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  Part 1: A Naughty Proposal


Barely an hour into my high school reunion, my prediction that I would have been better off staying home was proven right. 
It wasn’t bad per se. Nadine had once again proven her talents as “the person who gets shit done” and booked us a food court that was a retrofitted wine cellar. The atmosphere was nice enough, and with almost every ex-student of our five classes in attendance, we were the perfect number of people to make the place feel lively without being overcrowded.
Speaking about food: No complaints there. The court had five different stalls ranging from BBQ over Italian and Mexican to Asian and a salad bar, and that wasn’t even counting the little cafe and two dessert corners. No, the location was pretty much perfect. The problem was me.
Truth be told, I’d never really fit in at school. I’d only come because it was the ten year anniversary and Nadine had asked me so nicely. Sure, I had some casual friends back then and wasn’t exactly an outsider, but looking back, it’s shocking how surface-level all my relationships have been. No wonder I lost contact to all these “friends” pretty much the moment we went separate ways after graduation.
I’d spent the last hour going through countless iterations of “Hey, nice to see you again, what are you doing now?” while trying out the different food options. So far nobody had reacted to me name-dropping my current employer, which probably was for the better. Not that I was ashamed or anything, but still. These people knew a very different version of me, and as fun as it might have been to shock them a little, I wasn’t going to force the information on anyone.
And so it came to be that I stood at one of the bar tables at the outskirts of the crowd, occasionally taking a sip from my wine glass and considering if it was rude to leave already, when someone slapped me on the back.
“Heya, Chrissy, long time no see, ey?”
I barely managed not to spill my wine. My assailant grabbed the table to stabilize herself before slamming down a ridiculously large beer mug. That thing must have held something like two liters. Only that it didn’t hold two liters, because the mug was almost empty, and it wasn’t much of a mystery where the rest had gone.
“Hi, Steph,” I said curtly.
Steph was dead drunk. Her dirty blond curls hang into her face to the point that I questioned how she was even able to see me, and her words came in a barely coherent slur. It would have been easy to just ignore her and walk away, but if Steph was there, then that meant…
“It really is you. So nice of you to come here!”
Veronica emerged from the crowd, Mel right by her side as always. And, of course, there was Lizzy. They might have grown up and changed their style, but in this moment it felt like they hadn’t changed a single bit during the last decade.
I took a deep breath as they surrounded me. Veronica and Mel took position opposite of me at the table and Lizzy blocked the flank that wasn’t already occupied by Steph.
“Hey there,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “What have you been up to?”
“Being bad girls. So just the usual, really.” Veronica still had that same shit-eating grin. I was just waiting for her to steal a sip from my wine to assert dominance. “Much more importantly: We heard our cute little Chrissy got herself a pretty nice job.”
Maybe I shouldn’t have been so forthcoming with my occupation after all. If the four of them figured out what I was doing, I wouldn’t hear the end of it.
“Yes. App development and near-field communication technology. Pays pretty well.”
Veronica snickered. “Come on Chrissy, there’s no need to play coy. We’re all friends here.”
“You’re working for Astarte, don’t you?” Mel interjected, apparently still happy in her role as Veronica’s right hand.
“Yeah, you inna sexy business now, ey?” Steph took another big gulp of beer, but not before showing me the most lecherous grin I’d ever seen on a woman.
I sipped my wine as I tried to collect myself. I wasn’t the embarrassed girl from back then who let those four clowns tease her to their heart’s content. Why should I care what they thought of me and my job? If anything, it was proof of how much I’d grown since then.
“Yes, I develop sex toys now,” I said, louder than I had intended. “What about it?”
“Nothing about it,” Lizzy said from my side. “That’s pretty cool, actually.”
“Absolutely,” Veronica added. “We couldn’t believe that our adorable Chrissy has finally managed to break out of her shell.”
I started, trying to read the room. My experiences told me that this had to be some kind of joke at my expense. While their words sounded surprisingly supportive, they were all in such high spirits that there had to be something going on. Well, except maybe for Steph. She was far too much under the influence of a different kind of spirits to pose any kind of threat, intellectual or otherwise.
That thought made me smile. And I realized that I wasn’t all that anxious. We weren’t back in school anymore and there was nothing they could do to me.
“Guess I did. It might come as a surprise to you, but some people actually manage to change.”
Veronica’s smile vanished. I couldn’t read the look she shared with the others, but there was an immediate shift in the atmosphere. Despite my earlier revelation, I felt myself tense up again. When Veronica finally continued, she sounded a hundred percent sincere.
“Look, Chrissy, we know that you didn’t have it easy with us. We were stupid kids with more hormones than brains and there were times when we took things a bit too far. So we thought we should come over and make sure there are no hard feelings between us.”
“Is this supposed to be an apology?” I asked, unsure what to make of it all.
“Something like that. It depends,” Mel said, only adding to my confusion.
Veronica drew her finger across the rim of her own beer glass as she gave me an intense stare. “It might not have seemed like it at times, but we never had any kind of malicious intent. I fully admit, the main reason we kept teasing you was because it was always fun to see your reaction, but we didn’t want to hurt you. We’ve been talking about you a couple of times over the last ten years actually, especially with how you never showed up to any of the other reunions. So please, tell it to us straight: Are you still holding a grudge? Did we hurt you with our stupid games?”
I hid behind my own glass. What was I supposed to answer? The truth was that I didn’t really understand my own feelings when it came to our time in school. In hindsight I totally believed Veronica when she said that they had never wanted to hurt me. They didn’t beat me up or insult me or anything like that, it just amused them to no end to make me… uncomfortable.
The four of them had embraced their sexuality early, while I had been the shy kid who blushed every time the biology teacher said a naughty word like vagina. And as vividly as I remembered the anxiety of wondering what prank they were going to play on me next, I also remembered never even considering telling on them. In a twisted way that could only make sense to the brain of a teenager, I almost liked being their victim, because it meant that I could be part of their games, be part of this group of hot girls who knew what they wanted and weren’t afraid to take it.
“I don’t hold any grudges, if that’s what you’re worried about. I know that I’ve been a dumb, awkward teenager myself. So if you want to apologize, feel free to do so, but it honestly doesn’t matter all that much to me either way. What’s past is past.”
“Glad you see it this way.”
The conversation should have been over at this point, but if anything the atmosphere got even more tense. There had to be something else going on, something big that I was still missing.
Veronica kept her gaze trained on me. There was a spark in her eyes that brought up memories I’d believed to have permanently erased from my mind. “Some of the things we did, they were a bit… explicit.”
“I guess you could say that.” As much as I’d thought myself to be past such things, I could feel my cheeks tingle as I remembered getting flashed in the girl’s bathroom. Or Steph licking my ice cream while moaning obscenely. Or finding used panties in my pen case, complete with confirmation that those panties where freshly taken from a place where they were now very visibly missing.
“A lot of that shit would’ve gotten us in deep trouble if you’d ever snitched on us. Why didn’t you?”
I was glad that Veronica took my silence as a prompt to keep talking, because there was no answer I could have given without revealing far too much about some deeply suppressed feelings.
“When we heard that you’re working for the most innovative sex toy company as a developer now, we couldn’t believe it. And then we couldn’t stop wondering: Did you always have a kinky side to you? Is that the reason you never stopped us? Or were we such a bad influence on you?”
I realized that I had four pairs of eyes drilling into me, even though one pair was too unfocused to do any real drilling. My wine had evaporated during the last couple of minutes. “We’re getting into some very personal territory here,” I said slowly, wondering if maybe they hadn’t changed after all and this whole alleged apology was only a ruse to once more try out how far they had to push me before I squirmed in embarrassment.
It was Lizzy who came to my rescue. “I think it’s time we put the cards on the table.”
“Yeah!” Steph lifted her giant mug and took a deep gulp, half of which didn’t make it to her mouth and splattered onto her cleavage. “Time to wash our dirty laundry with her. Or however the saying goes, but ya know what I mean.”
“What’s going on?” I asked, growing restless.
Veronica pushed her own beer aside so there was nothing left standing between us. “I’m going to say something now that might shock you. If you decide at any point during this conversation that you’ve heard enough and don’t want anything to do with us anymore, that’s perfectly understandable and no one will think badly of you if you leave.”
“Okay?”
“There’s another reason we always picked on you specifically. We thought you were pretty cute and we hoped that at some point, if we pushed you enough, you’d take the hint and turn it around on us.”
“Wait what?”
Of all the things Veronica could have said, I wouldn’t have expected that one in a million years. The implications of her words immediately made my mind run in circles and I forced myself to calm down. I couldn’t forget who I was talking to. “You’re fucking with me, right?”
“No, we’re not,” Mel said. “Veronica is right. We all had a bit of a crush on you, but we were stupid teenagers, so we decided the best way to go about it was to bully you into sexually charged situations.”
“But… how?” I was so taken aback by this revelation, my brain refused to properly do words. “Like, I was just one weird kid and you were… well, you were cool. And hot. And…” I stopped when I realized what I’d just said.
“You heard that, y’all?” Steph mumbled. “She said we’re hot.”
“I guess there’s a chance you won’t run away after all,” Lizzy said from my side. She’d come a bit closer, to the point that our bare arms brushed against each other.
“Well, well, well.” Veronica curled a strand of her beautiful dark hair over her finger. “Maybe we’ve found the reason you never snitched on us. You figured there’s worse things in the world than getting flashed by four pretty girls.”
“I…” I cleared my throat, trying my best to get a hold of myself and the situation. “Wasn’t this supposed to be an apology?”
“Sorry, I got a bit off track there.” Veronica glanced to the sides as if to check if anyone was listening in. She had no reason to worry. Most people were either still at the food stalls or sitting around in small groups. We were pretty much the only ones standing at the small bar tables.
She leaned forwards, pointedly invading my private space with her pretty face. “The point is: Can you honestly tell me you never fantasized about turning the tables on us? Imagined being the bully for once? Find out if we’re as cute as you are when you push our buttons and make us squirm?”
Steph put her arm around my shoulder. “I’ll give it to ya straight: I’m a world-class squirmer.” Her breath smelled of alcohol and she was in absolutely no condition to make any decision, but she had always had a lot of chaotic energy. Out of the four of them, her pranks had been the most hands-on. There was a reason she was the one who’d stared most often in my secret daydreams.
“I mean… if you phrase it like that…” I, too, double-checked that we were alone. “What if I did?”
My comment triggered a round of giggles.
“What indeed.” Veronica leaned in even more closely. It wouldn’t have taken much for our noses to touch. I couldn’t back off even if I’d wanted to, because Steph was still holding me, and by now Lizzy was very actively blocking off my side. They had me completely ensnared. The only one missing was Mel who kept grinning at me over Veronica’s shoulder.
“What if I told you it’s not too late,” Veronica continued, her voice smooth like molten chocolate. “We’d be very interested to find out what this new, sex toy designing Chrissy would like to do to us.”
I felt the heat rising, and not just because it was quite warm in the room and I was in the middle of what was a cuddle pile in everything but name. My stomach fluttered as more and more memories emerged. Memories of all the inappropriate ways they had teased me, and – much more embarrassingly – memories of me shifting in bed at night as I unsuccessfully tried to convince myself that thinking about my bullies didn’t make me horny.
“That’s got to be a joke, right?” I said. “Like, you can’t be serious.”
“Wanna bet?” Veronica reached into Mel’s cleavage. Maybe I should have looked away, but I was too surprised to think clearly. There was something disturbingly hot about how nonchalantly Veronica fondled her friend’s breasts. By the way they squished between her questing fingers, they had to be even softer than they looked.
When Veronica’s hand reemerged, it held a small metal key. Maybe that stunt hadn’t just been for my titillation and their amusement over my titillation. “That’s the key for the staff restroom. If we go there, we can be sure no one is going to disturb us.”
“Why do you have that?” I asked, still in a kind of daze by this sudden spike in intimacy.
“Did you forget? We’re bad girls.” Veronica was back to her signature shit-eating grin as she hid the key in her palm. “I don’t blame you for your skepticism, so here’s the deal: You can take me to the staff restroom right now and make me eat you out. That should take care of any remaining doubts whether we’re serious. And once that’s done, we can talk about where we wanna go from here.”
“Don’t forget,” Lizzy added, her lips almost brushing against my ear as she spoke. “You can still walk away if you decide that you don’t want to deal with us crazy people.”
In that moment I made a decision: I was not going to walk away. While a part of me still insisted that this couldn’t be real and had to be some kind of practical joke, I wanted to see where it would take me, and not just to give shy awkward high school Chrissy some closure. My last relationship had ended a good half a year ago, and I was more than ready to go on a little adventure.
Also, what did I have to lose? If it turned out that they had just been screwing with me, it would still make for a funny story to tell during coffee break at work. And if Veronica decided to take the joke so far as to actually eat me out… Well, who cared if she got me off ironically or sincerely? It was going to feel nice either way.
“Sounds like an offer I can’t refuse,” I said.
There was another round of giggles and one “That’s our girl!” as Steph slapped me on the back. Their mirth didn’t exactly raise my confidence in their intentions, but I had already committed to seeing this through.
“Lead the way,” I told Veronica.

As we left the other three behind and made our way through the ancient tunnels leading to the restrooms, I was starting to feel my nerves. It was one thing to get carried away by the energy of a hyperactive gaggle of girls, but now that it was just the two of us, the reality of what I’d agreed to sunk in.
“We’re actually doing this?” I asked after making sure that no one else was within earshot.
“If you’re up for it: Yes.”
We had reached the toilets. Veronica’s key indeed unlocked the special room for the staff, so at least that part had been the truth. The inside also looked a lot better than I’d feared. It was a brightly lit, not even all that small room. The floor was clean and made from tiles in an eye-pleasing pastel blue. The actual toilet was walled off in a little stall at the back. Of course I could have come up with a hundred better places to have sex in, but when you were already locked in to the whole “quickie in the restroom” thing, you couldn’t do much better than this.
Speaking about locked in: As soon as we were both inside, Veronica locked the door behind us and left the key in the hole.
“So, what is this really about?” I asked, trying not to let my nervousness show. I didn’t believe that Veronica had brought me here to beat me up in a place where no one would notice, but I still couldn’t wrap my head around what was going on.
“Exactly what we said: We want to give you the chance to do what you didn’t dare back in high school. As a little gift to make up for teasing you so much back then.” She leaned against the sink, her nonchalance just a little too strong to be fully believable.
“And I’m really to believe that there’s zero ulterior motive involved? It’s completely normal for you to just walk up to people you have wronged at some point and offer to eat them out in exchange?”
“I admit, it’s not something we do on a daily basis. Then again, most people I’ve wronged I didn’t have a crush on at some point.” Veronica gave me a winning smile. When she saw that this still wasn’t enough to convince me, she tried a different tactic. “So, about your job at Astarte…”
“Yes, what about it?”
“They’re not your average sex toy company, now are they?”
I made a non-committal grunt, not sure where she was getting at. Yes, Astarte specialized in the kinkier side of sex. We might have your basic dildos and vibrators, but there was a reason they hired experts in “app development and near-field communication”, as I’d so professionally put it. You needed some good software and hardware for things like remote-controlled shock collars that could also be configured to go off depending on the wearer’s location. Or password-locked chastity belts with programmable vibrating plugs. But what did that have to do with anything?
“You see, the four of us, we had a lot of fun with your products already. It wasn’t long after high school when we realized that we were what you might call kinky gals.” Veronica kept shifting around from foot to foot as she talked.  It was hard to tell if she was playfully idling or nervously fidgeting, but either way it drew my attention to her long, perfectly smooth legs.
“We’ve been pretty active in the scene for a good couple of years now. Even have our own little show we sometimes perform for an inclined audience. I dare say in the right circles we’re well known as ‘those four crazy subs’.”
I snorted. “Submissives? You?”
“It’s gotta sound strange, but I already told you: Looking back, the main reason we teased you was that we hoped you’d turn the tables on us. Our real natures were already showing back then, we just didn’t fully realize it yet. But given your job and the things you help develop, is it fair to assume that you’re not all that vanilla yourself?”
“I guess you could say that…”
What the hell was going on? Was I really standing in some random restroom, discussing intimate details about my sexuality with a person I hadn’t seen in ten years?
And yet in a weird way it felt so right. Maybe it was just because I’d never had much chance to talk about my darker desires with my partners.
As one would expect, I knew lots of kinky people from work and also from my general circle of friends, but somehow I’d never managed to score a relationship with a suitable person. Invariably me and my partner would have a lovely honeymoon phase until we figured out after a couple of months that I’m the only one who didn’t consider oral sex the peak of naughty adventures.
That was a lot of words to say: It felt real good to have an openly kinky person show interest in me for once, even if that person had a complicated history with me.
“Thought so.” I was pretty sure I could see relief in Veronica’s face. “You asked about ulterior motives. Yes, we don’t just offer ourselves for your sake. We really did talk about you several times, and we agreed that it would be really hot to get you for some kind of revenge roleplay. We never expected it to ever actually happen, of course, because you never showed your face again and we were realistic enough to know, the chances of you being as kinky as us were slim. But when we talked to some of our old friends today and heard that you’re with Astarte now… let’s just say the gears got turning and we figured, we had to give it a shot. So now it’s your turn. On a scale from ‘What the fuck, you’re all sick’ to ‘Hell yeah’, how to you rate this confession?”
My heart beat faster. When it came to explanations for their weird behavior, this had to be the jackpot. “Revenge roleplay?” I repeated, the words rolling from my tongue like warm honey.
“That’s what we had in mind, but of course it’s completely up to you how you want to play it. If you want to play at all, that is.”
“I want!” I blurted out. I’d be crazy to pass up on this offer of at least one kinky one-night stand. Only when I saw Veronica’s grin reappearing did I realize how desperate I must have sounded, and I quickly tried to come off more level-headed. “But are you sure about this? You don’t know me or what I want. What if my idea of revenge is something you don’t like?”
“I’d say we cross that bridge when we get to it.” Veronica stepped away from the sink and towards me, once again playfully invading my private space. “And don’t you worry. As I said: We’re kinky gals. Chances are, whatever you come up with, we’ve already done it before.”
While my heart kept pounding in excitement, I couldn’t help notice that Veronica was doing it again: She might claim that she wanted me to take control, and maybe she even believed it herself, but in reality it was the exact same thing as back in high school: She was rubbing it in my face how much more sexual she was, teasing me just to see what my reaction would be. However, this time I wouldn’t fall for it. If we were going to do this, we were doing it on my terms.
“You were going to eat me out, weren’t you?”
“That’s the plan.” Veronica put her hands on my waist. I was wearing a belly-free top, and her fingers felt far too good on my bare sides, gripping me confidently and yet sensually. She really knew how to touch a woman. “Are you taking your jeans off yourself or do you want me to do it? I can open a belt with my teeth. Wanna see?”
“Later. First I want you to let me kiss you and to tell me how beautiful and sexy I am.”
Veronica’s face was so worth it. To her credit, it took her just a moment to recover. “Uh, kinky,” she joked.
I brushed Veronica’s hands off. As much as I enjoyed her advances, she’d have to learn that I wasn’t going to roll over and let her do whatever she wanted anymore. “I didn’t tell you to make fun of me.”
My voice didn’t sound as serious as I’d wanted to come off. I’d never been a good actor. It was enough to get my point across, though. For the first time this evening, maybe the first time ever, Veronica looked genuinely taken aback.
“I’m sorry,” she said, lowering her head a little, but not enough to break eye contact. “What I wanted to say is: You’re a very lovely kinky person and I…”
I put a finger under her chin and lifted it, shutting her up and forcing her to look me straight in the eyes. “Tell me that I’m beautiful. And sexy.”
My heart beat so fast, it would be a miracle if Veronica couldn’t hear it. It was so hard not to look away, but I forced myself to push the awkwardness aside. There was no way my first attempt at being dominant was coming off as convincing, especially not to someone as experienced as Veronica. But I had managed to throw her off her game, and that had to count for something. Also, if she was serious about her offer, this was her chance to prove it and play along.
“Well, you are. Beautiful and sexy, I mean.”
“Come on, you can do better than that. Tell me what you like about me. Make it personal.”
Was that a blush starting on Veronica’s cheeks? God, she was so adorable when she was at a loss for words. It was a pity she always hid that side of hers under her cocky exterior.
“You’re really hot right now,” she said, her eyes periodically flicking down to my hand. Talking had to feel a bit awkward with my finger still under her chin, but that was her problem, not mine. “I love it when you’re this dominant. Go on, tell me what you want me to do!”
Her affirmation felt nice, but there she was again, hogging the initiative. Old habits really did die hard.
“You forgot about the beautiful part,” I chided her. “You’re not getting to do anything before you’ve told me at least three things you like about me. I want to feel pretty.”
“I… you...”
It was such a rush, seeing the effect I had on Veronica. She might be far more confident and out-going than me and – admittedly – also better-looking, but none of that mattered, because right now she was putty in my hands. It was so incredible satisfying to take control of another person like this.
No wonder my vanilla relationships had never lasted. Sex was nice and all, but deep down I must have always known that what I’ve really yearned for was this feeling of control right now. I’d never dared to be this forward with any of my partners, but since I had nothing to lose when it came to my relationship with Veronica, I might as well do whatever felt right in the moment.
“I like your eyes,” Veronica finally settled on. “Especially when you look at me like that.”
It wasn’t bad for a first attempt. “Two more,” I demanded.
“I love your breasts,” Veronica continued, momentarily throwing me off with her directness. “I always thought it was a pity how you hid them behind your baggy shirts. They’re just the perfect size. When you grab them from behind, they are exactly two soft, squishy handfuls. There’s no better feeling in the whole world.”
“I remember you doing that more than once back then.”
“Can you blame me?”
I couldn’t. My breasts were something I’d been self-conscious about for the longest time. After several partners ensured me that they didn’t need to be big to be pretty, I finally came to my senses and believed it myself, but back in school it had been an endless source of anxiety that all the other girls were better endowed than me. It felt good to hear that even back then my body had been appreciated just the way it was.
“You owe me one more thing.”
“Your lips,” Veronica answered immediately. “I’ve always wondered what it feels like to kiss you. And I’m very happy that I’m going to find out now.”
Of course she couldn’t help getting a bit pushy there at the end. She was almost cute enough to allow it. Almost.
“Ask me to kiss you.”
“Please kiss me.”
“You can ask more nicely than that.”
“Fuck, you’re good at this!”
It was so hard to stay in character when all I wanted was to squeal in delight. Maybe Veronica was just playing up her praise to make me feel better, but if she was this good at faking, then I honestly didn’t care. Getting such a nice reaction to my dominant act made me feel incredibly sexy. And we hadn’t even come to the good part yet.
“Please, Chrissy, let me taste your sexy lips.”
Much better, but there was one thing I’d let slip until this point and it was time to set it right. “I’m not Chrissy anymore. Nowadays everyone calls me by my proper name.”
“I’m sorry, Christine. Do you want to punish me for my insolence?”
I had to chuckle at that. Veronica was so eager to play the role, it was ridiculous. If I’d told her she deserved a spanking, she would have jumped onto my lap in a heartbeat. And it wasn’t like the idea didn’t have its appeal – far from it – but I was going to stick to my principle of never allowing Veronica to set the pace. “I want you to properly ask for my kiss.”
“Please, Christine, I’m dying for a taste of your sweet lips. Allow me just one kiss and I’ll be yours forever.”
She almost managed to keep a straight face as she made it through those cheesy lines. I considered admonishing her for hamming it up so much, but it was pretty funny, and I also didn’t feel like waiting any longer myself.
Once again my heartbeat quickened as I leaned in. I hadn’t had many one-night stands, and it was rare for me to kiss someone without establishing an emotional relationship first. Then again, Veronica and me certainly had a relationship of sorts, and there were definitely some emotions involved. Also, I wasn’t going to chicken out now, not after I’d handled my first attempt at dominance so well.
I brushed over Veronica’s soft, full lips with my own. They were slightly parted and her breath smelled slightly of beer, but it was overlaid with a minty freshness. Seemed like she’d come prepared. More than me in any case. My odor of onions and wine was strong enough that I noticed it myself, and for a moment I felt self-conscious about what Veronica would think of me. I managed to calm my nerves by telling myself that if she minded, she only had herself to blame. Those were the risks of seducing people at a party.
Feeling a little bolder, I gently engaged my tongue, just a little to see what she would do. The reaction was a soft moan and Veronica grabbing me in earnest as she plunged her own tongue into my mouth.
I immediately melted into her arms. Veronica’s tongue felt so good as it ran along my own. She pulled back a little, just to push right back in again. Her tongue was everywhere. It tickled the top of my mouth, it wrestled down my own tongue with impressive strength, at one point she even shoved it in so deeply that I worried she was going to throat-fuck me. If her kisses were already this crazy, I couldn’t even begin to imagine how amazing it would be to get eaten out by her.
But as much as her aggressive tongue-play made my mind go fuzzy and made me want nothing more than to continue this hot make-out session forever, I couldn’t help notice that I was once again allowing her to take over.
It was easy to see what people got out of playing the part of the bottom. Having an experienced top take care of you was amazing. But as nice as it was, it didn’t compare to the rush of being in total control and making sure your partner knew it.
With only a small twinge of regret I pushed Veronica back, breaking the kiss. Maybe I’d shoved her a little too hard, because she just barely managed not to bump against the sink, and that look of confusion and concern on her face didn’t look fake. I’d better make it clear quickly that this was still part of our game.
“You only asked for me to kiss you, not to kiss me back. You’re getting greedy.”
The smile returned to Veronica’s lips. “I’m sorry. I got a bit carried away there. You’re just too cute for your own good.”
She could be adorable if she wanted, but right now I didn’t want to be cute. I wanted to be sexy and aggressively dominant. “I’ll kiss you again,” I said, trying my best to sound like I wasn’t going to take any more of her shit “and you will stay completely still while I do it. I don’t want to see you move a single muscle.”
“Whatever you say, Christine.”
It sounded slightly sarcastic, but she did stop moving. She leaned against the sink and looked at me with sultry eyes, her lips slightly parted. I took her up on her invitation, but stopped right before our lips touched. I kept hovering there for a few seconds, just to unnerve her a little, before I slowly took my tongue out and licked along the arch of her upper lip.
Her shiver and that needy little sound she made were electrifying. I could feel how much she wanted to close the gap and move in for a real kiss, which was all the reason I needed to deny it to her. I teased the corners of her mouth for a bit before moving on to tiny licks over her lower lip.
Originally I’d only intended to tease her a little, but I couldn’t get enough of these little whimpers she kept making. Something about the way I ran my tongue along her lips made her go absolutely crazy, and I was so here for it. It was so hot to willfully take my time, knowing Veronica was struggling to keep still with every passing second.
Also, I just couldn’t get enough of her sweet lips. Maybe she used some kind of scented lip gloss, maybe it was the natural taste of her skin, or maybe there wasn’t anything special going on and I was just so horny that my mind played tricks on me, but something about her lips made my tongue tingle in the best of ways.
When I finally had enough of my little game, Veronica’s lips were shining in the harsh light of the restroom and she was trembling. It was impossible to read her expression, but there was no denying the impact I’d had on her.
“You can move again if you want.”
“Wow.” Veronica reached up to gingerly touch her lips with her fingertips. She moved like in trance, as if she couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. “That was crazy. If I’d known you could be this hot…” She shook her head. It seemed to snap her at least partly out of her stupor. “You must have girls begging at your feet wherever you go.”
I wasn’t going to shatter her image of me by telling her that my number of partners was about as average as it could be, and that none of them had ever come close to this level of praise for my technique. Truth be told, I didn’t fully understand what had happened either, only that it had felt intensely right. I was still feeling a little floaty myself. Veronica might have been the one getting teased, but the experience had been no less sensual and arousing for me. I was so ready for some real sexy actions.
“I think it’s time to get to the main event,” I said, feeling that I did a remarkably good job of playing it cool. “Sooner or later someone from the staff will hear nature calling and wonder who’s taking so long.”
Veronica nodded. “So you want me to…”
God, it was so hot seeing her in full submissive mode. “To do what you promised to do, yes.”
I opened my belt to emphasize my words. It would have been fun to see her undress me with her mouth, but we had really pushed our luck already with how long we were taking. And the way the gang had been talking earlier, this was just the prelude to whatever they had planned. There was a good chance this wasn’t the last time I got to play with Veronica.
She slipped out of her shoes and knelt down. The hard tiles looked really uncomfortable, but Veronica didn’t let it show. It seemed like she was no stranger to spending time on her knees.
I slid my jeans and panties down my legs. For a moment I felt self-conscious about the fact that since the end of my last relationship I’d become a bit lazy when it came to shaving, but Veronica didn’t comment or even visibly react in any way. She helped me step out of my clothes and placed them on top of her thighs so they wouldn’t get dirty. She even planted a little kiss on both my legs in the process. I could have been consistent and chided her for doing all that on her own, but really, how could I blame her for being this lovely and adorable.
I spread my legs a little and Veronica shuffled forwards on her knees to get in position. The tiles made a dull clonk each time she touched down on them. How could she keep acting this naturally? That stunt had to be hell on her knees!
That thought, and pretty much every other one as well, got blown from my mind when Veronica’s mouth found my pussy. I’d already predicted her to be good, but nothing could have prepared me for just how amazing she really was.
My previous experiences had taught me that eating someone out included some pleasant flicks of the tongue and maybe a little bit of sucking if one felt especially daring. Turns out, my previous experiences had not been with people who knew what they were doing, myself included.
It felt like Veronica used her entire face at once. While her tongue teased around my wet entrance, her lips gently nibbled on my folds and her nose rubbed against the area around my clit. That unexpected multitude of sensations left me shaking and I had to steady myself against the door. One minute I had felt all dominant and in control, now I wondered if I’d even be able to stay on my feet.
I tried to stay silent, but when her tongue entered me, I couldn’t help moaning. How was she this strong? I hadn’t even known it was possible for a human tongue to reach this deep. And she wasn’t satisfied with flexing her strength one single time. Her tongue fucked me like a heavenly soft, smooth dildo, and all the while her upper lip and nose kept teasing my clit. I was already embarrassingly close. If she kept this up, this would be over within minutes. I was going to lose all credibility when it came to my sexual prowess.
Then again, I had been the one to decide that we should come to an end, so maybe I could turn it around and pretend it was all part of my plan.
“Come on, we don’t have all day!” I grabbed Veronica’s hair and shoved her head harder into my crotch. Ironically this made it easier to resist her for a bit longer, because she couldn’t move as freely anymore, which took some of the finesse out of her technique. Not that it helped much when she decided to switch strategies and went straight for my clit.
Her soft lips encased my sensitive nub, and once she engaged her tongue again, I stood no chance at all. It was all I could do not to get loud as her expert tongue play sent me over the edge.
My orgasm was short and sweet like its build-up, but I didn’t mind not getting completely shattered by the pleasure. It was hard enough to stay on my feet as it was, and also the whole venue would have heard me otherwise.
Her technique was perfect to the very end. She kept roughly lapping and sucking at my clit as long as my climax was going strong, and slowed down immediately once it started to subside. Soon she restrained herself to the most gentle of licks, just enough to draw out the pleasure a little bit longer without irritating my now oversensitive clit.
It took me a good minute to catch my breath again. My legs kept shaking, and I had to keep holding on to Veronica’s head to stay upright. “Fuck, you’re good at this,” I finally managed when I felt on top of my five senses again.
“Thanks. I always strive to please.” Veronica looked up at me with a grin. The whole area around her mouth and nose was shining and sticky, but somehow she still managed to get that cocky look off perfectly. “And it looks like it’s not that hard to please you.”
Seemed like I hadn’t fooled anyone after all. “It’s not my fault that it’s so hot to screw around with you. You’re too good with your act of the cocky submissive.”
“You’re real nice as the sexy dom yourself.” Veronica helped me back into my clothes. I tried not to let her praise get to me too much, but who was I kidding? Sex would never be the same again, and it felt so good to get confirmation that my first attempt at playing the dominant had been a resounding success.
Veronica got up again. She stayed intimately close to me in a tight half-embrace. “I can already see, the four of us are gonna have a lot of fun with you.”
Right, there had been some further plans I wasn’t privy to. “So where will we go from here?” I asked.
“Back to the others. We’ve blocked the staff restroom long enough, and I’m sure they’re dying to know how it went. We can talk about the rest once we’re all together again. But first…” Veronica tilted her head and gave me a crooked smile. “What do you say about another kiss?”
Her face was still all sticky with my juices, and she was close enough that I could smell myself on her. I hesitated for only a moment. After all, what better way was there to start my path into the world of dirty, naughty debauchery?
“Sure,” I said and leaned in.






  
  Part 2: Hurt me Good


I double-checked the address but couldn’t find anything wrong with it. And sure, there was no law demanding the location to be some basement at the end of a dark alley in the seediest part of town, but it was impossible not to have a certain image in mind when you heard the word “dungeon”. 
Instead I found myself in what seemed to be the young family district. The buildings had bright, friendly colors and were big enough to comfortably hold several households, but still few enough to reasonably assume that everyone knew everyone here.
The surroundings were also much greener than I was used to. Just from where I was standing, I could see two parks and one playground, all of which were buzzing with kids and parents who took said kids out in the hope that they would blow off all their steam before bedtime.
So, yeah, it was pretty much the last place I expected a kinky play room, but I’d have to take Veronica’s word for it. I walked up to the door and pressed the indicated number on the intercom.
“Chrissy, is that you?”
Yes, that sounded like Lizzy’s voice. At least I was at the right place.
“Yep.”
I wanted to come off more affirmative, but now that it became clear this was really happening, my nerves got the better of me. I still wasn’t over the fact that my old high school bullies had decided to make it up to me with an invitation to their sex dungeon.
Honestly, it was a miracle I’d mustered the courage to come in the first place. I might have felt all confident two weeks ago when we had all met again at the reunion, but that had very much been a heat-of-the-moment thing. Since then I’d had more than one sleepless night as I flipped between nervous anticipation and wondering if I was insane for even considering this.
The only thing that kept me on track, and the reason I was here now, was the memory of how Veronica had eaten me out in the bathroom.
Firstly, there was no way their invitation was just a ruse to play a practical joke on me. No one would go to those lengths to build up my trust first. Secondly – and much more importantly – I couldn’t forget just how incredibly hot and energizing it had been to sexually dominate someone. It didn’t matter that I was a little bundle of self-doubt right now, or that there was a good chance I’d be too nervous to recapture the magic today. What mattered was that if I passed up on this chance, I’d spend the rest of my life fretting about what could have been.
“Nice. Come in! I’m on the first floor, just up the stairs and then left. You can’t miss it.”
The door opened with a buzz. A dungeon on the first floor. Well, stranger things have happened. I entered what was both on the outside and the inside a normal, if nicer than average, residential building.
When I came up to the first floor, I already saw Lizzy standing in an open door. She wore a dark green bathrobe which looked absolutely stunning in combination with her waist-long silky black hair. At least as stunning was the implication that she might not be wearing anything except for said robe.
“Hi! So nice of you to come!” She pulled me into a hug as if we had known each other forever. Which, technically, we kinda did. Her robe felt a lot thinner than it had looked at first glance, and while there was a distinct softness to her hug, I didn’t feel anything that would indicate the presence of a bra.
“And sorry for just now,” she continued, letting go again, but still standing far too close for me to relax. “I forgot that you go with Christine now.”
My instinct was to awkwardly mumble an “It’s okay”, but I couldn’t allow myself to make such a meek first impression. “Don’t worry about it. Just remember it for next time.” I forced myself to meet Lizzy’s eyes before nodding towards the door. “So, this is your secret dungeon?”
“Amongst other things, yes. But why are we still standing around in the hallway? Come in!” Lizzy took me by the hand and guided me through the door. I still wasn’t sure what to make of her overbearing friendliness, but it wasn’t the first thing on my mind by a long shot. My brain had gone into overdrive these last two weeks, imagining this “dungeon” in vivid, if not necessarily realistic, detail. Now I would finally get to see it for real.
Or not. Lizzy led me into what looked like a classic cozy living room. A giant comfy corner couch and a low table dominated most of the room, with a little bar on the other side. There was a large flat screen monitor mounted on the wall opposite the longer side of the couch, with some pillows on the floor in front of it. They even had a gaming console with the controllers scattered among the pillows. It one hundred percent looked like the perfect room for four friends to hang out together, but I couldn’t help notice the distinct lack of kinky sex toys.
Lizzy dropped me off at the bar. “Can I get you anything? Coffee? Beer? Or something stronger?”
“Beer sounds good,” I said. It was too late for coffee, and I wasn’t going to take any risks with alcohol. Whatever might happen, I was going to need my wits about me. “Nice place you have here. Looks pretty cozy.”
Lizzy laughed as she handed me an open bottle. She had taken one herself, and from her behavior it was clear that you didn’t drink beer out of a glass in this household. “Don’t you worry, the kinky play room is over there. We just don’t want it to be the first thing everyone sees coming in. Makes it easier to invite people over who aren’t into the lifestyle. Also, as fun as sex is, sometimes you just want to hang out.” She dropped down on the couch, and after a moment’s hesitation I followed her example.
“But you don’t live here, right?”
“No, we just rent the place so we have somewhere to hang out and do the stuff that’s inconvenient to do at home. You know, because the equipment is too big to store it somewhere out of sight and you don’t want every visitor asking what the hell you’ve got there. And it’s just nice to have everything in one place. Also, having a dedicated hang-out place means we don’t have to figure out who’s in charge of hosting each time.” Lizzy took a large sip of her beer. “Anyway, I’m rambling. How are you doing? That whole thing must be pretty strange to you, I imagine.”
“You can say that again.” I tried to relax, but no matter how comfortable the couch was, I couldn’t forget why I was here. Or who I was here with. Not counting the reunion, the last time I’d seen Lizzy was ten years ago, and back then her favorite pastime had been to make me blush in class by secretly showing me hardcore porn pictures. Among other things.
“I know how you feel. Or, well…” Lizzy quickly spoke over herself as if she worried that she’d said something wrong. “Of course I don’t know how you feel. I can only imagine how weird this all is for you. I was surprised you actually showed up, to be honest. Fully expected you to nope out, and couldn’t have blamed you.”
“Yeah…” I looked at my bottle, unsure what to say. My plan to come off all affirmative and in control had pretty much fizzled out, but I didn’t know how honest I could be with Lizzy about my feelings. She might not actively be out to bully me anymore, but that in itself didn’t make us friends. “Guess I was too curious how this would turn out.”
“Feel you there. Truth be told, I was really looking forward to today. Tried not to get my hopes up too much, because, you know, I kinda expected you to stand me up – again, wouldn’t have blamed you, you’d have any right to show us the middle finger – but, yeah, I was hoping I’d get another shot at talking to you, now that we’re all adults. And you made a real impression on Veronica, so there’s that.”
I guess I did. And I’d certainly made an impression on myself that night. Taking control had come so natural to me in the heat of the moment, but I had no idea if or how I’d be able to replicate that feeling.
“And what if it turns out that my time with Veronica was just a fluke?” I asked, surprised about my own honesty. Seemed like I was in such dire need to talk to someone about my conflicted feelings, I took any chance I could get.
“Why would it be? It wasn’t your first rodeo, now was it?”
My silence must have been answer enough, because after a few seconds Lizzy snorted as the realization sunk in. “It was? Seriously?”
My first instinct was to leave before Lizzy had a chance to mock me. A few years ago I would have done it, made a run from the embarrassment, only to find out later that shame wasn’t something you could run from. It had this nasty habit of always catching up with you.
No, I was going to see this through and come clean. It was the least I could do, even if it might end up also being the only thing I could do.
“Yeah,” I said, hiding behind a long sip of beer. “Never been a dom before. Like, I know how it works, of course, but I have zero experience, except for that one thing with Veronica.”
“That’s crazy.” Lizzy laughed incredulously. “Guess you’re a natural talent, then. And now I’m even more impressed you dared showing up. You must be so outta your element right now.”
She didn’t say it in a nasty way, but the truth of her words still hit me. Yes, I was completely out of my element. Looking back, I had no idea what I’d been thinking. Had I really expected that I could waltz in here and take over as the sexy dominatrix, when they had years and years of experience while I had… what? A wet dream and the vague wish to make it a reality?
“I’m sorry.” I put the bottle on the table. It was still too full to down it in one go, and I had the feeling that my stay here was approaching a rapid end. “Sorry for getting your hopes up, but I’m afraid I can’t live up to them.”
I was about to get up when Lizzy stopped me with a “Hey!” and grabbed my wrist. After a second she let go again and looked embarrassed at her outburst. “I mean, don’t talk yourself into some kind of bullshit. My hope was that I’d get to meet you again, and you’ve already lived up to that. Everything else is just a nice bonus. We don’t have to do any sexy or kinky stuff if you don’t want to. The whole point of this is to be a nice experience for you. The last thing we want is for you to feel like you have to perform or something.”
I was so taken aback by her little speech that I found myself momentarily unable to even respond. What had happened to the old Lizzy, who had openly laughed at me for blushing every time she confronted me with some form of sex?
It didn’t feel like she was screwing with me, but that would mean that in just ten years she’d done a complete one-eighty and turned into someone more observant and empathetic than many of my close friends. Could people really change that much?
Well, duh. All I had to do was look at how awkward little Chrissy had turned into a confident sex toy developer. Who still had her awkward phases, admittedly, but my high school self would laugh in disbelief if anyone told her she’d become my current self at some point.
“I… thank you,” I said. It came as a surprise even to myself how deeply I felt those words. There was something about Lizzy that made me feel like I could tell her absolutely anything. “And I’m not saying I don’t want to do any of that stuff, just… maybe we should take things slow.”
“I’m ready for whatever you want.” Lizzy’s face lit up as she once again put on the act of us having been the bestest of friends forever. “Tell you what, how about we play a couple games, have a few drinks, and in general have ourselves a great time? And once you’re all settled in, we can talk again how or if we want to go on from there.”
Who could say no to that, especially when she looked at me with those eager puppy eyes?

I insisted on going with virgin cocktails after the first beer so I’d have my wits about me for whatever might come, but the other part of Lizzy’s plan was a total success. She turned on a fighting game I’d played at a couple of parties before, and she quickly proved that despite owning the game, she wasn’t much better at it than I was. Or she just downplayed her skills so I’d have a better time. If so, her act was seamless enough that I couldn’t tell.
A lot more noticeable was how Lizzy “coincidentally” got a little closer with every passing game. Soon our arms brushed against each other as we played. It was impossible not to notice how perfectly smooth her skin was. Or how her bathrobe slowly opened up more and more with every movement, and she didn’t bother to tighten it up again. Technically I couldn’t see anything naughty yet, but if I looked over, there was a lot of side boob catching my eyes.
Of course Lizzy noticed my glances, and of course she reacted by grinning, shrugging her shoulders in a way that opened the robe a little more, and otherwise pretending that nothing had happened. No matter how much she might have changed, she clearly hadn’t lost her delight in making people uncomfortable by showing them inappropriate sights.
Only that I wasn’t uncomfortable this time around. Lizzy wasn’t as aggressive as she used to be. She simply offered herself as a bit of eye candy to entice me while we pretended to be friends hanging out, having a good time.
Well, that last part I didn’t have to pretend. It had been some time since I’d last casually played video games with someone, and Lizzy turned out to be surprisingly chill to be around, even with her obvious flirting. Or maybe even because of it. On closer reflection, I might have judged her wrongly, letting my experiences from back at school cloud my judgment. There was nothing indicating that she wanted to make me uncomfortable. She just seemed to take genuine delight in both showing herself off to me and in the interest I was showing her in return.
When there was a pause between games and Lizzy made us new drinks, I decided it was time for some real talk. There were so many things I’d been wondering about since that memorable night at the reunion, and Lizzy had already proven that she wasn’t going to laugh at me or kick me out for being a little clueless, so I might as well come out and try to get some answers.
“Can I ask you something?”
“Sure. Whatever you want.” Lizzy picked up two of her delicious ginger ale Mojitos and came back to the table. By this point, the waist band was still holding her bathrobe together, but just barely. I expected it to slide off her shoulders any moment now. And while the bottom part technically was closed up enough to hide her naughty bits, I could already make a very educated guess that she was shaved.
“Last time you said that all those things you did with me back in school, it was because… well, you said you had a crush on me. But, like, did you really? And if yes: How? Why? I was just an awkward, clueless teenager.”
Lizzy had a wide grin as she sat down beside me so closely that our sides pressed against each other, and the only place we could comfortably put our hands without scrunching up was each other’s thighs. She gave me a look as if daring me to slide away from her, and her face lit up even more when it became clear that I wasn’t going to. “What can I say? All of us were clueless teenagers. You can’t really hold that against yourself.”
While I was still technically only touching her bathrobe, her hand rested right on my bare thigh. She didn’t grope me or did anything else really, but no matter how much she feigned innocence, it was impossible to ignore her touching me in such an intimate way, and she had to know it.
I didn’t complain. While it only emphasized what different worlds we were living in, I actually enjoyed her aggressive flirting. No matter how sincere it really was, it felt good to receive this kind of attention from a woman I’d usually consider out of my league. “Maybe. But you always had it together. You knew what you wanted and you took it. Like…”
“Like you?” Lizzy finished my sentence for me.
I nodded, feeling the heat creep up into my cheeks. While they hadn’t taken me in the literal sense of the word, a lot of their teasing had been very… hands-on. I immediately bought that they’d had some kind of sexual interest in me, but if anything, I’d been their toy.
At the reunion they had claimed that they had secretly been fishing for me to turn the tables on them. That explanation might make some kind of sense considering they were now very open about being sexually submissive, and they had invited me for this very reason. But back then? It couldn’t have taken more than a couple of days till they figured out that I was never going to suddenly grow a backbone and go all dominant on them.
“Like me,” I confirmed. “I let you walk all over me. How could you have a crush on someone who’s this weak?”
“Because you weren’t weak, that’s why.” Lizzy gave me a little bit of space, but she kept her hand on my thigh, and her eyes shone with such adoring sincerity that this time she made me blush for real. “Yes, you let us tease you, but that’s it: you let us. Never mind that you could’ve ratted us out a hundred times over and gotten us into some real trouble. I can’t remember a single time that you tried to avoid us. Just the opposite really.
“Somehow you always hung around in our general presence, even when there was zero reason for you to do so. That’s not the behavior of someone who’s weak and afraid. We might have been reading too much into it, because clueless teenagers and all that, but to us it always came off like you were encouraging us to have a go at you again.”
I gnawed on my lip, my cheeks burning as I tried to process all that. In all those years I’d never thought about it this way, but now that Lizzy laid it out like this, I couldn’t deny there was some truth to it. I’d already admitted to myself that I had kinda liked being involved in their naughty little games, even if the jokes came at my expense. Still, I hadn’t considered that I might have actively encouraged them.
In my mind it had been a coincidence that I always ended up around the four of them. That, or that they were seeking me out. And yes, at times they had, but if I was honest with myself, most of the times it had just kinda happened that we ended up in a situation with them teasing me, and if I had actually wanted to, I could have totally avoided so many of those encounters.
“Or, that’s at least how it came off to us,” Lizzy continued, shuffling over a bit until we were no longer touching. She must have taken my silence to mean that she’d gotten it all wrong. “Maybe we had the completely wrong idea. If so, I’m really sorry. We never wanted to hurt you, we just-”
“No, you’re right,” I interrupted her before she could get even more worried. “I didn’t realize it back then, but I totally encouraged you. It was just… well, I was this dumb kid with nothing of note going on with her life, and you were kinda hot and… yeah.”
“And yeah,” Lizzy repeated, the relief obvious in her face. “But you get it now, don’t you? We could’ve never gone this far with anyone else. But you were always there, letting us play to our heart’s content. I know it sounds cheesy, but I truly think we wouldn’t be the people we are now if you hadn’t allowed us to explore our kinks. Playing with you was such an affirmative experience… well, for us anyway. But it sounds like you also got at least something out of it.”
“Guess I did.” I grabbed the Mojito that had been waiting on the table all this time. The sharp, fizzy taste was exactly what I needed right now to refresh my mind. I’d have to ask Lizzy later where they got their ginger ale from. “Can’t say it was easy all of the times. Or, any time, really. But looking back, I wouldn’t want to have missed that part of my life.”
Lizzy raised her own cocktail. “Cheers to that.”
A short silence followed, but not an uncomfortable one. It felt good to have cleared that point up. And while my earlier imposter syndrome wasn’t gone, it helped to know that Lizzy appreciated me for reasons unrelated to whatever dominant prowess I might or might not possess.
I emptied half of my drink while I pondered my next steps. Our high school crushes might not hold much weight anymore, but I’d be lying if I said I had no interest in getting to know Lizzy more intimately. Even more so after sharing this conversation with her. And Lizzy’s flirting made it clear that she wouldn’t mind it herself. Maybe we might be able to make this night work, we just had to set our expectations straight.
“You still haven’t given me a full tour of the place yet,” I said, setting my Mojito down. It was a rather heavy-handed way of steering the topic, but from what I’d seen so far, Lizzy wasn’t one for subtlety. Likely I could have said “Wanna fuck now?” and she wouldn’t have been put off by it.
“Right.” Lizzy put her own drink down and got up. She offered me a hand which I gladly took. “I warn you, though: It might be a lot to take in if you’re new to all this. Our collection kinda… escalated over the years.”
I appreciated her concern, but despite all my inexperience I wasn’t a blushing maiden who needed to be protected. “I work for Astarte, remember? I’m not gonna be shocked by a couple of sex toys.”
“Fair enough. In that case: Welcome to our kinky little paradise!” Still holding my hand, Lizzy walked me through a door. Despite what I’d just said, my breath caught as I entered.
This wasn’t just about sex toys. My first impression was that I’d just entered a medieval dungeon. A very busy medieval dungeon, the management of which having decided that the number of processed prisoners per hour wasn’t satisfactory, and the dungeon masters had to step up their game.
There were stocks, there were chains, there was a giant wooden X-shaped cross with cuffs at its ends, there was a large table with cuffs at its corners, and that was just the beginning. Where ever I looked, there was some kind of furniture that either had cuffs mounted to it, or was otherwise obviously constructed to hold a person in place until someone decided to have mercy on them.
That wasn’t to say there was no empty space, but the amounts of rope adorning the walls suggested that a willing victim didn’t have to rely on the kinky furniture for her dose of bondage. And there I wasn’t even talking about the other things decorating the walls. I could only assume that the place was soundproof, because if all of these implements of pain were real, things were getting loud in here.
The room was a lot bigger than one would expect from a usual apartment. They must have taken all the non-carrying walls out and made everything that wasn’t the living room into a single hall. You could easily have a dozen people in here, all going at it, and they wouldn’t even get in each others’ ways.
“As I said: It’s a lot.”
I realized that I’d been doing nothing but stand there and stare for who knew how long. “Wow,” I said, just to signal that I was still mentally present. “This is crazy. That… that must have cost a fortune.”
Maybe I was weird for this being the first thing on my mind when confronted with a giant sex dungeon, but I knew from work that sex could be a very expensive hobby if you went for the fancy equipment. And this wasn’t just some fancy equipment, it was a whole fucking catalog of it, and I could tell at a single glance that these weren’t cheap materials either.
Everything I saw was either high quality hard wood or polished stainless steel. I couldn’t fathom what the whole room was worth, especially since there was still so much I hadn’t even seen yet, but it was already clear that it must have cost more than I’d earned in all my life so far.
“Oh yeah.” Lizzy played around with the light switch. She’d had the room brightly lit to give me an idea of its scale, but now she dimmed the lamps until everything lay in an alluring twilight. There was still enough light to see everything, but all those implements of bondage and pain took on a far more sinister look when draped in shadows. “A fortune. Can’t tell you how much in total, because Veronica handles the finances, but it’s a lot.”
“But… how?” I was too overwhelmed to form complete sentences. I couldn’t remember any of my former bullies to come from a particularly rich household, and while it was not impossible that all of them had high-paying jobs now, this was still far more than four young adults should be able to afford. That they could afford the extra rent for a dedicated sex and party apartment had already suggested that they were pretty well off, but all of this?
“Well, for once, it’s our main hobby. Some people collect cars, some travel the world, some take drugs, we expand our dungeon. And we got special deals on a lot of these things. You know that we’re bondage and kink models, right?”
“There was something about a show you did,” I said slowly. They had mentioned being deep into the lifestyle and performing at events, but it had sounded like a little thing they did on the side for fun, not a full career.
“Right, but we’re also doing a lot of photo shoots for magazines, and for marketing. You know, showing off equipment so the buyer knows what it looks like in action, with some eye candy on the side. Honestly, it’s kind of a miracle you didn’t recognize us somewhere. We must have worked with every major manufacturer of kinky products by now, and several times for Astarte.”
“I’m in development, I don’t see much of what marketing does.”
“And you never browse the catalog of your company? Don’t you get special discounts or something?”
As a matter of fact we did, and there were several fancy vibrators hidden in my bed room that I would have thought twice about affording otherwise. However, I’d never paid much attention to the kinkier sections of the assortment.
While certain aspects of BDSM had always intrigued me, it had always been this alluring but unrealistic thing that other people did. People who were daring and crazy enough to actually live out their weirdest fantasies. People who magically managed to find other people with the same interests.
Maybe things would have gone differently if one of my previous partners had been less vanilla, but for all my adult life there had been a clear distinction between the things I fantasized about and the things I actually did. There was no point disappointing myself by browsing through all those sexy things I’d never use.
And sure, I could have reached out and become part of the community, tried to find a suitable partner this way, but I’d always been far too afraid to actually do it. Afraid of meeting some creepy weirdos, but even more afraid that I might be found out for being a creepy weirdo myself. After all, what did I have to offer to the community as someone with zero experience except for a couple of masturbatory fantasy?
All those things and more shot through my head at Lizzy’s question. I tried to shove those thoughts aside. If I allowed myself to linger on them, we’d end up in another, even longer heart-to-heart. And while Lizzy had proven herself to be surprisingly supportive, it wasn’t fair to abuse her as my therapist. She might say that this night was all for my sake, and I believed her that she actually meant it, but still. She deserved to get more out of this date than endless musings about my doubts and my sexual identity. And also: I wanted more out of it myself, and there was still hope that I might get it.
“Don’t know, guess I just never noticed,” I said, quickly avoiding the entire topic. “But I didn’t expect that this kind of modeling pays so well.”
Thankfully, Lizzy was too engrossed in showing off their collection to have noticed by brief mental crisis. “The money’s alright, but more importantly, that’s where the special deals come in. With some of these shoots, we negotiated that instead of money we’d get to keep the equipment. Often enough it’s some show piece or prototype that isn’t for sale anyway, so they don’t mind giving them away at a discount. And a lot of the toys become unsellable once we’ve used them, so they might as well let us have them.”
“I see.” It did explain some of the assorted wealth, but that still couldn’t be the whole truth.
“And then, of course, we’ve got our little army of loyal supporters who paid for a lot of these things with their donations.”
I hadn’t paid the video equipment in the far corner any mind so far because God knew there were enough other things to distract me in this room, but now that Lizzy said it, I also noticed the spotlights and the pile of cables running along the bottom of all the walls. “You’re…”
“Streaming, yes. Not as regularly as we or our followers might like, but yeah. I can send you the link if you want.”
I nodded, trying not to get overwhelmed. Lizzy had been right: It was a lot to take in, and the room itself was only the start. Everything I saw, everything I heard, was another reminder that I had entered a world that was unfathomably different from my own. It was tempting to run away and hide, because honestly, what could little old me realistically contribute here?
I forcefully pushed that thought aside as well. Self-doubts wouldn’t get me anywhere. If I played this right, this night could be everything I never even dared to admit I wanted, and Lizzy had already proven that she was willing to be patient with me.
“Anyway,” I said, doing my best to sound confident and in control of myself. “How are we going to play this?”
“Oh? You’re still in?” It was nice that Lizzy sounded so happy about it, but that tinge of genuine surprise in her voice still hurt a bit.
“Of course I am. If I was to run away, I would’ve already done it by now.” My smile was only a little forced. “You’ll have to help me, though. As I said, I don’t really have any experience, and it looks like you need an entire college course to figure all the stuff in here out.”
“Don’t worry about it! Most of these things look taunting, but are actually really straightforward. How about this:” Lizzy made a little twirl. Maybe it was just to add a little dramatic flair, or maybe she had fully intended that this would be the final straw for the integrity of her bathrobe. It didn’t open completely, but one of her breasts got loose, and it was very hard not to stare at that small, dark nipple and remember all the times I’d been forcefully shown it before. “You tell me what kind of scene you want to play and I explain the best-suited tools to make it happen. Sound good?”
It did sound good, but it also put me on the spot, for now I had to immediately come up with an entire scene when my single personal experience with BDSM had been me coasting by on the basis of ‘just do what feels right in the moment’.
Realistically, that was also the only way I’d be able to do it now. But what did feel right? Thanks to the kinky hording mentality of Veronica’s gang, I had so many options tickling my imagination that the analysis paralysis was almost as bad as my imposter syndrome. I needed something to hold on to, and as I stared into Lizzy’s fiery eyes (only occasionally allowing myself a sneaky peek at her exposed nipple) I remembered something that might just be the thing I needed. “You said you always fantasized about me paying you back for bullying me, right?”
“Oh yes.” Lizzy put a finger to her mouth, sliding the very tip of it between her lips as she spoke. “I’ve been a bad, bad girl, and I’ve gone unpunished for so long. Too bad there’s no one here to make me pay for all my dirty misdeeds.”
It was such a cliche how she played the provocative little tease, but my body didn’t care. Lizzy’s acting was on point. For a moment I forgot all about my inexperience. There was just me and this brat who begged to be put in her place.
“There is now. I’m gonna… I’m gonna spank you until… until you can’t sit down anymore.”
God, that was terrible! I cringed at how incredibly cheesy and weak my line was. And also: Spanking? That might be exciting for someone like me who never got to play around with pain in a sexual setting, but from someone as hardcore as Lizzy it would elicit a yawn at best.
“Uuuh, challenge accepted. My ass can take a lot of punishment. I dare you to do your worst; it won’t be enough.” For a few intense seconds Lizzy’s hot gaze lingered on me, everything about her demeanor radiating a provocative confidence that I knew I’d never be able to match. Then she dropped the act with a giggle. “Seriously, though, that’s a solid pick. Can’t go wrong with the classics. And my butt is the perfect training dummy for you to play around with.”
She didn’t seem to expect me to follow that up in some way, which was good, because I wouldn’t have known what to say anyway. Instead, she took me by the hand again and led me to something that looked an awful lot like the vaulting boxes we’d used in sports. Plus the obligatory shackles, of course.
They were pretty far down at the base. Judging by their placement, the idea seemed to be that the victim stood at one of the small sides with her legs spread and her upper body resting on top, her arms hanging down to the sides. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that this pose perfectly presented the victim’s ass while denying her the wiggle room to escape any punishment the person standing behind might choose to dish out.
“You’re in luck,” Lizzy told me as she patted the top of the box like it was a good friend. “That spanking bench is already adjusted to me, so we don’t have to fiddle around with the cuffs. I’ll get myself in position, and all you have to do it lock me in. Sound good?”
That last part didn’t sound like an actual question and more like Lizzy checking in if I was still with her. I nodded, all too aware that I had effectively zero initiative in all this. However, now that we were approaching something I could actually envision, I felt a spark of genuine excitement light up beneath the nervousness.
I might have no clue about how to correctly and safely do bondage, handle a whip, or any of that other fancy stuff, but I could absolutely see myself thrashing Lizzy’s ass. And since she was a veteran, I didn’t even have to hold back. While I didn’t hold Lizzy an actual grudge, the mental image of her squirming before me as I colored her ass a bright red was far more enticing than it had any right to be.
Lizzy opened the flimsy band that had struggled so hard to hold her bathrobe together. With a little shake of her hips, the whole thing slipped off her shoulders and dropped to the ground, leaving her standing there in all her naked glory. There was not even a trace of tan lines on her perfectly smooth skin, hinting at lots and lots of nude sun bathing. Like her nipples, her labia were on the smaller, darker side. There was something artistic about Lizzy’s sexiness, as if she’d just stepped out of the work of a (decidedly horny) classic painter.
I didn’t have much time to enjoy the sight of Lizzy’s pretty front side, because she turned around right away and bent over the bench. As expected, she had to spread her legs to align her ankles with the cuffs, but I hadn’t predicted how far apart they’d end up being and how obscene the pose would turn out.
Lizzy didn’t just present her bare ass in all its glory. She was bent over to the point that I also had a perfect view of her pussy. The pose would be perfect for shoving a finger into her from behind. My cheeks heated up the thought, but I refused to feel ashamed for letting my mind drift in that direction. Lizzy couldn’t invite me to some sexy roleplay and provoke me with her body like that and then expect me not to lust over her.
It was time to fix her into that alluring pose. I crouched down to reach for the cuffs. They were padded with leather and easy enough to figure out. The wrist cuffs seemed a bit too far away at first glance, but Lizzy assured me that they were fine. I had to pull on her arms until there was absolutely no wiggle room left between her body and the bench. The top might be padded, but it still couldn’t be comfortable how her breasts got crushed beneath her. Oh well, it wasn’t my problem.
“How do I look?” Lizzy asked when I’d finished strapping her in. There was some strain in her voice. Likely the strict pose made it hard to breathe. She sounded chipper, though, and more than a little excited, so it couldn’t be all that bad.
“Pretty amazing, actually.” My eyes were glued to Lizzy’s ass, sitting so invitingly right in front of me. How could anyone look at this beauty and not feel the urge to give it a good, hard spanking? “Can I… can I touch you?”
Lizzy laughed. “Oh course! Touch me in any way you want. As long as you don’t do anything insane like trying to shove your fist up my ass with no lube or something, there’s pretty much no limits. After all, I’m here for your entertainment. And in the unlikely case that you do something I can’t stand, I’ll tell you right away. Speaking of which…” Lizzy took a couple of deep breaths. Her pose definitely wasn’t made for giving long speeches. “Do you want to make this a roleplay scene? Because if so, we need to quickly establish a safeword.”
I was starting to feel overwhelmed again and forced myself to slow down, take it one step at a time. And because my priorities were kinda fucked, the first step was to find out how Lizzy’s amazing butt cheeks felt under my palms. I put my hands on her ass, spread my fingers and dug in.
It was such an amazingly satisfying feeling. Less soft than I had imagined, because Lizzy’s restrained pose pulled the skin taut, but her cheeks were still pliable enough that my fingers sunk nicely into her firm flesh. She had to be doing a lot of workout for her glutes to make her cheeks this toned and grabbable. I knew I was getting ahead of myself, but I just couldn’t wait to find out what it would feel and sound like to slap that perfect ass. I lifted my hand just to bring it down again with as much force as I could muster.
The slap was louder than I had expected. It cut through the silence like a gun shot and made my ears ring for a moment. I almost giggled when I looked at Lizzy’s ass and saw a pink hand print blooming across her cheek. Lizzy only let out a little gasp, so it couldn’t have hurt as badly as it had sounded. 
Speaking about hurting though, my hand smarted surprisingly much. My whole palm tingled and had notably heated up. I might give her a few more slaps just for fun, but I already knew, if I relied on just my hands, I’d be the one to stop the spanking due to the pain, and that was an embarrassment I could do without.
“Sound check successful,” Lizzy joked. “So, how do you want me to play this? Should I be the annoying brat who challenges your authority up to the point were you really go to town on her? Or the repentant sinner who’s endlessly sorry and begs you to spank her harder to wash away the guilt? Or something else? The sky’s the limit.”
I didn’t doubt that Lizzy could play all these roles and more. The little glimpse at her acting skills earlier had been very convincing. But as sexy as her suggestions might be, I knew I wouldn’t be able to fully enjoy the scene because I’d be too aware of how lackluster my roleplay would be in comparison. No, for today I wanted to enjoy myself without having to worry about putting on a performance.
“Let’s maybe keep the roleplay for another time. I’m still new to this, and it’s easier to figure things out if we’re not in character and I can just talk to you. Speaking of figuring things out, though: I’d love to try out some fancy spanking implements. Got any recommendations?”
“Girl, do I have recommendations for you. I could fill a whole laundry list just with recommendations for spanking tools. Most of them are in the cupboard over there, by the way.” She could barely move, but her nod was clear enough that I found the cupboard immediately. Then again, it wasn’t like the hanging assortment of floggers, crops, paddles and what else was easy to overlook. And if Lizzy was disappointed by the lack of roleplay, it sounded like it was more than made up for by the chance to tell me all about the art of spanking. Seemed like I’d manage to stumble upon her favorite kink by pure chance.
“There’s the flogger of course,” she began, her voice following me as I went over to the cupboard to take a look for myself. “The perfect warm-up tool. It doesn’t really hurt unless you have the right technique and put some strength into it, but it’s the best tool to get an even rosy color quickly. Not really a main event, but it always gets me all tingly. And if some of the straps ‘accidentally’ wrap around to some naughty places, it can get a lot more interesting all of a sudden.”
Lizzy paused for a moment to get her breath back before she continued, her enthusiasm not dampened in the slightest by her lack of air. “Then there’s the crop. Another classic and, if you ask me, the perfect tool for a beginner to play around with. It’s soft enough that you won’t do any real damage no matter what you do, but it can pack quite the punch if used the right way. And the audio feedback is much better than the flogger. Doesn’t slap as loudly as the bare hand, but close enough. And…”
She kept prattling on, her voice a bit hoarse because she barely paused to get some air. I didn’t really pay any attention, just took a look at the assorted tools myself and let my mind wander.
The crop did look nice. It was an elegant black, its handle lying nicely in my hand. At its end there was a patch of well-kept leather, about as long as a finger and almost as wide as a thumb. I imagined that with enough strength it would leave nice marks that were small enough to make out the individual strikes, but large enough that the force of the impact was nicely spread out. I would have gone for it, had Lizzy not described it as ‘the perfect tool for a beginner’. Like, yes, I was a beginner, but that didn’t mean I had to follow baby’s first spanking protocol to the letter.
No, there was a different tool that caught my eye. One that instantly screamed ‘use me on a naughty school girl’. Or former school girl, but this whole thing was still kind of a half roleplay, so whatever. “What about the cane?” I asked over Lizzy’s continued talking, weighting the thin wooden rod in my hand.
“Uh, I like the way you’re thinking,” she said without missing a beat. “The cane’s definitely on the advanced side. Stings like a bitch, and that’s without putting any strength behind it. Don’t be fooled: It might not look like much, and you might think it can’t be so bad because it’s one of the first tools people think of when it comes to spanking, but let me tell you, that thing is pure evil.”
It might sound like words of caution, but the way Lizzy delivered them, it was more of a sales pitch. “Sounds like the perfect tool to punish a girl who’s been an evil bully,” I said, walking back to Lizzy, cane in hand.
Simply holding it was energizing already. It had a black rubbery handle that made it lie nicely in the hand. Just from the way it stiffly wiggled as I walked, I could already tell how flexible it was. That thing had to be a menace as it cut through the air. Through the air and into the taut skin of a vulnerable bare ass.
I stood to the side of Lizzy, holding the cane against her ass so it touched both of her butt cheeks. Lizzy visibly tensed up. Seeing this proof of her nervousness was exhilarating. I might be a beginner, but thanks to the weapon I’d picked up, I had become a force to be reckoned with. “Ready?” I asked, pleasantly surprised by how steady and confident my voice sounded.
“Ready.” Lizzy tried to keep up an air of cheerful indifference, but there was a tension in her voice that couldn’t be explained by just her restrictive pose. Her anticipation fueled my own. I couldn’t wait to find out how vicious the cane was if it put her this much one edge.
The cane sang as I snapped it through the air, a high-pitched hiss followed by a frightful crack as it cut into Lizzy’s ass. It might not have been as loud as the slap with my bare hand, but there was a chilling finality to the sound, making it unmistakably clear that an awful lot of force had just been absorbed into a deceptively small target area. If I’d had any doubts about how much that had hurt, I only needed to listen to Lizzy’s breathless gasp.
“Fuck,” she whispered, sounding like the pain had driven all the air out of her lungs. “You really leaned into it, didn’t you? I told you, that thing hurts like a bitch even if you don’t put much strength into it.”
I watched in awe as the faint white line I’d left with the cane grew red, before turning a deep, angry crimson. It didn’t look like I’d cut the skin, but there was no way this wasn’t going to bruise. Just looking at it hurt.
Or, if I was more honest with myself, just looking at it and imagining how much it must hurt made my heart beat faster. I knew that if I had suffered that same stroke, I’d already be screaming and crying. The perverse satisfaction I got from knowing that I had caused my sexy victim such fierce pain was almost frightening in its intensity. And while my first instinct was to apologize and make sure Lizzy was okay, I couldn’t help notice that Lizzy’s complaint hadn’t actually sounded accusatory.
“Are you telling me to go easy on you?” I asked in a slightly sarcastic tone. It was a way out for her, but I already knew that she wasn’t going to take it.
“I’m not telling you to do anything. Just giving you a heads up what you’re dealing with right now. I wasn’t exaggerating when I said this thing is pure evil.”
I touched the now dark red, almost purple line, applying way more pressure with my finger than was called for. Lizzy sharply sucked in air, confirming that the bruise was at least as sensitive as it looked. “I think I have a pretty good idea what I’m dealing with. And I’d say it’s exactly what a bully deserves.”
“I thought you weren’t into roleplay.”
“I’m not roleplaying. Just thinking aloud. But if you’re this eager to go on, I can cut it off and let the cane do the talking.”
There it was again, that mental rush I’d felt back in the bathroom with Veronica. The feeling of being totally in control of the situation and, much more thrillingly, in control of another person. Lizzy might have done most of the work guiding me here, but there was no mistaking who was calling the shots right now. My inexperience and lack of acting skills weren’t important anymore. I had made an impact on Lizzy, both physically and emotionally, and I’d done it by just listening to what felt right.
“Now I know what Veronica was talking about. You really are the best kind of crazy,” Lizzy said with a tense chuckle, her praise only feeding into my exhilarating little power trip.
I put the cane back against her ass, parallel to the first line of impact. Lizzy’s nervous twitch was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I could almost feel the anticipation radiating from her every pore now that she knew I meant business. “Last chance,” I told her. “If it’s too much, tell me now, because otherwise the next strikes will have at least as much power as that first ones.”
“Oh God, I’m so gonna regret this.” Another little chuckle. “Do your worst. I wanna see how far this alleged newbie is going to go.”
The cane cut into her ass one, two, several more times, each one accompanied by an incredibly satisfying crack, followed by the most adorable pained gasp. Except when I hit the bottom of her cheeks and got a loud whine, followed by a short bout of hyperventilation. I’d heard that this area was especially sensitive when it came to spanking, and apparently that source had been right.
Despite what Lizzy had said, I quickly found that putting strength into the strikes wasn’t the way to go. The cane had basically zero weight, giving my muscles nothing to put their power into, and flailing my arms around to get the maximum reach might feel like I was doing a lot, but in reality only led to increased air resistance and awkward hits. No, it was far more effective to basically not move my arm at all and just use my wrist. A well timed flick could accelerate the cane to a frightening degree, and once it hit max velocity, it was already at its target.
Those strikes had a truly vicious bite to them, and I was deeply impressed that Lizzy wasn’t full out screaming yet. Line after fiery red line bloomed on her cheeks, only turning even darker over time as the bruising set in. Despite the room being nothing more than comfortably warm, I could already watch droplets of sweat emerging all along Lizzy’s spine. She had to be struggling so hard to keep the pain in.
After ten strikes or so I took a little break. There were too many lines on Lizzy’s ass to count them at a glance, but still few enough that each one was distinct. Who knew how much skill you actually needed for that feat, but I took pride in the fact that the lines were almost perfectly parallel, evenly striping Lizzy’s supple cheeks from top to bottom.
Despite barely having done any work, my own breathing had quickened and I felt almost uncomfortably hot in my clothes. Causing someone else pain shouldn’t feel this amazing, but I found myself all but shaking with excitement and, yes, arousal. I really should have reached out to the kink community sooner if this was what I had been missing out on all this time.
“Fuck!” There was still a trace of a chuckle in Lizzy’s voice, but she sounded tense and out of breath. “Do you have any idea how much this hurts? Using a cane at full force and with zero warm up? And by the feel of it, you even picked the thinnest one. I’m not gonna be able to sit for a week.”
The instinct to apologize was there, but I was pleased to notice that it was only a faint voice in the back of my mind. There was nothing to apologize for. Lizzy could have stopped me at any moment, but she didn’t. I might not fully understand how someone could take pleasure from getting their ass destroyed this thoroughly, but as long as she did, I had nothing to worry about. Also, I was still in far too much awe of this crazy rush of power I felt. There was no way I was going to take a step back, not while Lizzy still sounded this playful.
“It can’t be that bad. You didn’t even scream a single time.” I put my hand on her cheek, her flinch amusing me to no end. Her ass was crazy hot, and not just in the sense that I was almost salivating at how sexy these painful stripes looked on her toned cheeks. No, her skin radiated heat as if she had developed a strong but very localized fever. Guess “setting her ass on fire” was more than just a metaphor.
“That’s only because I’m an insane masochist. Believe me, if you pulled that stunt on anyone else, they’d be bawling their eyes out already.”
“Good thing I’m not pulling it on anyone else then, but on you.” I dug my fingers into her taut skin, making her wince.
It was the weirdest experience. We might not be roleplaying, but it still felt like I was playing a role. Normal everyday Christine could have never been this savage, but normal everyday Christine didn’t have any input in what I was doing. It was almost like I was watching myself say and do all these amazingly sexy things. There was no filter between what I wanted to say and the words that came out. It was so immensely freeing, I actually had to laugh from how happy I was. I had to sound like a maniac right a now, a thought that only amused me even more.
“I’m glad someone’s having fun.”
“You make it sound like you’re not having any fun at all.” A crazy idea entered my head. One that was spicy even by the standards of what I’d already done. The little cautious voice almost got the better of me, but once again that intoxicating rush of power won out. And why shouldn’t I give in to my sexy instincts? Especially when Lizzy had explicitly told me that I could touch her in whatever way I wanted. “Let’s see if you’re lying to me.”
I slipped a finger into her enticingly displayed pussy, drawing out the cutest little gasp. Lizzy wasn’t exactly soaked, but I met remarkably little friction given that there had been no foreplay except for her doing a little striptease, followed by blinding pain. “Feels like you had some fun after all,” I teased her, feeling my heart pounding in my chest. It was still hard to believe that this sexy dominatrix was actually me.
“Told you: Insane masochist.”
I pulled the finger back out. For a moment I considered smelling it, but that felt too weird even on my power trip, so I wiped it on Lizzy’s thighs instead. It still was a bit sticky as I gripped the handle of the cane again, but I would have been very surprised to learn that these four kink enthusiasts used toys that couldn’t be easily cleaned. “Then I guess you won’t mind some extra punishment for lying to me.”
“I didn’t lie to you, I just said-”
“And talking back as well. Looks like we’re gonna be here for a while longer.” I was so hamming it up, but I was having far too much fun to stop or even care.
“Oh God,” Lizzy said again. She took a couple of deep breaths, psyching herself up. “Could you maybe gag me? If you continue like that, I’m so gonna get loud. And it really helps to have something to bite down on. The gags are in that box over there. Just pick whatever you think looks good on me.”
“Well, I guess we don’t want to disturb the neighbors.”
I didn’t much like the idea of robbing Lizzy of her speech. As much as I enjoyed myself, this was still my first real session, and I wanted her to be able to tell me right away if I went to far. Then again, they surely had a foolproof safeword system for gagged people, and it wasn’t like there was no merit to the idea of stuffing Lizzy’s sexy mouth.
I was almost at the box when Lizzy continued. “Don’t worry about the neighbors. If this room wasn’t perfectly soundproof, we’d have gotten in trouble a long time ago.”
I stopped in my tracks. If the room was soundproof, then there was no need to silence her. “Guess I don’t need to bother with a gag, then.” I returned to Lizzy, approaching from the front so she could see me if she strained her neck a bit.
“But…” Lizzy’s forehead shone with a thin sheen of sweat, and her lips were parted as she breathed heavily. There was an adorable mixture of confusion and submission in her eyes that made me all tingly. Even with my previous partners, I’d rarely had anyone give me such a hot, intense look.
“No buts.” I immediately knew that I’d done the right thing. A gag might have had its advantages, but now, looking into Lizzy’s eyes, I realized that it had been an attempt of her to regain control. As nonsensical as it might seem at first glance, by gagging her I would have allowed her to choose what was happening to her. Maybe she was having reservations about me hearing her scream, or maybe she really liked having something to bite down on. Whatever it was, I had denied it to her, and in doing so had once again made clear who was in charge here.
I stepped around Lizzy and arrived back at her reddened ass. Maybe I’d be able to get a couple more separated stripes in, but I’d soon be forced to hit the already bruised areas. That had to be a whole new level of pain. The stripes were so sensitive that she winced even though I gave them only the gentlest taps with the cane. Well, she had known what she got herself into. I brought the cane back, and immediately her whole body tensed up in anticipation of the strike.
Which I denied her. It was just too much fun, watching her struggle to hold the tension as I let her wait. She breathed out, her body relaxing for barely a second before she braced for impact again. Remarkable how much you could fuck with someone’s mind by not doing anything at all.
“You said you wanted a gag,” I chatted lightly as if I wasn’t about to rain fiery pain down on her ass.
“Yes?” Her voice was strained. She knew that I was setting up a trick at her expense, but she didn’t know which one, and the suspense was getting to her.
“Let’s pretend I gave you one. Try to stay silent as long as possible.”
Lizzy mumbled something that was likely some kind of curse. I decided to let it slide. It wasn’t like I needed a pretense for what I was about to do.
I brought the cane down with another loud crack. It hit nicely between two of the old stripes, filling the gap with the same bright red. Lizzy exhaled sharply, but otherwise made not a single sound. Impressive. I doubted she was going to last long, though.
Three more times the canes cut into her ass, and by now it was pretty much impossible not to hit the tenderized regions. I stayed kind of parallel, so at least I didn’t cross over several bruises as once, but maybe that was even worse. While I managed to hit more gaps with the first two strikes, the third one landed squarely on top of one on the old lines, immediately coloring it a deep purple.
Lizzy thrashed around as much as her shackles allowed her, which wasn’t much at all. Still, for a moment I feared she was going to topple herself and the bench over. Somehow she still managed to keep her lips shut and only make the tiniest noises, but it was clear how badly she struggled to keep the pain in.
“You’re amazing,” I told her, my respect for her performance dropping me out of my dominant head space for a moment. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone with this much willpower.”
Lizzy took some time to collect herself before she answered, and when she did, her voice was shaking. “Thanks. But please, can I get loud? This is torture!”
The fact that she was asking my permission for such a basic thing brought me back into the rush. I had told her to stay silent as long as possible, so it would have been perfectly fair for her to decide it wasn’t possible anymore. But no, she was honest enough to know she could still do it, it was just really, really hard. We weren’t even friends, and she was still torturing herself this much for my sake. How could I not feel amazing if I received this level of devotion?
“Can you take one more in silence?” I asked her. “Only one. It’s just so hot to see you struggle.”
Lizzy squirmed. I could almost feel her inner struggle as she delayed her answer, likely going back and forth repeatedly on whether she was up to the challenge. When she finally replied, her voice was shaking with anticipation. “Okay, I can do one more.”
“Good girl.”
Those words had come so naturally. I only realized how intimate they were after I’d already spoken them. Warmth crept across my face again, even more so when it became clear that Lizzy didn’t protest me addressing her like this. I tried not to get ahead of myself. We were just fooling around and there was no meaningful connection forming between us. Lizzy must have shared an experience like this with countless over people; there was no way it meant nearly as much to her as it did to me.
But maybe, just maybe, it did. I’d made an impression on her already, and a much stronger one than I would’ve thought myself capable of. All I had to do was to continue the momentum and keep asserting myself. And I knew just the thing to keep her on her toes.
I pulled the cane back again and aimed for that sensitive area where the butt cheeks meet the thighs. It had yielded such a nice reaction even before my first strike had tenderized it. Was I setting Lizzy up to fail? Maybe. But now that the idea lived in my head, I just had to act on it.
It must have been my strongest strike yet. The cane connected with an absolutely vicious snap. I hadn’t been so evil as to aim for the old bruise, but it was hard to be precise when the cane moved at such ridiculous speed, and that was exactly where it landed: Perfectly overlaying the previous dark red line.
There was a loud thump. Lizzy had jolted when the cane bit into the tender spot, momentarily lifting the whole bench off the floor. Her entire body was shaking, and she was making hoarse choking sounds. I had no idea how she managed to hold the scream in. The bruise was growing darker by the second. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how much that must have hurt.
I walked to Lizzy’s front so I could look her in the eyes as I expressed my deep respect for her determination. Then I saw the tears, and my exhilaration turned into nausea. Those choking sounds and the shaking were actually sobs.
“Oh God, I’m so sorry!” I reached for Lizzy to hug her and wipe away the tears, only to flinch back when I realized that this might only make it worse. After all, I was the one who had made her cry. Likely my touch was the last thing she wanted right now.
“I didn’t want to hurt you,” I blathered on while internally I kept fretting about what I should do. Or what I could do. And what I should not have done. “Or, you know, not really hurt you. I’m so sorry! Is there anything I can do for you?”
Lizzy sniffled a few times before she turned her head to look at me. To my immeasurable relief, there was no hate shining in her eyes. She even managed a little smile. “Don’t worry,” she said. There was a little hiccup as she couldn’t quite suppress another sob, but she had already regained an impressive amount of control over herself. “Crying is a completely normal reaction when things get intense. You didn’t do anything wrong. Even if you were pure evil there.”
I forced myself to reciprocate the smile. Maybe Lizzy was right and it wasn’t such a big deal after all, but it was just as possible that she was downplaying her anguish to make me feel better. Either way, I couldn’t bear seeing her this distraught because of me. “Do you want out? Should I get you a tissue? There’s gotta be something I can do for you.”
Lizzy sniffled again, but she was laughing at the same time. “You’re adorable,” she said with a warmth in her voice that made me melt. “But yeah, I could do with some tissues. They are over there with the cleaning stuff. And I guess you need to free my arms at least, unless you want to blow my nose for me.”
How could she joke around like this when she had been literally crying from pain only seconds ago? I wished I possessed even a tenth of her emotional strength.
“Right away!”
I fumbled with the shackles for an embarrassing amount of time before I finally got her free, and rushed off to the cupboard with the cleaning utensils. It was well stocked with disinfectants, wipes of various kinds, and also boxes upon boxes of tissues. Maybe they used them for other purposes as well, but it looked like tears were indeed a common occurrence here.
There was a groan from behind me. Lizzy had stood up, and it was clear that her bruised ass did not appreciate the movement. She had her hands on her tender cheeks, gently stroking over the red stripes to soothe the pain. She thanked me when I returned with a tissue and noisily blew her nose.
“Sorry for that,” she said as she tapped the tears away and threw the tissue into a bin. “I didn’t want to scare you. It just got a bit much and I couldn’t hold it in anymore.”
“Please don’t apologize! I was the one who hurt you. If I hadn’t...” I struggled to find the words. The memory of Lizzy sobbing on the bench still haunted me. I wanted to tell her how guilty I felt for having had so much fun hurting her, but how should I do that without coming off as a despicable individual who made other people’s suffering all about themselves?
“Hug?” Lizzy asked, inviting me in with open arms. I hesitated for a moment, but the need for forgiveness was too strong. I let myself fall into her arms, gently embracing her back.
“It’s okay. Everything is fine. I’m fine. You did nothing wrong.” Lizzy’s hand slowly stroked along my back as she kept softly speaking to me. It was so wrong that she was the one comforting me and not the other way around. “You were great. It was so hot how you handled yourself, how you handled me. It was everything I hoped for and more. I had a lot of fun, up to the very end.”
“Me too,” I whispered, still struggling with the guilt. “But I didn’t want it to go this far. I totally lost control there. I’m so sorry for that.”
Lizzy didn’t say anything for quite some time. She just continued hugging me, her warm embrace taking the edge off the worst of my worries. Finally she said “You didn’t lose control. It wasn’t like you thrashed me like a maniac or something. You always checked in on me, always gave me more than enough opportunities to change my mind and stop you. But I didn’t. I wanted you to go on, and so you did. My reaction was pretty intense, and I totally get that it must have been a shock to you, but really, you have nothing to apologize for, and I hope this incident doesn’t put you off all the fun we had.”
I felt close to tears myself at this point. After that shock, Lizzy’s loving care for my emotional well-being was almost too much to handle. I managed to pull myself together, though. The last thing I wanted was to derail the evening even more by making a scene. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re far too good for this world?” I asked her, my head still buried into her shoulder.
“Pretty sure you’re the first one. So, thanks. It’s appreciated.” Lizzy broke the hug, but she kept her hands on my arms, making it clear that she was still there, offering support in case I needed it. “But I guess we should finish up here. I’m sorry it had to end this way, but I don’t want to push you to continue if you don’t feel up for it.”
I shook my head. If we cut it off here, both our memories of this night would be forever tainted. Also, it wasn’t fair that Lizzy had to shoulder all of the fallout. It didn’t matter that she insisted I had done nothing wrong. She still deserved at least as much love as she had shown me. Especially since the way she had phrased her last sentence, it sounded like she’d still be up for more and had only suggested an end to the scene out of concern for me. “I’m still up for more if you are.”
Lizzy kept smiling, but it was clear from how she was looking at me that she didn’t believe me. “There’s no need to push yourself. You were amazing, far better than a beginner has any right to be, but it’s clear that you’re at your limit. There’s no shame in that. And this doesn’t have to be our last date. We can get it right another time, when we’ve had a bit of time to regenerate and reflect.”
“But I want to get it right now.” I realized how much like a petulant child I sounded and quickly rephrased that “Please, I don’t want this to end in failure. You deserve more than that. Just tell me what you want me to do, so we can wrap the scene up more nicely. Please!”
Lizzy chuckled. “How could I resist those puppy eyes?” She let go of my arms. There was a spark returning to her eyes as she considered my proposal. “Well, I’d say the cane is a bit too dangerous now, but I could think of a very nice way to wrap this up. A happy ending, you could say. Only if you’re sure you’re up for it, of course.”
“I’m up for anything! But, you mean…”
“You started something earlier, and I’d love it if you finished it.” Lizzy bent over the bench again, confirming what I hadn’t dared to believe. The way she stood there with her legs spread wide, there was no mistaking it: She was very aroused, even more so than she’d been before I had caned her for real.
“If you want me to,” I said slowly, still a bit stunned that she was this openly asking me for sex. Lizzy truly was one of the most amazing people I’d ever met.
“Of course I want you to, or I wouldn’t have asked. Stop worrying so much and just enjoy me enjoying you. Just do what comes natural, I know you’re going to be great.”
Lizzy’s cheerfulness was contagious. And I had to admit, now that I was certain she was okay, those deep red bruises stretching across her ass were really hot. She truly looked like the sexy stereotype of the naughty school girl who had gotten punished.
It was hard to keep the image of Lizzy’s tears out of my mind, but I felt a part of my previous excitement wake up again. I had been the source of these painful stripes. Lizzy had trusted me with her body, fully knowing what I was going to do with it. Maybe I was just getting soppy after everything that had happened, but I truly felt that this had to be the most romantic thing anyone had ever done for me.
I stepped closer and put my hand between her legs, careful not to touch her swollen cheeks. From up close I could see that the welts were slightly raised as a consequence of the bruises forming beneath them. Lizzy hadn’t been lying when she’d said that she wouldn’t be able to sit for days to come. This was going to take some time to heal.
“You don’t have to treat me like I’m made of glass or something. I’m okay, really. And still the same old pain slut. Touch me like you mean it!”
It was hard to stop worrying, but I didn’t want to disappoint her, so I pushed through my doubts and went straight for her pussy. Despite how crazy intense it had been for her, she was ridiculously wet now. I barely met any resistance as I slid two fingers into her from behind. Or maybe it really was because of the intensity that she was this aroused. The thought that someone would get off from something that made them cry seemed completely nonsensical, but both Lizzy’s words and the reactions of her body suggested that it could actually happen if you were hardcore enough.
I quickly grew bolder, spurred on by Lizzy’s blissful sighs as I kept curling my fingers inside her. Sighs that turned into unmistakable moans when I slid my fingers out for a moment to rub her folds. Moans that turned into a little scream when I briefly rubbed over her clit.
I had known that she was aroused, but I’d still underestimated just how much getting her ass destroyed had done for her. She must have been crazy horny to be this sensitive already. And it made it all the more admirable how she’d pushed her own needs aside immediately when it became clear that I needed support. She deserved nothing less than the best orgasm I could give her.
Since penetration didn’t seem to do much for her, I focused on her clit, decreasing the pace to the point where I gave her enough pleasure to keep her moaning, but without overwhelming her with its intensity and without risking this to be over too soon. The longer I dragged out the foreplay, the better the payoff would be for her. And, if I was completely honest with myself, it was more than altruism that made me want to savor this a bit longer. Who wouldn’t enjoy fingering a hot woman who was an amazing person to boot?
“Mmmh~ Very nice,” Lizzy purred. She shook her hips a little, but not enough to risk losing contact with my fingers. “Spank me a bit! I need some spice with my pleasure to really enjoy myself.”
“Are you sure?” I eyed Lizzy’s bruised ass again. As sexy as it looked, the thought of touching it in a less then gentle way immediately brought up uncomfortable memories.
“One hundred percent.” Lizzy lifted her hips, this time actively stopping me from stimulating her further. She sounded completely genuine when she continued “I promise, I won’t cry again. I can easily handle a couple spanks with the bare hand, even in my current state. It will be fun for me. And even more importantly: It will be fun for you. I don’t want you developing a fear of hurting me.”
“You really are far too good for this world.”
I gently put my other hand on her butt cheek. It was still hot, but not the burning furnace it had been right after the caning. Now that the welts had had time to develop though, I could feel how much damage I’d done.
The skin wasn’t smooth anymore. I’d already seen that the area around each stripe was slightly raised, but I also felt the dry flakiness of abraded skin on each red line. I might not have broken through the skin with the cane, but I’d gotten real close. Despite how gently I touched her, Lizzy couldn’t completely suppress a flinch. There was no question how ridiculously sensitive her bruised cheeks were. It wouldn’t take any fancy tools to cause crazy amounts of pain.
I hesitated. I couldn’t deny that even now the thought of slapping that tender ass was hot, almost frightfully so, but… no, there weren’t any buts. At least none that were in any form productive. “If you say that it’s okay for you, I will trust you.”
“It won’t just be okay.” Lizzy lowered her hips again, resting her pussy back on my other hand. “It will be amazing. You’ll see.”
I couldn’t deny her when she was this adorably enthusiastic. My first spanks were still on the careful side, barely more than little love taps, but Lizzy responded to each and every one of them with a happy moan that was just a little too refined to be believably authentic.
It was clear that she was playing it up to encourage me when it actually wasn’t doing all that much for her. I wasn’t going to accept this. I’d much rather do something wrong and course-correct than go on with a half-assed act that got some polite applause.
I brought my hand down a little harder. My palm tingled, but it was still a level of intensity that would not have achieved anything at the start of the night. Now, though, it was more than enough to forcefully remind Lizzy of every single bruise. She twitched, and the faked moan she had already started turned into a surprised gasp. It sounded like the good kind of surprise, though, so I immediately slapped her again. At the same time I started rubbing her clit with my other hand.
Lizzy completely lost it. Unless she was deserving the Oscar for the best porn actress, there was nothing fake about her moans. Something about this mixture of rhythmic jolts of pain and constant pleasure must have made the whole experience a real treat for her. She was working her hips again, grinding her clit against my hand and provoking more slaps at the same time. The angle was a little awkward, and as a result my strikes were much weaker and more uncoordinated than they could have been, but by the sound of it they still managed to give Lizzy exactly what she needed, so I happily carried on.
I briefly returned to the entrance of her pussy to make my fingers slick with her juices before going back to her clit. The friction was a lot smoother now, allowing me to increase the pace to ramp up the pleasure without risking any discomfort on her part. There was no need to ask if she liked it. The little howl she let out was more than enough confirmation. Her breathing was getting erratic and I could tell she was close.
I kept spanking her all the way through. While I still didn’t put all that much strength into it, my palm didn’t stop tingling anymore, and a light reddish color was forming on her cheeks, softening the contrast between her untarnished skin and the fiery welts. By this point, Lizzy’s yelps of pain were getting completely lost in her lewd moans. Seeing her enjoying herself this much was exactly what I needed to silence my doubts. Yes, I was hurting Lizzy, but that was okay. She obviously and very vocally loved it. If anything, it sounded like she was having even more fun than I did.
I considered dragging it out a little longer, but I could already see and feel the first spasms going through Lizzy’s body at the impending orgasm, and her moans sounded so eager, I didn’t want to make her wait any longer. I made sure to keep up the same slippery circles with my fingers that I’d found got the strongest reaction from her clit, while I got my other hand ready for an explosive finale of a different kind. For a moment my fears of fucking it up came back, but I remembered myself that this was exactly what Lizzy claimed she wanted, and that I could trust her one hundred percent.
My palm connected with the bottom of her cheek, the very spot that had been so sensitive even before two vicious strikes with the cane had colored it a deep purple. Lizzy let out a sound somewhere between a scream and a moan, and her body started shaking uncontrollably. Realizing what was going on, I redoubled my efforts on her clit and continued to lightly slap her ass a few more times to make sure she got the most out of her orgasm.
It was a good thing Lizzy had the bench beneath her. Her legs were shaking so badly, she would have collapsed to the floor otherwise. Her deep, full moans resonated throughout the room as she rode out what had to be an absolutely amazing climax. When she finally went limp, it was like every ounce of strength had left her body.
“Wow,” she managed to say, a good while after I’d taken my hand away to avoid overstimulating her. “That… that was something alright.”
She tried to get up, and I quickly moved to steady her. She looked more or less stable, but she was still clearly floating from the afterglow, and I didn’t trust her legs to support her. Lizzy happily accepted my help. She let herself fall into my arms, and I suddenly found myself in a very sweaty hug that had the sticky smell of sex. “Told you you’d be amazing,” she mumbled with a little giggle.
“You deserve nothing less.” I pulled her even closer, enjoying every little aspect of her presence. It was still unclear what our relationship would be going forward, but I would have been surprised for us to part after this night as anything less than close friends. You couldn’t go through something this sexually and emotionally intense without any kind of meaningful connection forming. Or at least that’s what I hoped Lizzy felt as well. Standing there, holding her in my arms as she snuggled her face against my neck, though, I felt like I didn’t have to worry.
And that had only been my first date. The other three members of the gang had also invited me on a date, and I couldn’t wait to see what the future had in store for me.






  
  Part 3: Tied Up


In a way it was easier the second time I walked along the line of small apartment buildings towards the one I now knew hid a naughty dungeon behind its wholesome facade. Now I had at least some idea what to expect. It was still a struggle to pass the final playground and not turn around after all. Yes, I was looking forward to this, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t nervous. 
I can do this, I told myself as I drudged on, past a gaggle of little children who were fighting over who got to use the slide next, using words that their parents would be shocked to hear.
Or so I assumed, at least. Said parents were sitting together at the benches under some nearby trees, just far enough away that they could watch their kids, but not hear what exactly was going on. Or they just pretended not to hear it. Maybe as a parent you got used to the fact that having a child came with a certain level of profanity. Just as I was slowly getting used to the raised spice levels in my own life.
It had been almost a month since that memorable night at the ten year high school reunion, where the now grown up gang of my former bullies had straight up come out as sexual submissives and offered to give me some closure for everything that had happened between us.
By allowing me to dominate them.
Yes, it was like a plot from a porn movie, but even though I was a bundle of nerves right now, I was so, so glad that I hadn’t run from that opportunity. Glad, and also more than slightly proud of myself.
That my first play date with Lizzy a good week back had been such a resounding success certainly helped boost my confidence.
Well, we did have our ups and downs, but the ups had been very high, and as bad as the downs had felt in the moment, they had also made the two of us leave not as two strangers who had shared a one night stand, but as actual friends, even outside the “with benefits” part.
We’d stayed in contact since then, and I’d even been over to her place one time for some drinks and good company without any sexual pretense at all. Okay, I did smack her still bruised butt in a less than decent way when she showed it to me, but that doesn’t count.
Today wasn’t about Lizzy, though. The original plan had been for my next session to be with Steph, but I had asked to change the order. While I was very much looking forward to playing with Steph, she seemed to be the same old chaos gremlin, and I didn’t feel up to dealing with her energy yet. After all, I still had pretty much no idea what to do when it came to playing the part of the dominant, which would hopefully change tonight.
This time it was Mel’s voice greeting me from the intercom and letting me into the building that looked like any other small apartment complex in the nicer parts of the city. I already knew the way, and just like Lizzy the week before, we met on the hallway of the first floor.
Unlike Lizzy, who had greeted my in a bathrobe and nothing else, Mel’s outfit was fit for public, though still on the risque side. She wore tight-fitting yoga pants and a bright yellow top that left her waist free and showed more than just a little cleavage. Personally I wouldn’t have been comfortable going out like this, but I could appreciate how her clothes perfectly complemented her confident demeanor.
“Hi there! You look great,” I greeted her, hoping that the compliment would break the ice. Not that there was much ice to break.
“Thanks! You don’t look half-bad yourself.”
She swooped in for a hug. While Lizzy had gone for maximum intimacy right away, Mel left it with a short, friendly embrace. Being this close to her still made my heart beat faster.
Mel was absolutely gorgeous. That bright smile on her full lips made me feel all warm inside, and she looked so pretty with her perfect face framed by her brunette locks. I tried and almost managed not to feel drab in comparison.
A minute later I once again found myself on the giant couch of the cozy living room style hangout place that was the antechamber of their less innocent hangout place. Mel handed me a bright blue mocktail as she sat down beside me. I didn’t want to risk alcohol impacting my mental capacities, but Mel had insisted on showing off her mixing skills.
A first sip already confirmed that she knew what she was doing. The drink somehow managed to be both creamy with a rich tropical taste, as well as bring an invigorating freshness into your mouth.
“I’ve been talking to Lizzy,” Mel said, her own straw barely leaving her lips as she talked. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think the girl’s got it bad for you. Couldn’t stop gushing about your date. Not that I blame her. It sounds like the two of you had a lot of fun.”
“Yeah,” I replied, desperately trying to come up with something more interesting to say. “It was pretty intense, though. If not for her, it would’ve been a total disaster.”
“Now don’t sell yourself short.” Mel picked the pineapple slice off the rim of her glass and took a bite out of it. It was impressive how she managed to look elegant all the way through. For most people, interactions with cocktail fruits ended up either goofy or messy or both. “From what Lizzy told me, you handled yourself real well. Far better than one would expect from a first-timer.”
So Mel already knew that I had basically zero experience. Well, of course she did. It would have been weird if they didn’t share all the gossip regarding me and these play dates we had set up. In a way that made it a little easier for me. It meant that her expectations should be on a realistic level. Then again, my plans were quite different for tonight.
“About that,” I said slowly, closely watching her reaction. “There’s a reason I picked you for today.”
“I was already wondering about that.” Mel put the finished slice of pineapple peal aside and sucked her fingers clean, once again bringing up my pulse with how effortlessly sexy she was in everything she did. “Poor Steph was heartbroken that you stood her up.”
My stomach lurched. “She was?”
Mel chuckled. “No, I’m just messing with you. She was a little miffed at first, but then she decided it meant that you’re saving the best for later, and now she’s even more stoked than before. You know how she is.”
“Yeah.” Not that I could actually know how she was. The last time I’d seen her, save for her less than lucid appearance at the reunion, had been ten years ago. Still, it seemed like some things didn’t change, even if so many others had.
Like, forget about the kinky sex part. Back in high school I would have never thought that it was possible for me to sit and chat with any member of the gang without having to worry about what they would do next.
To be fair, out of the four of them, Mel been the least involved in all their antics and practical jokes. She had always just played along, seemingly content to do anything that let her stay as close as possible to Veronica, the ring leader, who she had been the right hand of. And possibly more, but who was I to judge?
“Anyway. I figured, if I’m going to, you know, play with you all, then I should probably get the skills to play the part. And, well, Lizzy gave me access to your streams, and I kinda went through a couple of your videos, and, well, you know...”
My voice trailed off as my face grew hotter and hotter. How did you talk with someone about their home-made (though in this case really high quality) porn videos?
“And? Did you like what you saw?” A cheeky smirk grew on Mel’s lips. She seemed amused by how flustered I was, but otherwise unfazed by me having seen some extremely intimate scenes of her. Then again, since they were streaming semi-professionally, it made sense that she wouldn’t think much of who might or might not have seen her naked. Or in bondage. Or having rough, screaming sex.
“M-hm,” I mumbled. I couldn’t tell her how overwhelming and yet how incredibly hot it had been to see these people I knew engage in the kind of hardcore play that had so far only existed as part of a far-off abstract world for me. Or how often I’d been lying in bed last week, touching myself as my mind replayed the juiciest moments over and over.
Not that I needed to say it out loud. It was obvious that Mel had figured at least that last part out on her own.
“But that’s not what I meant,” I quickly added so it wouldn’t seem like I’d been perving after her. “I just saw, most of the times when, you know, people were being tied up, it was you doing it.”
“Yeah, I’m a bit of an expert when it comes to bondage,” Mel said as matter-of-factly as if she was talking about her cooking skills. She fixated me with her hot eyes as she took another sip from her drink, her lips forming a cute O around the straw.
I chucked down a good part of my own cocktail, for once lamenting its lack of alcohol. However, I’d come so far, and my face physically couldn’t get any redder anyway, so I might as well come out and say it. “Could you... Could you teach me, maybe? Please?”
Mel kept her eyes trained on me as she put her drink down on the table. Her grin was impossible to read as she said “So that’s what this is about? You need someone to show you the ropes, so you can go all out on the other two?”
I realized that my question could be turned around to mean that I didn’t much care for my date with Mel and wanted to sacrifice it for the sake of the others. “Only if you don’t mind, of course!”
Mel shrugged. “Why not? It’s not how I expected this to go, but if you really have as much affinity to being a dominant as Veronica and Lizzy make it sound like, then you need to learn that stuff sooner rather than later. So, sure, let’s do it. Could be fun.”
She still had a bright smile on her lips, so maybe she actually was looking forward to it. Or she was just being friendly out of a feeling of obligation. After all, these dates stood under the pretense that the four of them wanted to make things up to me.
“You sure it’s okay?” I asked, cursing my inability to get a read of her. “I understand if a rope tutorial doesn’t live up to your expectation.”
Especially since Veronica and Lizzy had done their part to inflate them. Then again, if she would ask to do something more exciting, I doubted that I could come up with a satisfying alternative on the spot. Lizzy’s initiative and mental fortitude had been essential to making our date a success. Intuition could only get me so far. It had already become painfully obvious that being a good dominant took a lot of experience.
Experience that I didn’t have and couldn’t make up for in a hurry, but some guided training would go a long way to give me the skills I needed to make these play dates as fun and exciting for my partners as possible. Still, it wasn’t fair to sacrifice Mel’s enjoyment when she might have been looking forward to something completely different.
“Don’t worry about it. I love my ropes, and I’m sure we’ll have a blast playing around with them. Also, the main point of this is for you to get as much out of it as possible.”
She might actually mean it, but if so, that last part had been exactly the wrong thing to say. I needed to make it clear that I wanted her to get as much as possible out of our date as well, and what my short-circuiting brain came up with was “We could do it naked to make it more interesting.”
My cheeks flushed red as I realized what I’d just said. I told myself that there was nothing to be ashamed of. After all, this date was supposed to be about sex in some form or another. Still, my suggestion sounded so incredibly random and try-hard.
Random enough to surprise Mel at least. She recovered quickly, though. Of course she did. Hanging out naked might be daring and exciting for me, but to her it would be just a normal Tuesday.
“We totally could,” she said, the glimmer in her eyes suggesting that I had managed to entice her after all. “If you were serious and didn’t just say it to impress me.”
Why did she have to call me out like that? Then again, it wasn’t like I hadn’t been serious. Yes, the idea had been as haphazard as they came, but now that it was out, I wasn’t going to backpedal.
“Nah. I know that it would take much more to impress you,” I said half-jokingly. “But in that case...”
Despite my eager words, I hesitated. I guess part of me had hoped that she would take the idea up right away and make the first step. However, Mel just sat there, looking at me with bemused eyes. The message was clear: She was waiting for me to prove myself.
I’d like to say that I didn’t blush like a school girl as I awkwardly shuffled out of my top, but that’s exactly what I did. Still, I saw it through. My cheeks were burning up as my pants followed, but I managed to hold Mel’s gaze until I stood before her in just my underwear.
“Nice,” Mel said, sounding amused rather than aroused by my sad attempt at a strip-tease. “Did you pick them out specifically for me?”
It took me a moment to realize that Mel was talking about my bra and panties, a matching set of black silk with red lacing.
Truth be told, they weren’t all that comfortable. I’d bought them on a whim when I’d panicked because all my lingerie was totally inadequate for these sexy dates. In the shop they’d looked great on me, believably transforming me from your average young adult to a woman you didn’t want to fuck with. Or rather, a woman you really wanted to fuck with. Now, though, they seemed just as try-hard as pretty much everything else about me.
“I wanted to look my best for you,” I said, forcing a smile to hide my nerves. “You like it?”
“What’s not to like?” Mel got up herself, casually invading my personal space with how close she stood to me. I flinched when she put her hands on my waist, but quickly managed to relax into her touches. Mel’s fingers felt so nice as they brushed over my sides. “Almost a pity that they’ll have to go now as well.”
I bit my lip, my heart going so hard it almost hurt. Mel was so effortlessly sexy and in control, it was tempting to give in and go along with whatever she suggested. My hands were almost to the clasp of my bra when I reminded myself that I was supposed to be the dominant here.
“You first,” I said. “It’s not fair if I’m the only one undressing here.”
“Fair enough.” Mel pulled her hands back.
There was absolutely no comparison between the two of us. Mel was graceful all the way through as she took off her own clothes, her hips sensually shaking as she slid her leggings over her beautiful long legs. I only got a glimpse at her panties, because they immediately followed, leaving her standing naked from her waist down, her pussy on full display even with her top still on for the moment. She had a small patch of reddish brown hair at the top of her crotch as an eye catcher. Or at least it succeeded in catching my eyes.
When I forced myself to look back up into her face, Mel’s grin only made me blush even harder. It would have been totally fair for her to tease me about where my eyes had been, but she simply continued, taking off first her top, then her bra in smooth, sensual motions.
As much as I tried to keep my eyes to myself this time, it was impossible. Mel’s cleavage drew in looks like a black hole draws in light even when she was modestly dressed, so there was no way I could resist stealing a glance now that her chest lay completely bare. Even though I already knew pretty much all there was to know about her body from the streams I’d seen, it was something completely different now that she was standing right in front of me.
She was gorgeous, there was no other way to describe it. Her muscles were just defined enough to give her a lean, healthy look while not taking away from the soft curves of her body. It was enviable how smooth and clean her skin was, and those legs of hers were something to drool over.
And since we’re already talking about her bust: It was on the bigger side, though still in a range that both looked good and didn’t make you pity her back. And those breasts of hers looked so incredibly soft and squeezable. Maybe I was a bad person for thinking this way, but I totally wanted to bury my face between them like they were two sexy pillows.
I felt a bit bad for staring at her like a lecherous old man, but Mel only seemed delighted by my attention. She kept indulging me, smiling as she gently swayed her body to give me the best view of every little detail of her form. Pretty soon, though, she reminded me that I was still overdressed.
It was a lot easier to take off my underwear now that it didn’t leave me as the only one naked in the room. Of course my own undressing was a lot less glamorous, but I didn’t blush this time, and I was very proud that I managed not to feel inadequate next to Mel. It helped that her gaze was glued to my body just like mine had been to hers. She was licking her lips, hunger in her eyes.
“Well well well,” she said. “I’d say your plan to look your best was a total success. You’re dynamite!”
I blushed after all. Even though I knew that her complement was overblown, it felt far too good to have someone this pretty praise my looks.
“Thanks,” I managed. I wanted to return the complement, but all the lines I came up with were so cheesy that I felt I would die from embarrassment if I said them out loud.
For a few awkward seconds we just stood there in silence. It was the weirdest atmosphere, both of us naked, kinda checking each other out, but with no clear sense of where this was supposed to go.
In the end I gave myself a push to break the silence before Mel could do it herself. I was supposed to be the dominant here, so I should act like one, which meant that I needed to take the initiative.
“So, about the rope stuff,” I said, trying not to cringe at how amateurish I had to sound. “How about we do it right here? It seems more comfortable than in the dungeon.”
“Sure, I’ll just get everything we need.”
I’m sure she was shaking her butt on purpose as she walked into the next room, where they kept all their kinky stuff. It was appreciated. She had the nicest butt, soft yet firm like the rest of her. It made me think back to my date with Lizzy, and how hot her ass had been, figuratively and literally, when I’d covered it in bright red painful stripes.
Should I cane Mel as well? It was certainly tempting, but I didn’t want to be a one-trick pony. Although, there was more than one way to spank someone, and once I had this bondage thing figured out…
Mel returned, carrying an absolutely ridiculous amount of rope.
“Just how many people do you intend to tie up?” I asked as I stood up and got our drinks to safety so she could drop the whole pile onto the table.
“You’d be surprised how much rope you need once you get to the fancier ties. Not that I could teach you how to do a whole body harness in just one evening, but it never hurts to have some options.”
Right. No matter how easy Mel had made these intricate bondage setups look in the streams, I couldn’t expect to learn more than the absolute basics today. But who knew, maybe I’d turn out to be a natural at tying people up.
“Let’s start with the classics,” I said, doing my best to sound confident and on top of things. “I need to know how to bind someone’s hands.”
“Nothing easier than that. Just put them out and I’ll show you.”
“You mean… you’re going to tie me up?”
It shouldn’t have come as a surprise. Of course Mel would need to demonstrate the technique, and I just so happened to be the only available training dummy around. Still, my heart immediately started pumping away as I faced being put into bondage by this incredibly gorgeous woman that I barely even knew. While both of us were completely naked to boot.
“That was the idea. Unless, of course, you’re not comfortable with that.”
“I am,” I said quickly. “Comfortable, I mean. Just got confused for a second. Never mind.”
I held my arms out before I could make even more of a fool of myself. Mel looked at me for a moment longer, searching for confirmation that I really was okay, but I held her gaze and thankfully that was enough for her.
“Okay, then. For the most basic tie, you just loop the rope around like this…”
She wrapped it around both my wrists several times before running it between them, forming somewhat of an 8-shape. The rope was surprisingly comfortable. I’d expected it to be at least a little rough or scratchy, but this rope had clearly been made to not cause any issues even when it was wrapped real tight around bare skin.
Which was exactly what Mel was doing. It wasn’t uncomfortable per se, but my wrists had barely any wiggle room even before she made a single knot.
“Make sure to run the rope between the arms like this before the you do the knot. That way there’s no risk of accidentally obstructing the blood flow, even if you tie it up all nice and tight.” She emphasized that last word by tugging real hard at the ends of the rope, constricting my wrists even more as she finished the tie. “How does it feel?”
It felt extremely restrictive, which really shouldn’t have come as such a surprise. While the rest of my body was still free (in more ways than one, even), these rope cuffs made my hands and arms almost completely useless. I could twist them a little bit, but it was impossible for my fingers to reach the knot, and every movement made the rope rub over my skin. And with how snugly that tight knot sat between my wrists, it would be a real struggle to get at it with my teeth.
Not that I could have opened it even then, as long as Mel was holding the ends of the rope like a leash. My breath quickened as it sunk in how I had lost my freedom of movement until Mel decided to untie me again.
“It feels amazing, actually,” I said, embarrassed by how deep and husky my voice sounded. That simply having my hands bound already got me this aroused proved how much of a bondage virgin I was.
“It does, doesn’t it?” Mel dropped the rope and enclosed my hands with her own. That by itself could have been a harmless friendly gesture, but being bound and with both of us naked, being grasped by her felt more intimate than I dared to admit. And I couldn’t help notice how her palms were surprisingly rough compared to how soft the rest of her perfect skin looked. It had to be a result from working with ropes so much.
“There’s no better feeling than being bound, totally helpless and unable to get out on your own, safe in the knowledge that whoever tied you up will abuse her power over you in the best possible way.” For a moment Mel got a dreamy look in her eyes that made my heart melt.
“Are you?” I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper. “Going to abuse your power, I mean?”
Mel laughed. It was a nice, bright sound, but I still felt a twinge of disappointment. That magical moment between us had passed.
“Don’t worry, I’m not going to do anything. Playing around with bondage requires a lot of trust. That’s something one has to built towards slowly. I’ll free you again, and then you try tie up my hands to see if you got it.”
Her fingers reached for the knot, but I pulled away. Maybe I was being silly, but I didn’t care for her implication that I didn’t trust her. “Lizzy let me play with her in bondage right away, and that wasn’t any problem.”
Well, except for when I got overwhelmed by my own actions, but that hadn’t been the fault of either the bondage or the lack of trust.
“Lizzy has a lot more experience,” Mel made the obvious argument. I’d been ready for that, though.
“So you don’t need any trust if you have experience?”
“No, of course you do. I just meant…” She hesitated for a moment, unsure how to best phrase her rebuttal of my protest. That, or she realized that I had a point.
“And if I’d asked if I could tie you up today and play with you, would you have let me?”
“Of course I would have.” Mel took my hands again, but instead of going for the knot she just gently ran her fingers over mine. She had such a nice, warm smile on her lips as she said “I trust you to only do things to me that are fun for the both of us. And from what I heard from Lizzy, that trust is well founded.”
“Well, I trust you as well,” I said, holding her gaze. “And I’d love it if you, you know, did things to me while I’m, well, while I can’t…”
Fuck! Why were words so hard? I needed to get across to Mel that being bound made me feel vulnerable in the best possible way. That the thought of her using my helplessness against me was far more exhilarating than I’d ever thought possible. That I might have thought I wanted to be on top, but was suddenly faced with the realization that being on the receiving side was its own kind of hot, and that I yearned to use this chance to experiment with this hitherto unknown side of me. But how could I communicate this in any way when all I managed to do was stutter like a blushing maiden who’d die rather than say a naughty word?
“I’m happy to hear it,” Mel said, still smiling. “And I’d be open for some experiments. But I don’t really know you. And I especially don’t know your likes and your limits, so I wouldn’t be comfortable proceeding before we’ve done a lot more talking about what you want out of this session. It’s much easier when you’re in control. I’m very experienced, so I can both handle a lot, and know how to recognize and communicate when I don’t like something. Being a sub isn’t that easy. If you go in with no experience and only the vague plan of ‘I’ll let my dom do whatever’, chances are you’ll come out with some emotional scars.”
I understood her, I really did. And still I was annoyed at being shut down like this. Yes, I was a beginner, but that didn’t mean I wanted to be treated like one all the time. “Can’t I just stay in control while being bound? Like, I tell you what I want, and you do it? That way there shouldn’t be any problem right?”
I hadn’t given the idea much thought; it was just the first thing that came to mind in my attempt to convince Mel to give it a shot. I realized that the concept was kind of ridiculous when I said it, since I was basically asking to be a dom and a sub at the same time, which was something that could only work in the world of quantum physics. I was all the more surprised when Mel immediately took me up on it.
“So you want to top from the bottom? I guess that could work. As long you make sure you’re always checking in with yourself and tell me right away if there’s something you don’t like.”
As serious as her words might sound, there was a playful tinkle in her eyes. It seemed like she wasn’t so unhappy that I might have found a loop hole that would lead to some real action tonight. “Before we start, though: Is there anything you absolutely do not want me to do? Like, some way or some place I must not touch you?”
It took me a moment to answer, though mostly because the question didn’t really compute. “Don’t think so? Well, I’m not sure how I feel about pain yet, so I guess I don’t want you to whip me right from the start or something, but it’s not like you’d do that anyway if I don’t tell you to, right?”
“’Course not, though if you’re unsure but curious, we can do some experiments in that direction later. But what I meant was, what level of intimacy is okay? If you’ve seen the streams, you know that I can get quite handsy with the others when I tie them up. Or even kiss them when the fancy strikes me. But it’s totally understandable if you decide that you want to keep the touching to a minimum at the start. Being bound tends to make one experience sensations much more intensely, especially as a beginner.”
My mouth went dry as I imagined Mel feeling me up as the ropes took away my every freedom of movement, maybe even exploring my vulnerable body with those full lips of hers…
“There’s no problem,” I said, once again feeling the heat in my cheeks. “I want to be touched. And… kissed.”
Mel’s smile grew into a bright grin. “Well, if you’re sure about that, then I certainly won’t complain. And should you every change your mind, just say so immediately.”
“I won’t.” That was one of the few things I was absolutely sure of. Maybe there might come a point where I got overwhelmed by whatever kinky games we ended up playing, but I couldn’t imagine a world where I would complain about a woman as gorgeous as Mel getting all close and personal with me. Especially after how all the hand holding and the staring into her pretty eyes had made me feel all fluffy inside. “In fact, would it be okay if you kissed me right now?”
Mel giggled. It was such an unexpected sound after she’d been so serious about the whole thing, but that only made me appreciate it even more. “Of course it would,” she said. “But we should do this proper. Remember: You’re the one in control. If you want something, it’s your job to command me, and my job to either do it or refuse if it crosses a line for me. Which, spoiler alert, is not going to happen if you try it now.”
Okay, here we go. My heart beat so hard it was almost painful, but I wasn’t going to let my nerves stop me.
I wrapped my fingers around Mel’s wrist. That was about the full range of my hand movement, but it was enough to make me feel like I was the one pulling the strings. Or in this case Mel’s arm, to get her even closer to me. Her pretty face was so close that I could already feel her breath, smell the fruitiness of the cocktail she’d had.
“Kiss me!”
Her lips were as soft as they looked, and when her tongue brushed over mine, I completely melted. I actually moaned as our kiss got more intimate. Embarrassing, but I just couldn’t help myself.
Mel knew how to keep up just the right intensity, just the right amount of tongue play, to make the kiss naughty and exciting without sliding into the sloppy territory. I could still taste the pineapple in her mouth, and its sharpness only added to the thrill as we kept making out, my tongue never tiring of dancing with Mel’s.
While I held on to one of her hands, her other one was free to reach around me, to pull me even closer into the softness of her body.
I didn’t resist when her grip got stronger and her hand wandered further down until it was almost on my ass. Just the opposite. Never letting our lips part, I got up on my tip toes, inviting her hand to slide down that last bit until it rested right on my butt cheek. Mel understood my invitation and grabbed harder, making me moan once again as her fingers dug into my ass.
When the kiss finally broke I was light-headed and my lips kept tingling. I felt warm all over, and it didn’t help that Mel kept me in that naughty half-embrace, standing so close to me that her pretty face filled my vision.
“Wow,” I said, trying to remember that this was just a sexy game and I wasn’t actually falling in love. It was hard not to feel a little fuzzy after a kiss like that.
“Wow indeed.” Watching Mel lick her wet lips sent another exciting shiver down my spine. “What’s next?” she asked, and it was hard to say if that intense stare she gave me was a challenge to pick up the pace, or a promise of things to come. Maybe both.
I sat back down on the couch. It was a good way to hide that my legs had gotten kinda shaky, and it doubled as a perfect segue into the next step. “Can you tie me up? Like, for real? On the couch?”
“Yes, in fact I can.” For a moment there was a mocking quality to her smile, one that was all too familiar from way back when she’d stood by as the others had their fun with me. Now, though, this reminder of her mischievous side only made my heart beat even harder for her.
“Don’t forget how this works: No vague beating around the bush. I can wrap a couple ropes around you just to make you look pretty, or I can put you in bondage so stringent that it makes you feel claustrophobic in your own body, or everything in between. You need to tell me exactly what you want.”
Right, I needed to be the active one here. And I knew that Mel’s words weren’t just empty promises. I’d seen her tie the others up in ways that I very much doubted my body could handle. However, I wasn’t going to be satisfied with what amounted to the equivalent of some fluffy handcuffs. “Tie my legs to the couch. And my arms as well. I want to be stuck sitting here.”
“Nothing easier than that.” Mel picked another piece of rope from the giant pile on the table and crouched down.
Binding my ankle to one of the couch’s legs went without issue. The second couch leg was quite a bit farther away, though, and she made me open my legs until I had to shuffle forward to relieve the tension in my thighs.
More importantly, it left my pussy wide open for her to see. My attempt not to feel self-conscious met a tragic end when, after binding my second ankle, Mel looked right at my crotch and grinned. “Guess I need to get a towel.”
My face was burning up when she returned from the bathroom, towel in hand. It really didn’t help my awkwardness that with my legs already bound to the couch and my hands stuck together, I couldn’t easily get up to let her place the towel under me. The process involved a lot of shuffling around, and at all times I was very aware how close her fingers were to my ridiculously wet pussy.
“Sorry,” I muttered when we had finally managed to protect the couch from how horny I had gotten from just one kiss and a bit of rope.
“No need to apologize. It’s pretty hot to see how much you’re enjoying yourself.” Mel brushed against my inner thighs and my hands shot down to protect my crotch. I had acted purely on instinct, but Mel immediately pulled back. “Everything okay?”
“Everything okay,” I quickly said to keep her from worrying. “But we’re not done. I can still move my arms.” It was the best thing I could come up with on the spot to keep the scene moving.
Mel looked at me for a moment to check if I was really fine, but when I held her gaze that was enough for her. She walked around the couch, reaching over me from behind to take my joined arms and pull them up, folding them behind my back so my elbows were pointing up and my hands were at the back of my neck.
After checking in once more if I was comfortable with that pose, she joined another rope to the knot between my wrists, and the next thing I felt was a slight pull on my hands, forcing them even further down. It didn’t increase to an uncomfortable level, but Mel also didn’t leave much slack in the rope as she fixed it to presumably another couch leg.
She walked back to my front and stood right between my spread legs, leaning over me. “What’s next, then?” she asked, fire in her eyes.
What indeed? Even just sitting there filled me with a weird mix of excitement and anxiety. Compared to the shibari artistry I knew Mel to be capable of, I was barely bound at all, and yet those few ropes were already more than enough to render me completely helpless.
I couldn’t close my legs, couldn’t cover my front with my arms, couldn’t do anything to hide my most intimate areas from Mel’s hungry gaze. And with how taut the ropes were, I could barely even wiggle away. I was truly and totally helpless.
“Touch me,” I whispered, a wave of heat washing from my face all the way through my body. Some of it was embarrassment to be sure, but most of it was the pure arousal I felt at finding myself in this unthinkably lewd situation.
Mel leaned in even more closely. She was half kneeling on the couch between my legs, her face so close that I could have almost stolen another kiss. Almost. I tried, but the strain in my shoulders held me back.
“Touch me where?” she asked, her voice low and sultry, drawing out every word. “Touch me how? I want to hear you say it.”
I bit my lip. Fuck, it was so hard to voice my desires, but it was also so, so hot to be made to do it anyway. “My… my breasts,” I forced myself to say, another wave of heat running through me. My forehead already felt damp from the first droplets of sweat. “Please, touch me there. And… be gentle, please.”
“Don’t worry, I can do gentle. I can be so gentle that people beg me to go harder. Now, should I use my hands to touch you...”
I flinched as her fingers brushed over my sides. She didn’t even touch any overly sensitive areas yet, but being so utterly defenseless and vulnerable fucked with my brain in the best possible way.
“… or should I use my mouth?” She parted her lips slightly and ran the tip of her tongue along them, right in front of my eyes so I couldn’t have escaped her sexy teasing even if I’d wanted to. Bringing that towel had been absolutely essential.
“Your mouth,” I repeated, the mental image of those sweet lips of hers on my chest almost overwhelming me on its own. “Please.”
Mel chuckled. She kept her hands on my sides, not quite touching my breasts.
Yet.
“Can you do that without the please?” she asked, her eyes drilling into mine. “Don’t ask me. Tell me to do it. Command me! I know you want it. Fuck shame, fuck propriety! Think of what you want, no matter how naughty, and just say it.”
My breath caught. By this point I was feeling almost unbearably hot. My arm pits were getting wet from sweat, and with my elbows up and wrists pulled back, there was nothing I could do to hide it. A single drop of sweat ran down my side, tickling me as it made its way over my sensitive skin, until it was stopped by Mel’s fingers.
I knew what I wanted to say. I also knew that there was no way I could get the words out convincingly. I didn’t have Mel’s natural sexiness, and any attempt at dirty talk could only sound try-hard and awkward. But if I let that stop me, I’d never get over myself. And ironically I trusted Mel not to make fun of me.
“Suck on my breasts! And I want lots of tongue!”
It didn’t sound as bad as I’d feared, which didn’t mean that it was good by any stretch. The old Mel would have mocked me endlessly for that weak line delivery, but now only an amused flicker in her eyes betrayed that she wasn’t buying my dominant act. Other than that, she played along perfectly.
“Right away, Mistress,” she said. The way she lingered on that last words sent shivers down my spine. “Thank you for letting me taste your gorgeous breasts.”
Mel put her hands on the couch to stabilize herself as she leaned down until her face was level with my chest. She started with the gentlest of kisses, barely more than her wet lips brushing against my breasts, but that was already enough to make my heart go crazy.
I tried to keep myself from hyperventilating as she slowly ramped up the intimacy. At first it was just tiny licks with the tip of her tongue to compliment the kisses, but over the course of several minutes she grew more bold, until she was caressing my breasts with long, open-mouthed licks that ran from the underboob all the way up to my collar bone.
“Don’t hold it in,” she breathed between two of those endlessly sensual licks. “I want to hear how good you feel.”
The next time she went down, her tongue brushed against my rock-hard nipple, and I couldn’t have kept silent if I tried.
It was absolutely crazy how horny I was. Every time my body twitched in response to her delicious tongue lashing, I tugged at the ropes on my wrists and ankles, and this reminder that there was no escaping the pleasure only made me focus on it even more, until my whole world was reduced to just Mel worshiping my breasts in this soft, wet, unbearably sexy way.
By this point I was sweating for real. The drops on my forehead I could somewhat wipe away with my upper arms, but there was nothing I could do about my upper body. Mel must have noticed it as well, and I was extremely self-conscious of the fact that I had to taste slightly salty. She carried on as if it was nothing, though. If anything, she only increased the intensity of her tongue play.
My breasts were tingling all over and I couldn’t stop an endless series of low moans escaping my throat. But for how good it felt, the pleasure was getting increasingly empty and irritating.
Every time Mel’s tongue touched one of my nipples, my heart skipped a beat and I involuntarily tore at the ropes holding my ankles in an attempt to close my legs and get some friction on my throbbing pussy. However, those moments were few and far between. Most of the time Mel alternated between licking my breasts and nibbling on them with just her lips, both techniques being as titillating as they were ultimately unfulfilling.
“Oh God, please more,” I groaned when Mel’s tongue just barely missed my nipple for what had to be the tenth time in a row.
“Told you I’m good at making people beg me to go harder.”
Mel looked up at me, giving me a perfect view of both her cleavage and her shining wet lips. “It’s all up to you. If you want more, you know what to do.”
“My nipples,” I said, too horny to feel embarrassed. “Take them in your mouth. Suck them. Do whatever with them. Don’t be gentle, just… give me something!”
Thankfully Mel didn’t insist on me spelling it out even more this time. She just closed her lips around one of my painfully erect nipples.
A second later I was straining against the ropes with all my strength.
Mel had taken the “don’t be gentle” part to heart. All that foreplay on top of the inherent thrill of being helpless had made my nipple ridiculously sensitive, and she sucked on it with a force as if she tried to get a piece of fruit through a drinking straw.
It felt good, there was no questioning that, but it was also so intense that it hurt. It was the sweetest pain possible, but that didn’t make it any easier to bear as my poor nipple got completely crushed in her hot mouth. And when she started to engage her tongue as well…
My frantic moans bordered on straight-out screaming. I instinctively tried to get away from this overwhelming sensation, and the fact that I couldn’t only made it all the more intense.
I couldn’t think straight anymore. My heart was thumping like crazy and it was hard to breathe between my throaty moans. It was too much! As good as it felt, I just couldn’t handle it anymore.
“Oh God, please, stop!”
Mel immediately let go. I kept panting heavily, but now that my nipple wasn’t actively attacked anymore, the lingering ache was actually soothing in the weirdest way. And looking down at it, seeing it shining wet, bright pink and visibly larger than the other one, sent hot shivers into my crotch.
“Everything okay? Do you need out?”
“I’m fine, I just need a quick break.” My lips twisted into a wild grin. I had to look like I’d gone crazy, but I couldn’t help it. The endorphins following Mel’s sweet torture where only now kicking in for real. “That was… just… wow.”
“Admittedly, I should have eased you into it more slowly.” Mel got back up to that half standing, half kneeling position where she could look me right in the eyes. “I’m sorry if it was too much. If you want, I can untie you and let you catch your breath.”
“No, I’m fine, I swear. Stop worrying and kiss me!”
I giggled at my own stupidity. But Mel had told me before to say my every wish out loud, and as much as I appreciated her concern, the last thing I wanted right now was out of these ropes.
Thankfully Mel believed me that everything was okay. And even more thankfully, she played along and I once again found myself in a long, hot make-out session.
Being bound really did enhance every single sensation. I wanted to embrace Mel back, but being denied that option was even hotter. I moaned into her mouth as her tongue interlocked with mine, her fingers gentle brushing over my still tingling breasts.
Why had nobody told me that being tied up and played with was so much fun? And why did anyone ever have sex without some form of bondage?
Mel broke the kiss, but she kept her face so close to mine that I still smelled her fruity breath. “What now?” she asked, licking her lips.
As much as I would have loved to drag this out, my body was getting impatient. My pussy kept twitching in unfulfilled desire, and I knew that I wouldn’t be able to bear the tension much longer.
“Touch me for real,” I said, before Mel’s raised eyebrow reminded me that I was supposed to be as explicit in my commands as possible.
Touch me how, she’d asked before. Well, I would have been more than happy for her to finger me to an amazing climax, but as my eyes kept flickering to her shiny lips, I got a much better idea. A much hotter and more personal one. And given everything Mel had done so far, I very much doubted that she’d have a problem with it.
“Eat me out!”
“I’d love to,” Mel said, her fingers traveling down my sides again until they came to rest on my thighs. “But I’m afraid we’d have to untie you for that.”
She was right. While my sitting position perfectly presented my sopping wet pussy to the world, you couldn’t comfortably get at it with your mouth. For a moment I considered going for a fingering after all, but no. I was already locked in. If Mel’s tongue was only half as skillful between my legs as it was during our kisses, this wasn’t an opportunity I could allow myself to miss.
“Then you’ll have to tie me up some other way. You’re the expert, I’m sure you can come up with something.”
“Sounds like I got another girl addicted to ropes. Somehow I keep doing that.” Mel gave me another quick peck on the lips. “Do you want me to explain what I’m doing while I’m doing it, or have you decided that you can learn some other day and just want to enjoy yourself tonight?”
Right. Originally I’d planned to use this night to learn about bondage, with sex being more of an optional extra. But as they said: No plan survives first contact with the enemy. Especially not with an enemy as deceptively hot as Mel.
“Honestly, I don’t think I’d remember anything you told me.”
“No problem. Then just enjoy yourself and let me do the work. I’m sure we’ll have lots of other opportunities to show you the ropes in a more… educational way.”
“I’d love nothing more.”
And there we had another plan that was crashing and burning in the best possible way: Back at the reunion we might have agreed to one date per member of the gang, but just like I’d kept in contact with Lizzy, Mel had confirmed right now that she, too, didn’t want this to be a one night stand. If things continued like this, I’d be a full member of their gang by the end of it all. And maybe I was just too horny for my own good right now, but forming a real connection with this group of kinky gals was like a dream come true.
Mel barely took a minute to undo all the knots binding me to the couch. I used that moment of freedom to grab the towel and wipe away the drops of sweat that had tickled my skin all this time.
In doing so it was impossible to overlook the big wet spot I’d caused on the towel already. Maybe I should have been embarrassed, but in my current state this visible proof of my arousal only turned me on even more.
“I’ll keep this simple,” Mel said, grabbing another length of rope. “Just a very easy technique that looks real good and is a lot of fun. You know, the kind of thing you might want to try out yourself at some point.”
She winked at me as she took the towel and spread it over the seat of the couch. “Lie down on your back and tuck your legs in!”
A faint voice remembered me that I was supposed to be giving the commands here, but I quickly silenced it. After finding out how amazing it was to be rendered helpless by Mel’s ropes, it only felt right to follow her orders.
Mel wrapped fresh ropes around each of my wrists and joined them with the ones already bound to my ankles. It looked simple enough, although I honestly didn’t pay any attention to the technique, because I was far too distracted by the pose I was now locked into.
Somehow it managed to be even more exposing than the last one, even though it was less restrictive. While my arms were tied to my legs, I wasn’t bound to any external anchor, so in theory I could have rolled away at will (although in this case my options would have been limited to rolling off the couch). However, even if I closed my legs, I couldn’t fully restrict access to my pussy, and now my ass was pointing towards Mel as well. My heartbeat quickened again as I realized that I was in the perfect position to have things shoved into very naughty places.
Right now we had other plans, though. Mel joined me on the crouch, crawling between my legs. Her head and shoulders prevented me from closing them as she positioned herself so that her face was right at my throbbing pussy.
“Ready?” she asked.
I didn’t have to look down to hear the grin in her voice.
“So ready,” I answered, my own voice all husky. It was surprisingly exhausting to lie there with my hands around my tucked in legs. Add that to my raging horniness, and I was already starting to sweat again. The towel beneath me really was putting in a lot of work to protect the couch.
Mel took her time. She trailed lines of soft kisses along my inner thighs, slowly converging to my hot core, but always turning away before her lips reached a point that would feel real good.
“You smell real nice,” she whispered, looking up at me with burning eyes as she kept teasing my legs.
“What are you waiting for, then?”
I tried not to sound annoyed, but the tension was getting to me. My pussy was positively leaking by this point, and it was desperately yearning for some real attention.
“Getting impatient?” Mel chuckled. She stuck out just the very tip of her tongue and did the slightest of licks over my twitching folds.
“Please,” I whined. Yes, it was hot to be completely at Mel’s mercy, but the need was killing me.
I couldn’t help but think back to the reunion, when Veronica had locked us into the staff restroom and I’d teased her with the promise of a kiss, only to instead keep egging her on with the tiniest licks over her lips. Back than I’d been startled by how effective that little game had been at making her squirm, but now that I found myself in a similar situation, I totally got it. When you were this primed to receive pleasure, it was almost better not to get any at all than to suffer this hot teasing that felt just good enough to make you hyperfocus on it, but offered no real fulfillment.
“Please what? So far you only told me to eat you out. And when I eat someone out, I like to take my time, make sure that both of us get to enjoy it for as long as possible. But if you can’t wait any longer, just say so, and I’ll get you off right away.”
I whined again as I faced this dilemma. Yes, I wanted to get off right away. Wanted it so much, it physically hurt. But I also wanted to experience everything Mel had to offer. And I especially wanted to fully experience the thrill of being bound, of not being in control of what happened to me.
“No,” I decided. “I want you to enjoy this. To enjoy… me. Just…” My stomach did a little somersault as a terrible thought crept into my brain. “You’ll get there in the end, right?”
Mel’s grin had turned into a full-grown smirk. “Don’t worry. I wouldn’t be that cruel. Well, I totally would, but not to you. Not unless you asked for it.”
My mouth went dry. Why would anyone ever ask to be wound up only to be left hanging? Well, a dangerous voice inside me said, maybe for the same reason they’d ask to be put into bondage: Because it was so, so hot to give up control over what happened to you.
I couldn’t linger on that thought for long, because Mel started licking me in earnest, and that immediately sucked in one hundred percent of my attention.
When I say “in earnest”, though, I mean that her tongue finally met my pussy. That didn’t mean her licks were in any way quick or strong. Oh no. The tip of her tongue lazily lapped along my folds, gingerly prodded at my entrance, at times even played around my clit, but every lick was as agonizingly gentle as the next.
My pussy was weeping, and I soon felt close to crying myself. My arousal was festering in my loins like a ball that grew heavier and heavier, ready to explode but unable to find that igniting spark. The muscles in my crotch were already getting sore from how desperately my pussy clenched around the emptiness within it, and still Mel kept that maddening pace, content to lap up my endlessly dripping juices one drop at a time, but doing nothing to push me any closer to my relief.
I would have admired Mel’s patience, had I not been so preoccupied with cursing it internally. My nails dug into my ankles so hard it hurt, but I only tightened my grip even more. It was one of the few things I still had control over, one of the few things I could try and funnel the tension into. I seriously considered giving up and just telling Mel to get me off, but I gathered my remaining willpower and held on a little longer. As much as I wanted to come, I wanted even more to experience what it was like to fully be at someone’s mercy.
Finally Mel stepped up her game, although my relief was short-lived. The next time her tongue came in the vicinity of my clit, it lingered there, lapping away in an endless series of little licks, each one just enough to send a quick jab of pleasure through that crazy bundle of nerves before it was gone again.
All the foreplay had left my clit as hard and swollen as my nipples, and so sensitive that even though Mel only prodded at its hood with the tip of her tongue, every touch made my head swim.
And that last line of protection was rapidly failing. Every lick pushed the hood back a little bit further, aided by a gentle pull on my skin by Mel’s fingers, laying my most sensitive spot completely bare.
The first time Mel’s tongue touched my clit directly, I totally lost it. I couldn’t stop myself from hyperventilating as Mel made me suffer jab after agonizing jab of pleasure so strong, so raw that it was like a painful electric shock.
My legs clenched in an attempt to protect myself, but Mel’s head was in the way, and she was completely unimpressed by how I smothered her with my thighs. Any attempt to twitch away was blocked by her as well, and immediately followed up with another sharp tongue lashing on my burning clit.
I tried to bear it, I really did. But just like when Mel had attacked my nipple, it might be the sweetest kind of torture, but it was still torture, and my body and mind could only take so much of it before they got completely overwhelmed and the pure survival instinct set in.
“Enough,” I shouted. “Please, I can’t take it anymore!”
Once again Mel stopped immediately, although my clit kept throbbing and burning terribly, and I only now realized how ridiculously wet I’d gotten again. I had to be dehydrated as fuck already.
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to go on for this long, but I got carried away.”
I slowly got my breathing back under control. The burning arousal was still killing me, but with those painfully sharp jabs of pleasure gone, I could at least function again. “God, that’s intense,” I said, still panting heavily. “Do you do that to everyone you eat out?”
“Everyone who lets me,” Mel answered with a mischievous grin. “So I take it you haven’t seen any of our Edgathon streams yet?”
“Your what?”
“It’s this challenge that’s picked up by lots of erotic streamers right now. And I get why. It’s our most lucrative streams by a long shot.
“You see, the word comes from edging and marathon. Basically, we strap someone in, usually Veronica because she’s the absolute worst at dealing with not getting what she wants, and then we do exactly what I’ve been doing to you. Only even worse, if you can believe it.”
I could, although my stomach lurched at the attempt of imagining Mel being even more cruel. “For how long?”
“That’s the beauty of it: While the stream is running, viewers can donate money, and the time is extended with each donation. So as long as the money keeps coming, the fun doesn’t stop. Until, after a couple of hours, you’re sitting there with lots of cash and a very, very desperate Veronica.”
“Hours,” I repeated dryly. I had no idea how long Mel had teased me, but it couldn’t have been much more than fifteen minutes, and that had already been enough for me to reach my absolute limit.
Suffering this excruciating tongue lashing several times as long, while you could see the money coming in and knew that even in the best case you’d have to suffer for so much longer… The mere thought almost sent me over, but at the same time it was another reminder that I was still operating on a very, very different level from those four.
“Oh yes.” Mel got a blissful, far-away look as she relived the memories. “Our record was a bit over six hours. And we didn’t even let her get off at the end because the viewers voted against it. Poor girl was such a mess that day. People can be so cruel.”
My clit twitched as I imagined what it would be like to be left hanging now, to be stuck with nowhere for this burning arousal to go. I’d be in a horny haze, although likely not for long because there was no way I’d have the willpower not to simple masturbate first chance I got.
There was a dangerous allure to the thought of being denied after so much teasing, though, and I’d already made a mental note to search their stream archive later for this very video. But ultimately I knew that I couldn’t do it. The tension was already killing me, and if my pussy didn’t stop this frustratingly empty clenching soon, I’d simply go insane.
“But you won’t be that cruel, right?”
“Not unless you want me to,” Mel said, giving me a look so hot, it got my cheeks glowing again.
Once more I was tempted. But, no, I had to be realistic. If I wanted to keep functioning, I needed that orgasm. But maybe, maybe in the future, when I’d gotten more accustomed to the kinky lifestyle…
“I’m sorry, but I really need it right now.”
Future me could worry about the crazier adventures. As much as present me appreciated what had to be the most amazing sex of my life, it was simply getting too much.
“No need to apologize,” Mel said with a warm smile. “Just lean back and enjoy your happy end.”
It was just a manner of speech, since there was only so much leaning back I could do with my wrist tied to my ankles, but enjoy myself I did.
Mel started off with a couple slow, strong licks from my soaked entrance all the way up, immediately getting me so ready for action again, before she went for my clit once more. But this time she didn’t keep it at some light teasing.
She engulfed that swollen nub with her lips and sucked just the right amount to melt my mind as she kept flicking her tongue against it.
Within seconds my moans turned into screams again as the pleasure reached an unbearable intensity. With how sensitive my clit was, this skillful assault on it once more made me suffer the sweetest torture, but now that the pleasure actually pushed me towards an explosive finish, there was a deep bliss to the pain.
It took a surprising amount of time until I came. I would have thought that I’d explode instantly, but it seemed like all that teasing had made my body momentarily forget how to handle some real pleasure. That hard ball of arousal kept pulsating between my legs, the tension mounting higher and higher as Mel tirelessly sucked on my clit, until finally it all came crashing down.
It was a good thing that I was bound and trapped beneath Mel, because otherwise I would have flailed around wildly as every muscle in my body spasmed at the same time.
I got loud. Like, really loud. I’m not usually one to voice my pleasure, but it was simply too much, and I needed to let it all out.
When I came down again after what might very well have been far more than just a single orgasm, my throat burned almost as badly as my pussy. The climax had left me so oversensitive that even Mel’s last careful licks were uncomfortably intense. She stopped right away when I pushed her away with my legs, leaving me with a deep but oh so fulfilling ache.
“Satisfied?” she asked, licking her lips.
I just laughed. Yes, I was satisfied. So satisfied. But I was also so ready to simply collapse. Which was exactly what I did when Mel undid the knots. I fell back, all limbs stretched out like a starfish. A very sweaty, but also very happy starfish.
After getting all the ropes off me, Mel joined in for some cuddles and kisses. Still floating in my blissful afterglow, I happily enjoyed this intimacy.
Maybe I should have worried about what this all meant, going forward. Sex was one thing, but these soft, lovely cuddles she gave me made my stomach flutter for entirely different reasons. Were we one the path of becoming girlfriends? Friends with an extra nice set of benefits? Was I just getting soppy because I’d enjoyed myself too much, or were there some real feelings growing?
All those questions would surely come back to haunt me later, but for now I managed to push them aside, happily kissing Mel as I held on to her with my arms and legs, trapping her in an embrace that was a bondage of its own. One she was so happy to accept, tightly embracing me back for however long it took me to completely get off my high.
Where ever we all might up in the end, I was so, so glad I took that chance back at the reunion, and I couldn’t wait to find out what else would come from that fateful night.






  
  Part 4: Brat Taming


A good month had passed since my last “official” play date with one of my former bullies, and now I was finally on my way to meet Steph, certified chaos gremlin, and the one who’s practical jokes back in school had been the most… let’s call it hands-on. 
It wasn’t my nerves that had pushed the date this far back, though. Except for the final rescheduling due to bodies being stupid, I’d made good use of the time. For the first time since the start of this sexy madness, I felt prepared and in control as I walked through the park to the nice little apartment complex that held the gang’s secret sex dungeon. A walk that I was very well acquainted with by this point.
Originally the plan had been to have one date with each member of the gang, basically a one night stand with some kinky roleplay where I got to “take my revenge” for how they treated me all these years back. So far I’d had two of those dates, but none of them had stayed at one night. Turns out, it’s hard to have amazing sex and awaken new sides of yourself without forming a real connection in the process.
By this point I’d count both Lizzy and Mel, my previous dates, among my best friends, and we’d hung out several times since then. I might as well have become a member of their gang already, but we decided that it would be more fun if my first real interaction with each of them was in the context of one of these set up play dates. The uncertainty of what I could expect certainly raised my anticipation for tonight, but there was a world of difference in how I went into this date compared to the last ones.
For once, I wasn’t a total beginner anymore when it came to kink. My practical experience might not have been all that much yet, but over the course of several sessions Mel had taught me all the basics of rope bondage, and I’d spent many long and intimate evenings talking to Lizzy about what it meant to be a submissive. I had a pretty good idea now of where I stood and what I wanted, as well as something of a plan for what to do tonight.
But one thing I’d also learned was that a plan usually only held until first contact with the enemy, and I half-expected this to happen again. From everything I’d heard, Steph had a very different energy to what I was used to.
It already started when I rang her up on the intercom, and she greeted me with a “Heya, Chrissy!” as she let me into the building. Chrissy was what they’d called me back in school when I’d been the victim of their little games. The whole gang knew that I wanted to be called by Christine, my proper name, now. It might have just slipped her mind, but I very much doubted it.
My feeling that something was up only grew as I climbed the stairs to the first floor and found myself alone. Both Lizzy and Mel had welcomed me in the hallway, but there was no sign of Steph. The door to the gang’s apartment was left ajar, though. She clearly expected me to let myself in. In theory this wasn’t unusual, especially since I’d been to this place several times already, and could be expected to know the way. Still, I hesitated before I entered carefully, my body tensed up in preparation for any kind of tricks.
I wasn’t jumped immediately upon entering, and there were no other traps waiting for me. It was apparent at a glance, though, why Steph hadn’t come out into the hallway.
Technically she wasn’t naked, though I’d argue that her get-up was even worse than that. Her jeans shorts would have been daring even if they hadn’t been ripped up so badly that it was a miracle the fabric still held together. And while her naughty bits where more or less covered, the big gashes in her jeans left no ambiguity regarding the absence of her panties.
Her only other pieces of clothing, if you could even call them that, were a leather choker adorned with a ring of metal spikes, and a decorative belt strapped around her right thigh. The way she lounged on the couch, baring her chest (and pretty much everything else) made her look like a member of a lesbian biker gang on her day off.
“Hi,” I said, trying my best not to let my surprise show as I quickly closed the door behind me. “I see you’ve already been waiting for me.”
“Yep.”
I’d expected Steph to get up to greet me, but she kept lying on the couch, legs dangling over the armrest, fixating me with a gaze that perfectly communicated both “I’m too cool to care about anything” and “Since I’ve got nothing better to do right now, I might as well amuse myself with you.” High school Chrissy would have been totally intimidated by her. And, truth be told, it wasn’t easy for present time Christine either to keep her wits in the face of such blatant confidence.
“I’ve been thinking about how best to welcome you,” she told me. “You know, what would make the strongest impression. I was this close to fingering myself when you come through the door. Would’ve liked to see your face. But I figured, maybe that’s going a little too far. Then again, if you’re the same hidden pervert as always, I would’ve only done you a favor. Anyway, nice of you to come. After all this rescheduling, I was already worried you don’t want to see me after all.”
It took me a few moments to process all of that. Well, “process” might be the wrong word. I had absolutely no idea what to make of the situation. Steph was clearly fishing for a reaction, and the way I dealt with her right now would set our dynamic going forward. My old instincts were in favor of the time-honored strategy of getting all flustered, and awkwardly pretending that nothing was happening. Old habits died hard, but it had been those same old habits that held me back from living my life the way I wanted for far too long.
Not anymore. I wasn’t going to let myself get intimidated by Steph.
“Of course I wanted to see you,” I told her, confidently holding her gaze. Or at least I held her gaze, while trying to appear confident about it. With a bit of luck that would be enough. “And it looks like you haven’t changed at all.”
“Girl, are you kidding me?” She sat a little straighter, though I felt like she only did it to give me an even better view of her naked chest. “Isn’t it obvious how much I’ve matured since back then?”
Her dirty grin left no ambiguity about what kind of maturity she was talking about. And I had to admit, she’d shaped up nicely those last ten years. Just like back then she was a bit on the chubby side, but the extra kilos had spread in a nice, even way, giving her whole body an inviting softness, while accentuating her already generous curves. Her darkish blond hair still had that same unkempt look to it, but she’d learned how to make it come off as stylish and daring, instead of just lazy.
One would have been forgiven for calling her pretty, but that fire of mischief in her eyes made you reconsider using such nice, innocent words in relation to her. Yes, she was good-looking, but everything about her radiated that she was trouble; that she was the kind of girl your Mum didn’t want you to be friends with. The one you let walk right over you, because it was actually kinda hot how she simply said and did whatever she felt like.
I tried to get my thoughts back under control, but it wasn’t easy. Lizzy and Mel had re-introduced themselves to me in a pretty neutral manner. We’d started off with a nice chat to find out where we all stood now. That had helped a lot with letting go of my old habits around them, and allowed me to make a proper fresh start with them. Steph however pretty much continued exactly where she’d left off ten years ago, only that in the meantime she’d gotten even more experience in being a naughty little tease.
“Some things certainly have changed,” I said, leaving it deliberately ambiguous what exactly I was talking about. For a moment I felt embarrassed about how tempting it was to run my eyes all over her hot body, but that was a feeling I could easily nip in its bud. It couldn’t have been any clearer that Steph wanted me to check her out, likely with the intention to get me all bashful about it. Well, that wasn’t going to work anymore.
“So, anyway, how did you expect this to go?” I asked. “Looks to me like you want to get things started as quickly as possible.”
“You know me. There’s nothing more boring than to wait for things to happen. And from what the others told me, I figured there’s no need to go easy on you. After all the kinky shit you did with them, you should be able to handle me at my best. Or my worst. Guess that depends on your perspective.” She kept grinning, but for a moment there was something like sincerity in her expression as she added “You can, can’t you?”
I took a deep breath to calm my racing thoughts. And my racing heart. And that hot flutter in my stomach. I recognized the question for what it was: The option for an easy way out. Steph’s welcome might have been provocative to say the least, but in that moment I understood that she really had changed a lot from back then. Sure, she still loved playing her games, but I was one hundred percent certain, if I told her that her act was too much for me to deal with, she would have dropped it, and eased me into things.
But did I actually want that?
Now that I’d made it over the initial shock, I had to admit that the whole situation was really hot. Like, being invited over by a woman you’d always kinda had a crush on, only to find her almost naked on arrival, giving you some sass, begging you to make a move on her? That kind of stuff normally only happened in your dirty fantasies. And in the sophisticated kind of porn that bothered with some pretense of a plot.
Sure, part of me wanted to play it slow and safe. But at the same time I wanted to believe in Steph’s words and prove them right. Believe that I’d actually come far enough to handle myself. And if this worked out, it would make such an amazing memory. One that the few close friends I’d dare share it with would be so jealous of.
“I’ll give it my best shot,” I said, my heart completely going crazy. This was it. The training wheels were off.
“That’s my girl!”
Steph might have been the one on the couch looking up at me, but there was no questioning who was in control here. I needed to take initiative, but how?
While stood there, unsure of what to do next, she reached over to the little table, and picked up a leather strap that I hadn’t paid any mind to until now. My stomach did a somersault as she attached one end of it to her choker and dropped the other on the floor.
“I’m all yours,” she told me, her eyes lighting up even more. “You just gotta come and take me.”
My legs moved on their own as I walked over to her and picked up the loose end. What the fuck was going on here? It had barely been minutes since my arrival, and I already had Steph on a leash. Once more the doubts acted up, reminding me that I was completely out of my element here, that plain old me simply didn’t belong in a world where such things happened.
I shoved them aside. I’d let myself be controlled by these thoughts for far too long.
“That thing suits you. I always thought that the others should keep you on a tighter leash.”
“Well, now’s your chance to make it happen.” Steph idly coiled a part of the leash around her finger. “But you better not think you’ve tamed me just yet. If you want me to be your good doggy, that’s going to take some convincing.”
“Let’s see about that.”
It was amazing how steady my voice sounded, because internally I was a complete bundle of nerves. If I wanted to get anywhere, I’d have to rely on my instincts, because my brain was far too busy being overwhelmed by the situation to be of any help. But my instincts had gotten me pretty far already, and I wasn’t a total newbie anymore either. I should be fine, as long as I didn’t let my nerves get the better of me.
The first order of business was to get the both of us into the playroom. I wasn’t sure about the second step just yet, but given the mind-boggling amount of kinky toys the gang had assembled, there had to be something I could use. I made off towards the other room, and almost stumbled when Steph let the leash pull taut, and didn’t move a single muscle to follow me.
“What?” I looked back at Steph, who was still sitting on the couch, her lips twisted into the grin of a wild animal.
“Told you, I’m not your good doggy if you don’t make me.”
My first thought was: Fuck, what do I do now? The second one was: I’m gonna show her who’s boss, that’s what I’m gonna do. I yanked at the leash. She stayed right where she was, challenging me to do something about it.
“Last warning: If you don’t behave yourself right now, I’m getting the stick!”
“Uuh, look at how I’m shivering in fear.” She yanked back. In my surprise I let the leash slip through my fingers. “You lost something, by the way,” she told me in her smuggest voice.
“Okay, that’s it. I’m getting something to deal with bad doggies.”
I left the smirking Steph behind on the couch and went off to the playroom on my own.
By this point I’d been in there often enough that the ridiculous amount of stocks, chains, bondage frames, whips, and what have you, were almost normal to me. Once through the door and out of Steph’s sight, I leaned against what I now knew to be a spanking bench, and tried to keep my heart from simply exploding.
My nerves were still going strong, but it wasn’t just my raging insecurity anymore. I was genuinely excited, almost scarily so. Steph’s provocative brattiness had touched something inside of me. By now I’d experienced it often enough to recognize the feeling for what it was: My dominant instincts taking over.
Part of me might still be shitting itself because I was so much out of my element, but a different, alluringly strong part insisted that, no, actually this was exactly my element. It reminded me that I loved playing the part of the sadistic dominant, and that I was so ready to have a go at it again.
I allowed myself to embrace these feelings. They were right. While playing the bottom at my play date with Mel had been fun, and given me valuable insights into what it meant to be the one helplessly bound and at the mercy of someone else, what I really craved was to take control. To take control, and to cause pain.
It had taken me a bit to fully come to terms with this side of me, especially after my first time unleashing my inner sadist had ended in a breakdown. However, both Lizzy and Mel had helped me work through my issues, and I now fully accepted that there was nothing wrong with getting aroused by making a willing partner suffer a bit. I only hoped that I wouldn’t overdo it when faced with someone of Steph’s chaotic bratty attitude.
Well, I was simply going to do my best. It was the only option, really, because I certainly wasn’t going to call the whole thing off. Not after how much I’d been looking forward to today.
I’d calmed down enough that it didn’t feel like I might get a heart attack any second now, and it was time to get a move on. Making Steph wait for too long wouldn’t earn me any favors. I’d been improvising when I told her I’d get the stick, figuring that this was how you handled a bad doggy (or that’s what I assumed, at least; I’d never owned a dog, bad or otherwise). However, the idea certainly had its appeal. The cane was pretty much the only implement of pain I had any real experience with, and I was itching to play around with it again.
I grabbed one from the cupboard. A different one than I’d used on Lizzy, a bit longer and thicker, making it less bendy as I swung it through the air. I tested it on the palm of my hand. Even though I didn’t use much force, it was immediately apparent that the thing packed quite a punch. It would do its job perfectly.
Steph was playfully gnawing on the end of the leash when I returned. Upon seeing what I’d brought, though, she immediately stopped fidgeting and her eyes lit up. “Uuh~ someone’s getting serious.”
“Told you so.” I walked right up to the couch so I could look down at her. It gave me a sense of authority, even though it was clear that Steph didn’t respect it in any way. Well, that was something we were going to work on. “Last chance: Give me the leash and come with me, or I’m gonna use that thing.”
The threat was only to keep up appearances. Never in a million years would I’ve expected Steph to behave herself, and she didn’t disappoint.
“That what you want?” She held up the end of the leash. “Sorry, can’t give it to you. I’m kinda attached to it.”
I snorted. That pun was so stupid that it momentarily threw me off my game, and I had to find back into the right headspace. “Don’t be smart with me and give me that thing!”
“Make me!”
That hot glance she gave me as she said those two words, that smirk on her lips, the pure joy in her voice as she threw her defiance at me, she was begging so hard for a punishment, how could I not give her what she asked for?
I brought the cane down on her thigh with a frightfully loud crack.
It left a bright red line that looked like it had to sting like a bitch. Which was confirmed by Steph’s sharp gasp as her eyes went wide. I hadn’t meant to use this much force, but it was scarily easy to cause some real pain with these things.
“Erm…” I gave Steph a nervous look. It was tempting to apologize outright, but I didn’t want to annoy her by fully breaking immersion after literally the first thing I did. Still, I needed some feedback if this level of intensity was okay, or if I’d gone too far.
“Not bad. I almost felt that one.” She wiggled her eyebrows at me.
It was so obvious that she was bluffing, and that it had actually hurt, but I appreciated how clear her message was: Everything was okay, and she was more than comfortable to play this hard.
“Guess I need to try again, then.”
My next strike was more reserved. It earned me a pitying look, and the certainty that it wasn’t just okay to use the cane as hard as I wanted to, I’d even have to, in order to make any progress here. So I brought it down again on her soft thigh, once more impacting with a deafening crack.
Steph bit down so hard on her lower lip that it turned white. The red welt on her thigh grew darker by the second. That was going to bruise for sure. I’m sure if someone had hit me like that, I’d be screaming already. Steph was of sterner stuff, though, but even so she couldn’t pretend to be unaffected anymore.
“Okay,” she said as she offered the leash to me again, dragging the word out and rolling her eyes in the perfect act of the petulant child who only played along because it absolutely had to. “It’s not like I wanted to stay on this couch all afternoon anyway.”
I grabbed the leash, and this time Steph let herself be pulled along. Sure, she made a show of taking as long as possible to get up from the couch, but she willingly followed me into the playroom. I shouldn’t have been surprised by this sudden good behavior, though. Now that she’d made sure that I was serious about playing my part, she had to be eager to get to the good stuff. And all the good stuff was in the other room.
In fact, there was so much good stuff that I had no idea what to go for. Even if I ignored all the things that would require a learning curve to use correctly, I still had far too many options. Should I bend her over the spanking bench and paint her ass red like I’d done with Lizzy? Should I bind her to that iron grid over there, which looked like the world’s most uncomfortable bed frame? Or should I simply tie her up using the couple of rope techniques I’d learned, and then go to town on her?
I must have spent a little too long thinking about it, because Steph walked around me, took my hand, and straight up bit it.
It was such an unexpected move that I froze up in surprise. Only that I couldn’t stay idle, because she was actually biting quite hard. I tried to yank my hand out of her mouth, but between her holding on to my arm and how firm her surprisingly sharp teeth were sunken into me, I couldn’t get free.
It hurt quite a bit, though the pain was muted by the rush of excitement I felt when I realized that the soft, wet sensation on the side of my hand was Steph’s tongue. And it was impossible to ignore how nice her lips felt on my skin as she held on by sucking with all her might.
Didn’t mean I could let her get away with it.
“Let go, you…” I raised the cane, which predictably didn’t intimidate her in the slightest. She groaned into my hand, though, when I brought the wood down hard on her backside, and the little gasp she made when I cut into her ass two more time without any break was the chance I needed to rip my hand free.
“You really are a menace,” I said as I looked at the damage. Her teeth had left deep marks around a giant wet spot covering most of the side of my hand. It kept throbbing, but I barely even felt the ache because I was too distracted by the fact that my hand had just been in Steph’s mouth, getting a sloppy kiss.
“That’s what you get for not training your doggy.”
“You’re not a doggy, you’re a T-Rex.” I yanked at the leash, pulling her so close that she all but crashed into me. She was a little shorter than me, and I would have only needed to bend down to force her into a real kiss. The though got my heart racing again.
“Do something about it!” She bared her teeth.
The most obvious response would have been to gag her. It would have been the most appropriate punishment, and the easiest way to make sure she couldn’t use her teeth on me again. And by God, there was no shortage of gags around. But I didn’t want to, and not just because I preferred Steph to be able to speak in case something was wrong.
Truth be told, I kinda wanted her to bite me again.
It was such an intimate, personal way to attack someone. And that she’d sucked so hard on my skin had to mean that she enjoyed my taste. Or at the very least it was proof that was she was all fired up to do dirty things with me. And I had to admit, it had been kinda hot to see my hand trapped in her pretty mouth.
She still needed to be punished. And since I’d already called her a T-Rex…
I put the cane down on the spanking bench before I took her wrists and raised them up to her collar, where I wrapped the leash around them. The leather wasn’t as nice to work with as a rope, and I’d done most of my training with free ropes, not ones that were already attached at one end, but after some fiddling around I figured it out.
Steph kept smirking at me all the way through, but she played along and didn’t try to sabotage me in the slightest, which I was very thankful for. There was no way I would’ve been able to tie her up if she’d resisted.
“Now you really are my little pet T-Rex.”
The result came out a lot better than I’d hoped for. With her wrists cuffed tightly to her collar, I’d made her arms all but completely useless, but in a much cuter and more silly way than your classic armbinder techniques. Sure, I didn’t have access to the leash anymore because the cuffs had taken up its entire length, but that was a small price to pay for how precious she looked with her adorable little T-Rex arms.
Her adorable little T-Rex arms that perfectly framed her breasts.
It must have been real obvious where my eyes had wandered off to, because Steph leaned forward and shook her chest at me. In her current state it made her look funny rather than sexy, but that didn’t mean that the sight of these grabbable breasts right in front of me didn’t get me all tingly.
“I remember someone having a lot of fun randomly groping me,” I told her, my hands itching to find out if her chest felt as soft as it looked.
“And I remember someone never even trying to stop me,” Steph replied. “But if you want your revenge, there’s no day like today.”
She was right. Why was I even hesitating? Well, because you didn’t just randomly grope people, that’s why. But you also didn’t randomly leash them, bind their wrists, or hit them with sticks. By this point I should have already internalized that there was no reason to contain these instincts. Steph’s invitation to use her in whatever way I wanted was as clear as it could get.
I still felt too self-conscious to just grope her from the front, so I walked around her and put my hands on her belly from behind, slowly making my way up. You could say that this was more fitting anyway, because Steph had also liked surprising me from behind back then. After all, it wasn’t easy to surprise someone from the front. And while there had been no shortage of more heads-on ways they’d teased me, Steph in particular had never grown tired of my startled shrieks when there suddenly were two naughty hands under my shirt.
Steph didn’t shriek when I cupped her sizable breasts with my hands. Instead, she moaned so loudly and blatantly that there was zero doubt she was faking it. Once again she was clearly fishing for a reaction, but I ignored her. That delicious softness in my hands was much more important right now.
For all the kinky things I’d done with the gang already, this was actually the first time I’d played with any of their breasts. Kinda funny how that had played out. Well, I couldn’t complain, not when Steph was such a nice way to lose this particular virginity.
Usually I didn’t get the hype around big breasts. In most cases they only made me pity the woman’s back, and they didn’t even look like they’d feel all that nice to the touch. Not like the mouth-watering firm softness of the kind of breasts that fit perfectly into your palms, as if they were made with the specific purpose to be fondled. On Steph, though, they meshed nicely with the sexy bad girl look she had going on. And they were soft. God, were they soft!
It was such a delight how my fingers dug into them like they were the world’s naughtiest pillows. I wouldn’t have dared grab anyone else with so much force, but given how Steph kept provoking me with those fake moans of hers, there really was no reason to hold back. I took my time squeezing and feeling her up to my heart’s content, before I shifted my attention to her nipples.
They were large, even in relation to her breasts, which only made them so much more inviting. And it was so satisfying to roll them between my fingers. But as nice as it felt to twist and even pinch them, something wasn’t quite right.
If I’d treated the nipples of any of my previous girlfriends this roughly, they would’ve gone crazy already. Maybe even broken free and asked what the fuck was wrong with me. But while Steph still made those lewd noises, she sounded exactly the same as when I’d made my first, decidedly vanilla attempts at groping her.
“Could it be that you’re bored?” I pinched her nipples harder, but even that only made her chuckle.
“Now what gave you that idea?” She threw her head back so it rested against my shoulder. With how her hands were tied to her neck, this got her fingers right into my face, which was kinda distracting.
Distracting enough that I didn’t notice in time that it had just been a ploy so she could bite me in the neck.
I gasped. Once again she was biting hard enough that it hurt for real. And once again I couldn’t be mad at her, not when she closed her soft lips around my skin like that. She kept her teeth engaged as she slowly switched to sucking on my neck, hard enough that I was sure it would leave a hickey. I was going to have some explaining to do with my colleagues and friends the next couple of days.
For now, though, I had to do only one thing: Show Steph who’s boss. It didn’t matter that my stomach was all fluttery from how she was basically kissing me, or how much I enjoyed being the target of her primal urges. If I let her get away with this unpunished, I’d be a sad excuse of a dom indeed.
I pinched her nipples harder, really squeezing her sensitive nubs between my fingers. Only that they didn’t seem to be as sensitive as they were supposed to be. That, or I’d once again underestimated Steph’s pain resistance. She moaned into my neck, but it did nothing to stop her from biting and sucking me.
But what else could I do? Tearing myself away while she had her teeth in me was going to hurt. If I had the cane, I could force her open her mouth in a pained gasp again, but it lay too far away for me to reach it.
Acting on instinct, I went for the only other option I had left: I angled my head to get one of her fingers between my own teeth, and bit down. Hard.
“Aah, fuck, fuck, fuck!”
Steph immediately let go, leaving the freshly formed hickey to throb, and my wet skin to tingle as it came in contact with the air. I immediately stopped biting her as well. That sounded serious.
Steph’s finger showed some obvious bite marks, but otherwise didn’t look actually hurt. I only got a quick glance at it, though, because Steph immediately put it into her mouth to suck on it.
“Everything okay?” I asked.
“I’m fine,” Steph said, her voice slightly garbled by the finger between her lips. “Just be a little careful with your teeth. Those things can do a lot of damage.”
“Sorry.”
I knew I should’ve had even more of a bad conscience, but I was mostly confused, and even kinda amused in a twisted way. Steph hadn’t batted an eye when I’d hit her thighs with a stick so hard that it left a bruise, but an innocent bite had made her break character. And that after how much and how hard she’d bitten me in turn.
Then again, I’d chomped down real hard in the heat of the moment. And I remembered reading somewhere that a human jaw had enough strength to bite a finger clean off. That thought brought the bad conscience out after all.
“No biggie. You just shocked me a little.” Steph popped the finger out of her mouth, showing me how my teeth had left shining red marks.
On closer look it wasn’t just marks, though. I seemed to have actually broken the skin near the joint. It didn’t bleed, or maybe Steph had licked what little blood there was away, but my stomach still froze up. I’d totally overdone it. Again.
“Fuck, I’m sorry. Want me to get you a bandage?”
“Nah, I’m good. Doesn’t even bleed anymore.” Steph gave her finger one last critical look before she shrugged and turned back to me. “Don’t beat yourself up about it. Shit happens. If you need someone to beat up, that’s what you got me for.” She winked at me.
It was hard to be gloomy when Steph was radiating such an earnest energy. “You sure you’re okay?” I asked again, just to make absolutely sure.
“Totally. Want me to hang on your neck like a leech again to prove it?”
“Thanks, but I’ll have a hard enough time already, explaining that one bruise away.”
“What’s there to explain away?” Steph leaned in, and for a crazy moment I thought she was going to kiss me, but she just wanted to get right into my face with her grin as she said “Just tell everyone the truth. Tell them you had a one night stand with a really badly behaved gal. So badly behaved, that you had to tie her up and gag her during sex, or she would’ve kept scratching and biting you.”
“I’m sure that will go over splendidly.”
And I’m certainly not going to gag you, no matter how bitey you get, I added in my mind. This incident had shown that, while I’d gotten a lot more comfortable in my role, I still lacked a lot of crucial experience, and it was much safer for Steph to be able to tell me immediately if I did something wrong.
“Of course it will. If not, you’re around some real boring people indeed.” Steph giggled.
And then she licked me.
Her tongue flicked against my chin and my lips before she retreated again, fixating me with that signature ‘Whatcha gonna do about it?’ look of hers.
For a moment I was completely stunned. Until I let my instincts take over, and leaned in to seal her lips with my own.
I’d always wondered what it would be like to kiss Steph. And with how eager she was to orally attack me, and with all her talk of how I should take her, there was simply no reason to wait any longer. Her bound hands made the position a little awkward with how they got squeezed between our bodies, but seriously, who the fuck cared?
As expected, Steph was a wild animal when it came to kisses. I might have been the one initiating things, but it barely took a second before I had her tongue shoved so deeply into my mouth that the sudden spike in intimacy made me moan.
I tried to take control back, but this was a battle I couldn’t win. Steph simply devoured me. Her tongue barely left my mouth, and her soft, wet lips were all over mine. Her wild kisses had a sweetness to them that wasn’t just metaphorical. She must have had some chocolate before I came.
The thought made me a little self-conscious of how I hadn’t done anything about my own breath. You’d think it would be common sense when going on a date which was guarantied to lead to more, but somehow my mind still hadn’t caught up with what’s going on. It still thought kissing was something you did with people you were in a relationship with, and that this kind of sexy play dates were, well, they were things that only happened to other people. It would be some time yet before I’d fully internalize that I was actually living the kind of life now that just two months ago had been nothing but a wet dream to me.
My breath couldn’t have been all that bad, though, because Steph kept sucking my face with abandon. It was hard to say how much of her moaning was genuine this time, and how much was her sexy act, but either way it felt real good with how it made both her lips and tongue vibrate.
In the end it was me who broke the kiss, because I desperately needed some oxygen. The intensity of Steph’s tongue play had simply taken my breath away. I had no idea where she’d found the time to breathe between all the naught things she’d done with her lips and tongue, but she wasn’t winded at all. If anything, she looked all eager for the next round.
My own lips kept tingling, and that faint chocolaty taste lingering on my tongue made my stomach flutter. I should have been used to the level of intimacy that was considered normal within this group by now, but once again my body and mind hadn’t quite caught up with my new reality, and were in full “Are we falling in love?”-mode. Which wasn’t helped at all by how I’d always been crushing on Steph, even when our interactions had only consisted of her making indecent practical jokes at my expense.
Or rather, especially then. And come to think of how the date had been going so far, things hadn’t changed much since back then.
“That’s one way to shut me up.” Steph licked her shining lips. Her hot gaze made my heart beat faster, but I managed to keep the budding amorous emotions in check. My body and mind needed to understand that just like with the others, this was just some sexy fun. For now, at least. I could worry about the rest later.
And if this played out anything like it had with Lizzy and Mel, there would definitely be a later.
“The best way. But don’t think I’ve forgotten that you’ve still got a punishment open.”
I’d only said it to find back into the right head space, without a clear idea of what I was referring to exactly. But I figured, given Steph’s behavior so far, there had to be something in there that justified some further punishment. And given her naughty grin, she thought so as well.
Once again I was spoiled for choice. However, I was still a bit miffed from how she’d completely shrugged off my pinching her nipples, and I knew my way around this place well enough that it didn’t take me long to locate a certain small wooden box.
It was their storage of clamps, as well-stocked and varied as all their other toys. Two weeks or so back, Lizzy and me had played around with a couple of them. I’d even tried some of the more beginner-friendly ones myself, and been surprised to find that the wooden pegs used for laundry hurt a lot more than the much more sophisticated looking tweezers from the sex shop.
Today I wasn’t going to waste my time with either of them, though. Steph had already proven that if you wanted to make an impression on her nipples, you needed to bring the big guns.
I went straight for the Japanese clover clamps. They had always fascinated me, while at the same time being far too intimidating for me to even think about trying them on. Even though the actual clamping part was padded with rubber, they still had a vicious bite to them, which allegedly only got even harder if you pulled on them. For example with the help of that handy chain that linked both clamps.
Even now that I’d gotten more comfortable with the world of kink, they still looked absolutely terrifying to me. Each of the clamps was a twisted contraption of metal, so long that it barely fit in my palm. I didn’t quite understand how the spring mechanism worked, but the handling was idiot-proof enough that I couldn’t really do anything wrong. Unless, of course, you considered putting such evil things on someone’s nipples in itself to be just wrong, which would be a valid opinion.
The tweezers and the clothespins might hurt, but they were just some harmless kinky fun. These things, on the other hand, seemed like genuine tools of torture. The only reason I even considered using them was that I knew for a fact that Steph could handle them. Another tidbit of information I’d gleamed from making my way through their archive of self-made porn streams.
“Uuh, you’re not fooling around.” Steph shook her chest at me again, but she couldn’t hide her anticipation. Seemed like not even someone as hardened as her was completely unfazed by the prospect of suffering these things.
In many of the clamp-related videos I’d seen (yes, I’d gone on a deep dive into the rabbit hole of BDSM porn this last month; sue me), the dom played with the sub’s nipples first, to get them all stiff and ready. I did flick my fingers over Steph’s nipples a few times, but only because it was fun to do so. They were still hard and swollen from my previous rough play, and were just begging to be abused. A wish I granted all too gladly.
Except for a few sharp breaths, Steph managed to stay silent as I put the clamps on. The tension in her body was unmistakable, though, and no wonder. You needed just one look at how her poor nipples got absolutely crushed by those metal jaws to get an idea for how much that had to hurt. And it certainly didn’t help how, when I dropped the chain, that sudden weight yanked at her breasts. Oops.
“Are you gonna improve your behavior from now on?” I asked, feeling all tingly from the painful predicament I’d put Steph’s nipples in.
But while she couldn’t hide the pain, Steph managed to keep up the cocky facade. She smirked as she came up right into my face again. “What do you think?”
I grabbed the chain and gave it a sharp pull. That pained gasp of hers was the hottest thing ever. “I think I have a leash now that’s far more effective than the last one. And you better remember it.”
Steph leaned in as if for another kiss, only to instead snap her teeth shut right in front of my nose. “And what if I don’t?”
I took a couple quick steps backwards. The chain went taut. Given the angle, both her breasts were pulled upwards, suspended by her stretched nipples. God, that had to hurt! Just seeing it made my own nipples ache in sympathy.
At the same time, though, Steph’s shriek as she hastily stumbled along resonated right between my legs, and I was intimately aware of just how wet I’d gotten already. Secretly I was cheering for Steph to hold on to her brattiness for as long as possible, so I’d have even more opportunities to make her suffer.
“That’s what happens if you don’t.”
A wild fire shone in Steph’s eyes. “So what? I barely even felt that.”
She truly was everything I could have ever wanted, and more. I yanked the chain downwards, forcing her to drop to her knees to escape the pain. That alone wouldn’t do, though. Steph was begging so hard for me to put her in her place, she deserved only the best of what my sadistic mind could come up with.
I straightened up again and raised my foot onto the chain before I stomped down. Any other clamps would have been pulled off for sure, but these clover clamps delivered on their promise. This time Steph screamed for real as the entire force was absorbed by her nipples, and she dropped down on her elbows. “Ow, fuck!” she cursed, her breaths erratic.
“Is there a problem?”
I asked it in an ironic tone so we could stay in character, but I genuinely needed some confirmation that I wasn’t over the line. Sure, Steph had given me pretty much free reign to punish her, but I might have underestimated just how brutal that last stunt was. Her nipples had to be in agony, and with her hands bound like this, she couldn’t do anything about it. All she could do was bump ineffectually against the clamps with her elbows, which would only make them hurt even worse.
“No… problem… at all.” Steph was panting heavily, but her voice hadn’t lost its bratty edge.
“That’s my girl!”
During my first dates with the gang, I would have been embarrassed to say such a thing out loud without thinking. Not anymore. Being part of this gang had corrupted me in the best possible way.
“Don’t think you’ve tamed me just yet,” Steph growled.
While her resilience was truly impressive, it was hard to take her defiance all that seriously. I kept standing on the chain, so she had no choice but to prostrate herself before me if she didn’t want to torture her nipples any further.
“You sure of that?” I asked, having far too much fun as I fully immersed myself into the role. “Because you don’t have to keep bowing to me. You’re free to stand up any time you want, if you’re really not tamed.”
Steph steadied herself on her knees and elbows. It looked like she was actually going to try and lift my foot, using only her nipples for leverage. Turned out, her plan was smarter than that, but no less savage.
I yelped as Steph sunk her teeth into my calf, and flinched away. Steph took the opportunity to slip the chain out from under my foot. She had the most enervating grin as she got back on her feet. “You’re right. Seems I really was free to stand up any time I wanted.”
I rubbed the aching spot on my calf with my foot as I scrambled my brain trying to figure out what to do with her. For a moment I’d been so sure that I’d managed to be in control, but it seemed like I’d still severely underestimated her chaotic energy.
As I scanned the room, a hook caught my eyes. It tangled on the end of a rope that hung from a thick beam running below the ceiling. The way it was set up, you could easily change its height. The general idea was simple: You cuffed someone’s wrists, attached the cuffs to the hook, and voila, you had a sub with her arms helplessly trapped above her head. Of course the same principle worked just as well for other things than handcuffs.
I briefly hesitated, unsure if my idea might be too brutal. Then again, I’d already been more than just a little brutal, and Steph still shrugged all my efforts off and challenged me to go harder. I clearly hadn’t stepped up my game enough yet.
I grabbed the chain again and pulled her over to the hook. Steph didn’t put up any resistance. In fact, she shuffled along by my side like a dog that had been told to heel. She might not have lost her spunkiness yet, but it seemed like her nipples hurt enough that she was ready to compromise in order to protect them. Good.
The hook was too far up for my plans, but it only took a couple of seconds to lower it to the right height.
“Wait a sec! Is this what I think it is?” Steph’s eyes were glued to the hook that now tangled right at the level of her chest.
“I’m pretty sure you have the right idea, yes.” I attached the hook to the chain, and pulled it the tiniest bit up, just enough that the chain stayed caught by the hook. In this setup, the clamps should be easier on Steph, since currently the weight of the chain wasn’t tugging on her nipples. That was going, to change, though.
“Unless, of course, you swear that you’ll be a good girl from now, and stop biting the hand that pets you.”
I searched Steph’s face for hints about how she felt about this predicament, and if I was actually going to far. It was clear from her wide open eyes and from how she gnawed on her nails that she was losing her cool. However, after some obvious internal struggle she declared “Nah, it’s gonna take more than that to make me stop biting anything. Least of all you.”
She almost sounded her usual bratty self, but I didn’t miss the tension in her voice.
“You sure?” I asked, much more blatantly fishing for confirmation now.
Steph closed the gap between us. She gently pushed the hook to the side with her fingers, so nothing obstructed her as she went right up in my face again. “One hundred percent.” She flicked her tongue against my lips before stepping back and giving me a smug look.
Well, that couldn’t have been any clearer, I thought as I touched my lips, barely able to contain my excitement. I collected myself with a deep breath as I took the other end of the rope with both hands and pulled.
Steph gingerly shuffled forward as the hook ascended, until she stood right beneath the beam and couldn’t keep the chain slack anymore. She sharply sucked in air as the hook went further up, pulling the chain along. With her arms bound so awkwardly, she struggled to keep her balance as she tried to go up on her tiptoes to relieve at least some of the strain on her nipples.
I decided to keep the hook at this level. It was high enough that her breasts were painfully pulled up as a whole if she stood flat on her feet, which looked absolutely excruciating. She would have been able to avoid most of the strain by lifting her heels, but with how unstably she stood, it was always just a matter of seconds before she started dancing from one foot to the other, further pulling on her nipples in the process. It was so deliciously wicked how she technically had the means to ease her suffering, only that every little error made her hurt herself even more.
Steph kept gasping and groaning as she struggled to hold still. I just stood there and watched for what might well have been several minutes. It was so hot to see her trapped in these bonds that were so minimalist, and yet so deviously cruel.
An evil voice inside me suggested that I could sit back and enjoy the show until Steph’s will broke. No matter how experienced and resistant to pain she might be, it was obvious how exhausting and agonizing this predicament was for her. Give it another ten minutes or so, and she’d be begging me to let her down with tears in her eyes.
Of course I wasn’t going to do that. This wasn’t supposed to be actual torture after all (even though I would have long been screaming and crying if anyone did this to my nipples). Steph was supposed to have fun as well, and given what I’d seen of her so far, she surely preferred a more hands-on approach.
I gently cupped her cheek with my hand. She flinched at the touch, but relaxed again as she realized that I wasn’t going to hurt her. Well, not any more than I already did, at least. “How are you holding up?”
Steph looked at me sideways. “I’m great, thanks for asking.”
The pain was obvious in her voice. In her current position, and with how much she struggled to balance herself, her nipples were permanently either stretched, or tugged at, or both. I couldn’t begin to imagine how badly they had to hurt. But Steph’s sarcastic remark was a safe sign that she wasn’t at her limit yet.
Not at her limit, but maybe feeling a little more cooperative.
“You know, I’d be much nicer to you if you could just behave yourself.” I gently stroked over her cheek until my fingers lay against her soft lips. She kept groaning from the pain in her nipples, but didn’t snap at my fingers immediately, which I took as a good sign.
“Come on, show me that you can be a good girl.” Slowly, carefully watching her reaction, I slid two fingers into her mouth. She fixated me with her hot gaze, but let it happen, even when I gently pushed down on her tongue.
My heart raced. Maybe I was weird, but invading her mouth somehow felt much more intimate and personal than it had to grope her breasts. It made me feel completely in control of her body. She was helpless before me, letting me rob her of her bodily autonomy in whatever way I wanted. Truly, there was nothing that better encapsulated the very concept of submission.
And then she bit me.
I really should have known better, realized what was going on when her lips curled into a grin. Apparently I’d still underestimated Steph and the extent of her brattiness.
But this time she’d made a tactical blunder.
Yes, I’d left the cane on the spanking bench, and didn’t have any other punishment tools in reach, but I didn’t need them. All I had to do was push forward with my hand. With how precariously Steph was standing, I could easily shove her a step backwards.
And moving an entire step was a really, really bad thing for her to do.
The chain pulled taut, and both her breasts got lifted by her nipples as the clamps once again responded to the tension by squeezing even harder. I could easily free my fingers as her mouth opened in an agonized howl. She almost stumbled over herself as she tried to find back into a position that didn’t yank at her nipples.
“Oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”
Steph danced around on her tiptoes, getting more and more frantic as every shaky step only lead to another painful tug by the chain. She was close to getting trapped in a vicious circle where the constant pain made her twitch, and every twitch caused more pain.
I put my arms around her, and forced her to stay still. She quickly realized that by leaning against me, she could steady herself on her tiptoes and give her nipples a little rest.
“Should we try that again?” I kept one arm around her to help her balance while I shoved my fingers back into her mouth. “Let’s see if you’ve learned your lesson.”
Steph whimpered, but she showed no hesitation as she closed her lips around my fingers, and sucked on them. I instinctively braced against the pain of her teeth, but the only thing I felt was her warm, wet tongue lapping against my fingers. After having undermined my authority with a truly enviable determination for so long, she’d made a complete one-eighty, and now put the same amount of energy into showing me how eager she was to prove her submission to me.
“Such a good girl,” I cooed, keeping my fingers in her mouth. Steph didn’t seem to get tired of sucking on them, and I certainly wasn’t tired of feeling her lips and tongue yet.
She actually purred as a reply. It was impressively close to the real deal, as if she’d spent weeks improving her cat impression. Then again, considering who I was dealing with, she might have actually done exactly that.
“You like using your mouth, don’t you?”
It was a rhetoric question. Her eagerness to bite me had been a clear hint already, as had been how wild a kisser she was. But seeing her suck my fingers with such relish removed the last doubts. You didn’t act like that if you didn’t have a serious oral fixation. And predictably, she confirmed it with another purr.
“Want me to give you something even better to lick?”
I cringed at that cheesy line, but it was a good kind of cringe, if that makes sense. With how stupid the both of us had acted so far, some second-grade porn dialog perfectly fitted the mood. And Steph seemed to agree, because she made an even louder purr and winked at me.
“Guess it’s time to get you down, then.” I pulled my fingers back out and let go of Steph. She shrieked as she lost her balance, and immediately stumbled into another really painful looking tug at her nipples.
I briefly considered letting her dance for a minute longer, but that would have been too cruel. Steph looked pretty done already, and I didn’t want it to seem like I was punishing her for being a good girl.
Steph let out a sigh of relief as I lowered the hook to the point where she could stand flat on her feet again without torturing herself. I let it down a bit more, so I could easily detach the chain from the hook, before getting it back up. Not just because I was a tidy person and wanted to leave everything the way I’d found it, but also because I was sure one of us would manage to run into the hook if that thing hung level with our heads.
I quickly stripped off my clothes, feeling vindicated that I could do that with barely any second thoughts. I’d never been particularly prudish, but these last couple of weeks had freed me of any reservations I’d had about getting naked. There was nothing better to help you embrace your body than to be surrounded by hot women who very obviously appreciated the sight.
Steph was no exception there. Even though it was the quickest striptease ever, she kept her eyes trained on me, clearly liking what she was seeing. Her smile was rather shaky, but that was courtesy of the clamps, and that mix of lust and pain in her expression got me all tingly.
I considered telling Steph to get naked as well, because a sub shouldn’t be overdressed compared to the dom, but decided against it. For once, I’d have to free her hands, which I didn’t feel like doing. And it wasn’t like her ripped jeans were actually hiding anything anyway. No, I was fine letting her keep her mean girl look. Especially when it contrasted so nicely against how docile she’d become.
“That’s the part where you get down on your knees.”
She did as she was told, but she went down as slowly as she could manage, and still winced as she felt the impact on the floor throughout her body. Or rather, as she felt it in two small, but very delicate parts of her body.
“You’re not gonna take them off?” she looked up at me, the previous brattiness all but gone in her eyes, replaced by an almost pleading look. It was so sexy how she squirmed on her knees in front of me, biting her nails to try and deal with the pain.
“I’ll take them off when you’ve finished your job.”
Steph gulped. It was obvious that I’d worn her nipples down to a point where they’d turned too tender to deal with the harsh bite of the clamps anymore. Still, she didn’t explicitly object to the idea, which was all I needed.
“Get to it, then! The sooner I’m happy, the sooner you get what you want.” I loved how I could dangle the promise of a break from the pain in front of her like a carrot, motivating her to give me the best oral game she had. And while Steph’s groans as she shuffled closer to me sounded like complaints, she made no attempt to convince me to go easy on her.
Unless you counted the fervor with which she ate me out, because oh boy, that was a convincing performance alright.
Just like when Veronica had eaten me out at that fateful reunion, I was quickly reminded that copious amounts of enticing foreplay, plus a woman who really knew what to do with her mouth, were a far too potent combo. Our kinky games had gotten me ridiculously horny, and I was moaning pretty much from the first second that Steph’s skillful tongue lapped against my wet folds.
I wasn’t the only one moaning, though. Steph couldn’t stay silent herself, though it was hard to say if she was enjoyed herself this much, or if these sexy sounds of hers were caused by the clamps.
They had to play at least some part, because she always got especially loud when her breasts bumped against my legs, something that was almost impossible to avoid in her current position. Especially once I started provoking more of these little accidents, because it just felt so good how her groans made her lips vibrate against my crotch.
Steph really was giving it her all, her tongue never resting as she hungrily sucked on my clit, trying to overwhelm me with pleasure as quickly as possible.
Trying and succeeding.
I was far too horny to pace myself, she was far too good at what she was doing, and it was also far too hot to know that my pleasure was fueled by her continued suffering. It felt great to be allowed to fully embrace my sadistic urges, to have actually found people to live out these crazy fantasies with.
I could have dragged it out a little longer by pushing her away, but I really didn’t want to. Not when her hot mouth felt so amazing as it absolutely devoured my clit. Between her sucking, her hungry licks, and that heavenly vibration from her moans, she completely overloaded that little bundle of nerves, enticing me with the promise of the orgasm she had so expertly built up.
Cutting myself off from this pleasure would have been pure masochism, and for what? Some soul-crushing frustration now, just so I could have more pleasure later? Hell no! I didn’t have anything to prove. I was here to feel good, and that’s exactly what I was going to do.
When my orgasm was imminent, I put my hands on Steph’s head, shoving her face even harder against my crotch so she couldn’t flinch away as I raised my foot, caught the chain of the clamps between my toes, and gave it a good pull.
Her frantic moans against my pussy pushed me over. I quickly got my foot back on the floor, and it was good that I did, because even so it was hard enough to stay upright. Now it was my turn to get loud as wave after wave of that glorious orgasm washed through me.
Steph didn’t let up in the slightest. She kept sucking my clit so hard that the pleasure was almost painful in its intensity. It didn’t help how the climax made my legs shake, which in turn agitated Steph’s nipples, and made her moan even harder into my pussy.
My hands slipped from Steph’s head to her shoulders. By the end she must have been carrying most of my weight, but I couldn’t help it. Without her to hold on to, I would have simply collapsed.
I stumbled away when I finally came down from my orgasm, and my clit turned so sensitive that Steph’s hungry licks became unbearable. My whole body kept shaking, and I had to lean against a nearby pillory to keep upright. I just stood there for what might have been an entire minute, my heart rate gradually slowing down to a sane level as I basked in the glorious afterglow of the climax.
“That was a lot quicker than expected. Looked fun, though.”
I started as I heard Steph’s voice right behind me. She might be playing the good girl, but I should have expected that she wouldn’t just keep kneeling until she got new orders.
Not that I minded, of course. After that orgasm I needed a break from the sexy action anyway. Maybe collapse on the couch with a nice fruity cocktail, and ideally with a Steph who was willing to provide some cuddles. Once she’d had a chance to wash her face. While it was kinda hot how wet and sticky she’d gotten herself in her enthusiasm to eat me out, it wasn’t exactly conductive to her general cuddliness.
“What can I say, you’re just too good at this.” I gave her a weak smile. It was crazy how exhausting sex could be, and I hadn’t even done all that much. Maybe I should start working out more.
“Of course I am,” she said with the most adorable little snicker. “But you also made it too easy. Try the ring gag next time. Makes the fun last much longer.”
“I’ll keep it in mind.”
I wasn’t surprised by her offer for a next time, just like it had played out with Lizzy and Mel, but it felt good to hear it nonetheless. It meant that I had to be doing something right, and that I wasn’t the only one feeling some chemistry between us.
“But I guess you want to get rid of those now, right?” I said, indicating the clamps.
“Oh fuck, yes, please.” Steph laughed, but it was the kind of laugh you got from people who hadn’t slept for two days in a row, the kind that hinted at insanity creeping in. Steph’s composure was remarkable given how much pain she had to be in, but her facade was rapidly breaking down.
In hindsight I should have freed her hands first, maybe even let her take the clamps off herself. The often repeated wisdom that clamps hurt the worst when you took them off was absolutely true, as evidenced by Steph’s agonized wails as I freed her crushed nipples. And with her hands bound, she couldn’t even reach for her breasts to soothe the pain. I felt a little bad about this oversight, but only a little. After all, Steph was a strong girl. She could take it.

Once we were cleaned up, we indeed ended up on the couch. And it was cuddly. In a very handsy way. And kissy.
Okay, it was less of a cuddle, and more of a hot make-out session, followed by more sex. I didn’t have the energy for a full scene anymore, but I totally got that Steph wanted some action herself, and it really wasn’t like I minded making a pretty gal like her happy.
And after this total success of a date, there was only one member of the gang left: Veronica, the ring leader herself, who had initiated this whole glorious madness.






  
  Part 5: Sing for me


It’s amazing how the smallest things can take your life and turn it on its head. And how little it would have taken, looking back, to set me on a completely different path. 
Like, I’d been so close to not showing up to that high school anniversary. I’d been so close to leaving again once the small talk ran dry. And when I’d found myself surrounded by the four women who’d loved nothing more than to tease me and play less than innocent practical jokes on me back in school, I’d been so close to simply walking away and deciding that I didn’t want anything to do with them.
And if I’d done any of those things, my life wouldn’t have turned into my private porn series.
Okay, maybe that was a bit of an overstatement, but even now, almost three months after that fateful night, I could still barely wrap my head around how I was basically living inside my wet dreams now.
It wasn’t just that my former bullies had outed themselves as sexual submissives and invited me to go on sexy play dates with them, under the pretense of making up for what they’d done back in school. Or how they’d admitted that they’d secretly always had a crush on me, and their antics had just been the misguided ways of their teenage selves to express it. That alone would have been crazy enough. But not only had I had amazing dates with three out of the four of them already – each one a new eye-opener for what the world of kink had to offer for me – over the course of these last few months I’d become best of friends with all three of them.
I hadn’t had a shortage of kinky friends before. As a developer for a leading sex toy producer it wasn’t hard to meet people who were open about their likes and sexual escapades. But only now, after I’d basically become a member of this little gang, did I fully realize the difference it made to actually be a part of these people’s life instead of just hearing about things as a friend. Or in other words: I’d learned to appreciate the benefits of the “friends with benefits” deal, and found out that it meant more than just “friends you sometimes had sex with when you’re in the mood”.
While technically we might not be girlfriends, it was impossible to get intimate with someone, share the most amazing hours of your life together, spend countless evenings talking about what it meant to live in the world of dominance and submission, and not develop some kind of fuzzy feelings for each other.
And with a bit of luck, today everything would come together and I’d finally be able to become a full part of their gang. Because today was the last of our planned play dates, the one with Veronica, the ring leader from back then, who had also been the one who’d set this whole glorious madness in motion.
Once again I sat on the couch in the cozy living room of the gang’s shared hangout apartment, which had become somewhat of a second home for me. The cool kind of home, stocked with its own bar, a gaming corner, and, never forget, a giant sex dungeon that was spread over almost a hundred square meters and contained so much fancy equipment that even now I still didn’t dare to touch half of it because I had zero idea how it worked.
“There you go. My specialty: Sex with the Virgin on the Beach. Cheers!” Veronica handed me a cocktail that looked and smelled like a real Sex on the Beach, though I’d opted to forgo the alcohol. These first dates were something special, and I wanted the both of us to be able to give this night the attention it deserved.
“Cheers!” We clinked glasses, and the first sip confirmed that the mocktail was absolutely fantastic. A bit different from the real deal, of course, but tasting great in its own way. Once again I found myself impress by the mixing skills of these girls.
Veronica sat down beside me. Like Lizzy on her date with me, she wore only a bathrobe with nothing beneath it, although hers was of a dark blue that harmonized beautifully with her long, dark hair. And unlike at my date with Lizzy, which had been the first one of them all, I wasn’t a complete bundle of nerves anymore and could appreciate the sight without fretting about everything.
“It’s kind of a pity, really, “Veronica said, looking at me over her own cocktail with her beautiful brown eyes. “From what I heard of the girls, you shaped up to be a real nice dom. And I’m very happy for you, don’t get me wrong. But I’m a little sad that now that we finally get to have some quality time together, you’ve already seen and done everything.”
“As if.” I couldn’t help but laugh at that notion. Sure, I’d come a long way since the reunion, but in many aspects I still felt like I was a complete beginner and only holding on by a combination of instinct and blind luck. “I could spend years with you guys and still learn something new every day. Like, if you went into your dungeon and threw a stone at random, I bet you’d hit at least two things I’ve never even thought about trying yet.”
“Fair point, but I think I’ll pass on the stone throwing. The stuff in there’s expensive.”
“True.” I took a big sip from my own drink as I thought about what to say next. I was handling myself pretty well so far, if I could say so myself, but while I’d certainly become a lot more confident since my awkward beginnings, that didn’t mean that I wasn’t nervous at all.
It had always felt like this date was the final boss, the test to find out if I’d become good enough that Veronica would officially invite me into their gang. And I knew that it was stupid to think like this, but ever since that meeting at the reunion I’d been thinking about how to prove to Veronica that my improvised performance back then hadn’t been a fluke, that I could actually be the person she wanted me to be. The person I wanted to be.
“About tonight,” I finally said, deciding that the best way was the direct one. “Is there anything special you’d like to do? Or do you want me to come up with a scene and surprise you?”
Veronica didn’t answer for the longest time. She just looked at me thoughtfully, her eyes locked with mine as if she was looking right through me into my soul to see my true feelings and intentions. She effortlessly exuded an aura of being in total control, and I was proud of myself that I managed to hold her gaze and shush that nagging feeling of inadequacy in the face of her experience and confidence.
“Let me ask you right back,” she finally said. “What do you want? What are your expectations for this night, and what is it you want more than anything to get out of it?”
I put my glass down on the small table, my eyes never leaving Veronica’s pretty face as I thought about this question. A half-assed answer or a joke wouldn’t do here.
But what kind of answer would do? What did I want to get out of this date? Well, the best case scenario was that it went so well that Veronica praised me for my performance and told me that I’d exceeded all her expectations. But it wasn’t like I could say that to her face.
“I just want the two of us to have fun,” I said, figuring that this was the safest answer. “Other than that, there’s a couple of things I’d like to try out at some point, but honestly, I don’t have a plan or anything. With the others I just did whatever felt right in the moment, and it worked out great. Like, much better than anything I could have ever prepared. So you could say what I want most is that I’m able to capture the magic again and give you exactly what you want.”
“That was a real fancy way of saying ‘Dunno, whatever, lol’.” Veronica gave me a sly grin. I knew that she was only joking around in good fun, but I still felt called out.
“Yeah, sorry. I still haven’t really figured all of this out.” I picked my glass back up and took a big sip. Not that it helped against the embarrassment, what with the lack of alcohol in it, but drinking was such a convenient excuse for not talking. And I felt like anything I said would only prove even more how much of an amateur I still was.
“You act as if there’s anyone who’s actually got everything figured out.” Veronica shuffled closer and put her hand on my thighs. Her grin had turned into a warm smile that got my heart beating faster. “Just to make it clear: You don’t have to prove anything to me. I know, no matter what I say, you’ll still feel like you have to live up to my expectations, but I’ll try it anyway: Relax. The main goal in all of this is for you to have fun.”
I put my own hand on Veronica’s, gently caressing the back of her hand as I looked into her eyes. “Thanks. But the main goal for me is for you to have fun.”
Veronica chuckled. It was the loveliest little sound that made me want to hug and kiss her. “Sounds like we’ve got ourselves a bit of a stalemate there,” she said.
I had to agree. As nice it was to sit together all comfy and talk about how we only wanted the best for each other, it ultimately only got us further and further from the right mood. If I let things continue, we’d spend hours on this couch, talking and cuddling. Which was far from the worst way one could spend an evening, don’t get me wrong, but Veronica was right: No matter what she said, there were expectations for today. Expectations that I wanted to live up to.
But how to go about it? My experience was that I did great once I had some momentum, but I needed someone else for the initial spark. Maybe I could use that to my advantage.
“I might have an idea how to resolve it,” I told Veronica. “You could go into the play room and prepare yourself in whatever way you want. I give you ten minutes or so, then I come in and pick up from there. How does that sound?”
Veronica tapped her chin, pretending to be in deep thought. “Could work. But you better make it at least fifteen minutes. I need time to think up something real nice for you.”
“That’s exactly the point: Don’t bother about me. Just go for whatever seems fun to you, and I’ll figure out a way to make it work for the both of us.”
Her lips twisted into the naughtiest grin. “I think I’ve got something. Is it okay if we go for something a little more hardcore?”
My stomach fluttered in excitement. I had no idea how hardcore she was talking about, but given her experience, it might well be a lot spicier than what I’d played around with so far. And yes, I was a little worried that it might prove more than I could handle, but I had never achieved anything by listening to my doubts. Also, I was genuinely curious to see what she’d come up with.
“More than okay. I’m looking forward to it.” I leaned in for a quick kiss that ended up not that quick after all.
I only realized what I’d done when Veronica had already gone off into the play room. My time with the gang had corrupted me to the point where it seemed completely natural to kiss them, even though for the last ten years I’d only had a single interaction with Veronica these three months ago, and we had no real connection yet. Given how readily she’d played along, though, the feelings clearly went both ways.
And the best thing was: I wasn’t embarrassed in the slightest. It had taken me a bit of time, but it seemed like my mind was finally at easy with me basically having several casual girlfriends now. My personal harem, if you will. It was such a stupid thought, but it gave me the confidence boost I needed. If I’d already become this attuned to the gang, I should be able to handle whatever Veronica had planned for me.

I decided to wait a bit longer than the allotted fifteen minutes, just to be safe. I spent the time finishing my Sex with the Virgin on the Beach and thinking about what outfit I wanted to go with.
It was tempting to pull all the stops and go in naked, just to prove to Veronica right away how comfortable I was with my body and with showing it to her. Then again, if I remained clothed while she was naked, then that would be a not so subtle reminder of the power dynamic between us. Then again again, I wanted to feel sexy today. And my date with Steph had shown in no uncertain terms that clothes by themselves didn’t give me any authority.
When the time was up, I’d stripped down to my underwear. That could stay on, I decided. I still showed off pretty much all of my body while telling Veronica that she’d only get to see the real interesting bits if I allowed it. And I’d spent far too much time and money finding a set of sexy underwear that actually felt comfortable to wear, so it would have been a waste if Veronica didn’t even get to appreciate it.
By now I’d become familiar with the sight of their play room (or, as I liked to think about it, their sex dungeon). Veronica had set up a dim reddish lighting that put the whole room into an excitingly raunchy twilight. I scanned over the stocks, pillories, spanking benches and the rest of the assorted equipment, all of them looking even more enticing in this perfectly chosen mood light. My eyes didn’t linger for long on any of them, though, because the most interesting piece by far was the giant wooden X-shaped cross which already had a naked Veronica attached to it.
Or rather, almost attached, I realized as I came closer. Her ankles were strapped into the heavy leather cuffs at the cross’ bottom legs, forcing her to keep her legs spread without any chance to hide or protect her shaved crotch. One of her wrists was bound similarly diagonally above her head, but her other arm was still free, which made sense. It was impressive that she’d managed to put herself into this much bondage on her own. The third cuff must have already taken a lot of fiddling or a lot of twisting and stretching to close, likely both.
But while she had lost all her clothes, she had gained one new accessory: In the dim light I mistook it for a choker with some kind of attachment at first, but on closer look it turned out to be a bright red ball gag hanging around her neck, all ready to be stuffed into her pretty mouth.
“I got myself as ready as I could on my own, Mistress,” she said, her sultry voice like a warm syrup that flowed through my veins. Fuck, she was good at this! “On this box over there I prepared some tools for you to play with. Finish strapping me in, and my body is yours to use and abuse!”
For a few seconds I couldn’t do anything but stare at Veronica’s beautiful naked body splayed out before me. The red-tinted light meshed beautifully with her slightly tanned skin, and the shadows of the twilight further accentuated her perfect curves. She truly was a piece of art. And the ease with which she played the willing slave, as if she’d been born into this role! Every word, every look of hers made me yearn to take her, make her mine, to turn into the sexy Mistress she had set me up to be. But I knew that it would be a long time before I’d be able to play this role even half as confidently and convincingly as she did.
“Fuck, this is hot,” I mumbled.
“Thank you, Mistress. I’m happy to hear that my efforts to entice you are appreciated.” She looked at me with her best bedroom eyes, and her words resonated within my body. Those efforts to entice couldn’t have been a more total success. With only a few words and her mere presence she’d turned me on to an almost embarrassing level.
I bit my lip, trying to come up with my next lines, but everything I could think of was either try-hard or cringe or both. Maybe it was best to set the expectations right away. “I’m sorry, but if I try to keep up with your level of roleplay, I’ll only embarrass myself. Mind if I stay out of character?”
“You can do whatever you’re most comfortable with.” She was talking with her normal voice again, not this hot syrupy one that made me worry about the state my panties. “But if you’re interested in some light roleplay and it’s only the embarrassment stopping you, then fuck that! Just go for it! And once that gag is in, I can’t criticize your performance even if I wanted to, anyway.”
“It’s tempting,” I admitted as I took Veronica’s remaining free hand and guided it to the last strap. The heavy leather took more force than I’d expected to pull tight, but I was familiar enough with bondage tools by now that it barely took a minute until Veronica was fully fixed to the cross, her body standing as exposed and vulnerable as it could get.
“Then try it. I’m sure you’ll do fine. And even if you don’t nail it every single time, who cares? This is about having fun. And you’ll see, the more you do it, the more natural it comes to you.”
I nodded, not yet fully convinced that I wasn’t going to make a fool out of myself, but I had to admit that she was right: I wasn’t going to get better if I never tried it. “Okay. But I swear, if you laugh at me, I’ll die from shame.”
“As if I would ever do that.”
Veronica wiggled her eyebrows at me. It took me a moment to get the joke, but when I did, I couldn’t help but laugh. I was talking to the person who had spent most of our time in school putting me into embarrassing situations and making fun of me. And now I was going to embarrass myself right in front of her and trust her not to hurt my feelings. It was crazy, the way things sometimes turned out in life.
“Anyway,” I said, trying to find into the right headspace. “Is it okay if I don’t gag you? I’m more comfortable if I know that you can tell me right away when something is wrong.”
Veronica shrugged, which looked kinda funny in her spread out pose. “Sure. But if it’s just that: Don’t worry. If something’s wrong, I just hum three times. It’s impossible to miss.”
“Maybe later.” I absolutely wanted to try out the gags at some point, but our first date, when we were still getting a feel for each other, was maybe not the best time.
Once again I found myself in this awkward position where it wasn’t clear how I should start, but then my eyes caught on the box with the tools Veronica had mentioned, and my gears got turning immediately.
Prominently displayed in the middle of the tools was a heavy leather flogger, a sturdy grip with who knew how many straps attached to its end. Lizzy had described floggers as a beginner-friendly option, but this one looked pretty hardcore. Sure, this bundle of thick straps wouldn’t cut into the skin like a whip, but as I picked it up and felt the weight it became immediately apparent how much force that thing would build up once it got going. “You picked a real nice toy for me there.”
“Thank you, Mistress. I hope you’ll have lots of fun with it.”
I tried the flogger out by swinging it through the air. It didn’t have the satisfying swishing sound of a cane, but it made up for it in the sheer momentum it built up. To the point that I almost hit myself because I got surprised by the force behind the straps when they all swung in unison. That packed quite a punch.
When I turned back to Veronica, I realized that something was wrong with this picture. “Are you sure you didn’t make a mistake when picking my toy?” I asked, fishing for hints on how to proceed while staying in the role of the Mistress, with questionable success. “It seems you gave me a tool to hit your back with, and then bound yourself in a way that I can’t get at your back. Are you trying to make fun of me?”
Now that I said it out loud, it made total sense. In my previous play date, Steph had shown herself from her brattiest side to goad me into punishing her. Veronica had to be going for the same thing here.
Only that she wasn’t.
“I would never, Mistress. I assure you, this tool is perfectly fit to be used on me just the way I am.”
I almost broke character as the implication of her words hit me. Was she actually telling me that I could whip her across her breasts? “Are you sure you’re not overestimating yourself?”
“Very sure, Mistress. Your willing slave can take a lot of punishment.”
My willing slave, huh? I liked the sound of that. And it wasn’t like I was opposed on principle. The idea to play at this intensity was fucking hot. And Veronica knew what she was doing. If she said it was okay, then I could take her word for it.
“You’re talking a big game. Let’s see if you’re able to back it up.”
I figured that out of every part of her body that I had access to, her thighs were likely the most harmless target, so that was what I went for first. It was only a very relative kind of “harmless”, though, since the front of the thighs is still pretty sensitive, and even though I didn’t use as much force as I could have, the flogger impacted with a loud slap.
It was a deeper sound than the cane, and the force was spread over much more area, but the way Veronica sharply sucked in air made it clear that it still made quite an impression. Even that single strike had given a good part of her thighs a faint rosy color.
“Please don’t be gentle with me Mistress. I crave your attention. I need the pain to feel loved by you. Please, don’t deny it to me!”
It was amazing how she could say such cheesy things and make them sound so sincere. The need in her eyes as she begged me to hit her harder went straight into my very soul. My last traces of doubt melted away as my arousal took over, making me want nothing more than to give her exactly what she asked for.
I struck her thighs again, once, twice, several times, each stroke a lot harder than the first. I quickly figured out how best to swing the flogger to get a nice, even impact, and her sharp gasps confirmed that I was doing something right.
Her thighs turned an even red, with some darker lines where single straps had curled around them. Unlike with the cane, it seemed like it would take much more effort to cause bruises, but while it was a different kind of pain, it still clearly hurt in its own right. Maybe I should have one of the gang try it out on myself at some point, so I could get a better idea of what it felt like. On my back, of course.
I got more daring. Her firm breasts looked so inviting, and I just had to make use of this permission to give them some tough love.
Veronica’s gasps became a lot louder when I hit her chest. The impact felt different from the thighs, and it didn’t make as much noise since the blow got cushioned by the soft flesh. Which of course only meant than even more of the force got absorbed by her poor breasts.
Even just this single strike reddened the both of them, the color spreading out in a beautiful criss-crossing pattern of thick lines where the various straps bit into her skin. Her nipples had turned visibly erect, only adding to the mouth-watering display before me.
“Thank you, Mistress!” Veronica’s breaths came in quick, heavy bursts. But while she was a little winded, she still looked remarkably steady. Maybe the flogger wasn’t that brutal a tool after all, though given how red and raw her thighs had become, it might just be a sign of her pain resistance. Either way it meant that I needed to step up my game.
“Don’t thank me just yet. I’m not finished with you. When we’re done, your tits will… hurt like you wouldn’t believe.” Now it was my turn to turn red, though for very different reasons. My dirty talk needed a lot of work.
“I’m looking forward to you turning me into a believer, Mistress.”
I had to give it to Veronica, she didn’t laugh at me. Didn’t even grin, though the corners of her lips twitched and she couldn’t hide the amusement in her eyes. Well, what’s done was done. I’d just move an and do better next time.
My strikes came in rapid succession, not giving her any time to gather herself as the straps kept slamming into her breasts. It was so fun to see the impact ripple through them, the way they got slapped around by the force of the flogger, the beautiful red Veronica’s skin turned into, especially around her nipples.
I didn’t even aim for her nipples, but each stroke still got them even more hard and erect, which turned them into easy targets for that barely controlled bundle of leather straps. They had to sting and burn pretty badly already, as confirmed by Veronica’s continuous groaning moans.
“Thank you, Mistress,” she said again when I gave her a little rest to look at the fruits of my efforts.
“I have to say, your breasts look a lot prettier this way.” I realized that this could have been taken the wrong way, so I quickly added “That’s not to say that you weren’t pretty before. Your body is a piece of art. But the color red really suits you.”
And there I went off rambling bullshit again. Before I could feel embarrassed about myself, though, Veronica had already taken up the thread. “I’m so happy that I’m pleasing to your eyes, Mistress. And if my body is a piece of art, then that is only because I’m your canvas and you’re the artist who brings out my true beauty.”
“You’re such a smooth talker.” I pretended that her words hadn’t gotten me all tingly. They were just some improvised bullshit (albeit a much fancier kind of bullshit than my own), but somehow she’d still managed to deliver them in a way that felt genuine. “Let’s take a closer look at this piece of art, then.”
I put the flogger down so I had both of my hands free to fondle her breasts. She hissed and clenched her teeth as I touched them, but she was grinning at the same time.
Her breasts had turned a bright red and felt hot to the touch. The skin was rough and a little flaky, abraded from the countless rough kisses of the leather straps. Her nipples in particular felt hard and dry as I rolled them between my fingers, and they had turned so deliciously tender. Veronica’s hot breath tickled my face as she kept gasping from my rough handling of her abused breasts.
My arousal and my instincts took over and I closed the gap between us, forcing Veronica into a deep kiss. I kept my hands on her breasts, continuing to enjoy this amazingly firm softness in my palms as I explored her hot mouth with my tongue. Her moans vibrated so nicely against my lips as I pinched her sensitive nipples.
“Thank you so much, Mistress! How do I deserve so much love?” Veronica hungrily licked her lips, as if she wanted to savor every last trace of my taste. She really knew how to make a girl feel amazing about herself.
“By being such a perfect slave, of course.” I twisted her nipples one last time. “And you deserve so much more.”
I turned to pick the flogger back up when my eyes fell onto one of the other tools she’d picked out. It looked like someone had seen a pinwheel and decided to use the same concept, but with a paint roller as a base. Instead of a single wheel it sported five of them, each one lined with prickly metal spikes that looked deceptively sharp. When I tested it out on my palm I found that there wasn’t any real risk of breaking the skin even if I pushed down with a little more force, but it stung quite a bit, and that was me going slow and on a relatively insensitive area. It seemed like a sensation that could get real intense under the right circumstances.
“How devious of you Mistress, to tenderize me before going for this tool. This is going to be the most exquisite torture.”
I almost discarded the thing again because it sounded like Veronica was just hyping it up when it wasn’t actually all that special. But then I looked into her eyes and found a fire there that spoke in equal parts of excitement and trepidation. Seeing this pinwheel put her a lot more on edge than the flogger had. Maybe there was something to it after all.
“Told you: You deserve only the best.” I put the wheels against her side, using just enough pressure that the spikes made little dents into her skin. It was so much fun how her breath quickened in anticipation. I held it there a bit longer, to give her more time to drive herself crazy imagining what it would feel like. And then, right when it seemed like she was relaxing again, I rolled the wheels down her sides in one swift motion.
Her shrill shriek almost made me drop the thing.
“What?” I exclaimed in utter confusion, my ears still ringing.
Had I hurt her this badly? The wheels had drawn five thin red lines across her skin, though it didn’t seem like I’d come even close to drawing blood. At first glance it didn’t look any worse than if I’d just scratched her with my nails.
“I’m sorry for startling you, Mistress.” Veronica gave me a sheepish look. “But it’s impossible to stay silent when you use that thing. It hurts and tickles at the same time, and it’s absolutely unbearable.”
Now that she’d said it, I could absolutely imagine that this prickly feeling could turn into the most violent tickles when it raced across your skin. It certainly sounded unbearable, but the fact that Veronica had picked this tool meant that this was exactly what she wanted. And I was totally on board to experiment a bit more, but if she screamed like this every time, my ears wouldn’t survive this day.
“That’s your problem,” I told her. “From now on you’ll keep the screaming to an absolute minimum. Is that clear?”
“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll try to behave myself.”
I rolled the wheels over her tummy, a little more gently this time. She didn’t scream, but she bit her lower lip so hard that it turned white, and these hiccup-like sounds she made were right in the middle between laughter and pained gasps. This thing had to be really intense in a completely different way from the flogger and the cane.
She’d told me how devious it was to use it on her tenderized skin, so that was definitely something I had to tried out. That sharp intake of breath as I put the spikes against her reddened thighs already promised that this would be good. Once again I let the anticipation build for a few more seconds before I ran the wheels all the way down to her knee.
Veronica almost choked on screams. Her eyes shot wide open and her whole body tensed up, but somehow she managed to make almost no sound, safe for a muffled whimper. A whimper that got a lot more frantic when I rolled the pinwheels back up over her already irritated skin.
“Oh God, please, Mistress!” She wailed as I put the thing against her other thigh.
“Please what? Speak in full sentences!” It came out a lot harsher than I’d intended. Maybe I’d fallen a little too deeply into the role, but it felt so good to play the ruthless Mistress, and Veronica clearly appreciated my act just as much.
“I’m sorry for being so weak, Mistress, but I just can’t! I can’t keep silent when you’re doing this to me.”
“Are you sure? Don’t you want to be a good girl for your Mistress?” I put a little more pressure onto her thigh and moved the wheels more slowly this time, so I could watch how spike after spike dug into her skin, leaving lines of reddened points in their tracks. It shouldn’t tickle that badly now, but Veronica’s breaths still turned into desperate panting within seconds, her chest rising and falling at an alarming rate. As I continued driving the spikes into her tender thighs, her choked whimpers turned louder and louder, until all the tension broke out in a startlingly loud howl.
“Please, Mistress!” She sounded like she was sobbing, even though her eyes were dry. “You can do everything you want to me, just please, don’t make me stay silent! It’s breaking me!”
While she’d phrased it a little overdramatically, one look at her desperate expression was enough to confirm that she really was at her limit. Something about trying to stay silent through these sensations completely messed her up. But she’d given me free reign to continue, so this was exactly what this ruthless Mistress would do.
“Fine. But in exchange for this privilege, I will… I will not hold back and use that thing as hard and fast as it pleases me.” It wasn’t the most elegant of threats, but Veronica had fallen deep enough into subspace that it didn’t matter.
“Of course, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress! Please make me scream to your heart’s content!”
“Don’t worry, I will.” I drove the spikes into her inner thighs and ran them down her leg in one swift motion.
Veronica’s shriek echoed through the room. She trembled to the point that she only remained upright thanks to the cuffs holding her in place. A tremble that only got worse as I kept attacking her inner thigh.
The sensation had to be truly unbearable, in a way I couldn’t figure out just from watching the relatively harmless looking scratches the wheels left behind. I totally had to let them try it out on myself at some point, if only to find out what was actually going on. But only after telling them to be nicer about it than I was right now, because this sounded like pure torture.
Veronica screamed herself hoarse as I ran the wheels up and down her thighs, always varying the pressure to see what got the most violent reactions. Not that it made much of a difference. The pain in her eyes when I really dug the spikes in was just as exciting as her anguished laughs when I ran them down her legs as lightly and quickly as I could. It seemed like no matter how I used that thing, it was always absolutely excruciating in its own right.
When I finally stopped, Veronica’s thighs were covered in a sprawling network of shining red lines, and she looked completely done for. She was panting heavily, and a thin sheen of sweat had appeared on her forehead and in her armpits. Suffering this intensely seemed to be fucking exhausting.
“That sounds pretty intense.”
It was a giant understatement, and it made Veronica giggle madly. “Oh God, yes, Mistress,” she got out between labored breaths. She was close to hyperventilating, but after a minute or so she had calmed down enough that I didn’t have to worry about her collapsing on me. Not that she could have collapsed, strapped in as she was.
“Maybe I shouldn’t have overdone it so much. I wanted to use that thing on some even more interesting places, but you look like you’d die if I did that. And even if you don’t, my ears would. You’re loud.”
“I’m sorry, Mistress.” Veronica still sounded pretty exhausted, but her breathing had mostly normalized again. It seemed like the sensations of the pinwheels were crazy intense in the moment, but didn’t linger for long. “But don’t worry about me, Mistress, I can endure more than that if it pleases you to make me suffer. About your ears, though, I’m sorry, but I’m afraid I can only offer the gag as a solution. I don’t have the willpower to stay silent on my own.”
“Well, I’d be lying if I said that it wouldn’t please me to make you suffer…”
My raging arousal fought against my remaining doubts. Yes, I absolutely wanted to continue. It was as if the pinwheel had been invented specifically for me. I loved inflicting pain, but I didn’t want to hurt anyone for real. And with most kinds of pain play you soon hit a limit of what you could reasonably do. With a cane, for instance, you were pretty much guaranteed to leave bruises, and that was fine, but if you kept striking again and again, at some point you’d break the skin and make a bloody mess, and that thought was nauseating.
The pinwheels, on the other hand, caused reactions that were even more frantic than what I’d gotten from the cane, and they didn’t even leave any bruises in the process. Sure, they irritated the skin, and if used long and hard enough they might still do some actual damage, but you’d cause so much mental anguish before reaching this point that you wouldn’t get there anyway if you had even a sliver of mercy.
So, yes, if Veronica really was up for it, I wanted nothing more than to go on. But if I did that, then the gag was a must. Only that I wanted her to be able to stop me in case it was necessary. It was likely that we were going to reach her limits for real during this session.
Then again, she did have a safeword, even with the gag. And she was the one who kept suggesting it to me. Wasn’t it ultimately a sign that I didn’t trust her if I held back despite both of us wanting more, just because I was afraid she didn’t know what she was doing?
“Are you sure you can continue? Because I’m telling you right now: If you don’t stop me, I’m going for your breasts next.” I was barely in character anymore. All I wanted was to make it unmistakably clear to Veronica what she was signing up for, so she could make an educated decision.
“I love how evil you are, Mistress.” The way she looked at me with pure excitement in her eyes, the sincerity of her words, it felt like glowing embers in my stomach.
“I love you, too.”
The words slipped out of my mouths before I could stop them. And I truly meant them. Sure, the two of us might not have any basis for an actual relationship yet, but in a way this made it even sweeter how she offered herself so adoringly, how she put herself completely into my hands. Her enthusiastic submission was the best gift she could have ever given me, and I was going to honor it by giving her everything I had in return. Starting with my trust.
“Open up!” I took the gag and loosened the strap so I could get it up over her chin. Veronica opened her mouth like the good girl she was and allowed me to push the ball behind her teeth. Even when I made the strap as tight as I could manage and the leather cut into the corners of her mouth, she only reacted with contended moans.
I took a step back and looked at my work. Just seeing this shiny red ball nested in her mouth was enough to get my heart going. She was so sexy as she stood there, sprawled out naked before me, utterly robbed of any bodily autonomy, with her expression radiating how much she loved being helpless for me. How could I not fall for someone this hot?
“You’ll hum three times if it gets too much?”
Veronica nodded. Her bottom lip was already glistening in the dim red light. It wouldn’t take long before she started drooling.
“Give me the signal, so I know what to look out for.”
She made three deep, throaty sounds in regular intervals that were barely muffled by the gag. Seemed like that thing wasn’t as noise canceling as I’d thought.
“Thank you. But are you sure you can make that signal even when you’re out of breath from the things I’m doing to you?”
Another nod, and a determined look.
“Let’s try it out, just to be safe. I’ll go for your thighs again. Give it half a minute or so, and then do the safeword.”
Veronica nodded again. I took a deep breath and put the pinwheel back against her thighs.
I’d told her to wait for half a minute because I’d figured that it would take at least this long before she got frantic again, but it seemed like my previous efforts had left her thighs deceptively tender. She was gasping pretty much from the start, and once I increased the pressure and rolled the spikes up and down her inner thighs, it only took seconds for the screams to restart.
Once again I was surprised by how little the gag suppressed the noise. Sure, she wasn’t quite as loud as before, but it was nothing like in the movies where they shoved something into the mouth of a kidnapping victim and that was enough to silence them completely, with the exception of a few disgruntled growls. It was a lot easier on the ears, though. Maybe the gag filtered the high frequencies out, or maybe she couldn’t make such shrill noises with her jaw forced open like that. Either way, the gag did a good enough job and it looked amazing doing it, which was all anyone could ask for.
It might have just been a test, but that didn’t mean I was going to show any mercy. It should be realistic, after all. I drove the spikes deep into her skin as I raced the wheels over both her legs, adding even more bright red lines to the flaming network on her thighs.
I had no idea how Veronica even managed to breathe between her desperate screams and the gag in her mouth. Her attempts to suck in air resulted in wet noises from the drool building up on her lips.
“Hngh, hngh, hngh!”
It wasn’t as clear cut as the previous test, but even between the muffled shrieks, those deep, vibrating hums were unmistakable. I immediately pulled back.
“Everything okay? That was just the test and you’re not really in trouble, right?”
Veronica’s chest rose and fell in a flurry of shallow breaths, and her eyes told me how much this “test” had been getting to her, but she nodded without hesitation. That movement of her head made the first dribble of drool flow from her lips and pool on her chin. I considered wiping it away, but there wasn’t much point. Now that the floodgates had opened, she was going to keep drooling no matter what I did. And it was pretty hot to see her lose control of her body like that.
“Perfect. In that case, it’s time for the main event.” I closed the gap between us and looked her straight in the eyes as I put the spiky wheels against her already reddened breasts. Veronica’s eyes grew wide and she made a sound that was somewhere between a groan and a whimper. Her anticipation was palpable, but I trusted her to stop me if she really needed to, which also meant that I wasn’t going to hesitate and would play as hard as I wanted.
Her anguished wails echoed through the room as I rolled the spikes over the side of her breast. The gag did its job good enough to protect my ears from the worst of it, but even so it was abundantly clear that this had to hurt so much worse than what I’d done to her thighs. Veronica thrashed against her bonds from the very start, twisting her body as best she could to try to keep that tender flesh away from the cruel spikes, but her range of movement was far too limited to protect her from my assault on her senses.
When I switched to her sensitive underboob, she shook her head so violently that a ribbon of drool dislodged from her chin and landed squarely between her breasts. She didn’t give the safeword, though, so I gleefully continued.
I soon learned that the quick and gentle attacks, which had worked so well on her sides and thighs, didn’t do as much here. Sure, they still got her squealing, but that was just because absolutely anything I did got her squealing. Her breasts simply weren’t as ticklish as these other parts of her body, which robbed this particular torment of the urgent distress I’d been going for.
Oh well. Guess I had to go all in on the pain instead.
It became immediately clear that I had a winner when I increased the pressure and slowly drove the wheels over her breasts, pushing hard enough that she could savor the sting of every single spike, but continuous enough that there was always a new sensation for her to deal with. The mere sight of these sharp metal spikes digging into her soft skin made my stomach flutter. I didn’t need her desperate screams to know that this had to hurt like a bitch. Which wasn’t to say that I didn’t appreciate the screams, because I did. So, so much. I reveled in her suffering as I increased the pressure even more, leaving trails of bright red spots all over her firm breasts.
Once again I had no idea how Veronica even managed to breathe. My assault left her howling continuously. Thick drops of sweat ran down her sides, but it wasn’t just perspiration that slowly got her skin enticingly shiny. She was drooling continuously now in thick, sticky strands that dripped from her chin down onto her breasts.
“You’re such a mess,” I told her, chuckling lightly as I gave her the tiniest of breaks to try and catch her breath.
“Hmff…” She gave me an apologetic look and made a wet sucking noise as if she was trying to swallow as best she could. Given her situation, though, her best still barely had any effect at all.
“It’s okay. You’re my perfect, sexy mess.” I gently put my hand on her cheek, my thumb playfully teasing her lip, evenly spreading the drool over the gag and her mouth. “You’re the best slave any Mistress could ever wish for.”
Veronica all but purred into the gag as she rubbed her cheek against my hand, her eyes filled with love. And exhaustion. And anguish. But also love. So much love.
“Think you can handle even more for your Mistress?”
She made a sound somewhere between a huff and a sigh that sent another ribbon of drool on its way. The ordeal was clearly getting to her, but there was determination in her nod.
“So brave.” I wiped my thumb on her cheek and got back into position, delighting in her sweet whimper as I once again put the spikes against her poor breasts. “Sing for me!”
She sang, with all the power her tired lungs could still muster. Just like with her thighs, it seemed like her breasts only got more and more sensitive the longer I abused them. Or maybe the growing desperation in her screams was just a sign of her eroding willpower. These sensations looked utterly unbearable, and even her impressive endurance had to run out eventually.
Before that could happen, though, there was one last thing I absolutely needed to try out. One final cruelty that made my pussy twitch from excitement just from thinking about it. The spikes had to be absolute torture on her tender breasts already, but there was one part of them I hadn’t explored yet. The best part.
I put the wheels against the edge of her areola, lining them up with her stiff nipple. “Are you ready to suffer for me? Like, really suffer?”
Veronica’s entire face was shining with sweat and drool, and she looked absolutely done for, but she didn’t give up. “’eff, M’fftreff.” Between the gag and her heaving breaths she was barely coherent, but the adoring look in her eyes was answer enough.
“Such a good, good girl!” I kissed her forehead. It was a wet and salty kiss, but I didn’t mind. Veronica needed to feel how much I appreciated her total submission.
And she also needed to feel the full extent of my cruelty.
Her voice had sounded hoarse and tired before, but the moment I ran the pinwheels over her nipple, her screams were back in full force. She thrashed against her bonds with an energy I hadn’t expected her to still be capable of. Likely neither had she, but the sensations of these harsh metal spikes on her tenderized nipples had to be so excruciating that her body drew every last ounce of strength to try and escape them.
That her nipples were so big and erect didn’t do her any favors, either. Their firmness put up just enough resistance that the spikes had to apply that extra bit of force to roll over these sensitive nubs. Even now the spikes didn’t break her skin, but that was the only mercy she got. I knew that if anyone would do this to my nipples, I’d be pissing myself for real, and this very knowledge only stoked the flames of my arousal even more.
Veronica’s endurance was admirable, but when I switched to her other nipple, her screams turned into a continuous howl that was louder than anything I’d heard from her before, despite the gag. Even her impressive lung capacity shouldn’t be able to keep this up for long. Or so I thought, but somehow she managed to suck just enough air through her nose in frantic bursts to keep it up as I continued tormenting her now bright red nipple.
Her whole body spasmed as she shook in her bonds. She whipped her head to all sides so violently that drops of her drool splattered all over her upper torso, some of them even hitting my hand. It was so beautiful how she kept fighting with all she had, how she pushed through the pain for me, became a willing toy for my wildest sadistic fantasies.
“Hngh, hngh, hngh.”
It took me a moment to register the signal. It almost disappeared in the cacophony of her muffled screams, but even so the deep, regular hums were unmistakable. I’d overdone it.
“Oh fuck, sorry, are you okay?”
Veronica tried to say something, but between the gag and her rapid shallow breathing, it was impossible to make out. I dropped the pinwheel on the next best surface and struggled to loosen the strap of her gag as quickly as possible. It took my shaking fingers several tries to open the buckle, and when I finally managed to slip the gag out her mouth, Veronica’s violent coughs sent all the accumulated drool down her chin. She was in dire need of a clean-up, but that had to wait until I’d made sure that she was okay.
“I... I’m fine,” she managed to get out between coughs. “Just... too much... no air.”
I wanted to slap myself. I’d marveling at her lung capacity all this time, but in my stupidity I hadn’t made the obvious connection and given her a chance to properly catch her breath.
“I’m so sorry,” I mumbled, cringing from guilt. “I shouldn’t have been so stupid.”
“You weren’t stupid, you were amazing.” Veronica had steadied herself after a couple of deep breaths that made her chest swell, and she even managed a weak smile. “It was absolutely crazy what you did to me. Crazy in the best way. It got just a bit too much there. Can you get me down? Sorry, but I really need a break right now.”
“Of course!” Why was she apologizing? She hadn’t done anything wrong!
When I opened the second wrist cuff, Veronica would have collapsed if I hadn’t caught her in a tight embrace. It seemed like suffering through my cruelties had sapped every last bit of strength from her body, to the point that her legs barely carried her anymore.
“Thanks,” she said once she had collected herself enough to be able to stand on her own again. “And thanks for stopping when you did.”
“Don’t mention it.” I opened the ankle cuffs as well, completely freeing her from the cross. “Like, really, don’t. Of course I’d stop. If only I’d done it sooner, before you were so done that you had to use the safeword.”
Veronica took my hands. There was a warm, loving glow in her eyes. She might be completely messed up and in dire need of a shower, but her disheveled state did nothing to detract from her beauty. “Hey, don’t beat yourself up. A safeword use doesn’t mean you did anything wrong. It’s something completely normal, and can happen for all kinds of reasons. I had lots of fun, and that I needed out there in the end doesn’t change that. You were so amazing in your role! I can’t wait to play with you again. Once I’ve recovered a bit,” she added with a tired grin.
“So you’re not mad? I didn’t hurt you?”
“No, I’m not, and no, you didn’t. Come here!”
Veronica opened her arms to invite me into a hug. It was a very wet and kinda sticky hug, and her body felt like an oven, but I didn’t mind. I needed to be close to her and get the assurance that things really were fine.
“So, what now?” I asked softly, staying in her loving embrace.
She let out a sigh, but it didn’t sound like a bad one. More like a mix of amusement and exhaustion. “Now I’ll take a shower, because I really, really need one. Then I’ll collapse on the couch because I also really, really need to do that. And both of these things are much nicer with some cuddles, so I’d be happy if you joined me. After that… well, let’s see how I’m feeling, but I’d say there’s a good chance we might get some sexy action going again. Not a full scene, but some cozy naughty fun should be in the cards.”
“Sounds nice,” I said. It was a pity that our play had been cut short, but after the shock of hearing the safeword, this was still by far the best possible case. “And sorry, again.”
“Like I said, there really is no need to apologize.” Veronica placed a tender kiss on my forehead. “I had a lot of fun, and from what I could tell, so did you. You were a great Mistress. Like, you surpassed my every expectation. When it comes to first play sessions, this one was a total success. You can be proud of yourself.”
I couldn’t say anything because the happiness lit up inside of me like a little sun. I must have been blushing so hard, but I didn’t care. I’d done it! I’d managed to amaze Veronica with my skills as a dom! Fuck all the doubts and fears, today had been a great day indeed!
“And there’s no reason to be sad that we didn’t get to try out even more things,” Veronica continued, the most beautiful smile on her perfect lips. “Don’t forget: This was just the first date. From now on, nothing is stopping us from having all the fun we want. Only if you want to continue hanging out with us, of course, but I have the sneaking suspicion that you do. So in case I’m right: Welcome to the gang!”
I wanted to thank her profoundly, tell her how happy she had made me, how much her approval and her invitation meant to me, but I was still glowing so hard that my vocal cords refused to work. Well, to hell with them. I didn’t need them to express my feelings. Not when I could let my lips do the talking. I pulled Veronica into a deep, adoring kiss.
This was it, the glorious end of the story of how I got reunited with the gang who had bullied me all those years back. And yet it wasn’t really an end. Just the opposite. It was the beginning of a new and exciting part of my life. Because one thing was clear: I hadn’t even scratched the surface of the sexy and lovely adventures that still lay ahead.






  
  Part 6: Happy End... Eventually


This was crazy. 
My brain kept going around in circles, always ending up at that one simple truth: This was crazy. And I was crazy for having agreed to it. But the past months had taught me that crazy didn’t have to be bad. It might be scary, but facing the fear could be so worth it.
My recent life had had no shortage of crazy things. Starting with how the women who had once been my bullies had reconnected with me only to ultimately make me part of their gang. Their gang, which was basically a kinky polycule. I’d thought things would calm down after my initiation phase and I’d slowly get settled into my new, much more exciting life. Just goes to show that I’d had no idea.
While my initial dates with all of them had worked out swimmingly, if I dare say so myself, and they had welcomed me into their group with open arms, it didn’t change that I’d been a newbie for pretty much all intents and purposes. Still was, in many regards. I might have taken to the world of kink remarkably quickly, as if that side of me had only been waiting for such a revelation to rouse it from its slumber, but the four of them still had years and years more experience with the lifestyle than me. And while they were as supportive as I could have ever wished for and they patiently taught me everything there was to know from how to handle rope to how best to spank someone so as to cause maximum pain with minimum risk of serious injury, they couldn’t resist spicing their lessons up by occasionally throwing me into the deep water to see if I could figure out how to swim.
Today was such a trip into the deep end. The very deep end.
“And you’re sure no one will recognize me with that thing?” I asked, skeptically looking at the cat mask they’d given me. Yes, it covered my entire face, and yes, it muffled my voice (and also made speaking kind of a chore, but that was okay since the others were going to handle the talking) but I still felt kinda naked at the thought of this mask being the only thing keeping my identity safe once the stream started. Which was ironic, given how I was going to be the only one keeping her clothes on during the action.
“Absolutely,” Lizzy said. The other three were buzzing around to get everything ready for the stream, but Lizzy didn’t seem to be involved in the technical stuff. That, or she was taking herself out of the preparations so she could be my coach. Either way I was glad to have her around. “You’re not the first guest star we had on our show, and none of the others have been recognized, so you’re perfectly safe. And I’d say the chances that anyone watching us actually knows you are slim to nonexistent anyway.”
“I wouldn’t bet on that,” I said with a nervous grin. “It could be that I mentioned your streams at work. And to a couple of friends.”
Working as a sex toy developer and having very open-minded friends was great, but it also made it a little too easy to share certain things. Only a few of my very close friends knew of the intimate relationship I’d built up with the gang, but sexy streamers were a pretty normal small talk topic, especially since the gang had modeled for my company in the past and their streaming gig was a nice little fun fact to drop in conversation.
But while I certainly appreciated that I was able to have these kinds of relaxed conversations with the people in my life, it also meant that there was a real good chance that some people I personally knew would be watching today.
“Sorry to say, but you brought that on yourself.” Lizzy affectionately poked me in the side. “But as I said, you have nothing to worry about. No one’s gonna recognize you. And if you want to be one hundred percent safe, we can give you a latex bodysuit to wear. Nobody’s gonna be able to see any of your features except for ‘female, likely human, but could also be an alien’. Fair warning, though, if you wear that thing for several hours under all the lights, you’re gonna sweat your ass off.”
“No thanks. This outfit should be enough of a disguise. Nobody has ever seen me in anything even remotely like this.”
Since I was going to play the Mistress, they had gone all out with my clothes. Leather pants, leather jacked over a crimson corset (thankfully rather loosely bound; I was going to need the freedom of movement), and a couple of belts wrapped over several parts of my body without any specific purpose except to make me look edgy. They had even painted my nails black. Even without the cat mask, people would have a hard time believing that this was really me.
Hell, I’d had a hard time believing it was me when I’d looked in the mirror. This hardcore lady staring back at me, who looked maybe a little try-hard but in a fun and endearing way, was so completely alien to me, but at the same time the look fit me almost scarily well. And I loved how sexy I came across. Maybe I was vain for thinking this, but looking at myself all dressed to kill gave me a big boost in confidence.
“A pity. You’re looking great,” Lizzy said, and the confidence boost got supercharged all the way into the stratosphere. “And thanks for spreading the word. The more, the merrier. Hey, Veronica!”
Veronica was in the middle of setting up the padded bench she’d be bound to during the stream. Since she was going to spend a long time on it, it had to be as comfortable as possible, and she was instructing Mel on how best to run the straps to keep her in a tight enough but still relaxed enough spreadeagle. When Lizzy called for her, she looked up from her work. “What’s the matter?”
“Christine invited a couple of her friends to our stream. So if our audience makes you suffer even more than usual, you know who to blame.”
“I would have known that anyway. Don’t take it personally if I curse your name before this day is over.” Veronica winked at me before turning back to Mel and the straps.
“She totally will,” Lizzy told me. “She might act tough, but you’ll see, it won’t take long for you to wear her down. That girl is so bad at dealing with denial. Maybe it’s a bit cruel that we always pick her for these streams, but what can I say, you gotta give the people what they want to see. And you’re gonna have so much fun with her.”
I nodded, still trying to wrap my head around the fact that in less than an hour I would be having sex in front of what might well be a few thousand people. They usually had a couple hundred viewers, but these Edgathons, as they called them, were big events they hyped up for more than a month in advance. They had peaked at close to two thousand viewers during the last one, and there was a good chance this record was going to fall today.
Lizzy must have taken my silence to mean that I was getting second thoughts, because she showed an empathetic smile and sounded a lot more serious when she continued. “Hey, it’s okay to be a bit nervous. And if you feel like you can’t do it, you can still drop out now. We’ve been deliberately vague about what makes this stream so special. If we don’t have a guest, we’ll find other ways to entertain our viewers and ourselves. So, really, don’t feel pressured into it.”
“It’s okay, I want to do this,” I quickly reassured her before she could worry even more. “It’s like you said: Just nerves. But thanks for looking out for me.”
“There’s nothing to thank me for. We always look out for each other. That’s how we do things here.” Lizzy pulled me into a quick kiss. I’d gotten used to the five of us being pretty much girlfriends in all but name, but these little signs of love and affection still made my stomach flutter every time.

It was remarkable how much effort it took to set everything up. I’d seen some of their previous streams, and I’d even seen all the equipment standing around in the playroom of theirs (or rather, of ours; I should really stop thinking in such terms as me and them), but in the back of my mind I’d still assumed that you just had to put a camera on a tripod, point it at the action, and that was it. Once again it became obvious how little idea I had of these things.
Funnily enough it was Steph, the certified chaos gremlin, who was the real wiz when it came to electronics. She never stayed still, always either adjusting a lamp, fiddling around with cables, or doing some stuff on the laptop controlling all the technical equipment. Which was different from the main laptop that would host the stream, although they were plugged into each other with so many cables that they might as well have turned into a single machine at this point. I was glad that she didn’t need my help, because frankly, I wouldn’t have known the first thing about what Steph was doing. I might spend all my days in front of a computer coding, and you needed to be quite proficient with hardware assembling if you were in the active sex toy development, but it seemed like audio and video stuff was an entirely different world.
Ten minutes before the start of the stream Steph shooed us all into the bathroom. That was another thing I hadn’t really considered before, but it made sense that once the cameras were rolling, you wanted to have as few bathroom breaks as possible. Especially when it came to Veronica. While the rest of us could quickly slip away without drawing much notice, Veronica would have to be unbound and then bound again, and then we’d have to figure out how this affected the timer and all that stuff. Better to regulate the hydration level to keep the onscreen breaks to a minimum.
As the countdown entered the last minute, my nerves started acting up again. It felt so unreal that this was really happening. But despite my growing anxiety I couldn’t deny my excitement. Or my budding arousal, which was only helped by how I found myself surrounded by these four girls who were so confident in their sexiness.
While we technically started off PG13 with all of us clothed, the others wore simple tops with no bra beneath and short pants. Their outfits were revealing enough to get my heart (and hopefully the hearts of our viewers) pumping, and their lack of fanciness didn’t matter much since they would all strip down to their panties before long anyway.
“Hello everyone! Hope you’re having the bestest of days. And if not, don’t worry, we’re gonna change that real soon!”
It was as if someone had flipped a switch inside Steph. The moment the stream started, she went into full announcer mode. Even though I’d seen her in the role before, I only realized how much of a performance she was putting on now that I was being part of the show.
“Today is our fourth Edgathon, and to mix it up a little, we brought a very special guest. Chat, say hi to Mistress Cat!”
I waved into the camera, my face safely hidden behind the cat mask, hoping that I didn’t look as awkward as I felt. It was a good thing that talking had too high a risk of me giving away my identity, because that gave me the perfect excuse not to say anything. I’d grown some confidence in my sexy roleplay during the past couple of months, but there was no way I could keep up with Steph’s energy.
The chat welcomed me, or at least I assumed it did. The messages were coming too quickly for me to read them, especially with how far away I stood from the screen. I saw lots of hearts with devil horns, though, a custom emoji of the channel that had basically the same meaning as a normal heart, only hornier. Even though I knew that these messages ultimately didn’t mean anything, it still gave my ego a boost to see so many people react this positively to my appearance.
“She’s the absolutely best Mistress we could have found for today,” Steph continued without missing a beat. “Or the worst one, if you ask Veronica. You see, the two of them might have some history together, and something tells me she has no inclination to got easy on our poor victim.”
“Hey, I know that I’m fucked. No reason to rub it in.” Veronica elbowed Steph in the side. “I really don’t know why I always let myself get talked into these things.”
Lizzy embraced her from behind, running her hands over Veronica’s bare tummy. “Because being fucked is exactly what you need. Look into your heart, you know it to be true.”
They kept their joking banter going and I relaxed as it became clear that this history of ours wouldn’t be expanded upon. For a moment I’d feared they would drop a few hints too many and make it possible for people to figure out who I was. As it stood, though, it was just a little tidbit to sow intrigue and hype, and most of the viewers would assume that it was made up to enrich the fantasy.
Now that Steph had said it, though, I couldn’t help linger on that thought myself. My initial play dates with the gang had been under the pretense of them making up for their bullying back in school by allowing me to have some kinky fun with them. That pretense had became real shaky real quick, and I’d spent so much time with them now that I didn’t even think about it anymore. This revenge ploy might have brought us together, but it was insignificant compared to the friendship and the joy of living one’s fantasies out with like-minded people (and the amazing sex, to put not too fine a point on it) that held us together.
Still, why not lean into the vengeful spirit for today? I might not actually begrudge Veronica anything she or the others had done back then, but if I was already brought here to make her suffer, I could as well add a little extra cruelty, for old time’s sake. The viewers would surely appreciate it, and so would the others. Even Veronica, though she might try to deny it.
Steph quickly went over the rules of today’s stream. In short: The first hour was setup and getting in the mood. By the end of it, Veronica would be bound to the bench and turned on to the max, so we could transition smoothly into the main event, namely edging her into insanity. How long she’d have to suffer for depended on the generosity of the viewers. In the first hour each minute cost ten dollars, with the price rising by another ten dollars in each subsequent hour.
When I’d first heard these numbers I’d thought that it was crazy expense and the stream would be over before it could get going for real. But as Lizzy had explained to me, the math worked out. They expected to hit two thousand viewers, possibly even more. If each of them donated just one dollar on average, that would already put us at more than two hours. And from their experiences, in these big event streams people tended to donate in the range of five dollars on average. For every handful of leechers there was a person with deep pockets, and even the usually stingy people were more inclined to contribute when they saw everyone else do it.
And when they could see that their money was put to an immediate good use. These hypothetical five dollars each for two thousand viewers would get us comfortably above five hours. Five hours of me holding Veronica on the brink of orgasm. She was going to be delirious by the end of it. Delirious and tired as hell. It was five in the afternoon now with the main event starting at six, so five hours of edging plus some breaks would keep us going until midnight.
Of course they had a few things planned to vary the pacing. The backbone of the stream was the gamified system that controlled Veronica’s breaks. Basically, she could ask for a break once per half an hour, and upon her request we’d draw a card showing a randomized condition for this break. Some of them were in her favor, giving her some rest with no strings attached and maybe even reducing her remaining time. Some stopped the edging but required some sexy tribute to be paid, and then there were a couple of cards that were basically traps, blowing up in her face and leaving her worse off than she’d started.
And while Steph didn’t advertise it, there was also a back-up plan in case Veronica really couldn’t take it anymore and needed out, in which case they’d stop the donations and let the viewers vote on a list of sexy forfeits the others would do either today or in following streams, depending on the circumstances, so the viewers would still get their money’s worth. But they had ensured me that it wouldn’t come to it. This wasn’t Veronica’s first rodeo, and while she had looked real desperate in the previous streams, she was a tough girl.
The beginning of the stream went great, no thanks to me. The other four effortlessly flirted with the viewers and set the mood with their raunchy jokes. The chat messages came with lightning speed and I was in awe at how they managed to respond to the viewers when I wouldn’t have been able to even read the questions in time. Already there were several hundred people watching, with the counter increasing by the second, and before the main event had even started we already had enough donations to keep us going through the first hour.
Meanwhile I felt a little awkward and out of place. While the others shouted out donations, read comments or teased the viewers and each other, I stood by, unsure what to do with myself. I’d been ready for getting naughty with Veronica, but I hadn’t realized how much time in the beginning was just general chatting, which I couldn’t participate in. And even if I hadn’t been so afraid of giving myself away by my voice, what should I’ve said? I didn’t have the performance skills of the others, the ease with which they talked to each other and to the camera in front of hundreds of people. Any attempt to join in would have only made my inexperience obvious and undercut my believability as Mistress Cat.
“I think it’s time to crank up the heat a little. Let’s ask Mistress Cat who’s the lucky girl who gets to lose her top first.”
Steph’s announcement snapped me out of my musings. It was a good thing the mask hid my face, or everyone would have seen how surprised I was when the four of them formed a half circle in front of me and looked at me expectantly.
This hadn’t been part of the plan, but to be fair, we only had a plan for the big picture stuff. The details were all up for improvisation. And I appreciated them trying to include me so quickly, but if I just silently pointed at someone to decide who undressed first, it wouldn’t be all that exciting. I needed to come off as this alluring mysterious Mistress, not just a sexily dressed dice roll. Then again, nobody said that I couldn’t go a little further. The details were, after all, up for improvisation. I took both Steph and Lizzy by the wrists and pulled them forward.
“Oh, it seems like Mistress Cat can’t decide. Guess we’re-”
Whatever witty taunt Steph might have wanted to say, it got cut off when I put my hands on the backs of both their heads and forced their faces together. Once again it was so, so good that nobody could see my expression as I prayed that they’d catch my drift and not leave me hanging. This had the potential to get so awkward if they resisted and asked what the fuck I was doing.
I shouldn’t have doubted them. Like the professionals they were, they got over their surprise in a flash and started noisily making out, really playing it up for the camera. Even though I knew that this was all just for show, for a moment I was completely enthralled with the rush of power I felt at having made these two beautiful woman kiss just by demanding it of them.
Steph made a startled sound as I stepped behind her and slipped my hands under her top, pulling it up so I could openly fondle her breasts. Like a good girl she kept making out with Lizzy, even when I took her nipples between my fingers and gave them a hard pinch. I knew from our first date that they could take a lot of abuse and that this alone wouldn’t have much of an effect on her, but I was sure the viewers would appreciate it nonetheless. Never mind how I appreciated playing with her deliciously soft breasts. It was a nice change of pace that I got to enjoy her body without having to deal with her brattiness.
Lizzy was next, and while she was the biggest masochist of the gang by far, she made an adorable little squeal as I went under her top as well and pinched her nipples. After that little success I pulled the two of them apart so they could take their tops off all the way themselves.
“Nice start, Mistress Cat,” Steph said, offhandedly wiping her lips. The kisses had gotten a little sloppy when I’d startled the both of them with the nipple play. “But now that you set the baseline, we can’t let the others get away with a boring old undressing.”
I shrugged, which earned me a round of giggles that alleviated the last remains of my stage fright. They were perfectly attuned to me, as if we’d done this countless times already. I could simply do whatever felt right in the moment, trusting that they would work with me and use their experience to turn my ideas into a good show. And thanks to my face being completely hidden I didn’t have to worry about putting on an act or coming off as unbelievable.
Mel was next. I made her kneel before me as she undressed, only to keep her there a little longer, making her kiss my hand and fondle her breasts for my viewing pleasure. And that of our audience, of course, but I figured, if I liked what I saw, they would as well. A notion that was confirmed by Steph who had gone back to operating the stream. Apparently the timer was nearing the two hour mark already. This was going to be a long stream.
Since Veronica’s job today was to passively suffer whatever I had in store for her, it was only fitting that she wouldn’t be allowed to undress herself. I had the three others pin her down and strip her of everything she had, topping it off by making Steph and Lizzy suck on her breasts.
“If you keep this up, chat is gonna want you back for every stream,” Mel teased me as Veronica caught her breath, her nipples now glistening in the intense lighting we had set up. “Usually they have to ask nicely before they get to see that kind of thing.”
I shrugged again, to general amusement and another round of devil hearts in the chat. Damn, I could really get used to this! As much as I was sure that I’d never want to show my face on stream, I understood what the others got out of it. Apart from the money, of course.
The knowledge that my actions had just turned on hundreds of people was intoxicating and intensely empowering. I might be the one performing for them right now, but really it was me who controlled their emotions and their primal urges. My knees grew weak as I imagined that all these people were physically in the room with us, a lusting audience who cheered every time we threw them a bone. The thought was a little scary, but the good kind of scary. The kind that got my heart pumping and the adrenaline shooting in, getting me ready for action.
With half an hour to go to the official start, Mel bound the now completely naked and already visibly flustered Veronica to the bench. She took her time, making sure that every strap rested as comfortably as possible against Veronica’s skin.
The others didn’t let the audience get bored in the meantime. Or Veronica, for that matter. Steph slathered her in massage oil, and the three of us spent most of the time running our hands all over Veronica’s body. The glistening sheen of oil gave her skin a beautiful angelic appearance. It was the fallen kind of angel, though, the one that had been corrupted by earthly desires. Her pussy was visibly wet already, and we hadn’t even touched it yet.
Which was going to change now.
Less than five minutes before the start of the timer Lizzy told me to “get her ready”. Not that were was much to do on my part. Even just gently running my fingers between her lower lips made Veronica squirm in her bonds. The foreplay had left its marks on her. She’d be hitting the edge within minutes once I decided to touch her for real.
“Oh God, this is gonna be fucking insane.” Veronica laughed maniacally and I doubted that all of it was an act. You had to be at least a little crazy to agree to be tortured like this. “How long is the timer already?”
The way the screens were set up, Veronica could only see the timer counting up how long the stream had lasted already, so she knew when half an hour had passed and she was allowed to ask for a break, but everything else was hidden from her. I took a look at the main screen to find that we were well over two hours already, but it was hard to pin the time down because it kept constantly increasing. There were over a thousand people in the chat, and that number increased even more rapidly as we got closer to the scheduled starting time. I was about to pass this on to Veronica, but Steph cut me off.
“No reason to concern yourself with that. You job is to make it through one minute at a time.” She tapped her fingers along Veronica’s breast and finished off with a little squeeze of her nipple. “Okay, chat, this is the moment you’ve all been waiting for. Mistress Cat will start working her magic in three… two… one… GO!”
I started rubbing Veronica more earnestly, feeling like in a trance. The thought that over a thousand people were watching me finger Veronica’s dripping pussy was awesome, in every meaning of the word. And the chances that some of them knew me were close to a hundred percent. There was no way I would have been able to function if my identity had been revealed.
But just like my face has hidden by that cat mask, I made myself vanish and let Mistress Cat take over. It was so weird that it actually worked, but it felt like most of my fears and anxieties stayed with my real self and didn’t affect me as long as I stayed immersed in the role. It wasn’t all that different from the many times I’d allowed my instincts to take control during our scenes, and it had always lead to me being the best dominant I could have been at the time.
Technically the first couple of minutes were just more warm-up, because that was how long it took for Veronica to actually hit the edge for the first time. Not that anyone should mind. It was so hot to see her writhe under my fingers as I kept rubbing her pussy, and that gasped “Close!” of hers, the signal that I needed to back off or she might not be able to hold her orgasm back on her own, made me shiver as my own arousal reared its head. Veronica might be the one cruelly denied here, but I already knew, if I had to keep this up for who knew how many hours, by the end of it I would be horny beyond belief myself.
“That was four minutes and twenty-two seconds to the first ‘close’. I’m sorry, believers, but you underestimated what Mistress Cat can do to poor Veronica. That was comfortably below the five minute mark.”
Steph’s announcement momentarily took my out of my horny trance. She and the others had continued talking to the chat in the background, but I had drowned it out. Seemed like they had set up some kind of bet with the viewers. Maybe it had been about money, maybe about these channel points that existed as a kind of currency, though I’d never paid them enough attention to figure out how they worked exactly.
Ultimately it didn’t matter. It was a good thing I had these experts to keep the viewers engaged so I could focus on entertaining them (and myself) in my own way. But even so it felt real nice to hear that apparently I’d been able to surpass expectations right from the get-go.
As per the rules of the challenge, a “close” by Veronica didn’t mean that she’d be getting a break. That was what the cards were for after all. I stopped touching her for a couple of seconds to make sure that she was not so close that literally any touch might set her off, before gently sliding two of my fingers into her. Mel had prepared some lube to the side, but she’d told me that the chances of me needing it for this particular job were slim at best, and she was proven right. Veronica was so ridiculously wet already that I could have easily shoved a third finger in without any resistance if I’d wanted to.
I didn’t want to, though, because this wasn’t about overwhelming her with pleasure. After a few gentle thrusts to settle in I stopped moving my fingers completely, only gently curling their tips so they dug into a specific soft spot within her. While every woman I knew was a little different in that regard, Veronica belonged to the lucky ones who had an easy to hit g-spot that worked like a charm every time. But she also belonged to the unlucky ones who weren’t able to orgasm from either penetration or g-spot stimulation alone. It didn’t even get her all the way to the edge, but I only needed to have a look at her chest rising and falling with each heaving breath to know how exhaustingly frustrating these touches were for her.
Maybe it was cruel that I used these kinds of underhanded tactics from the very start, or that I spent a good ten minutes doing this and only this. But being cruel was what they’d brought me here for, so that was what I was going to be.
“Oh fuck,” Veronica cursed about twenty minutes into the stream. It was the first words she had spoken since the beginning, not counting her cute moans and whines, or the time she’d given the signal. “Can’t you do anything else? Please?”
“You heard that, chat? We reached the first begging for mercy of tonight. I’m honestly surprised it took us this long,” Steph’s amused voice came from the back.
“Yes, but I don’t think it’s gonna help her,” Lizzy chimed in. “She didn’t even properly address Mistress Cat. That’s a big fuck-up for someone hoping for any mercy. Isn’t that right, Mistress Cat?”
I nodded, feeling awkward about my limited options to contribute to the conversation. My plan had been to keep poking Veronica’s g-spot until she could request her first break, which seemed plenty merciless. It would have been an easy sell if I’d been able to taunt her with it, but by remaining silent and simply continuing what I was doing already it would appear from the outside as if I hadn’t reacted at all. Guess I’d have to step up my game instead.
While my fingers stayed nested inside of her, I got the thumb of my other hand nice and wet on her folds before gently rubbing it over her clit, effectively trapping that tender bundle of nerves between heavenly sensations from both sides.
The effects were immediate and devastating. Veronica let out a hoarse rattle. Her eyelids fluttered as the intensity of the pleasure momentarily overwhelmed her. I only did the slightest movements with my thumb, knowing that in her hyper-aroused state it wouldn’t take long until…
“Close!”
It came out as a breathless bark. Veronica’s whole body tensed up as it got ready to unload the built-up tension. I could have taken my thumb away and stopped these dangerous stimulations, but I did something much nastier. I left it right where it was, gently pressing against her clit, but kept both it and the fingers inside her perfectly still.
Veronica sounded close to hyperventilating. After a few seconds she was able to relax the tiniest bit, so she could at least voice her frustration in a drawn out howl. She pulled against the straps around her wrists, her hands clenched into fists, but her lower body didn’t move. Because if it had, the resulting friction would have certainly sent her over.
It was so deliciously evil to make her complicit in her own suffering, to make it so easy for her to snatch that orgasm, and force her to use her willpower to hold herself back so this stream wouldn’t come to a premature end. It had to be so hard for her to stop herself from moving, especially with how much her body wanted to shake from being on the precipice of her orgasm.
And to add insult to injury, nobody except the two of us even realized what was going on inside of her right now. The cameras might capture my hands on her pussy and the strained expression on her face, but to all the viewers it would simply look like I’d brought her to the edge and then stopped with nothing more to it. A literal thousand people might be getting off to Veronica’s suffering right now, but this particular cruelty belonged just to the two of us. Our intimate dirty little secret.
I waited a good minute before doing anything else, but it wasn’t like Veronica got any real rest in that time. She managed to retreat from the very edge, but her continuous little whines made it clear that my thumb was impossible for her to ignore. Of course it was still much easier to bear compared to when I got it and my fingers moving again. At that point the little whines very quickly turned into big whines, and it took barely half a minute until the next “Close!”
We continued like this for several minutes. I always gave her just enough time to come out of the danger zone, but my fingers stayed at her most intimate spots, and from how ridiculously quickly we went from me moving my fingers to her shouting the signal, it was apparent that she was never really able to leave the edge.
I was vaguely aware that the chatting slowed down behind me as everyone got completely enthralled by Veronica’s suffering. Veronica’s eyes were glued to the timer, counting down the seconds until she could request her first break. Normally I would have backed down a little, given her a chance to catch her breath again, but with just two minutes left to the half hour mark there was no reason to go easy on her.
“Break! Please!” Veronica wailed the moment the timer hit thirty minutes. “Fuck! I knew you were evil, but fuck!” She thrashed against her bonds as I retreated my fingers, in a vain attempt to work off the terrible tension she was under.
Only in hindsight did I realize the magnitude of what I’d just done. Veronica had pretty much ridden the edge for ten minutes straight, all the while fighting against the impulses of her own body to prevent herself from achieving the one thing she was craving so badly. That must have been crazy intense for her, and so exhausting, both physically and mentally. And all that at the very beginning of the stream, when she was going to need her strength for hours to come. Maybe I’d let my excitement override my better judgment there.
“Well, there’s a reason we brought Mistress Cat here today.” Steph laughed, utterly unimpressed by Veronica’s anguish. “But let’s not waste valuable time. Mel, do the honors!”
Mel drew the first card. The deck was big enough that it would have lasted through several days’ worth of streaming. It was a simple way to make sure that only a tiny fraction of all cards would come up, so we had no way of knowing what we would get and there was a theoretical chance for all of them being good, or all of them being bad.
“Seems like you’re in luck,” Mel declared. “You get ten minutes of break and the timer keeps running during that time. However, chat can vote for which tool will be used on you until the next break.”
“I’m not so sure about the luck,” Veronica said. Her breaths were slowly normalizing, but the strain in her body was unmistakable. She had started to sweat, although the shine of the massage oil hid most of it. “I’m so gonna die if they give her even more ways to torture me.”
“Honestly, given what she did to you with her bare hands, it might even be a better for you that she’s gonna use something else now,” Lizzy said. “And ten free minutes are nothing to sneeze at. You should count your blessings.”
Nobody seemed to be concerned by Veronica’s state in the slightest, so maybe I was just overreacting. Still, I took the chance when Steph set up the vote, drawing all of the stream’s attention, to crouch down beside Veronica and ask her if she was okay. The mask made it hard to whisper, and I suspected that she didn’t actually understand a word I said, but she turned her head to me and whispered back “You’re doing amazing. Nice job!”
I was sure she would have liked to say more, but we couldn’t really talk with the cameras still running. Still, I was just as sure that Veronica actually meant what she said. Her suffering was very real, but it seemed like she was still good to go, and that was all I’d needed to hear.
“Okay, the results are in. Looks like chat is full of devious bastards. Not that I expected anything less of you.” Steph went to the selection of tools we had prepared on a little table to the side. It included several kinds of vibrators, though those were not what had caught the viewers’ eyes. Steph picked up a small painting brush.
Compared to some of the competition, like the magic wand for example, that thing looked as unassuming as it could get. But the people must have had a reason for picking it, and it seemed like they were right on the money. The moment Veronica saw the brush, her eyes went wide in pure terror. “Oh no,” she breathed. “Oh no no no no no.”
“Oh yes.” Steph handed me the brush. It felt small and flimsy in my hands, but I was sure I’d understand what this was about soon enough. “Don’t act surprised. After how you reacted last time, it’s obvious that chat wants to see more.”
I couldn’t remember this brush making an appearance during the previous Edgathons, so Steph must have been talking about something that had happened in one of their other streams. Admittedly I hadn’t watched all of their recent ones yet. The draw of seeing their sexy shenanigans on a screen had diminished now that I was able to have real life sexy shenanigans with them pretty much whenever I wanted.
“Hey, at least you only got the brush for a twenty minute segment,” Lizzy said. “Could have been worse.”
“Twenty minutes with that thing is fucking forever. I wanna see you try and handle it,” Veronica huffed.
“I’m sure you’re not the only one.” Lizzy winked at the camera. “Maybe we should do a challenge at some point to find out who handles it best. For tonight, though, you’re the star of the show, so get ready to shine!”
The ten minutes’ break was almost up. Mel must have realized that I wasn’t in the loop and might waste precious minutes trying to figure out the best ways to use my new tool, because she spelled it out for both the viewers and me.
“For the people in chat who voted for something else and wonder why we let her get off easy: Don’t worry, we aren’t. That thing might not look like much, but those bristles are the devil on your clit, and it only gets exponentially worse over time. Bad news for Veronica, since Mistress Cat has already proven how much she loves doing the same thing for long stretches of time until her victim goes absolutely crazy.”
I tested the brush on my finger. It was softer than expected, with just enough stiffness to the bristles to give the touch at least a little substance. I didn’t doubt that it would prove effective, especially since Veronica had to be sensitive enough by now that absolutely anything would drive her up the wall, but it still seemed more harmless than, say, what I’d done with my thumb. Well, I’d just give it a shot.
Steph counted down the last couple of seconds to the forty minute mark as I got back into position between Veronica’s legs. By now I understood why she was bound so high up. If I’d had to bend down all the time, my back would have been absolutely killing me before long.
Veronica groaned as I pulled the hood of her clit back, exposing that bundle of nerves in all its twitching glory. I’d expected that I’d have to warm her back up after the break, but while she might have been able to back off from the edge, it was very obvious that she was still turned on beyond belief.
At first the brush didn’t seem to do all that much as I slowly slid its soft bristles up and down her clit. Veronica didn’t make a sound, but judging form the little spasms of her taut body there had to be some effect at least. And I didn’t have to wait long for the first frustrated howls.
“Oh God, why?” Veronica whined. She shook her hips, but Mel had tied her up well enough that she couldn’t escape my patient brush work.
“Why? Because it’s fun to see you suffer, of course,” Steph teased her. “Do you have any words for our lovely audience? I’m sure chat would love to hear how you’re feeling right now.”
“It’s fucking horrible,” Veronica complained, but there was a hint of twisted amusement in her voice. I appreciated this reminder that despite everything, she was still having fun. “It’s so bad, but it’s never enough and never stops and- Oh God, fuck, please, no!”
Steph turned to me. “Whatever you’re doing right now, keep it up. It looks like you’ve found one of the very best spots. And don’t worry about getting her too close. That brush alone can’t make her go over. We’ve done extensive tests. For science.”
I tried and succeeded not to let Veronica’s whimpers give me a bad conscience as I kept wiggling the tip of the brush against the bottom edge of her clit. My time with the gang had taught me to embrace my sadistic side without any shame or inhibition, and the sounds of her suffering egged me on to further cruelties much more than they appealed to my sense of mercy. I was already getting hot myself, but of course my arousal was nothing compared to what Veronica was feeling right now.
Her pussy was positively weeping. It kept twitching and clenching frantically, gushing more of her sexy juices by the second. For the first time since the start of the stream I wished I wasn’t having that mask in front of my face. It blocked out most of this alluring smell of hers that I’d come to love, and it was so tempting to dig in with a couple of licks, have a taste of her desperation.
Of course I didn’t give in to these urges and continued tormenting Veronica while keeping my identity safely hidden. After that critical hit I’d landed, I went on to explore every last little part of her clit with the brush, to see if there might be other areas that got a similar reaction.
Even though I knew from first hand experience (pun not intended) that the clit was not a homogeneous blob of pleasure receptors, it was still far too easy to ignore these little irregularities in sensitivity, the subtle differences in how it reacted to the touch. I’d definitely hit the most sensitive spot there at the bottom of it, but just tickling the very top also drew the hottest sounds from Veronica’s throat. And it turned out, quickly alternating between both sides of the clit while not touching the main part at all was pretty effective as well if I kept it up for a bit. No wonder, that had to be so, so frustrating.
Veronica held it together remarkably well. The others liked to tease her that she was the one who dealt the worst with denial, but if anything I was impressed by her composure. Sure, she was groaning and whining all the way, but I was sure, if I had suffered these devilishly gentle touches after enduring all the previous edging, I would have been openly crying and begging already.
Well, I would have been, had we played in private. No matter how bad it got, the knowledge that more than a thousand people would see my breakdown would make me put on a brave face until I absolutely couldn’t stop my sanity from shattering anymore. The gang didn’t have as many reservations about performing in front of an audience, but I should maybe keep that aspect in mind when evaluating Veronica’s reactions.
Brave act or not, she got real antsy when the timer was only a couple minutes away from the one hour mark. Not that I could blame her. I was nothing if not diligent in how I tortured her, patently gliding the soft bristles over every last part of her clit. It was rare for even a single second to pass without anything touching her most vulnerable spot. Her clit had turned a bright pink, and it was a delight to see it throb in frustration.
“Five more minutes to go,” Lizzy said as if she wasn’t aware that Veronica’s eyes were glued to the timer. “How are you holding on?”
“Badly.” Veronica made a sound somewhere between a snort and a huff. The only clear emotion in it was a rapidly declining sanity. “I swear, that brush is the worst thing anyone has ever invented. I’m literally dying here.”
“In that case I’m sorry to say that your death will not come quickly. And neither will you.” Lizzy chuckled.
These little displays of casual cruelty within the gang were what made their streams so hot to watch. And in a twisted way the knowledge that behind the camera we were the most loving of friends only added to the depravity of it all. Seeing Lizzy, who was usually a sexy cinnamon roll and a pure masochist at heart, push Veronica’s buttons with pinpoint precision when she was already down, it touched something inside of me. And it reminded me that it had been quite some time since I’d last let the gang give me a taste of my own medicine. I might be dominantly inclined, but I could appreciate being on the receiving end from time to time. There were some depths of pleasure you locked yourself out of if you restricted yourself to being on top.
That was for a different day, though. Today I was fully in the role of Mistress Cat, the merciless dom. Since I’d be forced to give the brush up in a few minutes, I delighted in making the most of it, returning back to that oh so effective spot at the bottom of Veronica’s clit. A spot that had only gotten even more sensitive over that past quarter of an hour of continuous intimate brushing.
Veronica’s moans were very nearly screams now. From just listening to her you would have thought that these bristles caused her intense physical pain. Then again, that might not even be all that far off. I could attest myself that once a certain level of sensitivity was reached, it became hard to distinguish between pleasure and pain. And it especially became utterly unbearable to be touched in certain ways. Certain ways like the one I was doing right now.
“Break!” Veronica gasped the microsecond we reached the one hour mark. Maybe I should start pacing myself a little bit and not make her hit each break point right before she would hit her own breaking point.
Maybe.
Veronica kept whimpering even after I’d stopped brushing her, just like her clit kept throbbing. After this endless stimulation it would take forever for the aftereffects to wear off. If they would wear off at all, given that she’d only get a couple of minutes before the next round of cruelties.
Or not even that.
“Wow. You’re not gonna like this,” Mel said. It was hard to tell if the sympathy in her voice was sarcastic or not. Or rather, how much of it was sarcastic, because she looked too amused for it to be completely genuine.
“Fuck.” Veronica pressed her eyes shut, her lips moving as if for a silent prayer. Or, more likely, for some additional silent cursing. “Just read the damn thing.”
“We skip the break. Also, you don’t get to see the timer until the next break. You can still only ask for it after half an hour, though. If you’re too early, every minute you’re off by will get added to the overall timer.”
“And yes, that means the brush stays,” Steph added, gleefully rubbing it in. “After all, it was unlocked till the next break. Which there is none of now. So Mistress Cat, please do the honors.”
“Oh God why?” Veronica howled as I put the brush back against her clit. I had to admit that I was feeling genuinely sorry for her at this point. I’d pushed her so hard to make sure she really needed that break, and now she instead got another half an hour with the tool she hated the most. After she had already claimed that twenty minutes with that thing felt like an eternity. That was brutal.
Mel must have noticed my hesitation. She passed behind me, whispering “don’t worry, she’s just a drama queen,” before she went to Veronica and bent over her. “Aww, you poor girl. Maybe we should distract you a little.”
The distraction turned out to be kiss, although that word was selling it short. Veronica was so desperate to feel anything else than these soft bristles on her most sensitive spot, she sucked Mel’s face like her life depended on it. She moaned into Mel’s mouth, straining her neck to lift her head as much as she could to follow Mel’s movement whenever she threatened to break the kiss. It was as if she wanted to devour Mel with her lips and tongue. I stopped teasing her, enthralled by this lewd display right before my eyes. Once more I cursed the mask and my inability to join these hot kisses.
“Keep it going, Mistress Cat. It’s not a good distraction if there’s nothing to be distracted from,” Lizzy said. “Unless you’re getting tired, of course. It’s hard work, doing the same thing for so long. If you want, I can take over for a bit.”
I tried to read her face, find out if this was a diplomatic way of saying that she wanted me to scuttle over and let her have a go, or if she was genuinely offering me a break in case I needed it for whatever reason. It would have been so much easier if I could have talked, but I’d come to know her well enough that I was reasonably certain it was the latter option.
Did I need a break, though? While I was feeling my arms, this brushwork was a lot less exhausting than fingering someone. And as long as I stretched my neck from time to time, standing there wasn’t a problem either. The only reason I might have wanted to take a step back was the bad conscience I’d had upon hearing that I’d inadvertently made things much, much harder on Veronica than intended. But seeing her make out with Mel helped a lot in that regard. Not only was it hot as fuck to watch, Veronica also wouldn’t be this forward if she was in genuine distress.
I shook my head and went back to brushing her swollen clit. Even though I went about it a little nicer than before, Veronica immediately started groaning into Mel’s mouth and her kisses got even more desperate. When Mel finally broke it off to catch her breath, Veronica was already whining again.
“You know, it wouldn’t be half as bad if you stopped fighting and accepted that this is your place now,” Mel told her. “And I’m sure Mistress Cat would also prefer if you appreciated her work instead of complaining about it all the time. Listening to you, she must think that you hate her. Come on, be a good girl and thank her for what she is doing.”
Veronica didn’t say anything for several seconds. She just kept huffing and panting, exhausted by the breathless kisses and her continued torment. I was already thinking about how to signal to Mel that it was okay to spare Veronica this additional humiliation, but when Veronica started talking, all my doubts evaporated.
“Thank you, Mistress Cat.” Her voice was strained but steady and free of any sarcasm. “Thank you for being so cruel with me and giving it your all. Please don’t hold back for my sake. I’m yours. I’m your toy. And even if I hate every fucking second with this fucking thing, there’s no place I’d rather be right now. I love you and everything you’re doing to me.”
“I love you, too.”
I froze as I realized that I’d just said it out loud. Veronica’s little speech had carried me away with how adorably she’d assured me that she was okay and that she wanted me to continue; I’d just had to make my feelings known.
Hopefully it wasn’t a big deal. The thick plastic of the mask gave my voice a hollow, choppy quality that should make it unrecognizable, especially when it was just these few short words. Hopefully.
“Aww, isn’t that sweet?” Steph said, maybe a little louder than necessary in an attempt to hide what had happened, and to move on as quickly as possible. “That was such a nice speech, she totally deserves some love. Help me out there, Lizzy. Sadly I only got one mouth to work with.”
She closed her lips around Veronica’s nipple. It took barely a second for Lizzy to come over and do the same on her other breast. It was amazing how attuned they all were to each other, almost as if they were sharing some kind of mental link.
Not as amazing as their oral game, though. Their cheeks popped in as both of them gave it their all. Having both her nipples sucked so violently made Veronica forget about the brush momentarily. Her moans had lost none of their volume, but they were a lot deeper than before now that she was getting to experience pleasure that was satisfying in some way at least.
I’d had half an eye on the chat for all this time, but if anyone had thought my voice was familiar, they either hadn’t shared that notion or it had gotten lost in the flood of horny messages that Steph’s initiative had conjured up. I shoved my worries to the back of my mind. Between my disguise literally masking my voice and this immediate sexy distraction, I should be fine. And I didn’t want to expend any more mental energy on this. Especially now that Veronica’s words of encouragement and the gang’s lewd display had gotten me all hot and ready for more.
Veronica’s moans turned a lot more urgent when I used the brush to its full effect. I wasn’t as cruel as to linger only at that weak spot at the bottom of her clit, but I didn’t shy away from it either, figuring that she should have plenty of distraction from this particular agony at the moment. And while Veronica was clearly suffering, she sounded like she had a much better time with it now. Too good, even.
“Close!”
The signal was so unexpected that it made me flinch. Steph and Lizzy looked similarly surprised as they let go of Veronica’s breasts. They had done a real number on them. Her nipples weren’t usually this big and puffy, and they were stiff as all hell.
The first thing my corrupted mind thought of was that they would be absolutely perfect to attach some clamps to. The second thought was that it was a good thing our massage oil was safe to digest, given how ravenously the two of them had devoured Veronica’s shining breasts. Only at the third thought did my rational mind win over against my horny one and wonder what was going on, since Steph had ensured me that there shouldn’t be any risk of an orgasm using just the brush.
“Wow, I didn’t know your nipples are this excitable,” Lizzy said, having wondered the same thing. “It’s amazing what a skilled Mistress and a full hour of edging can do.”
“What do you expect? This is fucking crazy.” Veronica struggled to get her breathing back under control. Her pussy continued to clench around nothing. It should have been obvious how close she’d gotten over the past ten minutes or so, but I’d been too immersed in my work to notice.
“Just out of curiosity: Would it even feel good if we let you come like this?” Steph asked, her face showing something far more sinister than simple scientific curiosity. “Because I figure, that brush doesn’t really do much, and we know that your nipples can’t make you feel this good, either. Do you think it would be enough to keep you going? Because I figure, even if you went over, it would fizzle out anyway. You know, kinda like a ruin. Only that it’s a ruin you get teased all the way through.”
“I swear, if you do that to me…” Veronica left the threat unfinished, but this pretty much confirmed Steph’s theory. I tried and failed to imagine what it would feel like. Ruined orgasms belonged to the things I was too scared to try out, and I didn’t have much motivation to work through that fear. They seemed frustrating in the worst possible way.
“Don’t worry. Ruined or not, it would still go against the spirit of an Edgathon,” Lizzy said. “You’re safe from our experiments for now. Well, as safe as you can be, with Mistress Cat still holding that brush. Speaking of which: Ready to continue?”
Veronica groaned. Even the oil all over her body couldn’t hide how she’d started to sweat for real. The tension she was under had to be insane, and she didn’t even know how long she had to endure until she could safely ask for another break. I knew that there was still a bit over fifteen minutes left, just as I knew that the overall timer had broken the four hour mark at some point during that whole madness.
It wasn’t surprising that our performance was turning our audience on, but this level of engagement still boggled my mind. I’d thought it a cruel thing to hide the overall stream progress from Veronica, but maybe it was a mercy in disguise. As long as she didn’t know, she could at least hold on to her hope. Even her impressive willpower might not survive the information that after all my brushwork she’d still have to endure three full hours. Plus all the additional time coming in, because in the grand scheme of things we were still only at the beginning of the stream.
“Yeah, whatever,” she said. “It’s not like it can get much worse anymore.”
That made Steph laugh. “You of all people should know that it can always get worse. But you heard her, Mistress. Brush away!”
I went back to torturing that poor clit of hers. By this point it was so swollen that I barely had to pull at the hood to keep it exposed. The sensitivity of that thing had to be through the roof, as evidenced by Veronica’s howls when it got reintroduced to the brush’s soft bristles. That following quarter of an hour would be hell for her.

All things considered Veronica handled herself impressively well. Which was to say that she held on for a good five more minutes until she asked for a break. Given the conditions on the card it was in her best interest to wait longer than what she believed to be half an hour, just to be sure, but these endless brush strokes on her now flaming red clit must have shattered any remnants of her sense of time. To that poor girl it must have felt like over an hour had passed since her last failed attempt at getting a break.
“That’s seven extra minutes to the timer,” Steph announced loudly. She’d gone back to entertaining the viewers, although Veronica’s suffering should have been plenty entertaining on its own. It certainly was for me. “How selfless of you to save chat a couple hundred dollars.”
“Fuck, really?” Veronica let out a defeated sigh as Mel turned the screen with the running timer back on. She didn’t even try to argue. What could she have said anyway? Her subjective suffering didn’t count for anything in the face of cold, hard facts. “Can I at least get my break early? Please? You have no idea how badly my clit burns right now.”
I believed her, I really did. Just one look at that swollen bundle of nerves would have made anyone wince in sympathy. Or at least anyone with a heart, but those were in short supply here.
“Absolutely not,” Steph declared. “We can’t just go and bend the rules all willy-nilly. What are we? Anarchists? No, you’re gonna take your last seven minutes like a good girl and you’ll be grateful for them.”
“Please, it’s been almost a full hour!” Veronica reeked of despair. She had to know that her protests were in vain, but she needed to try anyway.
“Actually, we’re just reaching the forty-five minutes now when it comes to the brush,” Lizzy said as if that would make any kind of difference. Forty-five minutes where your clit didn’t get a rest from these constant soft touches… “Also, I’m not hearing any gratefulness,” Lizzy continued, clearly not seeing any problem with Veronica’s plight
Veronica took a deep breath. Her body had been raked with involuntary spasms for the longest time now and her voice already sounded a little hoarse from how much she’d been moaning and screaming, but when she said another “Thank you, Mistress Cat,” it came out steady and without a trace of irony.
“Thank you for what?” Lizzy prodded her.
This time Veronica couldn’t bite back a shaky whine. That I kept gently running the brush over her by now hypersensitive clit certainly didn’t help her focus. “Thank you for making this the most intense Edgathon ever.”
“You heard her, chat,” Steph chimed in, full of energy. “Today’s something special. And you’re a big part of it. Seems like we broke our record just now. Two thousand people in chat! It’s nice to see so many lovely degenerates having a great time. Let’s keep the energy up and make this stream go down in history!”
I briefly looked over to the main monitor to see that the viewer number indeed started with a big two now. Over two thousand people were watching me put Veronica’s clit through hell. I’d thought I’d gotten used to the idea, but my hands still started shaking for a moment as the sheer size of this thing hit me. So many people, and most of them would be painfully aroused by my actions, maybe even helping themselves right now. And the number was still ticking up, just like the donations and therefore the timer.
This sense of awe at what I’d become part of took a minute or two to wear off and let me find back into the moment. But once again I found the thought of all these faceless horny people watching us empowering rather than frightening. And it certainly helped to shove my reawakening bad conscience out of the way and continue to give it my all with the brush. These people were here for a show, and I was going to deliver.
Veronica could count her blessings that this little epiphany had come so close to her next break, because my renewed vigor turned me into a merciless beast. Or maybe more of a surgeon, what with how precise and patient my every move was. A surgeon on the quest of finding and overloading every single nerve ending in that poor clit.
While these last couple of minutes flew by for me, they must have felt like a lifetime for her. Especially when I once again spent the home stretch doing nothing but tickling that ultra sensitive spot at the bottom. The spot that had turned a deep crimson from all the abuse and made Veronica’s agonized wails sound as if she was going to start crying any second now.
“Break!” She shouted at the one and a half hour mark. A mind-boggingly long time to spend in the clutches of pure sexual torture. And still so much longer to go. I couldn’t remember Veronica sounding anywhere near this desperate at this time in the previous iterations of the Edgathon. Once this was over, she’d be so done for.
At least she got an actual break this time. Only very few cards completely skipped it, and she’d been exceptionally unlucky with that last one. Which didn’t mean that her next one wasn’t just as interesting in its own right.
“You’re in luck,” Mel told Veronica as she skimmed over the drawn card. “The timer is paused for the duration of the break, but you might still make a net positive here. Mistress Cat is gonna take the cane to Lizzy’s breasts. The longer Lizzy holds out, the longer your break is. And for every strike that leaves a mark, you get one minute detracted from the timer.”
I glanced over to Lizzy who was biting her lip, her eyes alight with a wild fire. She was the most masochistic person I knew by a long shot, which was saying something given my social circles, but this was crazy even by her standards.
Now if this had been about caning her butt, Veronica could have easily gained an hour at least. Lizzy could take a crazy amount of punishment, and she was used to not being able to sit for days after an intense scene.
But while her ass, back and thighs were popular targets for some painful abuse, I couldn’t remember us ever extending this to her more intimate areas. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how much the cane had to hurt on one’s breasts. That had to be a whole other level of pain. Even though each stroke was valued at fifty dollars given the timer’s current state, I doubted that Lizzy would be able to make much of a dent in the budget of the viewers.
“You know, nothing is stopping you from tapping out immediately,” Steph joked. “It sure would be fun to see how Veronica reacts when she loses her second break in a row.”
“God, please, don’t do this to me,” Veronica whined. A good minute had passed since I’d stopped tormenting her, but her body was still taut like a bow string. After that ordeal she’d need one hell of a break to come even close to relaxing. “Have I ever told you that I love you the most, Lizzy? Especially for how brave and selfless you are?”
Lizzy laughed. “Don’t worry, I’m not gonna throw you under the bus. I was already getting kinda bored here anyway. Let’s do this!” She stood up straight, hands at her hips, presenting herself for both me and the camera.
I picked the cane from the readied assortment of tools. It was the same one I’d used on my very first date with Lizzy, back when this whole madness had started. Even for canes, this one was an especially vicious model, thin and bendy, made to smash with as much force as possible into as small an area as possible.
I’d felt that thing on my own body only a single time, when curiosity had gotten the better of me and I’d asked Lizzy to return the favor for once. She hadn’t even use that much strength, but I could still vividly remember that explosion of pure agony on my cheeks, the flash of panic when that thin line across my ass started burning for real and I realized that it was more than I could handle. I’d safeworded instantly, and the gang had been very nice to me. Nicer than I deserved, even. A few snide remarks about the difference between what I could take and what I dished out would have been absolutely called for.
Be that as it may, I’d felt that strike for far longer than it had any right to, and it had taken days for the bruise to disappear. The viewers would be getting their money’s worth here.
I took my position at Lizzy’s side and tapped the cane against her breasts. Gently for now, just to get a feel for my target. Despite how confidently she’d presented herself, Lizzy couldn’t stop herself from flinching as she felt the thin wood against her chest.
“Ready?” I asked, before cursing myself that I’d once again not managed to keep my mouth shut. It was so hard not to say anything at all, when I was so used to communicating with my partners all the time during our kinky scenes. But just like before I should have nothing to worry about. Nobody was going to recognize me from a single muffled word, and judging by the speed with which the chat spammed messages and rather suggestive emojis, their focus was understandably on something else than me at the moment.
Lizzy nodded. “As ready as I could be, Mistress!”
I tapped her breasts a few more times, hard enough to make her wince, but no actual strikes yet. It never hurt to warm her up a little to the coming pain. Well, as a matter of fact it did hurt, but that was kind of the point.
I made a show of swinging the cane in a wide arc. While reach didn’t really correlate to strength when it came to canes, it would look much more impressive for the viewers, and it masked that my first strike wasn’t all that hard.
Don’t get me wrong, there was nothing fake about the sharp snapping sound as it impacted across the top of Lizzy’s breasts. Or about her pained gasp. Or about the bright red line it left on her skin. All I’m saying is, it could have been so much worse still.
“One,” Mel counted out loud and Steph clicked with the mouse. The remaining timer ticked down by one minute. Only to jump up by twenty, getting us close to the five hour mark.
“Thank you so much to our beloved oil mommy Imjustherefortheboobies69 for donating one grand for the good cause,” Steph called out. She had been doing that for all of the bigger donations, but even though I hadn’t paid much attention, I was sure that this was the biggest singular contribution we’d had so far. Apparently this specific viewer had a bit of a history with the gang. Maybe I should ask them about it later.
“So, thanks for your sacrifice, Lizzy, but I’m sorry to say, it looks like you’ll have to take at least nineteen more if you don’t want to leave Veronica with a net gain on the timer. Oh, oops.” Mel clasped her hand to her mouth and giggled. I only understood what had happened when I heard Veronica’s groans and curses. With the given numbers, it didn’t take a math genius to figure out that the timer was in the fifth hour already.
“I’ll do my best, but no guarantees. That really fucking hurts.” Despite her words, Lizzy grinned brightly into the camera. “But if anyone can do it, it’s me. And I wouldn’t want to disappoint our generous oil mommy.”
I aimed the next stroke a little lower, at about the same intensity level. Lizzy flinched as another red welt bloomed parallel to the first one. True to her reputation she was dealing with the pain pretty well, but I had a feeling this was going to change soon, and not just because these punishments always grew exponentially more difficult to bear the longer they continued. While Lizzy wasn’t exactly flat-chested, there was only so much area on her breasts, especially if I wanted to stay away from her nipples. Very soon I’d have to layer my strikes on top of the tender bruises from the previous ones.
Strikes three and four still fitted comfortably above her nipples, though, and she took them in stride, her reactions barely more than sharp breaths. Maybe I needed to risk a little more strength after all so it wouldn’t seem like I was going easy on her to squeeze some extra minutes off the timer.
I aimed the next one at the bottom her breasts. Coming from below, there was no way to swing the cane in a wide arc, but a quick flick of the wrist was all it took. The wood snapped into soft flesh with a loud crack, though Lizzy’s shriek was even louder still. She jumped at the pain, making it seem like the impact itself had thrown her whole body up, and clutched at her chest.
“Oh fuck!” Her curse was loud and heart-felt. She danced from one foot to the other, hands glued to her breasts.
“Come on, don’t play coy. Show chat the boobies.” Steph said with the biggest grin. She had always been a bit miffed about the fact that she wasn’t as good at taking a spanking as Lizzy. Seeing her act out this much after just a couple of strikes must have given her some vindication.
Lizzy hesitantly took her hands away. The red line running below both her nipples shone in a deeper red than the rest. That must have hurt like hell, and one look at her strained expression was enough to confirm that it burned just as badly as it looked like.
“How are you feeling about the twenty now?” Mel asked. She seemed a little more sympathetic than Steph at least, but she also couldn’t resist kicking Lizzy when she was already down.
“A lot less confident, I gotta say.” Lizzy flinched as she put her hands on her breasts again, gently soothing them with her fingers.
“But you’re still in?”
“Of course I’m still in. It takes more than that to break me.” She forced her hands back to her sides. Despite her determined words, her hands twitched back to her breasts the moment I raised the cane again.
“You look like you could use some help holding still,” Steph said gleefully. “Mel, would you do the honors?”
Mel grabbed one of the countless ropes she had at the ready. She exchanged some looks with Lizzy, silently confirming that she was still good, before taking her arms and folding them behind her back. Simple rope cuffs around the wrists would have been perfectly sufficient, but Mel didn’t like doing things half-assedly when it came to bondage. She laid Lizzy’s lower arms on top of each other at the small of her back and wrapped them up tightly. I could attest both from first and second hand experience that this technique left your arms completely useless, and the constant light strain it put on the shoulders anchored your vulnerability deep in your mind.
“Nice enough, but we can do better.” Steph walked behind Lizzy and put a foot into the back of her knee. I couldn’t tell if Steph had used so much force or if Lizzy was just playing along so readily, but she dropped down in a less than controlled manner. I winced at the dull bonk as her knees bumped against the floor.
“Let’s bend her back a little,” Steph told Mel over the now kneeling Lizzy. “I wanna see her properly present her boobies. And I think the chat wants so, too.”
Mel didn’t need any further instructions. In no time at all she bound Lizzy’s ankles together and ran a rope from their cuffs to the armbinder tie. This connecting rope was so tight that Lizzy couldn’t help but constantly lean back a little. She knelt a lot less stably now, but the pose indeed helped to push out her breasts and turn them into even more inviting targets.
I put my cane back against them, doing my best to aim for a spot that wasn’t bruised yet. Or that wasn’t covered in previous welts at least, because very likely her chest was already bruised all over and it just wasn’t fully visible yet.
“Do it, Mistress!” There was the tiniest shaking in Lizzy’s voice, but the look in her eyes spoke of determination. “And don’t hold back. We’re doing this properly.”
Like a good Mistress, I trusted my sub. My next strike was absolutely vicious. The cane had become my favorite spanking implement by far, and I knew how to use my wrist to achieve a devastating impact.
Even though I managed to hit a previous unblemished part of Lizzie’s breasts, she screamed out in pain as the wood cut into her soft flesh. A scream that turned into ragged breaths as her body started shaking. That strict pose of hers must have made the pain so much harder to bear. The corners of her eyes were already shining wet.
I’d learned the difference between crying, a safeword, and a serious emergency, even if this lesson had cost me countless little heart attacks over as many previous sessions. It was hard not to feel like a monster and fear for the worst when the tears started flowing or the sub signaled that she was past her limits. I still got a twinge of bad conscience every time it happened, but the gang had patiently and lovingly taught me that both tears and safewords were a completely natural thing and no indication that I or anyone else had done anything wrong.
With Lizzie especially it was a rare session where no tears were flowing. Due to how much of a masochist she was, she only really got going at pain levels that would have most people tap out immediately. But while she could handle it, her body had never really gotten used to it and still reacted by turning on the waterworks. A completely normal response, and one that most of the viewers knew about already from the dedicated punishment streams the gang hosted sometimes. Which wasn’t to say that we simply ignored her tears, of course.
Sadly I was forced to stay silent, but Mel took over for me. She crouched down and gently embraced Lizzie from behind. “Such a good girl you are,” she whispered into Lizzie’s ear, though she spoke clearly enough that the microphone would pick it up. It was important that the viewers also knew that Lizzie was okay and that there was no reason to worry. “You’re real brave. Not many people could have taken a strike like that. Are you ready for more, or is it time for Veronica to take the spotlight again?”
“I’m ready!” Lizzie’s voice was cracked, but she sounded annoyed by her body more than anything else as she blinked the tears out of her eyes. “The show is over when I tap out, and not a moment sooner.”
I almost slipped up with another “I love you” and could only hold myself back at the last second. It was so hard not to show my admiration for how readily she faced her punishment. But even if I couldn’t express my praise with words, I could still honor her wishes by being the best possible Mistress.
The next strike was just as hard, but Lizzie managed to hold it together for the most part. She was truly amazing. But no matter how headstrong she might be, the easy part (in giant quotation marks) was over. The entirety of her breasts, safe for her nipple area, was covered in the parallel red welts from the previous strikes now, and even the smidgens of undamaged skin had turned a shade of purple from the bruises forming beneath. Then again, with a bit of creativity I might still be able to show at least a little mercy.
I put the cane under her breasts and lifted them up, looking at Mel. It took a moment for her to understand what I meant, but our particular kind of sexy telepathy was still working. She reached for Lizzie’s breasts and held them up, exposing the still largely undamaged underboob area.
Now maybe it wouldn’t have been necessary for her to lift Lizzie’s breasts by her nipples, but I certainly appreciated the sight, and judging by Lizzie’s moans she also appreciated getting at least something adjacent to pleasure to round out all the pain.
When I’d talked about this being the merciful option, that had been a very relative assessment. The bottom of the breasts is really sensitive, and Lizzie cried out loud as I crashed the cane right into it. She didn’t tap out, though, and so I struck again. And again.
By strike nine her underboob area was as red and swollen as the rest, and Lizzie wasn’t able to keep it together anymore. The tears were flowing freely now, despite Mel’s best efforts to wipe them away, and the hiccup-like sounds she made were dangerously close to sobs.
“Yikes. That looks crazy painful. I think I know who won’t be wearing a bra anytime soon,” Steph joked, but she sounded genuinely impressed at the same time. “That was nine strikes so far, by the way, just in case you didn’t keep count. How much more do you think you can take?”
Lizzy sniffled. With her arms tied behind her back there was no way for her to hide her disheveled state. And as much as she tried to keep her voice steady, she sounded like she was close to a breakdown. “I don’t know. Two or three, maybe? I’d love to do more, but I’m not sure I can. I’m sorry.”
She was visibly annoyed with herself. When it came to spanking, she could take dozens and dozens of strikes, until her ass and her thighs were red raw with a flaming network of crimson and purple welts. It wasn’t surprising that she could take far fewer hits to her breasts when those were much more sensitive and she hadn’t learned how to deal with this particular kind of pain yet, but I understood her frustrations all too well. She’d expected the twenty strikes to be a baseline, but her body and mental state were showing her her limits before she was even close to that.
Not that it would have mattered in the grand scheme of things. Even without the ridiculous donation of our so-called oil mommy there had been crazy amounts of money coming in, putting us well above five hours. No matter how brave Lizzy was, we’d leave this break with a big net positive on the timer. To the point where I was starting to worry if this whole stream was spiraling out of control. We’d surpassed the two thousand viewers by a good bit now, and they proved to be not just more in numbers, but also more generous than we expected. While I’d initially thought the cost for each additional minute was rising too quickly, these developments made me believe that we should have gone for an exponential formula instead.
Steph must have been thinking along similar lines. “Don’t be sorry, it’s not over yet. And I might have the perfect idea how to finish this off with a pang. How about, you only have to take one more strike. A tenth one. But Mistress Cat will not hold back at all, and it will hit you right on your nipples.”
“What?” Lizzie burst out, her teary eyes growing wide as she imagined the pure agony of what Steph was suggesting.
“Now hear me out. I know it’s hardcore, but it would count as if you’d taken twenty strikes in total. Imjustherefortheboobies69 was so generous because she wanted to see you specifically, and I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if we used her money to show her something real special. Oh, wait a sec…” Steph scanned the chat. I had no idea how she was able to read that endlessly scrolling barrage of messages while holding a conversation, let alone react to it in time, but a few hasty clicks later one particular message was highlighted on the top of the screen. “Our oil mommy just confirmed that she’d be perfectly fine with that. In fact, she promised to gift another hundred dollars if you do it, and they don’t even have to count for the timer. It’s just a little extra from her to appreciate what you’re doing for us.”
Lizzy sniffled a few more times as she pulled herself together. Despite how much pain she was in, she managed a smile. “Well, I guess I wouldn’t want to disappoint her.”
I wanted to ask her if she was sure about that, but without my voice I could do nothing but trust her to know what she was doing. And I did trust her. Lizzy had to know that this might prove to be more than she could handle, but the determination in her face wasn’t just an act.
Steph’s fingers flew over the keyboard. “That’s what we like to hear. Okay, I opened a separate donation channel. If Imjustherefortheboobies69 or anyone else wants to show some appreciation for Lizzie’s bravery, it’s possible now. But let’s not get hung up on the technical details. Mistress Cat, if you please.”
I placed the cane against Lizzie’s dark nipples to take aim. She flinched and couldn’t stop herself from shaking, but her eyes were steady as she braced herself for the impact. True to the rules, I went as hard as I could while still striking with enough control to make sure that the cane cut right into both her nipples.
Lizzie’s scream drowned out the sharp crack of the impact. She twitched so hard that she would have fallen over if Mel hadn’t caught and steadied her. Even at a casual glance it was clear that this had been my most brutal strike yet. The welts on both her breasts grew into a dark crimson as the bruises formed on her most tender areas. My stomach clenched in sympathy as Lizzie’s screams turned into uncontrollable sobs that shook her body. The moment Mel undid the ropes she curled up in her lap, clutching at her breasts to try and deal with the blinding pain.
“Ouchie! I don’t wanna know how much that hurt,” Steph was laying it on thick with her high spirits to keep the energy up and make sure the viewers wouldn’t worry. “You okay there, girl? That looked like one hell of a blow.”
Lizzie blinked at her through teary eyes. Her face was a complete mess from crying, but even so she managed a little smile. “Yeah. I just… I need a moment.” She snuggled up against Mel and enjoyed the loving head pats she received from her.
“Take all the time you want. Your part is done for now. But I’m sure you’re happy to hear that you made a lot of people real happy. You earned close to a grand there, and you absolutely deserve it.”
“Wow.” Lizzie sniffled, but despite the tears her face was lighting up. “Thanks guys. You shouldn’t have.”
Thanks to the mask nobody could see how my mouth gaped open in shock at how casually such sums of money appeared here. On second thought, most of these donations weren’t actually a profit in the long run, but came from people who would have given something anyway over the duration of the stream.
However, by advertising this second donation channel the way she had, Steph had managed to reduce the timer by quite a bit while making the viewers feel like they’d still gotten their money’s worth. And at the same time she’d turned the end of Lizzie’s challenge into a shining success instead of it just fizzling out once her endurance would have inevitably hit its limits after only a few more strikes. It seems like I’d underestimated Steph’s strategic genius.
But now it was time for me to find back into the right headspace. Lizzie was cared for by Mel’s capable hands, so I needed to return to Veronica and continue where I’d left off, albeit minus the brush. And with her not starting in a state of absolute despair. The whole adventure with the cane had taken almost twenty minutes, and while the timer had been paused, it had given Veronica the break she’d desperately needed. Her clit still shone in a brighter pink than usual, but her pussy wasn’t as red and swollen anymore as it had been after that hour of brushwork. She looked relaxed, even, and ready for more.
Of course all the previous edging had left marks on her body and psyche that would have needed much more than twenty minutes to fade. My first touches when we restarted the timer already confirmed that she was still in a crazy sensitive state. Our viewers were in no danger of getting bored.

The next hour flew by in a horny haze. Or at least it flew by for me. Veronica likely had a slightly different perception of time, but even though her moans spoke of how much the need was getting to her, she held it together much better than before. The break combined with the absence of the brush had given her a fresh wind. And admittedly, I was going somewhat easy on her.
Which wasn’t to say that I didn’t enjoy teasing her to hell and back, but I didn’t force her as violently against the edge as I’d done before, figuring that she had several more hours ahead of her, and going at one hundred percent all the time just wasn’t feasible.
She only had to give the signal that she was close once during that hour, and she even drew the jackpot with the break card. Ten minutes with the timer running for the price of having to wear a butt plug for the remainder of the stream. While her princess plug looked adorable between her cheeks and would certainly tease her with its presence, it was a harmless forfeit for someone with Veronica’s anal experience.
Steph did a good job of keeping the viewers entertained, and Lizzy helped bring some variety to the stream. Once her emotions were stable again, her breasts were in dire need of some lotion, and she took care of that in front of the camera. Veronica surely appreciated how distracted I was by Lizzie’s little gasps of pain as she massaged the glistening lotion into her battered breasts. The ten crimson and purple welts across her chest hurt to just look at, but Lizzie wore them with pride, and she even thanked me profoundly for not going easy on her and letting her fully experience this new kind of pain.
Even at this reduced pace, though, fifty more minutes of teasing were nothing to sneer at, and by the end of them Veronica was squirming in her bonds. Her pussy was throbbing violently and she’d made quite a mess on the bench already. And she didn’t have so much luck with her next card.
“Seems like you can take a break yourself if you want, Mistress,” Mel told me after reading through it. “She gets five minutes of break with a stopped timer, and until the next break it’s oral pleasure only.”
It was such a pity that I couldn’t eat Veronica out myself without revealing my identity. I’d spent so much time driving her pussy into a frenzy, all the while having her alluring smell tickle my nose, and now I couldn’t even sample her taste myself. I briefly considered taking Mel up on the offer and using the time to step away from the stream a bit to recharge, but when I saw the gang get ready I realized what I’d miss out on, and decided to stay after all.
I’d imagined it to be a simple case of someone eating Veronica out, but like the professionals they were, the gang went above and beyond in how they interpreted the instructions on the card. As soon as the five minutes were over and they’d restarted the timer, Lizzie went on her knees between Veronica’s legs while Mel and Steph grabbed one of Veronica’s breasts each to suck on.
They had warned the viewers that they wouldn’t be able to talk for the following half an hour, but given what they got to see, I was sure no one minded. Hell, I myself was utterly engrossed by the lewd display in front of me. I was used to lots of sex going on around me since I’d become a member of the gang, but having three pretty girls absolutely devour a fourth one using only their mouths, that was a rare sight even for me.
If Veronica had expected the others to go easy on her, she was sorely mistaken. I knew from first hand experience that every one of them could perform magic with their tongues, and they didn’t hold back at all. Just like Lizzie’s mouth had brought me to countless screaming orgasms in the past, Veronica couldn’t stay silent as her thoroughly edged pussy found out how devious those soft lips of hers could be. And Mel and Steph seemed determined to make their contributions to Veronica’s pleasure just as unbearable. Steph in particular fully embraced her mischievous streak and used her teeth at least as much as her tongue. Soon Veronica’s breasts were shining wet and covered in bite marks, her nipples hard and stiff from all the teasing.
After ten minutes they switched clock-wise, Mel taking over at Steph’s breast, Lizzie going to where Mel had been, and Steph ending up between Veronica’s legs were she continued to live out her sadistic side. While Lizzie had made Veronica’s whole pussy tingle in pleasure with slow licks along her slit, Steph went right for Veronica’s clit and didn’t let up, unfazed by how oversensitive that bundle of nerves had become during the previous hours. She made Veronica scream from the intensity of the pleasure she forced her to endure as she alternated between showering her most vulnerable spot with hefty tongue flicks and sucking on it with all her might.
“Close!”
It barely took a minute until Veronica gave the signal, and it wouldn’t be the last. All three of the gang eased up with the pleasure, but they didn’t back off. Even as Veronica was hanging on the edge, she still had three tongues brushing against her nipples and her clit, too slowly to risk any accidents, but denying her the rest she would have needed for her arousal to cool down. After a couple of seconds they started ramping the intensity back up, and of course it took no time at all until Veronica was on the edge again.
Apparently I was the only one who thought we should go easy on Veronica, because the three of them were absolutely ruthless. They kept her teetering on the edge until she was close to hyperventilating. Her mouth hung open and she panted a “close” several times each minute, her eyes glazing over as she focused on nothing but holding herself back from unloading hours of buildup into a glorious explosion.
I yearned to kiss her, to seal her pretty lips with my own, to feel her desperate moans reverberate through my mouth, but it was denied to me, just as Veronica was denied the thing she wanted most. So I settled for walking up to her and gently running my fingers over her lips. Only when Veronica had already sucked them clean did I realize that I’d just fed her her own juices. After fingering her for so long I’d gotten so used to my hands being sticky that I’d completely forgotten about it.
Mel was a little more merciful when it was her time to eat Veronica out, but that was only in comparison to Steph. Now that they’d gotten in the groove, they continued to make Veronica suffer, pushing her to the edge at least once per minute. And while that was technically better than riding the edge pretty much continuously, it still had to be so incredibly exhausting, and Veronica whined in frustration every time she was left hanging after giving the signal.
She kept eagerly sucking my fingers whenever she didn’t need her mouth to give the signal or to fill her lungs. It was the only distraction she had from the pleasure that threatened to shatter her, and I happily let her have it. Her soft, wet tongue felt so nice against my fingertips, and I was sure the viewers appreciated the sight of her desperate oral game as much as I did.
When that half hour was over, Veronica was completely done for. Her nipples had turned big and puffy from being sucked on for so long, and her breasts were covered with hickeys and bite marks all over. The ache in her chest alone should have been enough to make her head swim, and that was saying nothing about how bad that itch between her legs had to be after suffering this skillful tongue play for so long and being brought to the brink for who knew how often. She might not be as dripping wet as before since every last drop had been eagerly lapped up, but her overstimulated pussy was already producing more. Since I didn’t have anything else to do at the moment, I took the job of hydrating Veronica while Mel drew the next card and Steph returned to the main laptop to check on the stream.
Mel was just about to read the card when Steph interrupted her, sounding even more energetic than usual. “Guys! Guys! You won’t believe this. Over the last half an hour we broke the three thousand viewer mark. That’s crazy!”
“Nice.” Lizzie shuffled over to look at the numbers herself. “And despite us not saying anything for the entire time. Almost as if all these people are here for the action and not because they want to hear us yapping.”
While Lizzie and Steph kept the banter going I took a look at the screen myself. And indeed: Roughly three thousand and two hundred people had watched Veronica getting tortured by the entire gang.
An impressive number, but I was much more concerned about how generous these people had been. The timer was crawling towards six hours, when we were just three hours in now. Technically more, including the breaks where the timer had been stopped. We were already paid for past midnight. At this rate we might be here the whole night.
Mel theatrically cleared her throat. “Guys, I’m as happy about this as you are, but the show must go on. And I drew a real nice card. Veronica must be crazy hot after what we did to her, so it’s time to cool her off. Five minutes of break with the timer running, and during that break Mistress Cat will help her out with some ice cubes.”
“Oh fuck!” Veronica exclaimed as her fate was revealed to her. This wasn’t a break. It was just a different kind of torture. Especially when Lizzie grabbed the cooling box and showed me what they’d prepared.
“I figured, ice cubes are far too generic,” she said sheepishly as she handed me what could only be described as a dildo made of ice. It even had the bulbous tip and a base to hold it by. And it wasn’t that small a dildo, either. While it wouldn’t stretch her to the limit, it would easily chill all of her insides at the same time. “Have fun, Mistress!”
She’d made sure that Veronica wouldn’t see the thing to keep it a surprise. The viewers of course were in the know, and while I couldn’t keep up with the torrent of messages, the ice and snow emojis in combination with the devil hearts were clear enough. Maybe I should have felt a little bad for Veronica, but truth be told, watching her get ravaged by three hot mouths for half an hour had gotten me painfully aroused myself, and the hornier I got, the less inclined I was to show mercy.
I didn’t go for full penetration immediately, since that would have given away the surprise too quickly. And there was no need to rush when Veronica reacted so nicely to simply dragging the frozen tip along her slit. I wouldn’t have been surprised if those frantic shrieks of hers peaked the microphone when I pushed the ice against her swollen clit.
Veronica had been tensed up before, but now she was taut as a bow string as she tried to deal with the sensations of having her most intimate parts frozen. A tension that wouldn’t be doing her any favors in this next part. I put the tip of the ice dildo against her tight entrance and applied a little pressure.
“What? Wait, is this…”
The rest of her question got swallowed by a high-pitched scream as the dildo fully slipped into her. Even with her instinctively clenching down, between the natural slipperiness of ice and how well she’d lubricated herself, the dildo slid in with no problem at all. Well, no technical problem, at least. Veronica very much sounded like it was a problem for her.
I grinned to myself, hidden by the mask, as I gently fucked her with that thing. Veronica’s screams were only broken up by the occasional curses and expletives. The endless edging might have been a hell of its own, but now she really sounded like someone being tortured. She’d be so hoarse when those five minutes were over. Or so I thought, until she screamed the one thing I hadn’t expected to hear.
“Close! Close! Argh, please!”
I almost reacted too slowly. When I finally ripped the dildo out, her pussy already spasmed with the onset of the orgasm. Veronica’s breaths were strained, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she hung in the limbo for a good half a minute, until she finally managed to push the climax back. Her desperate wailing was a testament to how much willpower it had cost her to hold out against the pleasure and not come.
But how had there even been enough pleasure to begin with? If Steph hadn’t addressed this elephant in the room first, I would have totally forgotten that I should keep silent and asked her myself. “How the fuck did you get close from that? That’s gotta hurt like hell.”
“It does!” After all the screaming and the tension and the far too closely averted accidental orgasm, Veronica was unable to keep her voice down. “It fucking does! It’s horrible! But…”
“I think I get it,” Lizzie chimed in when the words failed Veronica. “Guess it’s some kind of paingasm. You know, when you’ve been teased enough, everything can set you off, doesn’t matter if it’s pleasure or pain. I read this blog from this one person who was also denied and edged forever, and then she came when her partner put some chili between her legs.”
I flinched at this mental image, and I wasn’t the only one. Mel visibly shivered and she gave Lizzie a skeptical look. “Yikes. But is this even a thing? Aren’t paingasms just an urban myth?”
“This person wrote that she had one, and you wouldn’t accuse a random person on the internet of lying, now would you?” Lizzie said with a cocky grin. “But seriously, it looked pretty much exactly like what I just said. And if you don’t believe me, we could try it out at the end of the stream, when the timer runs out. Edge her one last time, spice her up, and see what happens.”
“Guys, you’re joking, right?” Veronica asked, genuine terror in her voice.
“Maybe I am, maybe I ain’t.” Lizzie chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’d never just spring something this hardcore on you. But I gotta admit, I’m actually curious now. Maybe we can strike a deal in a couple of hours, if chat and you both agree to it: You get spared the rest of the timer, but only if you show us if you can come from just a few drops of Tabasco, or whatever else we find in the fridge.”
“Never ever. You have no idea how badly it burns already. I’ll never get so desperate as to agree to that.”
“Looks like some of the viewers wouldn’t be opposed,” Steph said. “I’d say we keep the idea on the back burner. But it’s far too early to talk about the end. Break time is over, Mistress Cat, it’s time to work on her again.”
It took me a moment to get back to speed after listening in on this conversation with morbid fascination. I handed the ice dildo off to Lizzie, who returned it to the cooling box. Maybe there was another card or something that would make us need it again. Either way I was glad to be rid of it. As fun as it had been to make Veronica scream, my fingers stung after holding the ice for so long. It wasn’t a nice feeling at all. Really made you think about what it would be like to experience that same thing in a much more sensitive area.
I went back to fingering Veronica, and Veronica went back to moaning loudly. She sounded pretty desperate, and no wonder. That break had been no break at all, and she was still reeling from all the edges she’d endured by the other three, not to mention that real close one with the ice. She must have been ready to kill for a chance to cool down for real, but I was far too horny to go easy on her. It only took a few minutes until we hit the first “Close!” and Veronica already sounded close to crying. Who knew, if I kept this up, maybe we’d actually reach a point where she was ready to bite the bullet and let us set her pussy on fire, as long as we wouldn’t edge her anymore.

I didn’t actually make Veronica cry during the rest of that half an hour, but that was an indicator of Veronica’s willpower rather than my mercy, because I showed precious little of that. My own pussy was itching with the need for some action, and since I had no other way to work off some steam, I funneled my frustration into rubbing Veronica’s clit to the cruelest edges. Which of course only made it worse, because her desperate whimpers and the heavy smell of her juices only added to my arousal.
It was tempting to use the next opportunity to sneak away and quickly rub one out to get my mind clear again. And the knowledge that Veronica had it so much worse than me and that she didn’t have the option for an easy way out made the idea so much more alluring.
When it was time for the next break, though (to the immeasurable relief of Veronica), that plan was turned on its head.
“That’s an interesting one,” Mel said as she read the next card. “Ten minutes break, but with a stopped timer. And for the next section, one of us is gonna fuck you with our favorite double-ended strap-on. But the person doing it must not come either, so there’s a good chance you’ll get off easy.”
It certainly sounded that way, because when Lizzie grabbed the toy, it turned out to be the one I’d suspected: A strap-on harness where the main anchor was a second dildo, not much smaller than the business end, that sat snugly inside the one wearing it. And to really spice things up, the part that went over the crotch was covered in soft nubs on the inside that rubbed over your pussy and especially your clit with every thrust.
Veronica wouldn’t be fucked nonstop for half an hour for the simple reason that nobody could take all the resulting recoil pleasure without exploding herself. If anything, it would be a lot harder on the one doing the fucking since even in her current state Veronica shouldn’t be able to come from penetration alone, though it would still tease and exhaust her to no end. This was going to turn into a battle of wills between two women who drove each other into a sexual frenzy, and I wouldn’t miss this spectacle for the world.
“But who’s gonna be the lucky girl who gets to do it?” Lizzie asked.
Steph was already hammering away on the keyboard. “I’d say we leave that up to chat like the good democrats we are. I’ll just quickly make a poll and… huh?”
I looked over her shoulder and my stomach did a little somersault as I saw the chat messages. They were as horny as ever, only that their attention had shifted to me.
“Now look at that,” Steph said. “You’re real popular. I bet if I put you into the poll, it wouldn’t even be a competition. People wanna see you in action. And they also wanna see more of you in general.”
That was a nice way of putting it. The chat didn’t hide how much they wanted to see me naked and going down on Veronica.
While I was perfectly happy with my body and knew that I didn’t have to hide, I’d still always felt that the rest of the gang was a league above me. And yet there were literally hundreds of people openly lusting over me while my friends were right there in front of them, wearing only their panties, or not even that in the case of Veronica. Or rather, the viewers were lusting over my body, since they didn’t even see my face or hear my voice. The only thing they knew about me as a person was what they could imply from how I treated Veronica. Which, admittedly, painted a rather sexy picture.
How should I feel about all this attention? I would have lied if I said that it wasn’t flattering in a twisted way. Maybe I was conceited and vain for thinking this way, but it was perversely validating to know that so many people were turned on by me. And while it would have been an absolute nightmare to have all these people physically in the room with us as they clamored for me to undress, the online nature of the stream removed me just far enough from them that the fear turned into excitement.
“What’s your opinion, Mistress? Should I save you a spot on the poll?”
Steph’s question shook me out of my daze. As hot as it was to daydream about exposing myself in front of so many people, I wasn’t sure if I was ready to actually do it. This was going too fast, and even if I’d wanted to talk to Steph about it, I couldn’t have done so freely in front of the camera.
Lizzie noticed how I’d frozen up. She put an arm around me and gently pulled me aside. “Give us a sec. I’ll have a word with our beloved Mistress and we’ll see what we can do.”
She took me over to the spanking bench which was far enough away from the action that we could talk in private. And also far enough from the camera that I could take off the mask. I’d been wearing that thing for several hours now, and between the hot lighting and the hot action my face had gotten uncomfortably sweaty.
“Thanks,” I said as I wiped my forehead. “Steph kinda put me on the spot there.”
“Yeah. Maybe I should remind her that this is your first time here and that you’re not as corrupted as the rest of us yet. Even if you did an amazing job so far.” Lizzie gave me an encouraging smile. “Please don’t feel pressured into doing anything. I know it’s hard not to get carried away when you have hundreds of people shouting for more, but you don’t owe anyone anything. Our viewers get all they were promised and more, they’ll survive if you stick to the original plan and stay dressed. It’s your body, and no one else has any say in what you do with it.”
“Yes, I know.” I looked over to Steph who was happily chatting with the viewers while Mel brought the still bound and naked Veronica something to drink.
Veronica had been strapped to that bench for several hours now, knowing that thousands of people were watching her every moan, her every scream, every last weakness she was forced to display as we pushed her body and mind to their limits. Faced with the prospect of giving my own body to the masses, I couldn’t help but deeply admire her strength to show herself in such a vulnerable state.
“Are you okay? Maybe take the next half an hour off. No one will notice since you don’t really have anything to do anyway. And don’t worry about Steph or the poll or the viewers or whatever. I’ll find some nice words for why we stick to the original plan, and nobody will think any worse of you.”
It was ironic. Just a couple of minutes ago I’d wished for an opportunity to step aside, but now that it was presented to me, I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would feel like to throw my doubts and fears overboard and actually take Steph up on her insane proposal.
And it wasn’t like it would be infeasible. I didn’t have any recognizable birthmarks, and for a strap-on fucking I only needed to take my pants off anyway. As long as the mask, jacket and corset stayed on, I didn’t see how anyone would be able to tell that it was me. Really, the only problems with the plan were my internal ones.
I was sure my reservations would have won out if I hadn’t been so horny, but as it was, it felt like cheating to say no.

“Okay, chat, our Mistress has a proposal for you.”
We were back with the others, and Lizzie had brought Steph up to speed with what the two of us had worked out, so she could pass it on to the viewers. “Mistress Cat has agreed to be included in the poll, but she’s not giving herself up for free. If you vote for her, we’ll take one hour off the timer. So you’ll have to choose: Do you want to turn the tables on our lovely Mistress and see her squirm for once, or should Veronica suffer for longer?”
Honestly, it was a preposterous suggestion. The viewers could decide between seeing any one of the three others perform, all of them having ample experience in making the show sexy and entertaining, or they could pick me, who had zero streaming experience and didn’t even talk. And that second option came with the extra cost of getting an hour’s worth of content less out of the whole stream, which at the current rate translated into giving up more than three thousand dollars.
So, yeah, there was no way this deal was going to find a majority. But even so there remained a theoretical possibility, and the idea that by some kind of fluke I’d actually get picked was thrilling to say the least. It was the perfect daydreaming material: Close enough to the real thing, but with no real risk of making me prove that I was up for it in reality.
Or so I’d thought.
“Oh man, you guys cut it real close!” Steph almost dripped over her own words in her excitement.
I froze up as I stared at the results of the poll. It had indeed been rather close, with all four of us falling somewhere in the range between twenty and thirty percent. Steph’s second place over the other two wasn’t surprising given her vibrant personality, but somehow I’d managed to eke out the victory with a respectable lead of three percent points.
Steph turned to me. “Well, Mistress Cat, chat has spoken. Are you ready to give the people what they want?”
I lost sense of my surroundings as the reality of my situation sunk in. It was one (already insane) thing to have so many faceless people openly lust after me, but learning that they were this serious about it? I’d been sure that most of these horny messages directed at me had been meaningless, the kind of thing viewers of such streams wrote about absolutely any female performer.
But with their votes they hadn’t just chosen me, they’d declared that getting to see more of me was worth burning through a lot of money that would have gone into time with the others. And given the number of viewers, this meant that right now I had close to a thousand fans out there who were this dedicated. Fans who wanted to see a much more vulnerable side of me as I struggled to deal with my own overflowing pleasures in front of the camera.
“Mistress Cat?”
I flinched as Lizzy’s voice brought me back to reality. She put her hand on my shoulder and looked at me in a slightly concerned way. Even without further words, the message was clear: If I was too overwhelmed and needed out, she’d find a way to make it work.
Lizzy always had my back when things got tough, and I appreciated that. But as my eyes darted down to her badly bruised breasts, my determination grew. Lizzy had already given it her all today. She’d had the courage to go beyond her limits, to allow thousands of people to watch her break down as it got too much for her, and we’d all loved her for it. Compared to what she had done, I barely had to bring any sacrifices at all. And even though a part of me was still shell-shocked, the bigger, hornier part was ready to go out there and prove myself.
I dropped my leather pants in a dramatic swoop to make my answer clear. Or, that had been the idea, but the pants sat a little too tight for a swoop and I had to work to get them over my hips before I could slide them down my legs. This little aesthetic hiccup did nothing to diminish Steph’s cheers, though, when my panties quickly followed.
“Nice! I knew we wouldn’t regret inviting you. Mel, be a dear and get her ready.”
I forced myself to hold still and not hide my crotch behind my hands as Mel came over with the strap-on harness. Knowing that so many people could see my private parts was surreal to the point that it didn’t even fully register yet. I tried to calm my nerves by reminding myself that no one knew who I was. To them I was nothing but a sexy body performing sexy acts. They weren’t actually looking at me, but at Mistress Cat, the persona I’d put on together with the cat mask.
“Want me to lube it up?” Mel asked as she presented me with the strap-on. While both ends were sizable, they were nowhere as big as some of the other dildos in our arsenal. This thing wasn’t there to slowly and thoroughly fill you. It was made to facilitate lots of quick thrusts that were a wild ride for both parties. The business end had thick ridges spiraling along its length to increase the friction for the one on the receiving and, and while the other side was smooth, its plug-like form made it sit snugly inside you, which was to say nothing about the nubs on the inside of the crotch strap.
I shook my head. Both me and Veronica were easily wet enough to make it work. Realistically a bit of extra lube couldn’t have been a bad idea, but it was too good an opportunity to make the chat go crazy as I flaunted my sexual prowess. And indeed: Another flood of horny messages cheered for me. I might still be feeling my nerves, but this reminder of how much power I had over the emotions of our viewers made me feel a lot more in control of the situation.
As expected my own lubrication was more than sufficient, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t affected by this bulbous dildo sliding into me. The compounded arousal of hours of sex had gotten my whole body exceedingly sensitive, and I barely managed not to moan out loud as my hot insides got their first action in what had been four hours in total so far. Five, if you counted the warm-up before the timer had started, which had been sexy enough on its own.
But I was quickly reminded that the dildo was the least of my problems. Mel pulled the straps taut to make sure the harness wouldn’t slide down, which pushed the nubbed base of the dildo hard against my crotch. Every step I took made my head swim with pleasure as that textured surface rubbed over my tender folds and the hood of my clit. How was I supposed to take this kind of stimulation for half an hour?
Well, I’d simply have to do my best.
Technically we scammed the viewers out of a few extra minutes because the voting and everything around it had taken longer than the allotted ten minutes. The timer had already been running for almost five minutes by the time I was back between Veronica’s legs, but that was made up for by how they’d gotten to see me squirm as Mel prepared me. I took a couple of deep breaths to steady myself before I gently slid the business end of the strap-on into Veronica.
The extra long break had allowed her to cool down a little, but there was no resistance at all as I pushing into her eager entrance. She sighed blissfully as I went in all the way before pulling out again to settle into a slow rhythm that I should be able to keep up for a long time.
Or at least I would have been able to keep it up purely in terms of the strength in my abs. Which wasn’t the bottleneck here.
Those nubs were heaven and hell at the same time. Every time I rocked my hips against Veronica’s, they rubbed all over my pussy. Together with the dildo shifting inside me, it was like being fingered by two people at the same time.
Soon I had to put my hands on Veronica’s thighs to steady myself. The pleasure made my legs shaky and it didn’t take long before I gave up on trying to stay silent. I should still be safe enough. Even the people who knew me weren’t familiar with the lewd sounds I made when the pleasure got too much, and the mask warped those sounds beyond recognition anyway. Also, I had to get the tension out somehow. If I’d had to keep it in, I would have simply exploded.
Not that I wasn’t in danger of exploding in a different way. I might not have gotten any physical stimulation so far, but with how aroused I was, I was struggling to hold my orgasm at bay barely ten minutes in. I had to take a quick break, still inside Veronica but without any movement going on, in an attempt to cool down enough to get back out of the danger zone.
“Seems like Mistress Cat has hit her first edge herself,” Steph announced gleefully. “The first one of many. Maybe that will teach her some sympathy for Veronica. But knowing her, I wouldn’t count on it.”
I picked up the pace again to show that I wasn’t done yet, only to get a little heart attack when a particularly hard thrust made one of the nubs slide under the hood of my clit. For a few terrible seconds I was sure that I’d passed the point of no return and was going to come in front of thousands of people, giving an absolutely pathetic display of my sexual stamina. I bit my lip so hard it hurt as I somehow managed to breathe through the bliss and force my body back from the edge. But even though I managed to hold it together, that accident spiked the sensitivity of my clit, almost as if I’d had some kind of mini orgasm after all.
The edge and me became close friends as the minutes dragged on. What I was doing to Veronica barely even counted as a fucking anymore. I only took the shortest possible breaks since I didn’t want to disappoint all these people who had paid so much money to see me in action, but this meant that every time I started thrusting again, I’d barely cooled down from the previous edge, and often enough I barely made it a minute before I had to stop again.
Veronica sighed blissfully every time the dildo pushed into her. The whole session was basically one giant break for her. She didn’t get close a single time, and while most of the other sessions had left her tensed up and exhausted, she lay before me in an almost relaxed manner. Right now there was only person put through the wringer on stream, and that person was me.
I looked over to the timer and my heart sank as I realized that I still had more than five minutes to go. My pussy throbbed around the thick dildo inside of me, my clit burned from all that frustrated need, and I shivered at the prospect of having to ride these nubs to the edge several more times before I was allowed to rest.
It gave me a sense of comradery with Veronica to know that she’d been in that same situation more than once tonight, had felt that same mix of dread and thrilled anticipation as she faced the last stretch of her sexual torture. Only that she’d known that her suffering wouldn’t be over after it, while I and the others had always used these last minutes to make her desperate like there was no tomorrow. It wouldn’t be fair if I went easy on myself now. Not to Veronica, not to the viewers, and not to the persona of the sexy Mistress I wanted to prove myself capable of playing.
There was nothing dominant about my composure those last couple of minutes. I kept going, but there was no power behind my thrusts. Even so I almost creamed myself every time I moved my hips and had those devilish nubs rub over my glowing pussy. I’d somehow gotten it into my head that I didn’t want any complete standstills for this final stretch, and I actually managed to live up to my expectations, but I regretted my stubbornness every single second.
I was back at the edge far too quickly, and from that point on I had to restrict myself to slowly, very slowly, going all the way in and out of Veronica. Every change of direction made my breath hitch as I struggled to bear the friction without going over. My pussy was far too sensitive and those nubs far too well designed. By this point I was moaning and groaning unabashedly. It was the only way to deal with this brutal arousal without going insane.
When the half hour was finally over and I pulled out of Veronica one last time, I almost collapsed and had to be caught by Mel. My legs were shaky beyond belief and I was feeling lightheaded to the point that a soft faintness was creeping up on my mind.
No wonder. At the end there, I’d ridden the very edge for several minutes. That was crazy exhausting, and while I knew that I’d made Veronica suffer through the same torture before, she’d at least been able to take it lying down. Trying to stay upright while the pleasure fried my brain and threatened to explode any second had been a challenge on its own.
I’d thought that the worst was behind me, only to get another little heart attack when Mel slid the dildo out of me and I almost came as its bulbous tip stretched my gushing entrance. I clung to Mel for dear life, once again only managing to keep my orgasm in check by controlling my breathing and painfully biting down on my lip.
Only when I’d made it through that ordeal did it hit me that the whole effort had been for nothing. The session was over, so I wasn’t required to keep myself from coming anymore. I could have simply exploded all over the place, gotten rid of all the tension right there.
But would I’ve even wanted that?
Don’t get me wrong, I was ravenous for that orgasm, to the point that our giant audience didn’t even factor into my considerations. I simply didn’t care how many people saw me break down in pleasure. But no matter how much I wanted to give my burning pussy some relief, it would have been anticlimactic (no pun intended) to randomly have my orgasm at the clean-up stage of the fun part.
Even the thought of sneaking away to rub one out had lost its appeal. After this intense half an hour I wanted a climax that was worthy of its buildup. Maybe I was too horny to be reasonable, but the only thing that felt right was to come by fucking Veronica for real. I’d surely get a chance to do so as the stream went on, and in the worst case I was sure nobody would mind if I suggested an explosive happy end for myself before we closed up. Especially not our army of horny viewers.
However, for now this literally wasn’t in the cards, as Lizzy let me know when she read out the next break card. We’d get a five minutes’ break with a stopped timer, and during the next session Veronica had to keep talking with as few pauses as possible, but she was only allowed to beg me to make things worse for her, and to thank me for the edge every time she had to give the signal. Which didn’t sound all that bad, but it should be a delicious brain fuck for Veronica. And with my own pussy burning in frustration while she’d had a comparatively easy half hour behind her, I was more than motivated to go all out on her.
Five minutes weren’t enough to cool down at all. I was vaguely aware that Steph teased me about how desperate I was, and of her telling me that thanks to my performance we were already approaching the six hours again. Which was good. Maybe. Or not? I really didn’t have the mental capacity to care about numbers and what they might mean.
The very moment the break was over I went back to fingering Veronica. Only then did I realize that I was still naked from the waist down. Nothing prevented me from putting my pants back on, except that I didn’t feel like bothering. They had been uncomfortably tight anyway, and the thought of so many people getting to see my dripping pussy was nothing but hot.
Fuck, this stream really had corrupted me for good.
“Thank you, Mistress. Please go harder!”
Veronica’s voice was missing that edge of desperation I’d come to know and love. My weak-ass fucking had kept her general arousal up, but nothing more. Even her pussy was a lot less responsive at first, but it didn’t take long to make her body remember its frustration. Barely a couple of minutes in she was already squirming again as I pistoned three fingers into her now thoroughly tenderized pussy while rubbing over her clit with the thumb of my other hand.
“Oh fuck, you’ve really got no mercy this time around,” Veronica whined as her muscles grew taut again.
I grinned to myself. Yes, there would be no mercy coming. My own pussy throbbed in sympathy as I forced as much pleasure as possible onto Veronica, itching to get back to the good part. The part where I made her ride edge after edge until she’d suffered as much as I had, plus some more. After all, it wouldn’t do if the Mistress struggled more than her sub.
“While you’re right, that wasn’t a legal sentence,” Steph told Veronica. “I’ll be more merciful than Mistress Cat and overlook it this time, but only if you start begging right now. And you better believe it, the next time you say something illegal, you’re gonna get punished for it.”
“I’m sorry.” Veronica hesitated for a moment, but an experienced dirty mind like hers didn’t take long to shift into gear. “Please, Mistress, please push into my g-spot while you rub my clit. Please really squeeze it from both sides, I beg you.”
Her line delivery wasn’t as natural as usual, but that could be forgiven considering that it was pretty much impossible to make this kind of porn dialogue sound real. But while her words were just an act, the soft shaking of her voice was very real and made my whole body tingle in excitement. I’d already seen the effect of the technique she was asking for, and Veronica had to be very aware of what she was getting herself into.
There was nothing fake about her moans either when I curled my fingers inside of her while increasing the pressure with my thumb.
“Oh God, fuck! I mean, yes, please, go on. Please don’t give me a break. Please make me… Close! Close! Thank you, Mistress!”
That had been quicker than expected. Then again, even after that relative break with the strap-on, Veronica’s body had to be oozing with unresolved tension still. Her chest rose and fell in heavy bursts as she tried to cool down.
“Don’t try to get off easy,” Steph teased her. “I’m not hearing any begging.”
“Oh fuck,” Veronica whispered, quietly enough that I was sure I was the only one who’d heard it. It really made me appreciate how much I’d underestimated this specific card effect. With how strictly Steph enforced it, Veronica couldn’t take her mind off her suffering for more than a few seconds at a time. There was no chance of hiding in passivity; she had to mentally engage all the time. And not only that, she had to constantly think up ways how to make her situation even worse, knowing full well that saying them out loud would make them come true.
“Please don’t let me off the edge, Mistress,” she forced herself to say, the internal struggle palpable in her voice. “Please continue and haa~”
Her sentence ended in a long moan as I heeded her pleas and got moving again, my thumb rubbing over her swollen clit while my fingers curled into that soft spot inside of her.
“Close,” she wailed, barely half a minute later. “Thank you, Mistress! Please don’t stop. Please move your thumb real slow… Oh fuck!”
Her hands were clenched into fists and she thrashed against her bonds in a fit of agitated frustration as I gently traced around her clit, making her stay right on the bleeding edge. She didn’t say anything else, but not even Steph could blame her for that.
Veronica was close to hyperventilating. Just listening to her labored breaths made you feel how hard she fought to keep her orgasm at bay, how exhausting it was for her to get not a single second of rest from that sharp pleasure, how much it screwed with her mind to hold herself back when her body had been screaming for relief for hours now.
I could have shown mercy, but it was so hot to see her whimper in despair. My own clit twitched and I felt my juices slowly running down my thighs in sticky strands. One would think that experiencing how brutal it was to ride the edge had made me more inclined to go easy on Veronica, but the opposite was true. Yes, I felt more connected with her now, but the vivid memories of these vicious nubs grinding against my pussy until every conscious thought had melted from my brain, it only got me even hotter and made me want to sink deeper into the rabbit hole of depravities together with Veronica.
“Close!”
It came out as a frantic scream, before all tension momentarily left Veronica’s body as she collapsed and struggled for air. After hyperventilating for so long it was no wonder she was lacking oxygen. I stayed my fingers for the moment, ready to continue as soon as she had stabilized.
“This is far too intense. There’s no way I can do this for the whole time.”
Even in my sadistic frenzy I got her. There was still more than half of this session left, and every single minute of being forced to ride the edge felt like an eternity. However, Steph didn’t stand for the complaint.
“I warned you. That’s five more minutes in this block, free of charge, and you better not try and find out what happens if you break the rules again.” She giggled at Veronica’s desperate groan. “But nobody is saying that it has to be exactly this for the entire time. You’ll just have to beg for something else. But it’s gotta be something real bad, or it doesn’t count.”
“I can’t think of anything worse than this.”
Technically that was another illegal sentence, but Steph let it slide as part of her previous transgression. “Well, in that case we’ll have to continue until you come up with something. Mistress Cat, if you please.”
I gleefully got my fingers moving again, going faster so we wouldn’t waste any time until we were at the edge again. Veronica’s eyes grew wide as she faced another round of this unbearable torture. I could see the gears turning in her head, feel her despair as she realized that there was only one thing she could offer me that had a chance of saving her. For a given value of “saving”.
“Please, Mistress Cat, use the…” Her voice broke as she couldn’t make herself say it, but one particularly vicious flick against her clit was all it took to help her find the courage. “The brush! Please use the brush again!”
I couldn’t help but laugh. I’d been wondering what Veronica could offer me that was bad enough to be a believable pivot, and the brush had been the only thing that came to mind. That Veronica actually went for her most hated torture tool showed how desperate she was.
Someone had been kind enough to clean the brush in the meantime, so its bristles were as soft as they could be. A fact that I made good use of as I laid Veronica’s clit bare and reintroduced it to these devilishly tender strokes.
“Oh God, thank you, Mistress, thank you!”
Veronica’s words of gratitude were frantic, bordering on insanity. It was hard to say if she was genuinely grateful that she was allowed off the edge again, or if the mental dissonance of having to beg to get her poor, swollen clit teased was frying her brain right now. Likely it was a bit of both.
We quickly fell back into our old routine with me as the artist and her clit as my canvas from which I drew the sweetest moans and frustrated wails. But this time around Veronica couldn’t just lie back and give in to her despair. Not if she wanted to avoid Steph’s ire and, more importantly, a hefty punishment for not following the rules.
“Please,” she forced herself to say, voice strained she talked through clenched teeth. “Please continue, Mistress. Please make it worse.”
“I’m missing specifics here,” Steph chimed in, full of energy. The role of the sexy rules police gave her a second wind, and her first wind had already approached hurricane levels. “Come on, be a good girl and tell Mistress Cat how exactly you want her to make things worse for you.”
Veronica groaned. I sympathized with how hard this had to be for her on a mental and emotional level, but it only made me appreciate her sacrifice even more when she indeed showed what a good girl she was. “Please, Mistress Cat, please use the edge of the bristles.”
It took me a moment to figure out what she meant, but once I’d rotated the brush and tilted it, her moans turned a lot more breathless. It was less of a brushing now and more me tickling her most sensitive spot by rubbing the line of bristles against it in quick flicks. If those bristles had been any stiffer, that would have resulted in a scratching sensation that made my stomach lurch to even think about, but even this soft brush seemed to turn utterly unbearable if used this way. Or, in this case, even more unbearable than before.
“Oh fuck!” Veronica lost herself in a stream of curses as I rubbed her already hypersensitive clit raw, but even trapped in this agony she managed to remember the rules. “Please Mistress…” She hesitated, though it wasn’t clear if she dreaded her next suggestion or if she was simply struggling to come up with something. Thinking up new kinds of torture took brain power, and her brain was currently overloaded dealing with other things. “Please play with my plug.”
Right. I’d completely forgotten that. The shiny base of her princess plug looked so natural as it sat snugly between her cheeks, like it was a part of her body. How many hours had she had it in now? With everything else that had happened, I had no idea.
Veronica hadn’t forgotten about the plug, though, and no wonder. Even if she was experienced enough with all things anal that it wouldn’t be a problem on its own, she would have still felt it inside herself all this time, especially when something made her involuntarily clench her muscles. Something like… pretty much everything we’ve been doing to her, really.
Since I sadly had only two hands, I could no longer hold the hood of her clit back as I brushed it when I reached for the plug. But that was okay. Going by her whimpers, the brush still felt awful enough, and even if I was technically going a little easy on her, I wasn’t going to say no to a little variety.
While the princess plug wasn’t all that thick, the continued brush strokes made it impossible for Veronica to relax, which in turn made it much more intense for her when I pulled on the plug but her sphincter refused to let go of it.
I didn’t force anything. Using violence of any kind was an absolute no-go when it came to butt stuff, and the reactions I got from these little pulls were fun enough. Every time her ass failed to let go of the plug, Veronica made a breathless gasp and arched her back, which involuntarily pushed her pussy against the brush.
“Please Mistress, keep pulling! Don’t give me a break.”
I giggled to myself as I gleefully followed her orders. This was going to be a long fifteen minutes for Veronica, and I was going to enjoy every last second of them.

When we reached the five extra minutes Veronica had earned as a punishment, both of us were a complete mess. Of course Veronica was messed up a lot more than me, but I could barely deal with my own arousal anymore. My body wasn’t over the strap-on session yet, and the thick smell of Veronica’s need made sure I could never forget about how wet I was myself. And every moan, every whimper of hers as I teased the hell out of her bright red and swollen pussy made me eager for more.
People like to say “X is better than sex” where X is a game, an activity, or often enough an actual drug that they consider to be amazing. Those people have clearly only scratched the surface of what sex can be, because right now I was addicted, and I couldn’t imagine anything in the world I would have rather been doing than exploring the limits of human pleasure together with Veronica.
That poor girl was all but delirious. She’d begged to have her plug ripped out and pushed back in several times, had asked me to focus the brush on that weak spot at the bottom of her clit, had “wanted” to be tickled while I teased her, and the resulting fit of desperate laughter had been bad enough that I’d needed to give her a little break so she wouldn’t suffocate on me.
And after all that she’d continued to play along like a good girl and asked me to use the brush to tease around the entrance of her vagina. I would have never come up with that idea myself, figuring that there couldn’t be a better target for the brush than the clit. And while it might have not been as irritatingly titillating as teasing her most sensitive spot, it had lead to some fun reactions in their own right. Seemed like brushing down there tickled in an absolutely mind-melting way. I wasn’t sure if this trick worked with every woman (likely it didn’t, since ticklishness varies greatly between individuals), but it worked like a charm on Veronica, and that was enough for me.
“Break!” she wheezed when the time was finally up. Even if I hadn’t pushed her so hard, her exhaustion would have been more than understandable. It had been four and a half hours as counted by the challenge, but in reality well over five hours had passed since the start. It was a quarter past eleven already, and the timer had surpassed the six hour mark again during our session. If the donations didn’t slow down, we might see the sun rise before we could get some sleep.
I didn’t feel tired, though, or at least not really. There was a certain exhaustion at the back of my mind, but I was so horny that the cocktail of hormones cursing through my veins kept me awake better than any energy drink.
“Fuck, that was so brutal.” Veronica’s breath came in erratic bursts. The last few minutes had been another ceaseless assault on her clit, and I doubted that these involuntary pulsating contractions of her pussy would stop any time soon. “In what world is that a five minutes break, timer stops card? That was the most intense session ever. And fuck, Chr… Mistress Cat, you’ve turned into an absolute devil there.”
“I admit, it seems like the card could take a little rebalancing,” Steph said. “Then again, it’s part of the fun that some are easier and some are harder. But speaking of which, what’s up next?”
Mel drew a card. “Looks like someone didn’t shuffle well enough, because this sounds familiar. Ten minutes of break with a stopped timer, and one of us will get eaten out by Veronica during the next part. So, the action doesn’t stop, but she’ll have to save some breath to do something productive with her mouth.”
“Well, at least you won’t have to talk anymore,” Steph said. “Guess I’ll be setting up another poll, then.”
My heart pounded away as I realized that this was my chance, the opportunity to get the explosive finish I’d been yearning for. For a moment I considered if I really wanted to come undone in front of thousands of people, only to find that I simply didn’t care. After everything else I’d done that night, there was no reason to be embarrassed about anything anymore. Maybe I’d feel differently once I’d flushed the arousal out my system, but even if I might fret about it later, I’d fret much more if I let this chance pass by. If the past months had taught me anything, it was that it paid off to have the courage to say yes when an opportunity to make your fantasies become reality presented itself to you.
I’d almost called out to Steph before I reminded myself that this was the one line I wasn’t going to cross, horny or not. Maybe there would come a day when I could confidently look my friends and colleagues in the eyes after they’d knowingly seen me perform on a lewd stream, but that day hadn’t come yet. So I just raised my arms and waved at Steph, which had to look kinda dumb, but it got her attention.
“Ah, right,” she said. “Should I save you a spot on the poll again, Mistress Cat? Possibly with some extra conditions to give the rest of us at least some chance of being picked?”
I shook my head and pointed at myself. Maybe I was being a little selfish right now, but I figured, the others had already done all kinds of stuff over dozens of streams and they could do this pretty much whenever, so I wasn’t really taking anything away from them. Also: I was the special guest star here, so I might as well act the part.
Lizzy looked at me. “Are you saying we should skip the vote and you’ll get eaten out? Don’t forget: It’s supposed to go on for half an hour. That’s an awfully long time if you don’t pace yourself.”
I nodded, and my love for Lizzy only grew when her questioning look turned into a naughty smile right away. It was great that she’d checked in with me and made sure I knew what I was getting myself into. But it was even greater that she fully believed in me and didn’t even consider talking me out of it.
“Sorry, chat, but democracy is a fickle thing when you’ve got a Mistress around,” Steph told the camera.
Her words triggered an irrational fear. What if the viewers had gotten bored of me after all and were pissed that they didn’t get to see one of the others perform? I knew that there shouldn’t be much risk of that happening, not after they’d spent so much money on me during the last poll, and I was confident that I’d given them one hell of a show in the hour since then, but still. Emotions weren’t known to be logical, and I had to take a look at the chat myself to find out what people thought about my power trip robbing them of their decision.
As expected the messages were coming at a breakneck speed, but I could get the gist of them as they scrolled past. Most people seemed to be looking forward to the next half an hour, or at least that was what I took out of their suggestive comments. The only point of contention seemed to be that I was still wearing a lot more than the others, or, as one person put it so succinctly, “We want the boobies!”
Was it safe to fulfill this desire of theirs? My body grew hot all over as I imagined showing myself in all my naked glory in front of this big an audience. The idea certainly had its appeal. And while there was a risk involved with keeping only my face hidden and nothing else, it shouldn’t be a big one.
For once my squeamishness and indecisiveness that had so far prevented me from getting a tattoo paid off. There shouldn’t be anything overly recognizable about my body, even for people who knew me in my clothed state. Of course it would have been even safer not to do it, and I knew that I didn’t owe the viewers anything in that regard, but this wasn’t the time for picking the boring, safe option. Now that I was over the initial shock of being on stream, I couldn’t get enough of this electrifying feeling that came with the knowledge that so many people were getting off to me right now.
Before the others knew what was going on I’d already dropped my jacket. The corset wasn’t something I could easily take off on my own, so I beckoned Mel over for help. She hesitated for a moment, but just like Lizzie she didn’t question my intentions any further when I made it clear that I was serious. It was great to see that everyone believed in me and that they didn’t try to coddle or protect me. I might not have their level of experience by a long shot, but for the first time I truly felt like an equal member of their gang and not like the new girl who got special treatment to ease her into things.
“Whoa, Mistress Cat is really cranking up the heat,” Steph hyped me up while Mel fiddled with the corset. Even though it wasn’t all that tight, those things always were a hassle to put on or take off.
Lizzie came over to me. Once I was left in only my bra (thankfully I’d had the foresight to go with one of my sexy black lace ones even though I’d never planned to show myself in it), she put her hands on my sides and gently stroked over my skin. I was clammy with sweat after standing in the literal spotlight for so long while wearing several layers of clothing, but she didn’t care. “Ready to show off the goods, Mistress Cat?” She hooked her fingers into the straps of my bra.
I nodded, my heart beating fast at her having her so close. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but that wasn’t to be. Once this was over I’d have to properly show her my appreciation for all her support. Her, and everyone else. I might have been a bit skeptical at first, but this stream had turned into the most exciting thing I’d ever done, and they needed to feel how much I loved them for giving me this opportunity and gently nudging me into it.
Lizzie pulled my bra over my head, giving the viewers the requested boobies. Despite everything, the instinct to cover up was still there, but I managed to hold it in check. Just like I managed to kill my remaining feelings of inadequacy. Who cared if I didn’t quite measure up to the others on some kind of arbitrary beauty scale? I loved my body, so did the rest of the gang, and so did many, many other people judging by the torrent of horny messages in chat.
“Nice, nice,” Mel said from the sidelines. “That leaves only one question: If Mistress Cat is the one riding Veronica’s face, who’s gonna keep Veronica busy in the meantime?”
I almost pointed at myself again. It wouldn’t have been impossible to go for a sixty-nine position. While my mask prevented me from eating her out in turn, I could have continued to tease her with my fingers. But while the idea had its draw, Veronica’s bondage wasn’t set up with this kind of play in mind. I’d be lying on top of her in a rather awkward and uncomfortable manner. Better to leave that part to the others. That would also free me up to do nothing but enjoy Veronica’s skillful mouth. And once the pleasure got too much I wouldn’t be able to properly focus on teasing her anyway.
“Guess democracy isn’t dead after all.” Steph quickly set up a poll. Since the end of the break was approaching, she only gave the viewers two minutes to make their decision, but it wasn’t like it made that much of a difference who was picked. Especially when Lizzie got another one of her ideas.
“Seems kind of a waste if only one of us gets to do something here. How about the other two help with making Mistress Cat feel real good? Since she’s so eager to give us a show, it’s only fair if we reward her and spoil her a little.” She hugged me from behind and winced as her bruised breasts pressed against my back. But she didn’t let go, and after a moment her hands went from their innocent position on my tummy up to my breasts. Even though she did nothing but gently cup them as if she wanted to become my new bra, I couldn’t help but moan at her touches. My arousal had made me so deliciously sensitive all over, and my hard nipples felt amazing as they brushed against her soft palms.
“Are you ready for the time of your life?” she asked, and when I nodded she leaned in and whispered so softly that only I could hear it “You’re doing great. I knew that you’d absolutely ace it.”
“I love you,” I whispered back and snuggled against her. It felt like such an inadequate way of expressing my feelings when I wanted to embrace her, kiss her, tell her how much her words meant to me, but alas we were still on camera.
Mel sandwiched me between herself and Lizzie. Just like Lizzie was hugging me from behind to grab my breasts, she hugged me from the front, her fingers digging into my butt cheeks. If I hadn’t be sweating already, I would have started now, trapped this tightly between their hot bodies.
“Seems like you can continue with what you’re doing,” Steph announced smugly. “Not that I wanna brag, but I totally won that vote. So have fun with Mistress Cat while Veronica is all mine.”
I glanced at the monitor to confirm that, yes, Steph had indeed won, and by quite a margin. Not that I was surprised in any way. During the last oral session the viewers had seen all three of them in this role, and Steph had been hands down the most cruel when eating Veronica out. Of course people would want more of that. Not that I minded. While Steph’s energy was fun, this was about me getting spoiled, which was a job I trusted Lizzie and Mel much more with anyway.
“Break’s pretty much over. Get into position, everyone!” Steph shooed us over to Veronica. I was a little disappointed that we had to break our naughty three-way hug, but I’d get something much better to satisfy my arousal real soon anyway. Steph took one last look back at the camera. “You know the drill. For the next half an hour you’ll have to live without my yapping. An awful fate, I know. Try to be strong and enjoy the show.”
My first attempt to straddle Veronica’s face was an embarrassing failure. Her being bound this high up was great to play with her without getting back pains, but it also meant that by sitting on her face I would either literally sit on her face with all my weight, or I’d have to balance on my tiptoes, neither option being practical. With the strap-on I’d been able to make it work, but I’d had more wiggle room there.
Thankfully Mel was a quick thinker and pulled our big rubber mat over with the help of Lizzie. Normally we used it if we felt like some playful wrestling or fighting, but it was just as suited to give me the missing couple of centimeters so I could comfortably take my seat on Veronica’s lips without crushing her in the process.
Once I was in place, Lizzie snuggled up to my side. “Remember, Mistress: You have half an hour, and Veronica is pretty good with her tongue when she wants to be. Don’t go for the finish too quickly, or you might find that one can have too much of a good thing.” She spoke in her sexy performance voice to hype things up for the audience, but at the same time it was also meant as a genuine warning.
One I might not want to hear, what with my body craving an orgasm no matter the cost, but I should be at least a little reasonable. While I could go for several rounds when the mood was right (and the mood had never been better), half an hour of nothing but coming would be torture. One I’d likely to have to tap out of, because there were few things more sensitive than a fully sexed-out pussy.
“Don’t patronize our Mistress, or she might have to pick that cane back up.” Mel snuggled up to my other side, her hands sensually exploring my body. “She knows what she’s doing and doesn’t need us to worry about her. The only thing she needs from us is pleasure.” With that she clamped her lips onto the base of my neck and gave me a hard, slurping kiss that spiked my heart rate.
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean any disrespect. I know that our Mistress can handle herself.” Lizzy leaned in as well, but instead of my neck she went straight for my breast. I sighed in bliss as her soft tongue brushed against that tender flesh.
“Okay, gals,” Steph called out from between Veronica’s legs. She’d already gotten down on her knees. “Let’s get the show on the road.”
I could tell the moment she started licking by Veronica’s moans. Just listening to Veronica voicing her need had already been hot enough, but her sexy sounds got a whole new dimension when they made her mouth vibrate against my eager pussy.
And it wasn’t like that was the only pleasure I got down there. It took Veronica only a couple of seconds to recover from whatever Steph was doing to her and start licking herself. My moans mixed with hers as I was made to feel the truth of Lizzie’s warning: Veronica was crazy good with her tongue.
Within minutes I was approaching the edge. Judging by Veronica’s frantic sounds, Steph was at the top of her sadistic games, and she funneled all of her desperate frustration into quick and heavy licks that lapped all over my pussy, with some extra-long flourishes over my aching clit.
Veronica must have already devoured all of my wetness with her hungry licks. Not that it mattered, since my pussy kept gushing like crazy. And it wasn’t like shifting my focus away from it helped me to escape the overwhelming pleasure.
Lizzy hung on my breast like she’d done on Veronica’s before, her lips around my nipple, gently sucking and nibbling in a way that made my whole breast throb hotly. And Mel wasn’t any less distracting. She had tilted my head a little so she had better access to my neck which she showered with kisses between dragging her tongue all the way up its lengths to were the mask blocked access to my jaws.
I tried to heed Lizzie’s warning and pace myself, ride out the pleasure for a little longer before getting to the explosive finish, but it was so hard when all three of them so expertly overloaded my body with bliss. Even with the extra help of the mat, my legs were getting weak and I slumped forward a bit so I could steady myself on Veronica. First I held on to her shoulders, but why go for such a boring support when I could instead grab her soft breasts? Especially when they looked so inviting with her nipples this big and puffy from all the previous abuse.
Veronica’s breath hitched as I grabbed both her breasts. There was nothing gentle about my touches. I genuinely needed the support, so her breasts got squeezed by my weight and I really dug in with my fingers, her now firm flesh bulging out between them. Her nipples poked into my palms and another round of moans vibrated against my crotch as I went for small circular motions with my hands, rolling those trapped nubs beneath them.
My own nipples ached in sympathy. Lizzie had momentarily let off when I’d changed position, but she was already back on my breast, kneading it with her soft lips while she gently squeezed and twisted my now uncomfortably hard nipple between her fingers. To my other side Mel had decided to go for full symmetry and was sucking on my other nipple as if her life depended on it.
They taught me what it had felt like for Veronica to be at the mercy of three hungry mouths, how utterly overwhelming the sensations were. It didn’t matter if I wanted to pace myself or not. There was no escaping the pleasure. As the two of them continued showering my breasts with the hottest attention, Veronica’s tongue never rested and my needy pussy was no match for her oral game. Especially when she pressed her wet tongue against my throbbing clit and rubbed it harder than should be humanly possible.
It was too much, plain and simple. My mind was completely taken over by the bliss flooding my body from all directions. For a moment I considered if I could try and hold off the orgasm by breathing through the pleasure, but the simple answer was that I lacked both the stamina and the willpower to do it. And why would I’ve even wanted to? Fuck the consequences, I was going to enjoy myself now!
I wasn’t usually the screaming kind, but I still got loud as my body went over the edge after all this time, propelled by these three mouth ceaselessly working me over. The tension behind my clit grew more and more, and a flash of panic struck me as I realized just how intense this climax was going to be. My eyes went wide and I dug my fingers into Veronica’s breasts with all my strength to steady myself against the coming spring tide, hoping it wouldn’t simply wash me away and shatter me.
I didn’t shatter, though for several moments it genuinely felt as if I did, and the only reason I didn’t collapse was that Lizzie and Mel embraced me from both sides. The pleasure struck my pussy like lightning, and like with a real lightning strike it shot through my entire body from there, making all my muscles spasm so hard that they hurt.
Even though my eyes were still open, I was blind for the world around me. The moment I’d started coming, Veronica had redoubled her efforts and her tongue was absolutely everywhere, milking me for every last bit of pleasure my pussy was capable of experiencing. At some point she even pushed into me much deeper than a human tongue should be able to, but then again, at this point I couldn’t really trust my senses anymore. The wild spasms as wave after wave of pleasure shook me made it impossible to distinguish between the individual sensations. All I knew, and the only thing that mattered, was that all three of them never stopped overloading me with bliss, throwing more fuel onto my explosive climax even as its flames already consumed me.
When I finally came down again my body ached all over, but it was the sweetest kind of pain. The others recognized the signs like the experts they were and gradually slowed down to give my orgasm a nice tail end. I breathed heavily, my face a mess of sweat under the mask, and I could only hope that I hadn’t screamed in a way that gave my voice away. I could remember moaning till my lungs burned, but my memories were kind of a haze.
“That looked like a real nice one, Mistress. You almost drowned poor Veronica.”
My dazed brain took some time to process Lizzie’s words. That orgasm had shaken me up good, and I only now realized that I’d actually squirted a little. That had only happened once before, and at the time we’d experimented with deep penetration and a really strong vibrator at the same time. I’d never thought my body could do it from simple oral sex, but then again there had been nothing simple about this hour-long orgy we were holding there.
Veronica’s face glistened with wetness, and I’d hit her neck and parts of her chest as well. The mat beneath me was also in dire need of a cleaning. “I-”
I’d almost said “I’m sorry” and only stopped myself at the last moment, resulting in a single sound that shouldn’t have been recognizable, though the others understood me anyway. They didn’t need words; they knew me well enough to anticipate my embarrassment and my slight worry about what I’d done to Veronica.
“Don’t worry, Mistress, she doesn’t mind,” Mel said. She prodded Veronica’s shoulder. “Isn’t that right?”
I couldn’t see the nod, but I certainly felt it against my blissfully aching crotch.
“See? If anything, she should be honored to have received such a tasty gift from you.”
I decided to simply trust them on this. It couldn’t be comfortable for Veronica to have her face and more all sticky, but I mustn’t forget that she hadn’t had such a glorious orgasm yet to get her back to her senses. Her mind was still swamped with frustrated need, and in this hyper-aroused state it was absolutely believable that she’d enjoy this particular discomfort, especially with those unapologetically submissive tendencies of hers.
“But that takes us to the most important question, Mistress.” Now it was Lizzie’s turn to kiss and nibble my neck. Her hand stroked over my breasts. She kept it at light touches, but they were still enough to make me shiver. “Are you up for another round? The time isn’t up yet.”
I was surprised to find that it was a quarter to midnight already, meaning only ten minutes remained in this session. Where had the time gone? Had I really come for so long? Well, it had certainly felt like forever, and my pussy was sore enough.
But while I felt like they’d wrung me dry, I couldn’t deny that I still enjoyed myself a lot, and they’d given me enough of a break that the worst of the oversensitivity had died down. Sure, I wouldn’t have said no to just collapsing on a couch somewhere and basking in my afterglow in peace, but while I was tired, I wasn’t out of energy yet, and the thought of the thousands of people watching me gave me strength. This wasn’t the time to be Christine, the gal with the kinky urges who loved to dabble with ways to spice up her sex life but was unsure how far she could go. Right now I was Mistress Cat, and a real Mistress had more staying power than that.
As an answer to Lizzie’s question I took Veronica’s nipples between my fingers and squeezed. The result was a howl, followed by Veronica going right back to eating me out. I moaned as her eager tongue danced all over my sensitive folds. There was a sharpness to the pleasure, one that was almost painful, but with the right mindset it still felt supremely nice.
“I knew we could count on you, Mistress.” Lizzie chuckled as she twisted my nipple.
I gritted my teeth. My body hadn’t fully recovered from that orgasm yet and everything felt just that little more intense. Especially when Mel joined the fun and straight up bit into the firm flesh between my shoulder and my neck, making me cry out.
But even though everything they did hurt, it hurt in the best possible way. My pussy was already twitching again. The soreness sat deep, but that didn’t stop my arousal from rising up again as Veronica so skillfully teased the pleasure out of me.
I’d often admired the oral stamina of the gang. Most women would have grown slow and tired after these twenty minutes, but Veronica still ate me out with the same vigor and skill as ever. And with the same amount of success.
Once again I considered holding back my orgasm, and once again I had to admit that it was a moot point. While I wasn’t controlled by the same urgent need anymore, my willpower had been thoroughly corroded and my body simply didn’t care about what plans my brain might have. It was fed pleasure, and it was going to enjoy that pleasure, everything else be damned. It was all I could do to find a stable position as Veronica hungrily sucked on my clit, sending me straight into my second climax. Or rather the second round of climaxes, because the first round had definitely consisted of far more than just one.
While I didn’t come as explosively this time around, the sharpness of the pleasure easily made up for it. My clit burned as Veronica kept attacking it, each little motion of her lips forcing a wild spasm through my body that almost made me lose my footing. I barely managed not to scream out loud as she made me ride that orgasm out to the bitter end.
That same end left me shaking and sore all over. It had been great, but also so, so exhausting. By this point I’d be happy if I could make it off Veronica’s face and to the nearest couch without any assistance.
“Nice one, Mistress,” Mel said. “But we still got four more minutes. Do you think you’ve got another one inside you?”
I flinched as Veronica prodded my now hypersensitive clit with the tip of her tongue. Even that gentlest of touches was like an electric shock. My pussy was completely done for. Every additional stimulation would be torture.
Lizzie leaned in, her hands stroking over my back and tummy. She avoided my tender breasts for now, and those little caresses of hers felt so nice. “Of course she has. After all, our Mistress is insatiable when it comes to sex.” She rubbed her cheek against my shoulder, which gave her a pretense to get so close that she could whisper to me in secret. “If you need out, prod me with your elbow. But I’m sure you can do it. And it’s gonna be real hot, you’ll see.”
I groaned as a heavy lick cut between my folds. My legs trembled as that sweet pain washed through my body. I needed a break so badly. All these violent orgasms had worn me out physically and mentally. There was no way I could take even another minute of Veronica’s tongue play in this post-orgasmic state of mine.
It’s gonna be real hot, Lizzie had said. Her words made me remember a session we’d had a week or so ago, which had ended with Mel strapping a magic wand between the legs of a tied down Steph before turning it on at the max setting. And then just leaving it like that. For a long, long time.
Over the course of half an hour Steph had gone from happy bliss to raging pleasure to screaming agony and finally to desperately begging us to turn that thing off. Which we’d done in the end, but only after she’d been forced to endure many more orgasms than I’d ever thought a woman to be capable of. For the last couple of them she’d screamed as if someone was ripping her apart. But she hadn’t safeworded, and it had indeed been crazy hot to see her shaking in this purest form of sexual torture. And truth be told, a tiny part of me had been envious of these violent pleasures and wondered what it would be like to live through them.
Well, now was my chance to find out. Or at least to get a taste of it, because no matter what it felt like, I knew that I was still miles away from the orgasm torture Steph had endured back then.
Not too long ago, this thought would have been humbling and discouraging, showing me how much weaker I was than the rest of the gang. But now it gave me strength. After all, if this was only a fraction of what Steph had made it through, then there shouldn’t be a reason why I couldn’t handle it. And I’d learned that there was no point in comparing my limits with those of the others. While I had a certain curiosity for what it’s like on the bottom and liked to try it out occasionally, I wasn’t a raging masochist like them. Just like I’d never in a million years agree to have my breasts caned like I’d done with Lizzie, but I’d still enjoyed myself immensely when the gang had given me a sensual over-the-knee spanking some time ago.
I raised my arm and made a point of not prodding Lizzie in any way. Instead I cupped her cheek and affectionately stroked her face in an unmistakable sign of loving adoration. In response she took my hand and kissed each of my fingers, one after the other. “Then strap in, Mistress. This is gonna be a wild ride.”
As lovely as her kisses were, the moment Veronica started licking for real I needed to take my hand back to steady myself. Yes, I was enjoying the challenge, but that didn’t mean it was easy to have Veronica lap away on my aching pussy. Her tongue burned on my sensitive folds, and every time it traveled to my clit, I had to bite down on my lip to stifle a shriek. It wasn’t exactly pain, but something equally hard to bear. Flashes of intense sensation that set my overexcited nerves on fire and made me curl up on top of Veronica to try and deal with them.
Lizzie and Mel didn’t tease me this time. They embraced me from both sides to steady me, both physically and emotionally. Knowing that they were here to help me through made it a lot easier to deal with how Veronica agitated the sharp soreness in my pussy.
But I’m not gonna lie, having their hot, naked bodies press against me was also just really hot. My body might have been pretty sexed-out, but the horniness built up over many hours of streaming wasn’t flushed out of my system yet. Veronica’s tongue might have turned into a tool of torture, but it was the kind of torture that got me all hot and tingly.
It was still torture, though.
I couldn’t stop groaning and whimpering as Veronica built me up to another orgasm incredibly quickly. One would have thought that in my worn out state where every touch to my pussy burned something fierce, it should have been hard to find enough pleasure in this sweet suffering to get me there. But it seemed like my body had gotten into the groove, had stayed on that plateau of arousal from where it was easy to force out one orgasm after the other.
The real challenge was not to twitch away too much. It helped tremendously that standing over Veronica like this and with Lizzy and Mel holding on to me, it was physically impossible to get away. I understood now why Mel had strapped that vibrator so tightly to Steph. This harsh overstimulation was unbearable in a way that made one instinctively try to escape from it.
When Veronica forced the final orgasm from me, screaming became non-optional. I took solace in the fact that nobody could recognize me by my voice because nobody had ever heard me scream in such frantic pleasure and pain. I’d thought it had felt like lightning before, but when Veronica pushed me over the edge, it really was as if static electricity coursed through my pussy.
It hurt, there was no two ways about it. It hurt so badly that I teared up under the mask and it became impossible to see anything through my blurry eyes. My poor clit stung as if Veronica’s tongue was covered in nettles. It was a good thing I was trapped in place, because my willpower alone would have never been enough to make me stay there and let Veronica shred into my burning pussy.
But as much as it hurt, it wasn’t just pain that made me scream. The pleasure ripping through me was so intense that I was afraid I’d simply pass out. Lizzie had been right: This was so worth it. I might have screamed myself hoarse as Veronica once again clamped her lips around my swollen clit and sucked as if her life depended on it, but at the same time a rush of euphoria took me over, an insane happiness that I was allowed to experience this orgasm that was like nothing I’d ever felt before.
Maybe I was hysterically laughing from how absolutely crazy all these sensations raking my body were. I didn’t know. I’d lost complete control over myself. For these glorious seconds (minutes?) there was no Christine anymore. There was just this hot pleasure-pain that felt like more than any human could handle, and yet made me so glad to sink into its electrifying embrace.
Having said all that, I still screamed from pure relief when the orgasm was finally over and I got a sense for my body and my surroundings again. I was fucking exhausted and my pussy was so sore that I felt like I’d die if someone so much as touched it. Even the softest sensations as Veronica retreated her tongue made me wince.
The scariest thing, though, was that deep down my body was still primed for more. In theory there would have been more orgasms in me, though any attempt to bring them out would have resulted in me screaming myself hoarse. My throat already hurt from all the frantic sounds I’d made during my ordeal.
No, as thrilling as it might have been, I was done, truly and absolutely done. But so was the session, and therefore the question if I might be able to handle even more thankfully didn’t present itself.
Lizzie and Mel helped me off Veronica’s face. Their assistance was highly appreciated, because I didn’t have the strength left to even lift my legs on my own. There were some congratulations for my performance, some sexy banter with the viewers and some cooing about the generosity of our watchers, but none of it really registered. My brain hadn’t completely rebooted yet, and I walked as if in trance. A satisfied and happy trance, to put not too fine a point on it, but still. Thankfully the others understood how much these orgasms had taken out of me and they offered that I could take a nap and let them take over, and maybe I’d rejoin the action later if I felt up for it then.
It was an offer I accepted without a second thought. Sure, it was a bit of a pity that I wouldn’t be present for the entire stream, but I couldn’t meaningfully contribute when my legs barely even carried me, and going by the comments, the viewers had been more than satisfied with everything they’d gotten to see of me, and they understood that I needed a break.
For a moment I considered abusing the spanking bench as a regular bench to chill for a bit and gather my strength, but ultimately decided against it. I would greatly profit from an actual nap, and there was no way I’d be able to get one while I was this close to the action. So I left our giant sex dungeon, stumbled to the couch in the living room area, dropped down, threw the mask away, and barely took a minute to drift off.

I was still exhausted and sore all over when I opened my eyes again, but beneath that was a glow of fresh energy that was proof of a good sleep.
How long had I been out? It couldn’t be morning already, since I didn’t feel rested enough, and I was sure the others would have woken me up to get me into a proper bed. But then again, they might still be preoccupied with the stream if the viewers had continued to donate like crazy.
After a short search I found my phone and saw that it was close to one in the morning, meaning I’d slept for an hour or so. It also meant that the stream was definitely still going. They should be nearing the end of the sixth hour on the timer, and there had been more than that paid for when I’d left.
I got a flash of sympathy as I realized that during all the time I’d comfortably slept and recovered my energy, Veronica had continued to be at the mercy of the gang’s sadistic whims. Including the preliminary phase and the breaks (many of which hadn’t been all that relaxing to begin with) that poor girl had suffered on camera for almost eight hours now. A full work day of nothing but sexual torture.
As I was thinking that, I got aware of the noises coming from the play room. The walls were soundproof for obvious reasons, but while they’d installed a pretty good door, it was a weak spot in the acoustic shielding. Still, if I was hearing something out here, there had to be something real loud going on, though it was hard to say what exactly. These faint hiccup-like sounds, dulled by the room’s insulation, could be anything from laughter over screaming to crying. The only sure thing was that if I went back in, my break was over and I’d be right in the middle of the action again.
Of course I went anyway. I might not have the energy to give it a hundred percent, but it would be a pity if I missed the end of this stream that had been such a revelation for me. And while I definitely was in no state to be on the receiving end of pleasure anymore, I could still appreciate the sight of hot naked girls doing gloriously terrible things to each other. So after a quick glass of water and a trip to the bathroom mirror (I managed to tame my hair somewhat, but nothing short of a good, long shower would be able to fix how sweaty and generally messed up I was) I put the cat mask back on and returned into the sex dungeon.
It turned out that my guess as to what was happening had been right in every way. The sounds had been laughter and screaming and crying. All of them at once, and in an intensity that made my ears ring after the soothing silence of the living room.
As I quickly learned, during the previous break the card had decreed that Veronica would spend the session being tickled while she was edged. That would have already been cruel enough no matter the circumstances, but of course the gang had gone above and beyond in their quest to shatter the last remaining slivers of Veronica’s sanity.
Lizzie was at work between her legs wielding a bullet vibrator. I had no idea if that was from a previous card, a viewer vote, a special upgrade due to another oil mommy situation, or whatever. But wherever that thing had come from, Lizzie used it with surgical precision. She hovered it right above Veronica’s clit, making contact for a second or two before backing up for the same amount of time, in an endless cycle. Who knew how long this devilish rhythm had been going on already. My own clit throbbed in a sharp sore ache as I imagined what that had to feel like. That seemed like the perfect recipe to set every single nerve ending on fire.
And yet by the sounds of it that wasn’t even the worst part of Veronica’s suffering. Mel stood behind Lizzie, one hand at each of Veronica’s feet, her nails dancing over her soles in a wild flurry of tickles. Veronica thrashed her legs against her bonds with all her strength in a desperate attempt to get away, but she was strapped in too tightly. Not even scrunching her toes was any help, since the tops of her feet were just as ticklish and Mel always pivoted quickly to whatever spot was most readily available. At the same time Steph sat on Veronica’s chest, her fingers busy at work in Veronica’s smooth armpits.
No wonder Veronica was already sounding hoarse as her body shook violently from the forced laughter. Her face still glistened from the sticky results of my explosive orgasms, but some of that had been washed away by her freely flowing tears. Veronica was the most ticklish out of the gang, and they made full use of it. She was barely allowed to catch her breath, and even then Lizzie kept torturing her with the vibrator, making sure that the poor girl would never get a moment’s rest.
Speaking of rest, it seemed I’d joined during the last five minutes of the session. When Steph welcomed me back and asked if I wanted to join in, I waved off. There wouldn’t be much point so close to the end, and being a fly on the wall while the gang was fully in action wasn’t such a bad thing, either. I already thought that I might have to watch the part of the stream I’d missed later. If these last minutes were anything to go by, they’d been a wild ride indeed.
For now, though, I walked up to Veronica and gently wiped the tears from her eyes. It didn’t help much with her blurry vision, but honestly I wasn’t really doing it for her benefit. It was so hot to experience her suffering from up close. If we’d been in private, I would have already embraced my inner super villain and licked the tears from her cheeks, sampled how their salty taste mixed with Veronica’s skin and my own flavor.
“Break! Break,” Veronica screamed when the timer was up, her voice trembling with exhaustion. Even though the others let go of her, she kept shaking and twitching all over, her quick, shallow breaths barely able to fill her lungs.
“Well, that was fun.” Steph theatrically dusted off her hands and went back to the laptop. “Chat had a field day as well. And from how much you’ve laughed, I’d say you also enjoyed yourself quite a bit there.”
Veronica’s laugh was one of despair and creeping insanity. “It certainly was an experience. I’m so dead now, you have no idea.”
Lizzie licked her finger. “Did you even have time to appreciate my efforts to make you feel good between all the laughter?” she asked as she ran that same finger over Veronica’s slit, making her shriek.
“Oh God, yes!” Veronica’s hips twitched, though it was unclear if she was trying to get away or leaning into Lizzie’s touches. “Please, I can’t take it anymore. I’ll die for real if you keep teasing me. You have no idea how much I need it right now.”
Steph chuckled, unmoved by Veronica’s pleas. “You keep telling us that we have no idea. Maybe it’s time to stop underestimating us. We’re your best friends, we know exactly how you feel. We’re just also having far too much fun seeing you suffer. And don’t tell me you’d act any differently in our place.”
“No, I wouldn’t,” Veronica admitted. “But please, at least tell me how long I still have. That was hour six now, right? We’ve never had a stream this long.”
“Yes, but we also never had this many viewers. Or such generous ones,” Steph told her. “And not knowing the timer is part of the challenge. But since you asked so nicely, I’ll tell you that you’ve got more than an hour left still. How much more is only up to chat, of course.”
Veronica whined in despair. If anything, letting her know this information had only been an additional cruelty. She groaned as she gnawed on her lip, and it looked as if she was fighting with herself, until she asked in such a low voice that I could barely hear her “Is that offer with the chili still up?”
“What was that?” Steph asked, though I was sure she’d understood it the first time around and just wanted to make sure it got through to the viewers. That, and/or she wanted to torment Veronica by making her double down on that proposal.
For a moment it looked as if Veronica got second thoughts, but her need won out over her self-preservation. “The thing with the chili. I’ll do it, if it means it’s over then.”
Lizzie walked up to Veronica. “Are you sure? Because that might just be worse than doing the rest of your time.” She kept the act up, speaking in that gleeful, almost mocking tone that made her come off as this sexy sadist. At the same time, though, she painted a little cross between Veronica’s collar bones with the tip of her finger.
For the viewers it would look like just another little tease of hers to show off that she was in total control, when it was actually one of the secret signs we had agreed on before the stream. Lizzie was asking Veronica if she was past her limits and needed out, or for a clear indication to the contrary. Veronica sounded pretty done, and no one would profit if she made a deal she couldn’t handle just so she could end the stream. If Veronica gave a drawn-out sigh, that would be our cue that we needed to set an exit strategy for her in motion.
But there was no sigh.
“I can’t imagine anything being worse than having you guys go at me for more than another hour. Or Mistress Cat, for that matter. No offense.” Veronica laughed. It was a tired, slightly unhinged laugh, but that glimmer in her eyes looked genuine. “I’m serious. If chat agrees, let’s do this. For science. I’m so fucking close, I wouldn’t be surprised if I could actually come just from you hurting me.”
“What an amazingly brave victim you are.” Lizzie bent down and placed a loving kiss on Veronica’s forehead, then turned to the others. “Of course we’d have to check with the viewers. That’s a lot of money we’re talking about. Though I for my part would argue that seeing you deal with a pussy on fire’s gotta be worth a lot. On that topic, though: Do we know if it’s actually safe to do this?”
Surprisingly it was Mel who answered. “I did some research after you brought it up. There’s some different opinions out there, and of course it depends strongly on what exactly you use, but as long as you don’t go for these crazy hot peppers that you can’t even touch with your bare hands, it should actually be safe. Which doesn’t mean that it’s not absolutely brutal, mind you.
“Again, there’s lots of different reports with varying results, but they all pretty much agree that once the burning starts, there’s little you can do about it. Like, there’s some suggestions for things that might help, but with an emphasis on ‘might’. Basically, that’s a kind of play with no safeword. If it gets too much, we can help out with hugs and cuddles, but the only thing that actually helps with the burn is to wait for it to stop on its own. And depending on who you ask and what you use, there’s a wide scale of answers for how long it takes. It might be just ten to twenty minutes, but lots of people said they felt it on and off again for hours after the fact. So I wouldn’t bet on it being a quick affair.”
Veronica’s eyes had opened wide as she took all that in. Once again, gaining more information had only put an even bigger mental burden on her. In this case, though, she absolutely needed to hear it. It was her body she was putting on the line here, and such a decision had to be as informed as possible.
Other than that, it seemed like Mel’s little lecture had also done wonders for marketing, as Steph told us. “No pressure or anything, and I haven’t done an official poll yet, but just from the vibes I’m getting, I’d say people agree that getting such a spicy finish is worth cutting the stream short. Especially since we don’t have that much time left anyway.”
It was a little white lie that I couldn’t fault her for. Yes, compared to the six hours of pure time on the clock, the remaining one and a half hours weren’t all that much. On the other hand it wouldn’t remain “just” one and a half hours if we kept the show going. Even though the donations were slowing down at this late hour, there was a realistic chance of us going over eight hours on the timer. Also, the currently remaining time was worth over six thousand bucks, a staggering amount of money, enough that it would have paid for the first four hours of the stream. The cost scaling over time was putting in a lot of work here.
On the other other hand, we were talking about something pretty hardcore that our viewers wouldn’t easily find anywhere else in the world of lewd streamers. That had to be worth something and should make it a fair trade for an hour or two featuring “more of the same”.
Of course all that was only hypothetical so far, although Veronica surprised as all when she confidently declared “Fuck it! If you found so many reports of people doing it, then there’s no reason I can’t do it as well. Bring it on!”
After that it didn’t take long to make it official. Steph’s quick poll showed that a whopping eighty percent of the viewers were in favor of the idea. She deleted the global timer and stopped the main donation channel, though she opened a new one like she’d down for Lizzie, in case people wanted to show some monetary appreciation for Veronica’s sacrifice. Then we were pretty much ready to go.
Lizzie sent me into the kitchen to get one of our chili peppers. They were her homegrown ones and packed quite a punch in my humble opinion, though they were a far cry from the kinds used by the real spice fanatics. If we used it carefully, we should definitely be on the safe side, though I still winced at the mere thought of getting that stuff into such a tender area.
In addition to the chili I brought a glass of yogurt. It was for emergency use only, since mixing food stuff and vaginas was always dicey business (technically a chili pepper is also food stuff, but out of all the things to worry about when handling it so intimately, infections shouldn’t be one of them). However, that stuff should help at least a little bit, so if Veronica was absolutely desperate for something to ease the pain, it might be worth the risk.
“One more thing,” Mel said as I put the yogurt down. “We need the liquid in the chili pepper for this, so you’ll have to cut it open first.”
That made total sense, but of course I hadn’t thought to bring a knife. As I looked around for a suitable tool, Steph solved the problem in her own way. She plucked the chili from my hand and bit off its lower half.
At first she managed to keep her smug grin as she chewed it down, but it didn’t take long for her face to get a red tint. She plunged her hand into the glass of yogurt, sighing in bliss as she licked it off her fingers. “Phew! Can confirm, that’s the good stuff!”
Lizzie gently trailed her fingers along Veronica’s body as she stepped around her, settling in between her legs. “Of course. Only the best stuff for our best girl,” she said, putting her hand on Veronica’s pussy. “And our best girl needs to be prepared. If we wanna do this experiment properly, we’ll have to get you right to the edge first.”
“Not like you’ll have to do much there.” Veronica couldn’t hide that her nerves were getting the better of her, but she managed to keep up the confident act. Her words were the absolute truth, though. The moment Lizzie started moving her thumb, Veronica was already groaning again.
Lizzie took it slow, using only that single finger to ramp up the pleasure. Her thumb slid all over Veronica’s slick pussy, making sure that every part of her would feel good without risking to build her up too quickly. But after so many hours of teasing it didn’t matter how slowly and carefully she went.
Veronica’s body tensed up as she approached the edge. Lizzie backed away, only to continue a couple of seconds later, a little faster even. “Be a good girl and hold the edge for me. When you absolutely can’t do it anymore, give the signal. The signal being that you beg for the chili. Mistress Cat, get ready!”
I stepped closer. With the limited space between Veronica’s legs, this inevitably brought me into what was basically a tight embrace with Lizzie. She, too, was sweaty from all the action, but unlike me who had cooled off during the nap, her skin was radiating heat like she was a sexy furnace. I tried not to get too detracted by her alluring presence and concentrated on the work of her fingers.
Not that this was any less alluring. Lizzie’s thumb was absolutely soaked in Veronica’s juices. She rubbed it in small circles over Veronica’s clit, her other hand pulling at the top of Veronica’s pussy to make sure that sensitive nub was as bare and vulnerable as could be.
I had to give it to Veronica, she gave it her all till the very end. It was all too clear that she could have long since exploded if only she’d allowed herself to, but even though the frustration had to be absolutely killing her, she stayed strong and fought to deny herself the release she craved so badly. For a good minute she panted heavily, hands clenched into fists, toes crunched up, the tension within her palpable, until her willpower and control over her body reached their breaking point.
“The chili! Please,” she cried out with the same urgency that she’d yelled “Close!” so many times tonight. Only that this time her voice shook with nervous anticipation. Still, she’d made it very clear that she was going to see this through, and I fully trusted her judgment.
Lizzie kept Veronica’s clit exposed to give me the best possible target. That poor thing was bright red from all the abuse and swollen to at least twice its usual size. And yet its torment was far from over. I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t feel a little bad for her as I dabbed the chili’s open side against that tortured nub. This was cruelty on a level I’d never dared to mess around with so far.
But for the same reason I also felt a rush of pure exhilaration that blew even my lingering tiredness away. This was what I’d always wanted to do, the reason I hadn’t run away when the gang had first approached me with their naughty proposal. There was nothing hotter than having another woman willingly submitting to me, allowing me to do the most gloriously terrible things to her, and the knowledge that no matter how intense things might get, deep down she was enjoying it at least as much as I did.
For a second or so it seemed as if nothing was happening. Veronica kept moaning and panting, hanging right on the edge, but nothing indicated that the chili poking into her clit was any worse than Lizzie’s finger had been. Just to make sure I wasn’t doing anything wrong I pressed down a little harder and wiggled the chili, making its open edge scrape across Veronica’s clit.
The copious amounts of her own wetness must have given her a little buffer, but the moment she started feeling something, it became one hundred percent clear that it had worked. Her moans turned into frantic screams and she started thrashing against her bonds with a strength I wouldn’t have expected her to still be capable of. I quickly put the chili away. Any further exposure to its spicy secretion would only make it take longer for the effect to wear off, and I didn’t want to be responsible if Veronica wasn’t able to sleep tonight due to the burn. That would be cruelty of a decidedly not fun kind.
I’d definitely gotten enough of the stuff on her already. Veronica’s clit turned even redder right in front of our eyes and it started twitching wildly as the blood pulsated through it. Veronica herself was still thrashing about, cursing and begging whenever she had the breath for it between her desperate howls. It was clear that she was in pure agony, but it was just as clear that the experiment had been a failure, because she was definitely not having an orgasm.
We should have planned our next step, decided if we’d simply show mercy and help Veronica out with our fingers, or if we should maybe risk a little more of the chili. However, thinking was hard when we were both utterly transfixed by Veronica’s torment.
Fresh tears glistened in the corners of her eyes as she threw her head around, her eyes wide open and her mouth twisted in pain. Sweat broke out all over her skin, mixing with the last sticky remains of my previous orgasms. She was such an absolute mess, and she was also the most beautiful she’d ever been.
These were the moments a masochist and a sadist lived for. Not too long ago I would have gotten afraid, balked at seeing my actions pushing someone to their very limits and beyond. But I’d learned to recognize the signs, and while Veronica was definitely regretting ever agreeing to this, her eyes were still shining.
These weren’t the broken eyes of someone who’d resigned themselves to their suffering and was just waiting for it to be over. In the most twisted way she was still enjoying herself. She might be crying, might be screaming, might be sweating from pain, but I knew that she’d think back fondly on this moment for a long time to come, that she’d be grateful that I’d enabled her to have such an intense experience. Most normal people might not get it, might shake their heads at the idea that anyone could enjoy this, both to have it done to you or to do it to someone else. But if being normal meant that we’d never experience this kind of joy, then I’d gladly chose to be abnormal any single time, and I knew that the entire gang agreed with me there.
An ice-cold shock in my back threw me out of my trance and made me jump. Once I’d gotten over my near heart attack, I realized that Steph had taken the ice dildo back out. Thinking back I was pretty sure that she’d tried to get my attention in less drastic ways, but when tapping my shoulder hadn’t worked, she’d solved the problem in a characteristically Steph way.
She didn’t need to say anything. After what had happened the first time I’d used that thing, there was no question that she’d found the perfect tool to finish this with. Fire and ice. Poor Veronica would get her orgasm, but she’d have to let us drag her through hell for it.
There was no reason to delay or take it slow. I shoved the icy rod into her. Once again I was sure that her screams peaked the microphone, but I didn’t care. Her body already started spasming violently, and this time there was no signal to stop. Just the opposite. Veronica’s scream turned into an ear-rendering roar as I moved the dildo within her, making her body shake even more violently.
It definitely was an orgasm, but none like I’d ever seen before. Veronica kept screaming all the way through. It sounded like screams of pain, but every time she sucked in air she had this characteristic hitching breath of someone experiencing an absolutely earth-shattering climax. She bumped her head against the padded bench as she kept spasming, her hard, glistening abs making her look even more beautiful.
My fingers hurt from holding on to the ice, but I gladly shared at least this tiniest bit of her pain. And it also made it so much fun to poke at her burning clit with my frozen fingertips and revel in the fresh screams that triggered. Fresh screams, and fresh waves of tension ripping through her. That had to be so fucking exhausting, but while Veronica’s screams got hoarse over time, she kept shaking in the claws of this violent, pain-fueled orgasm.
I had no idea how long it went on. Several minutes at least. When the spasms finally died down and I pulled the icy dildo out for good, Veronica collapsed back against the bench, her breath coming in flat bursts that sounded like she was sobbing and giggling at the same time. I bent over her to make her feel that I was there for her. If not for the mask and my need to stay anonymous, I would have already kissed her face all over and told her how absolutely amazing she’s been.
Like the good girls they were, Lizzie and Mel took over for me. They embraced Veronica from both sides, the three of us all but smothering her with out love, and they kept whispering sweet nothings into her ears to help her find back from the agonizing intensity of the climax into the cozy reality of having everyone adore her for her bravery.
Steph stayed back to keep the show going. She flirted with the viewers for a bit longer, thanked them for all their support, and in general wrapped the stream up nicely. Before we logged off, she asked Veronica for some last words. Officially because the star of the show should thank all the viewers as well, but I guess the main motivation was to show everyone that Veronica was okay after everything that had happened.
While she was visibly exhausted as all hell, Veronica managed a genuine smile as she thanked the viewers for their generosity, and all of us for making this the best Edgathon ever. “And most of all, of course, I thank Mistress Cat,” she concluded. “Thank you so much for joining us today. I might not have sounded like it at times, but I had an absolute blast, and you were so amazing. Truly the best evil Mistress anyone could ever ask for.”
I was glad that Steph turned the stream off soon after so I could finally rip the mask off and give Veronica all the kisses she deserved. “You’re the best,” I told her, now all but lying on top of her in my attempt to be as close to her as possible. “The absolutely bestest girl ever. I love you so much!”
“Love you, too,” Veronica said with a little giggle as she kissed me back.
“How are you feeling?” Lizzie asked from the side. “Does it still burn?”
“Oh fuck, yes.” Veronica laughed maniacally. “Burns like a bitch. But it would’ve done that anyway after all that teasing and edging. I’m not sure how much of it’s the chili. That thing certainly packed a punch in the moment, but I think you didn’t properly get the juices out or something. It was definitely less bad than expected.”
“Do you think you would have come if we’d spiced you up properly?” Lizzie asked.
Veronica laughed again. “Honestly? Yes. A hundred times yes. But I’m so glad that you didn’t, or I’d still be screaming. Maybe we can play around with that stuff again, but definitely not at one in the morning after, what, eight hours of action?”
“Yep, eight hours,” I confirmed and placed another adoring kiss on her forehead. “That was crazy. I would’ve never survived anything like it. I got two half hours of real action myself, and then I was so done that I needed a nap.”
“Both those were some crazy hot half hours,” Steph said. She’d joined the slightly cramped cuddle pile after making sure everything was turned off. “And pretty lucrative ones. We raised almost 25k tonight. That’s crazy. And I’m pretty sure the early end actually made us more money all things considered. You were such a pretty sight there at the end, people emptied their pockets for you.”
“Glad to hear that it was worth it.” Veronica laughed. “Not that it wouldn’t have been worth it anyway. I totally mean it: That was amazing from beginning to end. But I’m afraid the proper thanks and talking has to wait for tomorrow. I’m not sure I can even make it to the shower before I pass out.”
“Don’t worry, we’ll carry you if need be.” I rolled off Veronica. Mel was already opening all the straps to get her free.
After some time and with a lot of help Veronica managed to get up, and together we made it to the shower. None of us had much energy left, and as soon as we were clean and dry enough, we all collapsed into the nest of several mattresses that constituted our shared bed in this apartment.
I already knew that we’d spend the entire day tomorrow talking through everything that had happened, and I couldn’t wait to share my experiences with the others, and in turn hear their sides of the story. I especially needed to share this big glowing ball of pride within me. I’d absolutely nailed my role as Mistress Cat, and even looking back with a clear head, I didn’t regret anything I’d done, not even getting naked and orgasming in front of thousands of people. If anything, the thought only got me hot again. I hoped that we’d find a way to work me into more of these streams.
For now, though, I happily cuddled up to the others and we drifted into a much needed sleep. Whatever the future might bring, I couldn’t thank the gang enough for letting me become a part of their life, and for allowing me to become the truest version of myself.
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