection. When you use these things it’s called “safe sex”. Do you know what a condom is?’

‘Not really. I’ve heard people talking about them. They’re like bags, aren’t they?’

Robert said, ‘They’re tight rubber bags that go over the penis so his sperm doesn’t escape the seal. That way the sperm remains separate from the girl. If the sperm can’t get to the woman then she can’t get impregnated. The downside though is that the guy feels less pleasure since there’s a thin rubber bag in the way between his cock and her pussy.’

Nancy gave her husband a frosty look of displeasure and jumped in to say, ‘But that’s a small price to pay unless you want the lifetime commitment of having a child. Wouldn’t you say? His pleasure can suffer a slight dip.’

‘I’m not sure I like the sound of all this sex stuff. It sounds disgusting. Sperm in rubber bags! Really? Maybe I’m better not bothering with men. I could just keep playing with myself instead.’

Nancy said, ‘Yes, Hannah. That’s a brilliant way of thinking. But sadly you’re going to want to explore your young, budding sexuality further. One day sticking your fingers in your cunt is not going to be enough. You’re going to want to kiss a boy. And then lick his penis. And then insert his hard-on into your cunt. It’s inevitable. It’s just the way it is. We’re rigged to feel these desires. Today, thankfully, you think cum is yucky. Sadly one day you’re going to crave male jizz in ways that don’t make any sense to you today.’ She looked around my leg to see up my skirt. My fingers were still circling my clit. While still looking down at my pussy she said, ‘Have you noticed that you’re becoming wetter and wetter down there? That’s a sign of arousal. You’re turned on. If you hated sex so much you wouldn’t be so sopping wet down there.’ She looked back up at me. ‘The rational part of your mind is rejecting the whole notion of sex beyond masturbation. But the irrational caveman part of your mind is stronger. And it wants to get fucked. With time that part will amplify and you will come of age. You won’t be my little girl anymore. You’ll be a little cock sucker. Like all of us. Unless you’re gay. But I don’t think you are.’

‘Gay? I’ve heard that word before.’

‘It’s when a girl loves other girls and has sex with them. Or when a boy loves another boy. And if they love both genders that’s called “bisexual”. Do you love women enough to have sexual thoughts about them?’

‘No.’

‘It’s okay to tell me. It’s not a problem. You can be honest. Have you ever thought about your friend Claire in a sexual way and found your cunt to be dripping afterwards?’

‘No.’

‘I didn’t think so. I was just checking.’

‘Anything else I need to know? Anymore horror stories?’

Nancy paused for a moment to think. ‘One thing springs to mind. Swallowing. Many girls swallow the white fluid the men ejaculate from the end of their penises.’

With mock shock I stopped playing with myself and said, ‘You’ve got to be kidding me.’

‘No. Straight up. Men like it when they shoot their load and the woman eats it.’

‘Is it harmful? As in, is it bad for you?’

‘No.’

‘Does it...taste...good?’

‘It doesn’t taste of much. It’s just a jelly-like slimy substance. It’s a bit salty. There’s really not much else to say about its taste.’

‘I think you’ve put me off sex for life. I don’t want to have sex if I have to lick a penis and swallow his white love juice.’

‘You don’t have to eat it. A lot of girls don’t. They spit it out. But I think it’s better if you do.’

Robert added, ‘Also there’s a third hole men like to stick their dicks in.’

‘Where?’ I asked with a furrowed brow to indicate puzzlement.

‘Up the arse.’

‘Up the... My bum? You mean the hole I defecate out of?’

‘Yup. That one,’ he said.

‘That’s the worst thing I’ve heard so far. And I’ve heard a lot of disturbing stuff today. Up the anus?’

‘Up the anus and into the rectum.’

‘What about the shit up there? Does he poke his cock into that?’

‘No. And usually she cleans up with a douche up there before any sexual activity. It’s a much cleaner area than you might think. It’s called “anal” if you have sex with the bum.’

‘I’m not going to do anal with anyone.’

Nancy said, ‘Don’t worry. You don’t have to. That’s for advanced practitioners only. A lot of women will go through life without having as much as a finger up there. Those are boring people missing out on a whole orifice of fun. But that’s their problem. We only have three holes. And if they’re only willing to use two of them out of fear, then there’s nothing I can say to change their minds.’

I said, ‘I’m going to just masturbate for now. Maybe later I’ll want to do more. But for now I like fingering myself.’

She said, ‘Maybe we should demonstrate some of this stuff for you? We could fuck on this bed and you can watch. You can continue masturbating if you want. That’s fine with us.’

‘Isn’t that a bit weird? Watching your parents fuck is a bit odd, right?’

Robert said, ‘No, Hannah. It’s educational. We can demonstrate fellatio, cunnilingus and cum swallowing.’

Nancy nodded her approval.

Robert added, ‘Also vaginal and anal penetration. We can also demonstrate how to put a condom on a penis.’

Nancy asked, ‘What do you say, Hannah? Do you want to see a proper demonstration so you know exactly what’s involved? Or do you want to be ignorant? You can have vague, half-understood notions swirling around your head for years or you can know for sure. It’s up to you. No pressure. It’s a little freaky but in the end it’s good for you.’

I pretended to mull it over. ‘I guess it’s better to know for sure.’

‘Good choice,’ she said.

Nancy stood up and took off her dress and underwear so she was fully naked. Robert stripped as well until he was naked. I continued playing with myself as I watched them undress. I pretended to goggle over his erection as though I’d never seen one before. ‘Is that what all men look like?’ I asked.

Nancy said, ‘Yes. But some are bigger and some are smaller. This one is above average in size. The average size is considered to be six inches. This one is seven and a half inches. And I’m going to lick it and suck it until it gives me its white goo.’

They climbed naked behind me onto the bed. He told me to sit on the chair facing the bed. I got up and moved over to it. While on my feet I took the opportunity to pull my knickers down and off so I didn’t have to keep holding them aside with my left hand.

I watched from the chair with my right fingers on my clit and my left fingers in my cunt as Robert and Nancy, my ‘parents’, demonstrated what oral was.

First she licked his erection. Then she put it in her mouth. Then she sucked it. She slid it in and out of her mouth and worked the full length of his wet shaft up and down with her lips and tongue. The balls also got sucked and licked. She flicked her tongue against his urethra. He indicated he was about to come. She stopped what she was doing and let him calm down. Then she performed a handjob on his shaft. She was start-stop on it to stop him from coming too soon. Eventually she really started working it without slowing down until he ejaculated into the palm of her other hand. She licked up the white load with her tongue and swallowed it after showing it to me up close in her mouth.

Then he got down and ate her pussy out. He licked all around her labia before moving on to work her clit. He teased it with little light kisses until she begged him to suck it. ‘Treat me rougher, like a whore.’ He started to work harder on her clit and she built up to an orgasm. She came while shouting, ‘Fucking rug muncher. Eat it like the whore you are.’ I was often too overwhelmed to talk when I climaxed. I had to orgasm in complete silence so I was always fascinated how other people were so different in their responses.

She got a clear condom from the bedside table and rolled it down his cock. ‘See how it rolls down his shaft. Make sure there’s a bit of room at the top for his jizz.’

They then fucked missionary style while I watched. His cock was in and out of her vagina. ‘You like a big dick in your cunt, don’t you?’ he asked rather redundantly.

He pulled out of her cunt and flipped her over so she was face down. She got on her knees for the doggy position. She explained, ‘This is called doggy-style. There are so many positions we could teach you.’

He said, ‘As we’re married we don’t actually need a condom. It was just for learning purposes.’ He pulled it off his dick and threw it aside. ‘When you don’t use a condom it’s called “bareback”.’ From the bedside table he produced a bottle of lube and oiled up his dick. ‘You need a lot of lubricant when you put it up the anus.’

Nancy added, ‘The ass doesn’t produce natural liquids when sexually excited. So you need to use spit or lubricant or it will hurt.’

They did it anally up her back passage. They were in the doggy position with his hands groping her tits.

He ejaculated up her arsehole.

I came twice while watching these various displays of adult sexual activity.

‘So that’s what sex is?’ I said in fake wide-eyed wonderment.

Nancy panted, ‘It didn’t look so bad, did it?

I shook my head while Robert pulled his erection out of Nancy’s behind. He said, ‘It might look a little rough but Daddy wasn’t hurting Mummy. That’s just how it is. I liked it. I think we all enjoyed it.’

Robert stuck his finger up her anus. He pulled it out. There was some cum on the end of his finger. He put it up to Nancy’s mouth and she sucked it clean.


The Sissy with a Clit for a Dick

‘Sabrina’ was actually Tom, a strapping six foot former soldier. She liked to be enslaved by a strong woman and feminised. So I forced her to put on black fishnet stockings and a black rubber corset. Some light make-up was applied to her face and I painted her fingernails. A long blonde wig was put on her head. I put her in five inch heels and paraded her around the club for a few laps so everyone could see how pathetic she looked all dolled up like a girl. Her big seven inch erection was sticking out the whole time. I used it to tow her around by hand. A passing waitress asked if she could fondle it for a few seconds. In return Sabrina got down on her knees and licked the waitress’s heels clean.

I was wearing a black latex dress with a long skirt that touched the floor.

I took her into one of the many dungeon rooms in the basement. It was poorly lit by one hanging low-wattage bare bulb. The walls were grey cinder blocks. It was not a cosy, inviting room where nice things happened. I forced her to bend over a leather-topped bondage table in the centre of the room. I took a fat, fire engine red butt plug off a shelf along one of the walls. I covered it in lubricant from one of four bottles on a side table.

I held the toy in front of her face. ‘You know what this is, Sabrina?’

‘A butt plug.’

‘And you know where it’s going?’

‘Up my bum.’

‘That’s right, you little slut.’ I took it away from her face. ‘I’m going to put this engorged dick up your bum. But that’s nothing new to you, is it? You’re all about the dick. You worship cock. On your knees before cock for hours every day. Your devotion to it is remarkable. Even in a place full of nymphomaniacs and perverts you stand out as the most cock obsessed of all of them. That’s a real achievement. Maybe not one to be proud of though. I’m sure your mother wouldn’t be proud to know she’s got a pervert for a daughter. You’re a bad daughter, letting her down with your slutty ways. Giving your mouth and vagina and anus away to anyone who’ll have it. But still, at least people have noticed how bad you are. Say “thank you for noticing”.’

‘Thank you, Mistress Hannah, for noticing.’

‘You’re welcome. Now shut that slutty little trap of yours and pull your slutty little arse cheeks aside. That’s the only hole I’m wanting to see open. This is going in you now.’

She put her hands behind herself and pulled apart her bum cheeks so I could see up her wide-open sphincter. She was shaved from under the eyebrows so her butt looked attractively hairless. I rubbed a little lube off the butt plug onto my left index finger and used it to transfer some to her butthole. I smeared it around and even popped the tip of my finger into the greedy brown eye. I withdrew my finger and started forcing the tapered red butt plug into the hole. ‘Take it, you bitch. I know you want it. All good bitches want it up the arse. Are you a good bitch?’

‘Yes, Mistress Hannah. I’m a good girl. I’ll take your cock up my arse.’

‘You better because there will be hell to pay if you push it out. You said you were an anal whore. Don’t make me turn you into something you’re not. Because if I need to teach you how to be an anal whore, you’re not going to like it. I am not a nice teacher.’

‘I think it’s going in now.’

Her arse suddenly gobbled it up, the full length of it, up to the base.

‘There you go,’ I said. ‘You are an anal whore. Just like you said you were. That was a big one. Only someone who plays with their anus as much as you could fit something that big up there. You’re very pretty by the way.’

‘Thank you for the compliment, Mistress Hannah.’

I took my hand away from the butt plug and spanked her right arse cheek. ‘Now turn around and lie face up on the table. I’m going to put you in bondage. Because not only are you an anal whore, you’re also a bondage freak.’ Sabrina stood upright and turned to face me. Her seven inch clit poked me on the cunt. I looked down at it and said, ‘My, my, my, Sabrina. You are a pathetic little pervert enjoying all these fucked up sadomasochistic games. You’re so hard and excited. Tell me, were you a daddy’s girl or did he not give you enough attention? What made you turn out to be so pathetic?’

‘He gave me everything I ever wanted.’

I didn’t know where else to go with that line of enquiry so I just barked, ‘On the table,’ and followed it up with a slap across her face. ‘Get on the table now, slut. Don’t make me wait. I don’t have much patience.’

‘Yes, Mistress Hannah.’ She jumped up onto the table.

Her arms were beside her body and her fishnet covered legs were together. I then wrapped her in clear plastic to keep her tightly held in place. Around her body and under the table I wrapped her. With superglue I bonded the plastic to the side of the table. She couldn’t move. She was in tight bondage. Only a few minutes of scissor work could release her now.

I took a pair of scissors and cut around the crotch to release her erection. I put the scissors away and held her dick. ‘This is a nice pussy. A very pretty, tight cunt you’ve got there.’ I rubbed my naked thumbprint over the head of her clit. I felt it pulse with pleasure. ‘Your pussy likes that. That’s good to know. It means you’re not just all about the cock. It means you like women as well. You’re bisexual.’ I took my hand away from her clit and walked to the end of the table to stand at her feet. ‘Now tell me, Sabrina, why should I service your clit? What possible reason is there for me to stay and play with it? What’s in it for me? Convince me you’re worth my time.’

Her head was free from any plastic wrapping. She lifted her blonde-wigged head and looked up at me at the end of the table by her five inch heels. She said, ‘Because I can squirt. Don’t you want to see a girl squirt?’

‘Yes. I suppose that would be interesting to see. Luckily for you there is one freak of nature talent you have. A girl who can squirt is a beautiful thing. Do you want to squirt for me?’

‘Yes. Please, Mistress.’ Sabrina dropped her head back onto the leather table. ‘It’s the one thing I most want to do. Let me please you. Let me put on a show for you. Please watch me squirt my pussy juices into the air.’

I walked a few steps to stand beside her clit. I wrapped my right hand around her pussy and squeezed hard on it. I released it then squeezed again. I did this a few times. ‘It’s getting bigger. I can feel it getting harder in my hand. You slut. You’re totally getting off on being tied up by another girl and having your pussy touched. Have you no shame? You’re totally going to come fast.’ I started wanking on her clit. At first I pumped the full length of her shaft with a furious anger. Then I slowed down to a hard, methodical pace.

I was right. It didn’t take long for her to ejaculate.

She ejaculated her semen into the air with a grunt. It landed on her plastic covered belly. Some cum was on the flap of skin between my thumb and index finger. ‘Good girl. You squirted like a girl right into the air. Pity it wasn’t far enough to get in your mouth. Your pussy enjoyed that. I can tell. Here, let me help you. I know you’d want to eat it if you could move your hands.’ I gathered up the cum on her belly and put it in her mouth, one sticky finger at a time. She licked it off my fingers and swallowed all the cum I gave her. I then put my palm over her mouth to let her lick it. ‘Don’t miss any. I know how disappointed you’d be with yourself if you didn’t lick it all up.’ Finally I let her lick the bit of jizz on the skin between my thumb and index finger. I asked if she enjoyed that.

Sabrina said, ‘Yes, Mistress Hannah. Thank you.’

I took my hand away and said, ‘I’ll give your pussy five minutes to recover its strength. Then I’ll be back. And I’ll suck it. Maybe we could do the sixty-nine position. You lick my cunt and I’ll lick your cunt at the same time. Would you like to do that, Sabrina?’

‘Yes. Please, Mistress Hannah.’

Before leaving I got a wet wipe cloth and cleaned Sabrina’s clit of any excess cum.

‘Five minutes,’ I said. Then I switched off the light and left the room.

Ten minutes later I was back in the dungeon. I switched on the bare bulb to give us some illumination. ‘How are we feeling, Sabrina?’

‘Good, Mistress Hannah.’

I walked up to her head and asked, ‘Are you ready to have your pussy eaten out by another woman? Even though it’s a very gay thing to do.’

‘Yes, Mistress Hannah.’

‘Good. Your pussy’s gotten a little soft. I’ll freshen it up with my hand.’ I took hold of her clit and rubbed it until it hardened into a fully erect state after becoming nearly flaccid. Once erect I pulled my long latex skirt up over my knees and climbed onto the table. I put a black nylon stocking covered knee on either side of her head. The skirt fell down after I let go of it. It covered Sabrina’s face so she was under my latex skirt. My naked cunt found contact with her face. ‘Lick it, bitch,’ I instructed.

I felt her tongue on my pussy.

Her cunt was in my hands. I lowered my body until my head was an inch above her clitoris. ‘You don’t deserve this but I’m far too kind and generous for my own good. You better squirt your girly pussy juices right into my mouth in a big load.’ I clamped my lips around her pussy and started sucking.

We sucked and licked at each other’s cunts with gusto.

Silently we fucked each other orally.

I came.

A minute later Sabrina came in my mouth.

White spunk shot into the back of my mouth. I didn’t swallow it. Why waste it on me when there was an even bigger cock monster in the room? I bunched up my skirt around my waist and got off the table. I let go of it so the hemline touched the floor. Then I leaned over Sabrina’s open mouth and snowballed it back to her. She took the white load and swallowed it. ‘Thank you, Mistress Hannah,’ she said once it was gone.

‘Don’t mention it. I knew you’d appreciate it more than me. I got to taste it anyway so I’m satisfied. How does that butt plug feel?’

‘It’s not too bad.’

I circled around the table, making sure my heels clicked menacingly on the bare floor. ‘Can you come again?’

‘Yes, Mistress Hannah.’

‘I’ll give you another five minutes to gather yourself. Then I’m going to rub a third orgasm right out of your pussy.’

I switched the light off and left the room.

Sabrina’s cunt took about ten minutes of hard, unfriendly wanking to ejaculate for a third time.

‘Do you enjoy this, Sabrina? Do you? You like it when a girl plays with your clit? You actually like it when a girl in latex wanks your cunt? If only your mother could see you now. What would she say? She’d disown you for being such a pervert. She’d be so ashamed she raised such a weird little girl. Where did she go wrong? How did this happen? Why is she into sex so much? Why is she so slutty? Did her husband not show his daughter enough attention so she has to find it in other men? And why the love of latex? Why does she get so dripping wet with arousal by wearing rubber dresses? It’s not normal. It’s weird. It’s freaky. Only perverts get turned on by leather, latex, rubber and being tied up. Good girls don’t do anal. Their bums are precious little things that don’t get violated. And good girls definitely don’t do bondage. You’re not a good girl. You’re a bad girl with weird desires. You’re a pathetic woman. All you’re good for is amusing other people with your holes. Without your cunt, mouth and anus no one would care about you. All anyone wants from you is your holes. You’re just three walking holes that men like to fuck.’

The third cum load launched vertically into the air and landed just above her clit. With my index and middle finger I scooped it up and placed it on her tongue. ‘Swallow.’ Like she needed to be told.

She swallowed the load.

I said, ‘You’re an obedient little slut. I like that. It’s good to have someone who takes instruction well. Is your arse sore now from holding in that unnatural butt plug for so long?’

She said, ‘It does hurt, Mistress Hannah. It’s very big.’

‘Good. You can sit on it for another hour or two.’

I painfully slapped her still erect clit. She whimpered in agony. I walked to the door. I switched off the light before leaving for the final time.

Presumably someone found her a few hours later in this embarrassing position and released her.


A Mother Pisses on Her Son

I dressed up in a white blouse, a light grey skirt that stopped above my knees and four inch heels. My legs were bare. Steven, my ‘son’, was standing before me. We were in the well-lit ‘normal suburban teenage boy’s bedroom’ upstairs at the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club.

I said, ‘So I’ve heard you were in the girl’s toilets peeping on them as they were peeing. Now I’ve got you under my feet for two weeks of suspension. Brilliant. Just brilliant. Just what I’ve always needed. A pervert for a son. And he’s under my feet for two weeks. What do you have to say for yourself?’

‘I’m sorry, Mum. I just...’ He tailed off.

‘You just what? Speak up. Explain yourself.’

‘I just wanted to see what girls look like when they pee.’

‘That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.’

‘I was just curious.’

‘Dumb. Dumb. Dumb. If you were curious you should have come to me. Sure, I’d have been shocked but at least I could have explained it to you. That would have been better than having you become a peeping tom.’

‘What if an explanation wasn’t enough?’

‘Well I guess in that case I could have...shown you. I could have demonstrated it.’

‘You would have done that?’

‘If I had to. I wouldn’t like it. I’d be cross with you, but I guess I could have done it. I could have taken you into the toilet and pissed for you. You could have put your head right down beside my cunt and seen the stream coming out.’

‘You know, I didn’t get a good close up look at what the girls at school were doing. I was discovered too soon to be satisfied. I’m still curious.’

‘Really? After all that you still want to see a girl pee? Why? What’s so great about this kink? It’s just kinky without being...fun.’

‘I’m just curious. That’s all.’

‘You really want to see me peeing? Really? This gets you off?’

‘Yes.’

‘Your own mother? You want to watch your own hot mother pee into the toilet?’

‘Does it have to be the toilet? It’s not very sexy. Can’t you do it in the living room?’

‘And piss on the carpet?’

‘Well what about here in my bedroom? The carpet’s old. It doesn’t matter if someone pisses on it.’

‘I suppose. If that’s what you really want. Is it? Do you really want to watch your mother piss on the carpet in your bedroom?’

‘It is. It so is.’

‘You want to see your mother urinate on the carpet? You’re one strange boy.’

‘Please. It will cure me of this interest.’

‘Okay. I’ll do it. Just the once. To cure you. Strictly to cure you of this stupid fixation.’ I unzipped the skirt at the back and stepped out of it to reveal black lace panties. I put the skirt on the bed.

He said, ‘Actually there’s something else I’m curious about.’

‘“What?” she asked nervously.’

‘I’m wondering what it would feel like to be pissed on.’

‘Are you serious? You want me to piss on you?’

‘Yeah. Why not?’

‘Because it’s insane. Piss is not a sexual plaything. You have serious issues if that’s how you get off.’

‘I’m just curious. I’m exploring my sexuality. I’ll probably hate it so much I’ll never want to do it again. It could cure me if I can get it out the way and off my mind. If you don’t do it now it might fester in my head for years. And then one day I’ll ask a girl to do it. And she might agree to do it. And I might love it because it’s been circling around my head for so long. Right now it’s just an idle thought. We should nip it in the bud before it can become something big. Now is the time to stamp it out. I know it’s perverted, but in the long run it might save me from that perversity.’

‘I guess you make a good argument. But I’m only pissing on your face and dick. You can’t open your mouth and swallow it. That’s going too far.’

He held up his hands in mock outrage. ‘The thought never even crossed my mind.’ He dropped his hands. ‘I never even thought about drinking piss. That’s weird. Why would you even think about that?’

‘I... Um.’

‘Mum, have you done watersports before?’

‘Okay, you got me. I like to...piss when I have sex. And your dad likes it too. We piss on each other. I have a funnel I like to strap to my mouth. He pisses into it and I have to drink it or he’ll pour it over my head.’

‘You drink piss?’

‘Yes. I guess our influence on you has not exactly been benign.’

‘That’s crazy. So, um, you’ll do it on me? You’ll piss on me?’

‘Yes. I’ll do it. But you can’t tell Dad. He doesn’t need to know.’

‘Okay. So do I just lie on the floor?’

‘I guess. Unless you have any other ideas.’

‘No. This is what I want.’ He took off his clothes to reveal a nice erection for me to piss on. He laid face up on the floor.

I took off my panties and put them on top of the skirt. I stood beside him and held my pussy lips open to help guide the stream once it started to cascade. ‘Are you sure you want to do this?’ I asked.

‘Yes. I’m very excited.’

‘I can see. Your erection is very nice looking. I look forward to pissing on it.’

The waters started to flow. It dribbled out down my leg before bursting out in a strong stream. It landed on his belly. I moved it down towards his crotch and pissed against his erection. Then I moved across his body up to his face. He closed his eyes just before I started to piss on his forehead and mouth. ‘Keep your slutty mouth shut,’ I instructed. He did as told.

My stream turned into a trickle and finally dried up.

He opened his eyes and grinned up at me.

‘Did you enjoy that?’ I asked as I rubbed the urine away from the inside of my leg and then my pussy.

‘That was great.’

‘You’re a filthy pervert, you know that? It’s not normal to like having people piss on you. Normal people don’t do that. Only perverts do things like that. All I can say is: this better cure you of all your sick notions. Do you still want to see other women pissing?’

‘No. I’m good for now.’

‘You better be good for ever more. Me and your dad might enjoy these things but you shouldn’t. We’re too old and set in our ways to change. We’re cursed to enjoy pissing on each other. But you’re young. This doesn’t have to be your life. You can still be normal.’


A Romantic Date

At my day job my co-worker Vincent Walker asked me out on a romantic date.

It had been a while since I’d last been on a date with a so-called ‘normal’ person. So I accepted.

He took me to a restaurant and started talking about something I wasn’t interested in. My mind wandered to the sessions I was missing tonight because I’d made the mistake of trying to live a normal life. Suddenly I heard him saying, ‘You don’t talk much.’

I snapped back into the here and now. ‘I just find there isn’t much to talk about.’

‘You’re very closed off. It’s very hard to get a read on you.’

‘This was a mistake. I’m sorry I wasted your time.’

‘It’s okay, Kathleen.’ He put his right hand on top of my left hand on the table. ‘You’re the secretive type. I sense there’s a lot more going on under the surface than you’re letting show. I’d like to get a peek under that surface. I’d like to see a little bit of whatever that is.’

‘There’s nothing. I just go home and watch TV and feed the cat. Sometimes I have a boyfriend. Sometimes I don’t. It’s a boring routine but I’m happy enough.’

‘Then can I be that boyfriend?’

‘Those relationships don’t last long. I’ve never been with someone for more than a month. My interests don’t line up with many other peoples.’

‘What are those interests?’ he asked.

‘Nothing. It’s academic anyway, so there’s no point getting into it.’

‘See, this is what I mean. You’re very evasive when it comes to simple questions.’

‘Now I feel you’re interrogating me.’ His hand was still on mine. Why hadn’t I taken it back?

He said, ‘That’s not what I’m trying to do. I’m literally just trying to get to know you a little bit.’

‘Maybe I don’t want you to get to know me.’

‘Then why come out on this date?’

He had me there. I took back my hand by sliding it off the table. I placed it on my lap out the way. Then for the hell of it, for the fear of getting caught, I slipped my hand into the top of my trouser waistband and down into my lace panties. I stuck three fingers inside my cunt. Purely for the sake of it. I wasn’t masturbating. They were just sitting there in my moist hole. ‘Okay,’ I said after a short lull in our conversation. ‘I spend my nights at a club.’ Had he noticed where I’d put my hand? I wasn’t that subtle and he was looking at me the whole time when I did it.

‘Okay,’ he said.

‘Not a normal club. It’s a fetish club. For leather and latex. For kinky sex.’

‘Are you into...kinky sex?’

‘Yes.’

‘I see.’

‘So as you can see it’s not something I can really openly talk about. But you asked.’

‘And what does kinky sex entail?’

‘Bondage. Spanking. Pissing on each other. Role-playing. Riding on dildos while others watch. Dressing up in latex bondage dresses. Orgies. You know, weird shit that normal couples don’t do.’

‘And you do all of this?’

‘It’s a lifestyle. It’s way off the mainstream. But like any hobby that has any depth to it, there’s a whole lifetime’s worth of enjoyment to be had from it. Once you tire of one thing another door opens and you can follow that. There’s a lot of substance to it. It’s more than a hobby. It’s a way of life.’

‘You don’t have any tattoos that I can see.’

‘I don’t have any. Piercing, tattoos and other body modifications are not strictly connected to the BDSM scene. There’s an overlap, but it’s not like everyone who likes to be spanked has to be into tattoos as well.’

‘No, I guess not.’

‘Are you horrified?’

‘No. I’m not anything. I’m more surprised than anything else. You always seemed so demure and quiet. So shy and sweet. A bit staid. I imagined you as the type to wag your finger with disapproval whenever anyone had fun doing something slightly immoral.’

‘Just goes to show how you should never judge a book by its cover,’ I said.

‘I know there’s the cliché that it’s the quiet ones who are the most wild. But this is a step beyond what I thought possible. Little Kathleen Lang, insurance clerk, is into latex and whips. That’s pretty far out.’

I said nothing to that.

He asked, ‘Do you have normal sex?’

‘Obviously I’m capable of it. I just don’t find it that interesting. My mind wanders. I start imagining the costumes we could be wearing, or the taboos we could be breaking. Simple penis in vagina stuff is... It doesn’t hold my attention. Not for long. I like to play. I have an imagination that wants to be indulged.’

‘I assume you’re promiscuous?’

‘Not as much as you might think. By normal standards: yes. But a lot of sessions don’t involve penetration. I’ve sucked a great number of dicks. And I’ve licked many pussies. I’m bisexual by the way. But the number of times I’ve been penetrated, which is the more important statistic I think, is relatively low. I end up fucking the same partners anyway so it’s not like it’s always new guys. So I’ve done millions of handjobs and blowjobs with thousands of partners. But I’ve not had full vaginal or anal sex with that many guys. For what that’s worth.’

‘How many do you think?’

‘I’d rather not say.’ I lost count a long time ago. At a very rough estimate over three hundred individual men had enjoyed my pussy and arse.

‘What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done?’ he asked.

I thought for a second. ‘There’s too much to mention. I’ve done a few things I wasn’t personally into. Those sessions just made me feel silly. So I guess those seem like the kinkiest.’

‘Such as?’

‘Stuff with food. And bouncing on balloons. Hey, if they want to pay me to bounce up and down on a balloon, and it gets them off, then so be it. I’ll do it. But I did that purely for the money. I once had sex with a blow up female doll while a guy watched. That was just embarrassing. But embarrassment can be sexually exciting too. Humiliation is a feeling I enjoy. I’d say those types of things are the kinkiest, most shameful things I’ve done.’

‘What about the kinkiest sessions you’ve enjoyed doing?’

‘Honestly, pretty much all of them are very kinky. No obvious top kinky one springs to mind. I think it would be more interesting to turn that question on you. What’s the kinkiest, nastiest thing you’ve ever done?’

‘Me?’ He looked cute as he became all bashful.

‘There has to be some give and take. Tell me, Vincent. Or this date is over.’

‘Okay. Give me a second to word it right. Well there was this one time. An ex-girlfriend dressed up as a sexy nurse. She put on the uniform and acted like a medical professional. She checked my penis for health reasons.’

‘Did this involve jerking you off into a cup?’

‘Yes.’

‘Any blowjob action?’

‘Not during the kinky part. After I came she took off the uniform and we fucked like normal.’

‘See, that’s boring to me. I’d have kept the uniform on for the whole session. If she’s just going to take it off then why bother? What was the point? Was the uniform made of latex or something similar like that?’

He shook his head. ‘Cotton or whatever.’

‘Did anyone drink the cum from the cup?’

He asked, ‘The cum she pulled out my dick from the kinky handjob?’

I nodded.

‘No.’

‘Again, boring. I’d have made you eat it. Or I’d have put it in my mouth and kissed it back into your mouth. Or at the very least I’d have eaten it myself. What a waste of a jizz load.’

‘Well we considered it to be pretty kinky,’ he said defensively.

‘Dressing up and pretending to be a nurse. It’s okay. It’s just rather vanilla in comparison to what I get up to more or less every other day.’

‘Bouncing on balloons. I’m not sure I get the thrill?’

I said, ‘Tying people up in restrictive bondage and spanking them until they plead for mercy. Dressing up in latex nurses outfits and making five guys squirt into another girl’s mouth. Pretending to be someone’s mother and pissing on their dick and face. These are so much more interesting than whatever it was you were doing with whatever her name was.’

‘Maybe so. But I’m not sure I’d want to develop a sexual dysfunction habit.’

‘Do you think I’m broken inside because I like these things?’

‘I’m not saying that. Far from it. I’m just saying it’s better to be in the mainstream than it is to be out in the wilds.’

‘Is it?’ I asked while my fingers were still resting in my cunt.

‘It might be a bit boring, but it’s safer. Maybe if I grew up with a fetish for high heels or whatever I’d be more into it. But I’m not buying into it at this late point in my life. I’ve gotten by without weird sex in my life so far. So I don’t think I need to start complicating things now by suddenly wearing latex.’

‘I understand your reluctance. I can’t have a normal sexual relationship. I’m too far gone. So I don’t think we’re going to work out. But if you ever change your mind about fetish sex, come see me. I’ll take you to the club and show you what you’re missing.’

‘Your club sounds like a scary place.’

‘It’s inspected by health and safety and all that. It’s a regular business. Technically prostitution doesn’t take place on the grounds, although it’s a grey area. It looks a lot scarier than it really is.’

‘Could I maybe go to your place and have a session with you. Just the two of us on less scary territory.’

‘What makes you think my bedroom’s any less scary than the club?’

‘Well I imagine you don’t keep a pommel horse beside your bed.’

‘No. But I keep a gimp outfit and handcuffs and the like.’

‘Okay. How does this sound,’ he said. ‘Why don’t you come up with an introductory fantasy session? I assume the word “session” is the correct term? It’s not an encounter or a night of passion. It’s a session.’

‘It sounds more natural to say it that way,’ I agreed.

‘Why don’t you come up with a kinky idea that won’t scare me too much? Describe it to me and then we could try it?’

‘Wouldn’t it be better if it was your fantasy? What have you always wanted to do but were afraid to ask? Wear women’s clothes while a girl rimmed you? Receiving a handjob while other women watched and commented on how small it was?’

‘I don’t have much imagination. Unlike you, apparently.’

‘How about you come back to my place tonight and we’ll recreate your ex-girlfriend’s nurse routine. I’ll put on a rubber nurse’s uniform and I’ll give you a handjob. Then I’ll slurp it up and feed it back to you with my tongue? Does that sound interesting?’

‘I won’t lie. My dick twitched. I like it in theory.’

Mockingly I asked, ‘What’s up? Scared? Got moral qualms? Terrified it will make you a fag if you eat your own cum? Grow up. It won’t hurt you.’

‘I’m unsure.’

‘A girl’s offering to dress up in a rubber nurse’s uniform and give you a handjob. And you’re unsure? I think that’s the bigger fag indication. People will literally pay me money to make that fantasy come true. It might seem like a big thing to some people to do such a thing. But for me it’s nothing. It’s so minor a kinky deviance it doesn’t even register on the scales.’

‘I just don’t know.’

‘If you’re concerned I’ll think less of you if you do it, trust me, I won’t. I know you want it. Of course you do. What heterosexual man wouldn’t? You’re clinging to this banal middle of the road morality. Like anyone else gives a fuck. Stop being a hypocrite and just get your dick serviced like you want it to. It doesn’t make you a better person if you say no. Why resist it? Put it in my hand. My respect for you will only increase. By the way, did you know while we’ve been talking I’ve had my left hand in my panties?’

He looked down and squinted as though that would improve his vision. ‘Really?’ he asked.

‘That’s right. For no good reason in public I’ve got three fingers in my cunt. I’m not even masturbating. They’re literally in my snatch for no reason apart from the fear of public exposure.’

‘You’re a very strange girl, Kathleen.’

‘Either you come back to my place and we do the nurse routine. Or I stand up and let everyone see what I’m doing. I can take the shame. Can you? I’m happy to make a scene and embarrass you.’

‘You wouldn’t,’ he said with panic.

‘I’ve masturbated in public before. But never in a restaurant like this. It could be an interesting experience.’ It was a total bluff. Sure, I’ve whacked my cunt to climax in front of strangers in public spaces, but they were at least part of the S&M subculture. I wasn’t mad enough to face legal prosecution for public indecency by flicking my bean in front of a crowd of ‘normal’ people. Especially when there wasn’t a nearby exit to run through.


Rubber Nurse Performs a Handjob

Eventually I convinced Vincent to come home with me. It would have been better at the club where they have a hospital room and a wider variety of medical uniforms. Beggars can’t be choosers. I was lucky as it was to convince him to come home with me. He was the nervous type. Probably too nervous for the S&M world. It probably wasn’t for him, but I was curious to play with him anyway.

I made him sit in the leather armchair in the living room and wait for me. I told him to imagine he was in for a health check, and the nurse would be with him soon. On the coffee table there was a tape measure and an open box of fifty latex gloves.

In my bedroom I pulled out my green and white rubber nurse uniform. The little dress took a bit of effort to squeeze into. I was putting on a little weight. I’d have to lose that if I wanted to keep wearing latex. It was not a forgiving material to put on or to look at. The little skirt just covered my cunt. I then rolled black rubber panties up my legs and over my crotch. Followed by white latex stockings. I pinned the white cap to my hair. It was exhausting enough putting this on, now I had to jerk this guy’s cock until he gave me two loads.

I picked up a clipboard and walked in high heels out the bedroom and down the hall. I knocked on the living room door to announce my arrival. I opened the door and stood in the hallway. Hopefully I was striking a sexy pose and I didn’t look ridiculous. ‘Hi, I’m Nurse Hannah.’

He stood up from his chair and stared at me with rapt attention. This was the sort of reaction I expected. Anything less would have been insulting.

I walked into the room and looked down at my clipboard. I had a sheet of blank paper pinned to it. ‘Mr Walker, is it?’

‘That’s right.’

I looked up at him. ‘I see you’re here for a yearly penis examination. It’s nothing to be afraid of. It’s more for insurance purposes than for health reasons. It’s just a routine look at your penis to check it’s in good working order and it can still achieve full erectile function. If not we’ll write you a prescription for some pills to fix that. We’ll also need to take a sample of the fluid you’re producing. We’ll conduct a taste test on site while you wait. Then we’ll need a second sample to send to the lab for them to check for infections and stuff. As I said, nothing to be concerned about. It’s all very routine. I’ll help you get this erection. And if you need help producing the samples I can help with your dick stimulation. Most guys can manage the first load without any problem. Some need a bit more encouragement to deliver sample number two. I’ve already jerked off ten other guys today. I’m an expert. I can milk a dick dry with a few good tugs. By now my grip and dick tugging technique is second to none. I bet I can wank a cock better than any guy, and that’s saying something.’

He broke character and said, ‘You’re really good at this. You really commit to it. How do you do that? Is this scripted or are you coming up with all this stuff on the go? Because that’s amazing improvisation. How don’t you crack up with laughter? I’d be feeling so silly saying all this stuff.’

I hit him hard on the arm with my clipboard. It wasn’t a friendly bash. ‘We either commit to the reality we’re creating together or we don’t bother. I can’t do it on my own. You’ve got to play your part. Take it seriously. You can snigger over it later. Right now that attitude’s not helpful.’

‘I’m sorry. I’m self-conscious. I’m just not used to this...acting when I’m trying to have sex. It’s a new experience. And it’s kind of embarrassing.’

‘I’m the one in the latex stockings and rubber nurse’s outfit. I’m the one who looks ridiculous to the outside world. If anyone saw us, I’m the one they’re going to be looking at like I’m mad. Forget the outside world. This has nothing to do with them. We’re in private behind closed doors. This is between us. We haven’t invited them into this. I won’t tell if you don’t tell. We can do anything we want. No one needs to know. It’s just us. So please, take this role-playing seriously. Can you do that?’

‘Yes. I can. By the way, that hurt when you hit me with the clipboard.’

‘It was meant to hurt. Now be quiet and stop whining like a little bitch.’ I stopped talking, drew a breath and started again. ‘Now, Mr Walker, if you’d like to take your trousers and underwear off we can begin.’

‘I just take them off here in front of you, Nurse Helen?’

‘Nurse Hannah,’ I corrected. ‘Yes. There’s no need to be modest. You’ve got nothing I haven’t seen or touched a million times before. I’ve seen all shapes and sizes. I doubt you can shock me by the size of your tool.’

He crouched down to undo his shoelaces. I added, ‘Take off your socks as well.’

‘For medical reasons?’

‘No. I just can’t get excited about a naked man with a swinging dick if he’s still wearing socks. It’s not a sexy look.’ If we were at the club there would be little blue slippers like they use in real hospitals. Oh well, we’d just have to make do with what I had in my home. It was lucky I happened to keep a clipboard among my fetish gear. Not just anyone would be that prepared like me.

He took off his shoes, socks, belt and his trousers and stood before me with a tent in his underwear.

‘I see you’re keeping a hard erection in your boxers. Pull them down and let me see it.’

He did so.

He stood there with an average sized penis jutting out at me. I took a pair of latex gloves from out the box on the coffee table. The clear gloves slipped over my fingers and palms until they were down to my wrists. I grabbed the tape measure from the coffee table and leaned in so my hair fell against his shoulder. ‘Let me just measure this.’ I pulled out the metal tape and got on my knees before him. I held the tape against his erection. ‘Is this it in its most aroused state?’ I asked as I looked up at him.

‘Pretty much.’

‘Okay. I measure six point two inches from the base to the tip. Fifteen point eight centimetres.’ I closed the tape and pretended to consult my notes on the clipboard. ‘That’s consistent with your past records. So thankfully there’s been no shrinkage. But there’s been no growth either.’ I put the measuring tape on the coffee table, followed by the clipboard. I peered closer at his dick and inspected it with my eyes for about a minute. Then I put my gloved right fingers on it and caressed it here and there to make it twitch. ‘Okay,’ I said eventually and looked up at him. ‘Visually it seems good. There’s nothing to my professional eye that concerns me. I’ve seen a lot of dicks, and this looks about as healthy as any I’ve ever cast my eyes over. We should move on to the semen examination. Obviously you’ll need to produce some. Please sit down in the medical chair.’

He sat in the leather armchair while I stood up.

I said, ‘Would you like to wank it yourself? I will have to watch you the whole time though. To make sure you don’t cheat and swap someone else’s sperm for your own. Would it put you off having a nurse dressed in rubber watching you while you masturbated into a cup?’

‘No. I don’t think so.’

‘Maybe the cup makes it feel a bit cold and clinical. If you want I’m more than happy to be of service. I’m a professional cock-puller. It’s just me doing the job I’m paid to do. So if you want me to tug you off I’m more than happy to do it for you. It’s no skin off my nose. The upside is: as the first dick sample is only a taste test we don’t need a cup. You can squirt it straight into my mouth. My professional taste buds can then detect anything anomalous. I’ll roll the spunk around my mouth for about a minute. Then you can taste it yourself for a second opinion. I would want your input on how it tastes. I know you’re technically an amateur. And a guy, as though that makes any difference. Okay, maybe guys on balance eat less cum than gals, but I’m sure you’ve tasted yourself a bunch of times.’

‘Well no, that’s not...’

‘Sure you have, Mr Walker. I know what guys are like. They love to have it snowballed back in their mouths. There’s nothing wrong with that. So that’s all I’m suggesting we do here. I’ll rattle it around in my mouth and form an opinion. Then I’ll pass it over to you and you can have an opinion too.’

‘I’m really not sure about that part.’

‘So do you want me to help you? Or would you like to do what comes naturally and do it yourself? And do you want a cup? Or would you prefer to pop it straight into my mouth?’

‘If it’s not too much trouble I’d quite like you to do it. If it’s not too much effort?’

‘It’s what I’m here for. And the cup?’

‘No. I think your mouth seems like the better option. Why dirty a cup when we don’t need to.’

‘Very well, Mr Walker. If we’re using my mouth it’s probably better if you stand up again.’

He stood. I shifted to his side and reached down to his cock with my right hand. I grabbed it in my latex glove and gripped it tight. I stood beside him and wanked his shaft. ‘Does that feel good, Mr Walker?’

‘Yes, Nurse Helen.’

‘Nurse Hannah,’ I corrected again.

‘Sorry. Nurse Hannah.’

‘Do you feel any discomfort?’

‘No.’

‘Any strange sensations in your cock?’

‘No. Just the normal feelings of pleasure.’

‘Am I rubbing it right? Is this how you like it wanked? Do you want it faster or slower? More gentle perhaps?’

‘No. This is good. This is very good.’

‘So you would say you’re enjoying it?’

‘Yes. Very much so.’

‘You really like my technique?’ I asked.

‘Yes. It’s very effective.’

‘That’s good to hear. It’s always nice to get some feedback. I worry so much that my wanking technique might be getting rusty and old-fashioned.’

‘No, no. It’s good. Very good.’

‘If I was to suddenly stop would it be frustrating?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you want to ejaculate in my mouth?’

‘Yes.’

‘How much?’ I asked.

‘A lot.’

‘How much is a lot?’

‘A whole lot and more.’

‘Do you think I’m pretty?’

‘Oh yes.’

‘But not pretty enough to learn my name?’ I squeezed his dick and stopped rubbing. ‘Say my name.’

‘Um...’

‘Say it or I won’t keep rubbing your dick.’

‘Nurse He...Harriot?’

‘No. Say it.’

‘Um... Hannah.’

‘At last. And don’t you forget it. It’s rude to call a person by another name. I told you it was Hannah. It’s not a hard name to remember. Is it?’

‘Yes, Hannah. I mean no, Hannah.’

My hand was squeezing hard on his penis but I still hadn’t started stroking it again.

He said, ‘Please can you masturbate my male member.’

‘Okay. What’s my name again?’

‘Hannah.’

‘My full name.’

‘Nurse Hannah?’ he said with a question mark attached to the end.

‘That’s right. If you refer to me by another name you can perform your own medical tests. Got that?’

‘Yes, Nurse Hannah. I’m sorry, Nurse Hannah. It won’t happen again. I promise.’

I released the pressure on his dick and started to masturbate him again. That had turned a bit sadomasochistic. That wasn’t the plan but the dominatrix side of me was strong tonight. He needed to be taken in hand and slapped around a bit. Unfortunately it would only scare him away. So I had to keep it nice. A butt plug up his anal gap would be good. Sadly it was not to be. He wanted vanilla. That was what I had to give him. Hopefully he’d enjoy this little taste of perversion I’ve given him and he’d be back for more. In time I could lure him into the club and we could really do a proper session.

As I was thinking this he said, ‘I’m getting ready to come.’

I stepped before him and dropped to my knees. I opened my mouth in preparation for his cum. My tongue snaked out and touched his pee-hole. It danced over his one-eyed monster for a few licks before I took it back an inch and waited for his magnificent load. My tongue was a landing strip for his ejaculation.

‘I’m coming,’ he said with a grunt.

Indeed he was. The white sticky fluid of a man spewed forth from his urethra and landed on my upper-lip, the lip itself and my tongue. He squirted a big sticky load. I thought he was done, but he squirted a second load onto my tongue. When he finished ejaculating there was a lot of jizz on my tongue.

I squeezed his cock and a little more came out of his dick. I licked it up and withdrew the copious cream into my mouth. I held it in there and tasted it. Salty, slimy water. As usual. I swirled it around then opened my mouth for him to see down into it. I then got off my knees and stood. I took hold of his jaw in both my hands and leaned in to kiss him. There was a bit of resistance. He was not keen on the snowballing. He probably didn’t want to seem like a total dick so he didn’t push me away. That show of kindness was a weakness I exploited and I aggressively began to kiss him. His mouth eventually opened and I let my cum covered tongue slither into his. He was rubbing his tongue against mine. I transferred some of the cum into his mouth.

I withdrew. I nodded to him and swallowed. He followed my lead and swallowed. He made a yucky face of distaste and said, ‘Ugh, it’s salty.’

‘Tasted correct and proper to me. In my professional opinion it was good with the right amount of viscosity. No health implications there. Would you agree, Mr Walker?’

‘Yeah. Yeah, Nurse Hannah.’

‘Okay. Now I’ll leave you for five minutes to recover from that. I’ll be back after checking in on some other patients. Then we’ll do an ejaculation into a cup for the lab.’

It took about fifteen minutes of hard hand stroking to get a second load out of his dick. Some men just can’t deliver again too soon.

I was originally intending to move further beyond two handjobs. Penetration of my cunt was on the cards, but after the difficulty of delivering that second load I called it a night. He looked relieved when he got to leave. Was that a look of fear in his eyes? That was but one-tenth of the intensity I usually role-played with. I doubted he had it in him to be a real pervert. He seemed to be a lost cause as far as the S&M lifestyle was concerned. I didn’t regret the time I spent with him that night. It wasn’t wasted as it was fun for what little it was. Sometimes you need something simple and basic to give you a chance to recharge in between more intense experiences.

I masturbated myself vaginally and anally in my uniform before going to sleep. I slept in the rubber dress, the gloves and the latex stockings with a little butt plug jammed up my rear.

The next day at work I kept the black rubber panties on. Whenever I went to the ladies I took the opportunity to lick my vaginal discharge off the rubber crotch.


Learning How to Do Anal

Tricia wanted to try anal for the ‘first time’. So Frances and I brought in William to stuff her arsehole.

‘Is it painful?’ asked Tricia as she sat on the sofa. Frances and I were sitting on either side of her. William was lying naked, face up in a cage with bars. The cage was long enough to fit his six foot frame, but only tall enough for him to lie in it. On top of it was a clear plastic surface for our drinks. He was locked inside the coffee table. He was under strict instructions not to open his mouth and say anything. No one was interested in what he had to say.

I was wearing a white latex ball gown with a big skirt that touched the floor. I had matching white latex opera gloves that were nearly up to my armpits. On my legs I was wearing white nylon seamed stockings and a lace suspender belt. My knickers were made of white rubber. My white four inch heeled shoes poked out of my skirt. I was resting my feet on the second from the bottom horizontal bar at William’s head. He was licking my shoes as us girls talked.

Tricia was in normal street clothes of trousers and a T shirt of conventional fabrics.

Frances was in black latex trousers, a latex bodice and five inch heeled boots that almost reached her knees. There was a strap-on harness with an eight inch purple dick sticking out from her crotch.

I said to Tricia’s question, ‘Is it painful? It doesn’t have to be. If you’re relaxed and he’s lubed up then it should slide in easily enough. If it’s hard to get it in then you should just stop trying to force it. Give it a minute, and try again once you’re less tense. It will slide right in when your arse is ready. The key is not to force it. It either goes in or it doesn’t.’

Frances said, ‘If you have to force it then you can’t enjoy it. And this is about enjoying it. It’s not about pleasing other people. It’s about what feels good for you.’

‘And him,’ pointed out Tricia.

Frances shrugged. ‘His pleasure comes a distant second to yours. Remember, he’s your fuck toy. You’re not his plaything. What he wants and what he gets is of no great importance. He should be satisfied merely to get to whiff your pungent arse. He is a lucky boy to get to stuff it up your hole. He must be made aware of how lucky he is. And he must be made to suffer for his luck. If not he might think it’s right and proper for him to get this pleasure from a girl. It is not his normal place in this world to get to cram his dick up beautiful, taboo back passages.’

I picked up the theme and ran with it. ‘Frances is right. He is a piece of man meat for our pleasure. Our pleasure alone. By giving us pleasure using his worthless little cock we will have to inadvertently, but unavoidably, give him a little pleasure too. If we wish to ride his cock we must touch it and rub it with our feminine bodies. This is too bad. But it has to be done. He will derive pleasure from this activity. And if we want to see a cum tsunami, and that’s half the point of this whole thing, then he needs to have an orgasm. I am all for denying the wretched male cunt his orgasm. I would dearly love to send him back to his cage with blue balls. But I also enjoy the sight of male love juice exploding from a cock. Not to mention I like tasting it on my tongue. So for reasons unconnected to generosity of spirit we will have to allow the little prick to come. I know, I know. Aren’t we being too kind? The answer is a solid yes. We are being far too kind. So there must be a balance. For X amount of pleasure he must receive X amount of pain. That is only fair. Otherwise he might think he’s a worthwhile human being with rights and things. Well he’s not. He’s a piece of male excrement. Although he does do a good line in shoe polishing and arse licking.’

Tricia asked, ‘What kind of pain do you plan to put him through?’

Frances answered this. ‘Well if he’s putting his dick up you then I’m going to put my dick up him.’ She indicated the purple strap-on in her lap by grabbing hold of the end of it and twisting it in her hand. ‘While he fucks you I’ll be behind him fucking him up the arse. That should wipe the smile off his smug face. And my cock won’t be as lubed up as his dick. So I’m going to hurt him more than his dick’s going to hurt you. And it’s bigger than his pathetic little six incher.’

‘I thought Hannah said anal didn’t hurt?’

Frances said, ‘It doesn’t have to. It’s just a nice feeling of pressure up there. But we want his anal experience to be a little sore.’

‘I get you, Frances. So how do we start this? What do I need to do to prepare?’

Frances said, ‘You should take off your clothes. Get naked and let him see your boobs. Let him see your girly body with its curves and the sexy cleft between your legs. And then show him your arse. Let him see where he’s going to be stuffing his penis.’

‘Okay.’ Tricia stood up and pulled her T shirt over her head to reveal a blue lacy bra. ‘Should I take this off?’ she asked teasingly.

I said, ‘Yes. Take it all off. Show the room what you’ve got. And maybe his shitty little shit stick might grow a few inches and give us something more substantial to work with. It’s not looking very hard at the moment.’ He was only half erect indicating only half arousal. Menacingly I kicked the cage bar with my left shoe. He pulled his head away. He glanced up through the plastic table top to look at Tricia. ‘Where do you think you’re going?’ I said to him. ‘Get back here you little shoe licker and make the toes shine. Lazy cunt.’ He tore his eyes away from Tricia and started to lick my shoes again.

Tricia removed the bra and dropped it on the sofa between Frances and me. I picked it up and held it down to the cage with the outer cups facing away from me so William could see it. ‘Would you like to put these on? Are you a transvestite? Hmm? Do you enjoy wearing women’s clothes? I bet you do. Aren’t women’s clothes so gorgeous? Look at my shoes. My ball gown. Now look at Tricia’s bra with the little breast cups. Men don’t get to wear such nice things. Don’t you wish you were a girl? Wouldn’t you love to lose your dick and have a hole there instead? Wouldn’t that be amazing? Can you imagine how much better, and more intense the experience is for a woman? Can you imagine a man reaming your tight, wet pussy with his big dick? Wouldn’t that be so much better than sleeping with women?’

He shook his head.

I kicked the bar again and said, ‘Liar. You want to be a girl so bad.’ I threw the bra on the table top in mock anger.

Tricia took off her shoes and trousers. She was now only wearing blue panties. She asked, ‘Now what?’

Frances said, ‘Take them off. Let us see your cute cunt.’

Tricia peeled the panties off. She dropped to her knees and pushed them through the cage bars of the coffee table. William took them in his hands. She said, ‘Those are for you, Mister. I thought you might like to sniff my anus and pussy before the big event.’

He put the lace underwear up to his nose and started sniffing them.

I said, ‘That’s right, you little whore. Take a good sniff. Get it right in your nostrils and smell her scent. Lick it. Lick it good. Put your tongue right in her gusset. Really get a taste of her body.’

Tricia sat back down in her position between us on the sofa. Except this time she was naked. She spread her legs so we could look down and see her snatch. Frances complimented her on how pretty it looked. ‘Thank you, Frances. It’s a girl’s most intimate part. It’s always nice to get another girl to comment on how pretty it looks.’

I also paid her a compliment as I stared down at it. ‘It looks very inviting. I bet many men have had their faces in it and their tongues on it.’

‘Oh yes. Many men. And many women as well. It’s a very popular part of my body. And a lot of dicks have been up it too. And a lot of vibrators. It’s been well used, I’ll put it that way.’

I turned to William and said to him, ‘But you’re not going to be one of them. All you’re getting is her panties and your dick in her ass. Your mouth isn’t getting to lick at her cunt. Instead I’m going to lick it on your behalf. I’m going to lick her cunt just to fuck with you.’ I got up and then down on my knees. I was kneeling on my latex skirt. I put my hands on both of Tricia’s knees and held them open as my head fell on her lap. I looked up at her. ‘Do you mind if I lick your pussy?’

‘No. Not at all. Be my guest,’ she said in response to my question.

With my hands still on her knees I leaned closer to her snatch and smelled her girly aroma. ‘Mmm, that’s what a girl smells like. Not just her panty smell, but her real body smell.’ My tongue slipped out my mouth and licked upwards on her bean. She shivered with delight. I licked downwards across her clit. Then upwards. Then downwards. Then upwards. Then downwards.

I sucked on her clit and licked around her hole.

It didn’t take her long to have an orgasm in my face.

I turned to William with pussy juice on my lips and looked him in the eye. ‘You will never have Tricia’s cunt. It’s not for you.’

Frances said to Tricia, ‘Now Hannah’s warmed you up, I’ll lubricate your anus with my tongue. Scoot up and crouch on the sofa facing away from me.’ I got up and sat back in my place while Tricia repositioned herself to point her arse in Frances’s face. She was facing me as I licked up her pussy juice from around my lips.

Frances said, ‘Now I’m going to stick my tongue up your arse. It’s going to help lubricate it with my saliva. It will also excite your vagina a bit more. Combined, your cunt juice and my spit will make it smooth enough for me to slide a finger up it. And then you can tell me if you like it. If not we can stop and you can remain an anal virgin. But if you do like it I can put a second finger up it. Then a third. Maybe even a forth. And if you can take all of that then you’ll be ready to be properly lubed up and William’s cock can be shoved right up there.’

‘I’m ready for your tongue,’ said Tricia. ‘I don’t know about the other things, but I’m ready for that.’

Frances stuck out her tongue and made contact with Tricia’s anus. She slobbered her tongue all over the hole. ‘Oh that feels good,’ said Tricia.

I said, ‘We told you so. You’ve been missing out on so much by not playing with your arse. It’s a great hole to fuck with. It feels great when it’s filled up. Cocks, dildos, fingers. All feel great. You’re going to regret all those years you spent not shoving things up it.’

‘I’m starting to see that now. Her tongue is so good.’

‘Is it better than the eating out I gave you?’

‘No. Pussy is still the best. You can’t beat the clitoris for sexual stimulation. But this feels really good. I’m liking it. It’s very nice. I could get used to it.’

Frances disengaged her mouth from Tricia’s anus and said, ‘Why don’t you two kiss? You would make a cute couple. Kiss like you’re lesbian lovers.’ She clamped her mouth back around Tricia’s anal hole.

I leaned in and kissed Tricia on the mouth. Our lips locked for a moment and then disengaged. We were strangely shy. We pecked at each other for a bit before she slipped her tongue into my mouth. We massaged our tongues against each others.

‘I’m putting the first finger in,’ warned Frances. We continued to kiss with our tongues while Frances wiped her fingers through Tricia’s wet cunt to harvest the honey she was dripping. With it on her fingers she put her index finger against her anal opening. ‘Last chance to back out,’ she warned. Tricia of course was an old anal whore by this point. We were just role-playing her inexperience. She broke off our soft, sensual kissing to say, ‘I’m scared. What if it hurts?’

‘Then say ouch and I’ll take it out. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.’

‘Okay then. I’ll give it a try.’

The finger plunged in. Frances narrated its progress. ‘The nail’s disappeared. Now the first knuckle. Now the second knuckle. The finger’s in right up to the third knuckle. That’s it all the way in. You slut. You’ve got another woman’s finger up your asshole. What a slut. Only a total slut would let another girl do this to her anus.’

‘I am a slut. I want to be an anal slut. Please make me an anal whore. Put another finger in.’

‘So you like it?’ asked Frances.

‘Yes. I like it a lot. It feels so naughty. It’s not natural. I like that feeling of breaking a taboo and crossing a line you can’t uncross.’

I clamped my mouth over hers and we kissed again with our tongues.

Frances said, ‘I’m taking out my finger. Can you feel it slowly sliding out your anus? It’s out.’ This time two fingers went in with Frances again narrating as she did it. ‘Now it’s my index finger and my middle finger. Together at the same time. They’re going in. That’s the nails in. Now the first knuckle. The second. That’s them in. All the way. Can you feel that? That’s two fingers. Does it feel good?’

Tricia broke off our kiss to say it felt great.

Three fingers were tried next.

Then four.

I said, ‘I think it’s fair to say you’re ready for a real dick now.’

‘Do you think so? Is it not still too early to do that? His dick looked so small before. But now it looks so massive. My hole isn’t that big. It’s tight and small. I can take him in my pussy no bother. But surely it’s too big for my little anus? It’ll tear it open and fuck up my rectum.’

‘Don’t worry,’ said Frances soothingly. Her four fingers were still up Tricia’s back passage. ‘We know what we’re doing. We’re experts in anal sex. We know all the angles. We’ve got so much experience we can tell what will fit where. He’s not going to hurt you. Get enough lube on his dick and it will glide up there as smooth as anything. And then you can bounce up and down on it for as long as you like. Trust us, you’ll love it. I’ll even bet money on it. A thousand says you’ll be moaning with pleasure, not screaming with pain.’

‘No. I trust you. If you say I’ll enjoy the sensation of having a dick up my arse then I believe you.’

‘Do you want to try it now?’ asked Frances.

Tricia nodded her head.

Frances slowly slid her fingers out of Tricia’s anus.

I got up and unhooked the latch at the head of the coffee table cage. William shimmied out of it headfirst and stood.

I got a bottle of lubricant from the coffee table and squirted some onto my right gloved hand. Frances took some as well. She got to work stuffing her fingers back up Tricia’s tight hole, but this time with the lubricant on her fingers.

I wanked William’s cock with my right hand in order to get it lubricated for Tricia’s anal adventure. I said to him, ‘Don’t enjoy this.’ I slapped him hard across the cheek with my free hand. ‘This isn’t for your pleasure. Understand, you worthless fucking cunt. Your dick is just a tool. No one cares if the tool enjoys the job it’s been put to use doing. That doesn’t matter. So don’t enjoy the feel of my gloved hand on your penis. And certainly don’t even think about coming. This is just a means to an end. You’re going to slide it up Tricia’s naive, little, tiny, virgin bottom. Once up there you’re going to feel some pleasure. But you’re not going to enjoy it because Frances is going to have her rubber tool up your end. And it isn’t going to be gentle. It’s going to be rough and not overly well-lubricated. While fucking Tricia’s arse you can’t come. So you better not think sexy thoughts or enjoy it. They’re going to ride you and ride you until they’re happy. Not until you’re happy. No one gives a flying fuck about your happiness. You better not come until you’re given permission. The punishment is severe for premature ejaculation. X amount of pleasure equals X amount of pain. Coming inside a virgin anus is a lot of pleasure. Therefore a lot of pain will rain down on you. Let me think, what is the equivalent pain to the pleasure of coming inside an arsehole?’

Frances said, ‘You could urinate on him. He wouldn’t like that. That would be disgusting. Can you imagine the look of horror on his face as you piss on his face?’

I said as I was still wanking him, ‘No. Not on his face. In his mouth. That will be so funny. He’ll be so horrified. Wouldn’t you?’

William nodded.

I said, ‘No one would like to be pissed on. I mean you’d have to be a total pervert to get off on something depraved like that. So if you come before you’re allowed to, that’s what’s in store for you. So you just remember that if you find yourself a little too overstimulated. Keep that thought in mind. That should cool your ardour right down. Maybe we might all piss in your mouth. Three beautiful women pissing on your face and in your mouth. Our piss dripping down your tongue and into your throat.’

Frances said, ‘Her ass is lubed up and ready to go. How’s his dick?’

‘It’s hard and strong. Just let me wank it up and down a few more times and then it’ll be ready for action.’ I furiously wanked him off for a few seconds before suddenly stopping and letting go of his cock.

Frances repositioned Tricia so she had her head over the back of the sofa while her backside was facing out at us. I took hold of William’s cock once again and pulled him towards her brown hole. ‘Stick it in,’ I instructed.

He nudged it up against her anus. The head popped in up the hole. I said to her, ‘The head’s in. How does it feel?’

‘It feels okay.’

‘Do you think you can take a couple of inches of his shaft?’

She nodded.

‘Do it,’ I said to him.

He slid about two inches further into her.

‘It’s in,’ I said to her. ‘Do you want more? He’s got another two or so inches he can feed you.’

‘Yes. I’ll take it.’

He pushed it in all the way. His cock was now buried in her arse.

Frances asked, ‘How does it feel?’

‘I really like it. I can really feel it in there. It’s quite an interesting feeling. I think I like it.’

‘Do you want to try going backwards and forward and creating some friction on it?’ asked Frances.

Tricia nodded and started rocking back and forth on his dick.

As she was doing this Frances put a clear condom on the end of her dildo and rolled it down the length of it. Then she put some more lube in her hand and smeared it all over her purple eight inch strap-on cock. We talked about fucking his arse roughly but we weren’t that cruel. It was lubricated to a good standard. She leaned in and whispered into William’s ear, ‘This thing is going in your ass now. I better not hear you whining. No one is interested if you find it uncomfortable. You, as a person, simply don’t exist. You’re just a body with a dick and an arsehole. No one’s interested in your mouth today. So keep it shut. It’s not going to lick at our pussies, or at our asses and we certainly don’t want to hear any words from a loser like you.’

I leaned in and pointed out, ‘Actually, there might be one use for your mouth. We might have to piss in it. So you better hope we don’t need to use your mouth today, as that’s the best it’s going to get. Warm jets of urine. How disgusting.’ I took my mouth away from his ear.

Frances gingerly inserted the end of her dildo into his crack and then brutally shoved the rest of it in. He didn’t make a noise with his mouth but he did buck against it with evident pain.

I watched as the three of them fucked. A bunch of anal sluts.

I enjoyed the view for about a minute or two as they bucked and groaned against each other. Flesh against flesh. Flesh in flesh. Latex against flesh. Rubber in flesh. It was a glorious sight. Tricia was in heaven.

Eventually I caught myself just staring. This wasn’t passive entertainment. I was here to participate. So I gathered up my latex skirt and walked around to the back of Frances. I got on my knees and put my tongue in her ass crack. It was awkward as the strap-on straps were in the way but I pulled them aside and stuck my tongue where it didn’t belong.

We were like this for several minutes.

‘Please can I come?’ asked William.

Frances said, ‘No. And you’re not allowed to talk.’ She slapped him hard on each butt cheek several times.

He talked again. ‘I’m going to come. I need permission.’

Tricia said, ‘No. I’m not done yet. I need your cock for longer. Keep it hard and don’t come.’

‘Please. Can you slow down?’ he pleaded.

In response Tricia grounded down harder with her arse on his cock and Frances plugged him harder from her end.

Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear. William was a bad boy. He exploded his love juice inside Tricia’s arsehole before he was given permission. He had begged us to allow him to come. He was going to climax but we wouldn’t let him stop fucking. Nor would we slow down. We forced him to come while refusing him permission to do so. He couldn’t resist the inevitable and he blew his load.

I got up from Frances’s butt cheeks and stormed over to him in a fury. Frances removed her eight inch purple dildo from his anus. I pulled his white cum covered cock out of Tricia’s arse. I held it in my hand and asked, ‘What did you do?’

‘I’m sorry,’ he said pathetically.

‘Not only did you come in her arse before you had permission, you also spoke. Get on the ground now, you piece of shit. On the ground.’

He laid face up on the floor. His head was closer to us and his feet further away. I grabbed a tuft of his hair and held his head up slightly as I said, ‘We told you what would happen if you ejaculated your fluid before we were done with you. And yet you arrogantly went ahead and did it anyway.’ I spat on him. A glob of white saliva landed on his left cheek. ‘All you can think about is your own male pleasure. You’ve ruined our whole night. You selfish piece of shit. It’s selfish men like you that make us such bitchy misandrists. You know what that word means? It means we hate men. We give you a little bit of pleasure and you... You have to ejaculate up a woman’s bottom when you weren’t supposed to. Well you can’t say we didn’t warn you of the consequences. Idiot.’ I gently tipped his head back onto the carpeted floor so not to hurt the back of his head. There was nothing sexy about bouncing a cranium on the floor. I let go of his hair. ‘I’m going to piss all over your face. All over your mouth, nose and eyes. My urine is going to trickle down your chin and onto your neck and into your ears. And then Frances is going to piss on you. And then Tricia’s going to do it. We’re going to wee all over your stupid face. And that’s not the worst of it. Oh no. That’s the good part. The worst part is that your mouth is going to be open the whole time. So it’s going to go in your mouth and down your throat. And if you clamp your trap shut we’re just going to clench our pussy muscles until you reopen it. So there’s going to be no escape. We’re going to piss all over you. It’s going to be the most disgusting sexual event of your life. Even a big pervert like you can’t be sick enough to enjoy drinking female piss.’

I asked the others to hold up my long latex skirt so I could piss on him. They stood either side of me and took hold of the hemline on their side. They lifted it and held the skirt at about waist height. I held onto the front. He looked up at my white nylon stockings and white rubber panties. I held the front of the skirt with one hand and with the other I pulled my panties aside to show him my cunt. I stepped forward so my pussy was above him. He repositioned himself and opened his mouth to take my nectar. I would have preferred to crouch to reduce the distance to my target. With this dress it seemed too awkward so I stood ramrod straight over his face.

‘You deserve no better,’ I said. ‘X amount of pleasure equals X amount of pain. You’ve had the pleasure. Now have the pain.’ I let my bladder go and the liquid started to flow down my urethra and out my cunt. It hit him right in the mouth. It was a direct hit. In all my days pissing on people and being pissed on that’s rarely happened more than a few times. Directing urine streams is an incredibly tricky business. They have a mind of their own. He gulped what he could. He kept his mouth open but he could only swallow so much so his mouth started to overflow. My piss wiped away the glob of spit that was on his left cheek. I clenched my muscles to kill the flow of my waterworks. He swallowed what he had in his mouth.

I started my flow again. Annoyingly my aim was off and I hit his forehead. I shouldn’t have stopped the flow when it was going so well. Nothing I could do about that now. I readjusted my aim and got the target. I pissed until I was dry.

‘I’m done,’ I said as I repositioned the panties back over my wet vagina. ‘Frances, you wish to teach this cunt a lesson in manners?’

‘I don’t mind if I do,’ she said.

I stepped back away from him and they let go of my long latex skirt. It drifted down to the floor to cover my stockings.

There was a delay as I helped Frances take off the strap-on from around her crotch. Frances then unzipped her trousers to show her pussy. There was no underwear on under the latex trousers. She pulled the trousers down to her knees. She stepped over his face so she was looking down along the length of his body. She crouched down. Her cunt was only about three inches from his mouth. The latex trousers behind her knees crinkled with that lovely sound latex and leather makes when bent. ‘Open up,’ she said to William. He opened his mouth. A warm jet of fresh girl piss landed on his nose. She aimed the stream slightly higher and it entered his open mouth, splashing against his teeth and down into his throat. ‘There you go,’ she said. ‘Drink it all up. It’s all for you. There’s no one to share it with. It’s all yours. Yours and yours alone. A nice, warm cup of piss from the sexiest cup you’ll ever drink out of. No offence ladies,’ she said to us when she realised that last bit might offend us.

He swallowed what he could while the rest spilled over down his cheeks and onto the carpet below. She wasn’t doing any clenching to control the flow to make sure he drank as much as possible. She said, ‘Enjoy it while it lasts. Only one more drink to go after this.’ Her stream tailed off. She was spent. ‘Ah, a full bladder emptied on a stupid man who’s dumb enough to actually lie there and let her piss on him. If I was you I wouldn’t have done that. Have you no self-respect? What kind of a man lets a woman do that? Only a real loser would allow himself to be debased like this. And I’m not even the first or the last woman to do it to you today. How low can you go? What a joke. This is embarrassing. I have no feelings for you as a man or as a human being. But even I’m feeling embarrassed on your behalf.’

I pointed out, ‘He’s been hard the whole time. He came and two girls have pissed on his face and yet his penis never went down once the whole time. I think he’s getting off on this.’

Frances asked him, ‘Is this true? Are you getting off on this like a pervert?’

He nodded his head on the floor.

‘Man, that is some pathetic stuff. I’m done with this pervert,’ she said as she stood up from her crouching position, her latex crinkling again.

‘My turn,’ said Tricia. She took her place over his head and crouched. Then she did something unexpected. She put her naked knees on the ground under his armpits and leaned her body over him so she was in the sixty-nine position. Using her hand to hold him upright she guided his dick into her mouth. She began to suck him off. His cum from anally fucking her hadn’t been wiped off so she was taking some of that into her mouth as she sucked him. Her pussy started to pee. Clear water fell out of her urethra and into his open mouth. She was sucking him while peeing in his mouth. It was the kinkiest thing we’d seen all day.


Fucking in the Office Stationery Cupboard

I stole the staples out of Vincent’s stapler and from the box of extras he kept in his drawer. I then waited for him to go to the stationery cupboard to get replacements.

It took a few hours but eventually I saw him trying to staple a report together and failing. He got up and went off in the direction of the cupboard. I followed him into the cupboard.

I was wearing a blue knee length skirt, suspenders, tan stockings and a sweater over my blouse. He was wearing standard office clothes of black trousers and a white shirt.

He turned around as I closed over the door. ‘Kathleen?’ he asked.

‘No. Not Kathleen. Hannah,’ I corrected to tip him off to what identity I was using right now.

‘We can’t do anything at work. What if someone hears us or walks in on us?’

‘It would be so embarrassing and shameful. Which is why I’ve always wanted to blow a guy in the office.’

‘No. I’m not risking it. You might be into this high-risk sex stuff but it’s not for me.’

‘Don’t be silly. Of course you like it. All guys like it. You’ve had my hand. Now have my mouth. Then have my pussy. Then complete the set and have my arsehole. You know you want it, you little bitch.’

‘Not like this. Can’t we do this like normal people?’

‘Fuck normal people.’ I pulled up my knee length blue skirt to show him the tops of my tan stockings, the suspender belt and the sheer see-through panties I was wearing. ‘Tell me you don’t want this?’

‘Obviously I want it. Obviously.’

‘I can see a tent forming in the front of your trousers.’

‘A sexy girl is standing before me and I can see her stockings and her cunt through her see-through panties. What straight guy wouldn’t be aroused by that sight? But I’m not having sex in the office. That’s madness. We could be caught and...’ He ran out of steam.

‘And what?’ I asked.

‘Maybe we’ll be fired or disciplined. If not that, then at least we’re going to be mortified.’

‘What’s so bad about a bit of shame? It’s one notch above office gossip anyway for those who only hear about us getting caught from second-hand or third-hand accounts. In a week’s time it will go to the back of their minds and we can live it down for months at a stretch. As the girl it’s more embarrassing for me. They’ll call me a slut. Which doesn’t bother me as I am a slut anyway. They’ll just be applying the right label to me. So what? And as a man you’ll get bro points for being such a stud. Nailing the demure slut in the stationery cupboard. You’re going to be so envied. Now stop whimpering like a little bitch and get on your knees and eat my pussy.’

He didn’t move. Frozen with conflicting desires.

‘If you don’t move and do what your mistress tells you to do, then you can go. I’ll wait here for the next guy to come in and I’ll let him eat my pussy. And then I’ll blow him and come find you. And I’ll spit his cum load in your face. You contemptible fuck. Get down and start licking like a real man.’

‘Yes, Kathleen,’ he said as he advanced towards me.

‘What the fuck is your problem with my name?’ I slapped him hard on the left cheek. He stood there looking shocked. ‘If I’ve told you once I’ve told you a million times. My name is Hannah. Simple, plain Hannah. No surname. No title as I’m not playing a nurse or doctor or whatever. Repeat my name.’

‘Hannah.’

‘Again.’

‘Hannah,’ he said.

‘Again.’

‘Hannah.’

‘Do you think you can remember that now?’

‘Yes, Hannah.’

‘As punishment I’m not going to let you come. I’m going to edge you with my tongue, my hands and maybe even with my pussy. I’m going to come. Maybe several times. But you’re not going to get to climax. You pissed me off by forgetting my name. Now I’m going to make sure you never fail to remember my name. After this you’ll be cursing the name Hannah for all eternity. And you’re not allowed to go to the toilet after this. I don’t want you cheating and scooting off to the toilets to wank the sauce out of yourself. I want you sitting there for the rest of the working day feeling sexually frustrated. That’s what you get for annoying me. Is that clear?’

‘Um.’ There was an awkward pause before he said, ‘Yes.’

‘Now get on your knees and eat me. Your gorgeous mistress is going to enjoy what you’re not going to get. An orgasm.’

He dropped to his knees before me and I pushed the sheer panties aside for him to lick my pussy.

‘Lick it,’ I demanded.

He put his mouth on it and started to lick around my labia. My back was to the stationery cupboard door. Knowing that at any moment anyone, my boss, a co-worker, male or female, could walk through that door at any moment made it all the more delicious. Every second felt like an eternity. It was so scary.

‘That’s good. That’s right. Lick all around my gorgeous cunt. Eat up all those pretty juices. Don’t touch my clit. Not yet. I want to savour that for later. Just keep working the cunt lips. That’s good. I like that. Lick it there. Keep working that spot. Okay, now put your tongue down my cunt. Put it right in my hole and lick as deep as you can. Up a bit. Keep it there. That’s a good spot. I think I can hear someone outside the door.’

He stopped licking in fear.

‘I didn’t say stop licking. Put your mouth back on it.’

Reluctantly he placed his lips around my cunt and started licking again. He was being tentative. I pointed out, ‘Being shy and careful about how you lick me isn’t going to stop anyone from walking in. My advice would be to work it harder and more furiously to get me off sooner. The sooner I come in your face the sooner I release you.’

That did the trick. He picked up the pace and started licking with more vigour.

‘That’s right. Now put your tongue on my clit. Make it all shiny with your saliva. Make me feel good. Rub it.’ He did so. I could feel my orgasm building. ‘Keep doing that. I can feel it coming. Suck it.’ He started sucking on my clit. ‘Now lick it again.’ He did.

I held onto his ears as I came in his face. Luckily for him I was the quiet type when I came. Not as much as a yelp escaped me as the force of the pleasure hit. It crested over me and subsided. I let go of his ears and his mouth fell away from my pussy. ‘That was good. You did a good job. That’s not a bad tongue you’ve got there. There’s some gals I know down at the club who are always on the lookout for good tongues. I could introduce you.’ I was standing there with my skirt up around my waist and my panties to the side, and he was still on his knees as we talked. If anyone walked in on us this would look bad. ‘Think about it. All we’d require is you to eat us out. Girl after girl. Wouldn’t you enjoy that? Imagine putting your tongue on cunt after cunt. This could be your reality. It’s a twenty minute drive away from here. A whole line of girls just desperate to sit their vaginas on your face and feel that tongue in their most private of places.’ I was forgetting about their arse cracks when I said that. I added, ‘Also if you want you can put it up their arseholes. If you want. No pressure. I know you like to take things slow.’

‘I’m not sure.’

‘Whatever. I don’t care. Now take off your trousers.’

‘What, all the way off?’

‘Did I stutter? Take them off.’

‘No. We’re in our place of work.’

‘Take them off and I’ll reward you with my pussy. I’m going to lie on top of you and you’re going to enter me. I’m going to get off on your dildo and you’re going to enjoy the feeling of my tight cunt around your dick. But you’re not going to get to climax. If you do I’ll kick you in the balls. You understand? That’s not an idle threat.’

He looked like he was going to say something but thought better of it. Instead he unbuckled his belt, unzipped the fly and dropped his trousers. I said, ‘Shoes and socks. I never fuck men wearing socks. I have standards. The day I let a man wearing only socks enter me is the day I’ve hit rock bottom. Take them off. Boxers as well. Take them all off. And hurry up unless you want Kendra from accounts to see us fucking. Chop-chop. Move it.’

He removed his shoes and clothes as fast as he could until he was standing naked from the waist down. ‘Maybe you should lose the shirt as well?’ I said while studying him with my head cocked to one side. His penis was poking out from below the shirt.

‘No. Come on. I’m as good as naked. Can we do this, Hannah, before someone walks in?’

‘Normally I’d hit my partner for talking to me like that. There was a lack of respect in your voice. It almost seemed like you were trying to boss me about. But because you used my name correctly for once, I’ll let it slide. Because I’m a kind, generous, thoughtful person. But anymore lip and I’ll start making a lot of noise. Enough noise to attract attention to our little situation in the stationery cupboard.’

‘You wouldn’t dare. It’s as embarrassing for you as it is for me.’

‘Try me,’ I bluffed.

‘Shit. You’re a masochist. You’d probably get off on it.’

‘I’m more of a sadist but I do have masochistic tendencies. Do you want to have a discussion about this or would you like to lie down and let me use you for my pleasure?’

‘I’m not the one holding us up,’ he said as he got on the floor. He was face up with only his shirt on. He didn’t wear a tie.

I slid my panties down my legs and stepped out of them. I placed them on top of his clothes. Then I stood over him. ‘Is this what you want? A girl to sit on your big dick. Look at that dripping pussy. Wouldn’t you love it if I was to slip your penis right in there and up the hole?’

‘Yes. Please, Hannah.’

I lowered myself down onto his erection. My hand was pointing his dick directly up to help me guide it into my pussy. It slipped all the way up it. I laid down across him so our legs were touching, our genitals were in full contact, my sweater covered breasts were on his shirt covered pecks and our mouths were locked together in kisses.

‘Does it feel good?’ I asked.

‘Yes. Your cunt is so nice.’

‘If you come to the club you can complete the set and have me anally.’

‘I’ll think about it.’

We fucked as quietly as we could. He was making more noise than me.

At one point I thought I heard the door creak open. I looked around but it was closed. Perhaps someone glanced in, saw what was happening and quietly backed out before we saw them. That creak wasn’t the door opening, it was the door closing.

‘Do you like it?’ I asked again.

‘I love it, Hannah. I love it.’

‘Isn’t kinky sex more fun than missionary position in a boring bed?’

He didn’t answer. I’d let that notion circle around his head for a few days. I’d managed to fuck him in our busy office full of people we knew. There wasn’t much more to do to convince him to join me as a guest at the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club. He was hooked on aberrant sex.

I rode him until I had a silent orgasm.

His own orgasm was denied.

We both stood up. As I pulled my panties back up my stocking covered legs I said, ‘When you’re ready to be a big boy and fuck me up the arse, let me know. I’ll be ready.’ Once my panties were on I then dropped back to my knees. I said, ‘I almost forgot to give you oral.’ I put his still hard penis in my mouth. My tongue lovingly caressed it.

He said, ‘Please hurry up. We’re really stretching our luck now.’

I sucked him for a few minutes. I could feel it hardening for ejaculation. He was close to climaxing. I stopped and stood up. ‘No wanking,’ I commanded as I pointed at his face.


Spanking, Caning and Anal in the Dungeon

Vincent came up to me two days later and said he was in. ‘I want to fuck you up the arse. But I don’t want to do anything too weird.’

‘That can be arranged.’

He drove me to the club after work and I showed him the place in daylight when it looked less scary. I took him down into the subterranean dungeons and showed him the kinky props and toys. I then took him upstairs to see the rooms with medical settings, offices, suburban bedrooms and the like.

In the doctor’s office I said, ‘Imagine if I’d given you that handjob when in this room. Think how much better it would have been. This is a place for fantasies to become a reality. There’s very little I haven’t done by now. We do our own sessions and paid sessions. Money goes back and forth so much that half the time we skip the money transaction. The money just goes round in a circle so it ends up resting in various purses and wallets for a few days before it moves on.’

‘Have you paid men for sex?’

‘We don’t pay for sex. We pay for each other’s time and labour. But yes, I have paid men for their time and labour. Although mostly they do it as a favour. Which I then repay in return with a favour for them. It’s a family in the sense the regulars all work together and support each other. We don’t make much money out of each other. That would be almost...immoral. It’s the guests who pay. But don’t worry. I’m not charging you. I can get one of the dungeon rooms downstairs for free. It’ll just be the two of us. Unless you want another person in the room with us. They don’t have to participate. I can throw a stick in here and hit ten voyeurs.’

‘No. Just us would be...more comfortable. What do you have planned?’

‘I’ll keep it simple. We’ll both dress up in latex and I want you to put me in a set of mediaeval stocks we keep downstairs.’

‘You want to do bondage? With me as the...dominant one in charge?’

I nodded. ‘You put me in the stocks and I’ll be helpless. You can have your cruel way with me. I’ll be your submissive. I don’t suppose you have much of a dominant side. But there will be whips and butt plugs and that sort of stuff if you fancy trying anything out. That’s up to you. We’ll try developing your top side. But essentially in the end you should fuck me up the arse. Have you ever fucked a girl, or a guy, up the arse before?’

‘Yes. A woman. An old girlfriend liked to do it.’

‘Did you?’

‘Of course. It’s so tight. It really clamps down on your dick.’

‘So the only thing I have to insist upon is lots of lube. I’ll take anything up my butt as long as it goes in smooth with lubricant. I’ll be at your mercies. I’ll be curious to see how far you’ll go. Just how cruel are you?’

‘I’m a nice guy. I’m a clerk at an insurance office. How big a dick can I be?’

‘I’m a clerk at the same office. Look at how fucked up I am. Appearances are bullshit. Word of warning though. What you do to me I might do to you in retaliation; if there’s a next time and the tables have turned. And I’ll be a lot more adept at making you suffer than you will ever be at making me hurt. As I said before: I’m more of a sadist than a masochist.’

The dungeon we were using was a windowless underground cellar room. There was a mirror along one plaster wall opposite the blue wooden door. The stocks were before it. They were high so the person could stand almost completely upright with just their upper body and neck bent over to fit in it. The giant mirror was set up so the person in the stocks could fully appreciate with their own eyes how unfortunate their state of affairs were. A red cloth was on the floor beside the mirror. It was used to cover the mirror if that was desired during the session, and to keep the dust off it when not in use.

Along one of the other walls were whips, canes, bum spankers, straps, latex costuming and other items of the sadomasochistic trade. On the other wall opposite those instruments of torture was a mural. An artist who used the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club spent about a month painting an image of hell inspired by Goya. So there were thousands of little people clinging to cliff tops with seas of fire burning below them. The large size of the canvas and the excessive use of red gave it an oppressive quality in what was otherwise a pretty small room. The mural combined with the torture equipment made it a room that was easy to become freaked out in if the dominant player was relentless in their cruelty.

Close to the blue door, behind the stocks, was a black painted wooden table. It was there for the torturer to lay out his or her weapons of choice for easy access when in the heat of the moment. I used this to lay out appropriate whips, canes and paddles for Vincent to use. As a newcomer to this world he needed as much guidance as possible.

On the floor was a faded red carpet. Many a white cum stain had been left un-cleaned upon its tatty surface. There was a sheet of clear plastic under the stocks. It was not for a practical purpose to catch sweat or blood or something. It was just to create psychological unease over what its purpose was for. Just how extreme were things going to get that they’ve laid out plastic to protect a messed up carpet that clearly no one cared about?

The heating was also kept higher than usual to help create that stifling, claustrophobic atmosphere we wanted for when we played our cruel games.

It was called the Hell Room. Before the mural was added it was known as the Stockroom.

Vincent was wearing all black leather trousers, motorcycle boots and an unzipped leather vest over his otherwise naked body. I was wearing a simple black rubber corset that covered only my belly. My cunt and breasts were exposed. On my feet were four inch black heels. Any other clothing would just get in the way.

I led him into the room and put my arm out as though displaying it.

He took it in. He looked very nervous.

I said, ‘I don’t know what you’re so nervous about. I’m the one going in the stocks. If anyone has a right to be full of trepidation, it’s me. Not you. If you want we can switch? Would that make you happier?’

He shook his head. ‘No, I’m good.’

‘Hey it’s fine with me. I can get a strap-on and fuck you up the arse instead. It’s not a problem.’

‘No. I’ll do it. Let’s just stick to the plan.’ Did I detect nerves cracking?

‘Okay,’ I said as I showed him the instruments I’d laid out in advance on the table. ‘These are the things you should use on me. You can take things off the wall if you want, but this should cover all your basics. A paddle to beat my arse. A whip. A whip with cat o’nine tails. Make sure you don’t get that in my eye. It’s best as an amateur if you only use that when behind me. A cane. Don’t forget you can just slap my arse with the palm of your hand. All of these are useful toys to play with but they’re not very interesting on their own. They need to be combined with a kinky imagination. It’s the verbal abuse that will really get us going. If you can think of some interesting insults and taunts you’ll barely need to use any of these. I’ll feel like I’ve been hit by a lorry when in truth you’ve barely tickled my bum with the tails from the whip. Oh, one other thing. No tickling. That’s a separate fetish. We’re trying for a certain atmosphere here. Having me jiggling about and laughing is not what we’re aiming for today. Any questions?’

‘No. I don’t think so. So I just put you in the stocks?’

‘Yes. It’s all very self-explanatory. You’ve got to man up now and stop being so...weak. You’ve got to take charge and control me. So enough talking. Let’s do this.’

‘Okay. Hannah, in the stocks,’ he said as he pointed to them.

‘Yes, Master.’ I walked over to the stocks and rested my neck and wrists on the cut out dips on the top of the wood. He carefully lowered the top half down onto me so my head and hands were stuck in place. He put a padlock on the latches on either side to lock it in place. In the mirror I watched as he put the keys on the tabletop among the whips.

‘Okay, Hannah,’ he said behind me. ‘I think I’m very interested in your arse today. It’s very attractive. I think a few swats with a paddle should warm it up nicely. Then I could follow it up with some spanking. Would you like to be spanked?’

‘Yes, Master. I would adore to be spanked.’

‘And why is that?’

‘Because I’m bad. I’ve done bad things and I need to be punished for those things.’

‘Bad things you say? Like what? Tell me. It’s good for the soul to confess. Think of me as a priest.’

‘I... I masturbated.’

‘You what?’

‘I masturbated.’

‘That’s a filthy habit.’

‘I know. I knew what I was doing was wrong. But it felt too good to stop. I touched myself and I liked it. So I kept doing it. I kept touching it and then I started rubbing it to make it feel even better. It was so good feeling. And this strange sensation came over me. It was like...divine or something. It was an experience I liked so much I did it again the very next night. And the night after that. And the night after that one. I do it all the time. Even if you punish me I think I’ll not be able to control myself. It feels so good it’s almost inevitable I’ll do it again a few days later. My vagina likes to be touched. It brings me so much joy to touch it. To masturbate it. I’m an indolent slut who only cares for masturbatory pleasures. I’m a bad person. So please don’t spare me. Show me no mercy. Thrash the desire for masturbation out of me if you can. Save me from myself.’

‘Well your hands are locked out the way for now. After a bit of spanking with my hand I’ll give you a light caning. And then I’m going to torture your nipples while I fuck you up the arse with my big dick. Would you like that?’

‘I’d like to try taking your dick in my pussy. But not my butt. It’s never been fucked before. I’m an anal virgin.’ I pleaded, ‘Please don’t take that away from me.’

‘I’ll take whatever I want from you. Got that, slut? I’m not asking your permission to do it. Or if you like it. I’m going to do whatever the hell I please. And I feel like doing you up the arse. It’s up to you if you want to fight it and make it harder and more painful for yourself. Or you can do what you’re told and be an obedient little cunt. It will still be painful. But not half as painful as fighting me on this. Either way I’m getting what I want. And I want my cock up your pretty little derrière. I look around this room and I see one person with a table full of whips and chains. And another trapped in stocks with no one to save her. Who do you think has the power in this room? Because from where I’m standing, I think you don’t have much say in what’s going to happen to you. Your arse is mine, girl. And I’m going to beat it and fuck it. Whether you like it or not.’ He was good. Who knew he had it in him? I was expecting to have to direct him through the whole thing but he was dirty-talking away like crazy. That was a good monologue. He maybe had a dominant side in him after all. This was promising. Very promising.

Suddenly I felt a hand slapping against my buttocks with a resounding thud. I’d taken my eyes off him to stare down at my feet. He’d spanked me hard on the right buttock. He took me by surprise so I yelped loudly out of proportion to the pain.

A second blow landed on the same arse cheek. He was spanking me firmly again and again on the one cheek. I tried to wriggle away from him but he put his left hand on my left tit and he held me in place. He rained down more blows and groped my breast. He said, ‘I’m doing an awful lot of work here. Some appreciation would be nice.’

‘What do you want me to do, Sir?’

‘Say thank you.’

‘Thank you, Master. This is exactly what I deserve.’

‘Isn’t it just.’ He swapped his target to the left buttock and spanked it repeatedly.

‘Ouch. Thank you, Master. This is a most appropriate punishment for a little masturbating slut like me. I’m a masturbator and I need to be taught a lesson. I want to be a good girl. I do. I really do. I want to be a good daughter and sister. Thank you for taking the time and effort to teach me a lesson I won’t soon forget. It’s much appreciated. Your efforts will not be in vain. I will not waste this lesson. Thank you, Master.’

He was really working that arse cheek.

I squealed a howl of pain.

He stopped whacking my butt. ‘Had enough of that?’

‘Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.’

In the mirror I saw him look over the table. He picked up a cane and tested it to see how much give there was in it as he bent it. Not as much as I’d have liked. I was expecting tepid little hits so I deliberately gave him one of the stiffest canes in order to make me feel it. It turned out I underestimated his ability to dish out pain. ‘May one offer her Master a suggestion?’

‘No. Be quiet.’

‘It’s just more appropriate canes are on the wall over there.’

He stepped over and unexpectedly whacked me right across my two cheeks with the cane. ‘Fuck,’ I cried out.

‘When I say shut it you shut it. Or is that too complex for you? Hannah, are you an idiot? Are you of subnormal intelligence?’

‘No, Master.’

‘So why didn’t you follow my instruction?’

‘I just thought the cane Master had picked up from the table was too unyielding for the job at hand.’

‘Didn’t you yourself pick this cane out from the many on the wall? I count at least ten canes and this is the only one you put aside. Why would you select this one and then dare to suggest I use another? Speak, bitch.’

‘In retrospect I felt it was a heavier cane than was appropriate for the situation.’

The bastard whacked me again. Right on the same spot as far as I could tell. He was good at working a spot and keeping at it. I shouted out a guttural scream of pain. ‘Thank you, Master.’

‘You’re most welcome. Why do you now think it’s too heavy for the job?’

‘I’m scared to say, Sir.’

‘Why?’ he asked as he brushed the cane lightly against my butt cheeks.

‘Because Sir might become angered at what I might say. He might find it offensive.’

He smacked me repeatedly with the cane using only wrist motions. They weren’t particularly painful at first but the repetition of them quickly made them unbearable. ‘Please, Sir. Please stop.’ He stopped hitting me and took the cane away from my bum. Instead he began rubbing my arse cheeks with his right hand. He was really groping my flesh down there.

‘Say what it is you have to say,’ he commanded. ‘If I find it offensive then that’s just something you’ll have to live with. This is not a room without consequences. In here the judgements are severe and all sins are punished without mercy. Talk to me, whore.’

‘Sir, I underestimated your abilities to inflict pain and suffering. I laid out harder canes and whips without much give. They don’t bend much, if at all. I expected your beatings to be weaker than average. I don’t mean to insult you. I just made assumptions based on your generosity of spirit outside of this room. I thought you would be fearful of hurting me. And would therefore not hit me with enough force to properly correct me. As I say, I underestimated you. I feel these instruments are maybe too harsh for your heavy hand.’ A slap from his hand landed on my right butt. It gave me a ringing sensation of pain. ‘Thank you, Sir.’ Another blow landed on the same cheek. ‘Thank you, Master. I now feel more pliable canes and whips would be more appropriate.’ Another smack on the arse. He moved onto the left cheek and abused it with ten open palm slaps.

He walked in front of me. ‘Look up at me. Look me in the eyes.’

I looked up from my feet. He spat in my face. The phlegm landed just below my right eye. I blinked a few times to make sure it wasn’t in my eye. It wasn’t. ‘Bitch,’ he said.

‘Thank you, Master.’

‘Are you enjoying yourself?’

‘I wouldn’t exactly use that word.’

‘I’ll make it up to you. Stick out your tongue.’ I did as instructed. He stepped forward and licked my tongue with his. We did that for a few seconds then he kissed me. We kissed for about a minute. He pulled his lips away from mine and said, ‘I’m going to fuck you in the arse now. Then I’m going to flog your back with the cat o’nine tails. Any complaints?’

‘No, Master. What you want you get. My anal virginity means nothing to me. Please take it. My body and soul are yours to take.’

He walked around me and I watched as best I could in the mirror as he unzipped his leather trousers. He pulled out his erect cock so it was poking out of his leather trousers. ‘You’ve got me hard. Look at it. Are you looking at it?’

‘Yes, Master. It’s very big. Perhaps too big for my tight virgin arse crack. It’s never been fucked before. Maybe you should explore it with your fingers first.’

‘If I wanted your advice I’d ask for it.’ From the table he took some lube and lubricated his cock.

He didn’t bother inserting any fingers into my anus. There was no preamble. Instead he just pulled my arse cheeks wide with his hands and nudged the end of his cock up to my back door. I sort of tripped forward but the stocks held me in place so I had nowhere to go. Before I knew it I could feel the head of his erect penis entering my anal passage. He was taller than me so his crotch was at a good height with my arse even though I was wearing heels. The rest of his dick slid in. He was in me. I was being sodomised. ‘You’re a virgin no longer,’ he said.

I said, ‘Apparently not.’

‘Are you being testy with me?’

‘No, Master.’

He bucked abruptly forward to ram his cock further up my arse.

I squealed and repeated, ‘No, Master. I’m not being sarcastic. I respect Sir too much for something like that. Thank you for taking my anal virginity from me. I had to lose it one day. With you as my first I can only be happy.’

He started rocking it in and out, back and forth as he fucked me. He played with my nipples and cruelly twisted them until I screamed in agony.

He ejaculated up my arse and pulled his cock out. I felt what seemed like two fingers go up my arse. He took them out and put his right hand in my face. White ejaculate was on his index and middle finger. ‘Eat it, whore.’

‘Yes, Master. Whatever you command.’ I took his fingers in my mouth and sucked the cum that had been in my rectum from them.

He took his fingers back and said, ‘You’re a good slut. More or less. A little lippy and with too much advice to give. But in the end you get the job done. Now I promised you the cat o’nine tails on your back. I’d hate to be called a liar, or someone who doesn’t keep his promises.’ He went back over to the table and picked up the whip with the nine strands on the end.

He came back over to me. He put the whip under his armpit and put his cock away. He zipped up his trousers. I felt his hands over my body. He molested me for a good minute or two. His hands ran all over my curves, my tits and my cunt. He traced the outlines of my corset with a finger. He had a good feel all over. It was wonderful and sensual. He ran his hands through my hair before stepping back and taking the whip out from under his armpit. ‘This is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me.’

‘I’m prepared, Master.’

I felt a light brush on my back from the cat o’nine tails.

Then a harder brush.

Then a slightly harsher brush.

He was working up to some heavy flicking.

He struck me with a hard hit. The rubber corset wasn’t absorbing much of the impact.

He said, ‘Say when.’

He thrashed me eleven times with it very hard before I gave in and called out, ‘When. Please, Sir. No more.’

I heard the whip clatter onto the table. He was then up behind me and spanking me with a wooden paddle. He spanked my arse furiously. ‘Please, Sir. No more. It hurts.’

‘It’s meant to hurt, you stupid bitch,’ he said. ‘That’s the whole fucking point.’ He paddled me six more times then stopped. The paddle clattered to the floor against the leg of the stocks. Now his fingers were on my pussy again. He was masturbating me. His fingers slid into the slick hole and he was finger-banging it. His left hand was spanking my butt while his right masturbated me.

His left hand kept up a constant pounding on both my cheeks. He was whacking away at my much abused arse. ‘Come, you little bitch,’ he commanded.

I eventually came with silent but violent judders in the stocks.

He took his hands away from my body and walked to the blue door behind me. He silently stared at my back with his arms crossed.

I slowed my breathing and said to his reflection in the mirror, ‘Thank you, Master. I deserved that punishment.’

‘You’ve been a good girl. For now. Now no more masturbation for at least a week. And if the temptation comes back, you must tell me and we can repeat this work. Together we can beat these corrupt desires out of your mind and body. We can break this cycle of perverted self-abuse. We can do it. I am willing to take the time and effort to make you a good person once again.’

He came up to me and unlocked the stocks. I stepped out of them with an unsteady lack of balance. My head was swimming. I tenderly felt my arse cheeks and looked at them in the mirror. They were very red. Several red cane lines were marked across them.

‘That was pretty trippy,’ he said.

‘Yeah. I never knew you had it in you. You really went for it and played along. You were doing monologues and everything.’

‘Did I hurt you?’

‘Yes. But you were supposed to. That cane was just way too unbending. I tried to get you to switch it.’

‘I’m sorry about that. It just seemed wrong for the moment. I couldn’t have you giving me instructions. It would have gone against the spirit of the thing if I dutifully followed your direction.’

‘It’s okay. You committed to it. I liked that. You had a heavy hand but you had self-restraint. You could’ve whacked away at me but you didn’t overdo it to the point I needed to use the safeword. When I asked for mercy you backed off after a few extra hits. It worked out well. It was sexually exciting. Did you enjoy it?’

‘I did. Does that make me a pervert?’

‘It just means you have a pulse.’

‘Can we be...like, proper boyfriend and girlfriend now?’

‘Who are you asking? Kathleen or Hannah?’

‘Aren’t they the same?’

‘At last. Someone who gets me.’ I leaned in and kissed him.
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Natalia Forrest graphically recounts the kinky tale behind how she acquired her sexy black patent leather boots. Her perverted story involves boot licking, pee drinking, bondage and first-time lesbian sex. She becomes so turned on describing her degradation under the cruel but sensual tyranny of Mistress Molly that she has to retire to the bedroom to masturbate. The 38 minute movie was written by Kelly Maitland.
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A husband reveals to his wife that he’s been harboring fantasies of being feminized and made to pleasure men while pretending to be a woman. Instead of being appalled by his confession, his wife agrees to help him make his perverted fantasy a reality. She sets in motion a course of crossdressing, d**k sucking and anal for Stephanie AKA Steven.

Natalia Forrest Wants to Share a Ten Man Blowbang with a Sissy [Screenplay and Video]

Natalia Forrest has a flash of kinky inspiration when she is offered the chance to film a ten man oral orgy. She compels a man with no history of feminisation to put on a dress and get on his knees to share the experience alongside her. The 38 minute movie was written by Kelly Maitland.
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Natalia Forrest complains bitterly about a domination session with Sister Bernadette that was more extreme than she anticipated. Being tied to a bed and abused by a latex nun was one thing, but to be used anally by four male strangers was not what she had expected. The 37 minute movie was written by Kelly Maitland.
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