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		Hannah's Torment

		

		I busied myself flicking through the hotel magazine while Danielle showered and dressed for her important meeting. I stayed in bed, remaining out of Danielle's way as my mistress nestled a large cup of coffee out on the sun-drenched balcony, skimming the presentation on her laptop. Danielle is not what I'd call a morning person. In fact, she could be downright vindictive if I spoke out of hand before she had drunk at least two cups of coffee. I knew from experience what that could mean. I may be her current favourite, but that wouldn't stop Mistress from giving me a sound thrashing with some implement or other, and believe me, Danielle always had something to hand with which to make my bottom sore. Like the time she beat me with a wooden spoon in a friend's kitchen.

		

		Certain Danielle had finished in the bathroom I crept out of bed and ran myself a hot, luxurious bath, putting in plenty of scented spa salts. The hotel magazine had highlighted some places of interest in the city worth a visit, so I was ready for a lazy morning to myself, sightseeing or perhaps doing a little shopping - become an anonymous tourist and blend into the crowd. It had been a busy few weeks, my life changing almost beyond recognition since Danielle had walked into my life, and I relished the opportunity to re-examine my relationship with Nick, my husband, in light of what had happened. I wasn't sure what I was going to do. I felt guilty about deceiving him, yet equally I knew that I couldn't live without Danielle.

		

		Could I come clean and tell him about my secret lesbian life? After all, some men would relish the idea of seeing their wife with another woman, especially given the opportunity of participating. I thought about that for a while. No, that wouldn't work. During my transition, Danielle had forced me to have sex with other men as a test of my loyalty. If my infidelity was just about the sex I may get away with bluff and bravado, perhaps try to convince him that I needed more than he could offer me. Yet, knowing Nick, how could he accept me after what I had done, what I would probably do again should my mistress command me?

		

		Yet the truth was that engaging in sex with other men wasn't about sex in the same way as my husband considered sex — loving sex. Sex with them was just a means to an end.

		

		How could I explain that which I had only discovered myself so recently? Explain to Nick that I need a strong woman to dominate me. My experiences with Danielle have taken me to greater heights of ecstasy than I ever thought possible. I need to be with a woman to feel complete. Danielle's domination helps to define me.

		

		The choice is simple in my mind. All my life I have struggled to compete with those around me. My family, my friends, my colleagues, even Nick. I was confused and lacking direction before I met Danielle. What was I supposed to be? What was I supposed to do once I had finished my education, found a decent job and married? Was this it?

		

		When Danielle picked me out of the crowd, I was scared and flattered at the same time. This woman had the audacity to make plain to everyone that she wanted me, and she never gave up fighting until she had made me hers. She turned me into a love-doll for her own gratification.

		

		Danielle made no pretence of what I meant to her. I was hers to do with as she pleased. And I love her for lifting me out of the mundane. The clarity has shifted a heavy burden from my shoulders. Life can be simple, she told me. Sometimes a person like me is better off belonging to someone else, to become an object, a possession.

		

		Danielle's call broke my reverie. When I came out of the bathroom, Danielle eyed me suspiciously. "Going somewhere?" she asked, looking down on me as I sat on the bed to buckle my shoes.

		

		"I thought I'd do a little sightseeing while you were at your meeting." I answered cheerily. The gloom I felt previously lifted somewhat by my contemplation in the bath. At least I had my thoughts in order.

		

		"Did you now!" she said tartly, "I'm not letting you go gallivanting off while I'm stuck in some stuffy meeting with a bunch of condescending arse-holes. You are meant to be my assistant, after all."

		

		"You want me to go with you?" I looked up at her pleadingly, hoping my disappointment would be obvious to her. I needed to get outside, if only to chase away the remaining gremlins lurking in my mind.

		

		"No, not come with me." Danielle stared at me expressionless and for a moment, I thought that my mistress was going to repent and give me the day off.

		

		"Please Danielle; I don't want to be left on my own in this room all day." Her expression suddenly changed and I knew that I had made a mistake. Her benevolence quickly left when she detected the pleading in my voice. My pleading had struck a chord in Danielle and I could almost see the cogs in her mind turning as she considered me for a while.

		

		"Bring me that bag over there, the black one," she ordered. I obeyed and retrieved the bag for her then stood silently as she unpacked its contents. Inside appeared to be several coils of red cord.

		

		"Arms up!" she ordered, and I obeyed without thought of what she was going to do.

		

		I watched as she wrapped the cord around my exposed chest several times, tied a loop around the back and wrapped the cord around me several more times. She inspected her handiwork and satisfied tugged on the loose end sharply. The chord tightened around me significantly and I felt the skin around my chest protest as the coils rubbed, squashed and sandwiched my breasts into a grotesques pyramid of distorted flesh.

		

		The ends of my breasts stuck out between the two coils like two miniature tits, my nipples jutting forward. The rope was rough against me, and the coarseness of the cord bit deep into my freshly washed skin. I could already see my flesh pale from its natural colour and in short order, my teats turned blue with the restricted circulation.

		

		I was about to protest my discomfort when Danielle cut me short with another tug of the chord. I winced in pain as my breasts were constrained further, the fleshy ends trapped in a vice like grip. I looked at her pleadingly. She didn't have to do this — not today. Her face was cold and hard however.

		

		I had never seen Danielle like this before. I suppose the pressure of the meeting was getting to her and I was her obvious target — her whipping girl. She reached into the bag and produced two clips of some kind. I had never seen anything like them before but I was soon to find out their purpose as she snapped one onto my right nipple.

		

		I cried out in anguish and tears welled in my eyes. Her expression softened slightly as she studied my face, but did not dissipate for long. An element of lust replaced her anger. I could see the familiar signs in her eyes. She attached the other clamp to my left nipple, this time easing the jaws into place with more precision. The pain, although less intense than the first brought more tears to my eyes.

		

		The tears brought a smile to Danielle's face. I could see her eyes brighten and knew that my discomfort was turning her on. What was she playing at? Surely, she didn't have time to mess with me before what was perhaps the most important meeting of her career. Obviously, business wasn't on her mind at that particular moment.

		

		Danielle led me to the bed and indicated for me to lie down. She tied my arms to the headboard. Again, I watched silently as she raised first one leg and then the other, bending them at my knees to tie my ankles to my thighs. Finally, she looped the cord around each knee and tied them to the corresponding elbow. She stood and looked down at me.

		

		I can only image that I looked rather like a trussed turkey, legs raised and spread. I was acutely aware that my sex was open and exposed to her gaze. Despite my discomfort, my lewd posture was exciting me and I could feel the cool draft of the air conditioned room dance across my wetness.

		

		"You look magnificent," she said, before bending down to kiss my pussy. Her lips felt warm and soft against my labia and I hoped that she had changed her mind about the meeting and was intending to stay and punish me with her tongue. No chance! Danielle straightened and I knew that she intended to go.

		

		Already my nipples throbbed from the pressure of the clamps. I was struggling to come to terms with the reality that Danielle had decided to leave me trussed like this for the rest of the day. I panicked. Who would untie me if I needed to use the bathroom?

		

		"Stay," I uttered pathetically. I was less concerned about the pain in my breasts and willing to remain bound as long as Danielle stayed to enjoy my torment, or at least witness my discomfort first hand.

		

		"I can't my sweet, but at least I can take this image with me and know that you will eagerly await my return!" She smiled to herself knowingly. "I'll only be gone a few hours — probably, but I'll leave Mr Buzz to keep you company!"

		

		Mr Buzz?

		

		Danielle picked up the bag and produced a long vibrator with a big ball end. She took great care in strapping the device securely to one of my thighs in such a way that the ball lay directly over my clitoris. Danielle flicked the switch and the ball started to vibrate with a low hum. The vibrations immediately sent a wave of pleasure through my pussy as my clitoris responded to the stimulation.

		

		The direct stimulation was intense and Danielle laughed as my eyes widened somewhat theatrically to the induced pleasure. Had she planned this little game all along? She knew that I had responsive nipples and an extremely sensitive clitoris.

		

		My mind reeled with the dual stimuli of pain and pleasure. She can't leave me like this all day, surely. No one could withstand such sweet torture!

		

		Yet she clearly intended to.

		

		Mistress reached into the black bag and removed the final item. I could see that the object was the red ball gag. She leaned over and kissed me fully on the mouth, a faint smell of my own sex lingering on her lips. Then she slowly, deliberately, inserted the gag into my mouth and secured the straps at the back of my head.

		

		It took a moment for me to regulate my breathing through my nose, the feat not aided by my rising excitement and the swallowing of my breath. I watched as she gathered her briefcase and handbag and collected her thoughts at the door. Danielle turned and gave me one last smile before opening the door and leaving me to my plight.

		

		As soon as she had vacated the room, I screamed a muffled protest into the gag and struggled against my restraints in a vain effort to free myself, but to no avail.

		

		Slowly, my screams turned into a different sound as I reached an orgasm probably before the elevator had reached the ground floor!

		

		I lost track of the time and the number of my orgasms as my so-called punishment progressed. I quickly learnt to first love and then to hate my tormentor, Mr Buzz, as Danielle had called the vibrator. Typical of Danielle that my punishment, harsh as it seemed to me at the time of her departure, was in fact more wicked than I had first imagined. For built into the vibrator was a timing device that turned the machine on and off at random intervals.

		

		The first time the vibrator switched off I was eternally grateful for the respite as my poor clitoris was becoming bruised and sore with the constant attention. The room was eerily quiet without the constant humming, the enforced silence serving only to draw attention to the insistent pressure on my clamped nipples.

		

		The pain in my breasts although warm and stimulating during the several times that I had already reached orgasm, seemed cold and harsh after my excitement had depleted and passed. I feared that after such harsh treatment they would never be as responsive again. The more I thought about them the more focused the pain appeared, until I could think of nothing else.

		

		When the vibrations unexpectedly restarted, it was with some surprise and no little relief that my mind diverted to the new stimulation. Soon my pussy was responding to the stimulation and I could once again feel my juices run into my bottom crack, trickle beyond my rear hole to pool on the sheets below. I closed my eyes and let the growing warmth flow from my pussy, revelling in the fact that my excitement grew with little effort on my part.

		

		Soon my excitement had grown to new heights and I could feel the tension build within me. I knew that it wouldn't be long before I reached orgasm yet again, and as the inevitable approached, I grew impatient with the constant slow build up and willed Mr Buzz to get on with the job.

		

		Still he plodded on, bringing me ever closer to the edge at his own predetermined pace. Closer… Closer… I was almost there. Yes… And then the little fucker stopped. I lifted my head and looked down at the vibrator incredulously, bucking my hips as much as I could in a vain attempt to get the thing working again. Come on you bastard! I yelled frustratingly into the gag.

		

		No amount of bucking on my part would induce the vibrator to start. I felt cheated. I willed my excitement to ebb for the sake of my sanity only for Mr Buzz to start its torment moments after I had finally reached a calm state. The unexpected stimulus so soon after my disappointment sent a shock-wave through my pussy and I involuntary let out a small squirt of urine as the vibrations sent me over the edge and crashing into my next orgasm.

		

		*****

		

		The morning continued in much the same vein with equal amounts of exquisite pleasure and frustrating anguish until the two became blurred, until my mind could barely distinguish between the two anymore. Nor did I care. They say there is a fine line between genius and madness, pain and pleasure and that morning I walked a tightrope between the two.

		

		The pain in my breasts and nipples became a pleasant distraction when the enforced attention of Mr Buzz on my clitoris was too much to bear. I cried and sang out at both in equal measure. The most intense pleasure followed dull pain and the greatest pain followed the supreme pleasure.

		

		I was lost in this world of in-between when the door opened and the housemaid walked into the room.

		

		I hardly noticed her presence so brief was her visit. She shouted her apology and left as quickly as she had entered. I tried to call her back, not caring that Danielle had left me lewdly exposed, but the best I could manage was a muffled plea. As the housemaid left, Mr Buzz started up and derided me with his humming taunt. Yet another cycle had begun.

		

		Pain or pleasure, I was past caring which.

		

		Sometime later, the door opened again and I was vaguely aware of the presence of someone else in the room. Whoever had entered was staying out of my limited field of vision.

		

		"Danielle?" I tried to shout hopefully. I heard the intruder shuffling around the room for some time, but still that person did not speak. Eventually I saw him — a short, middle-aged man in a faded grey suit. He came and stood next to the bed and looked down on me with lust filled eyes. I could see the bulge in his trousers as he shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot.

		

		He stood there for a while, a myriad expressions passing across his gaunt features as if he was contemplating what to do, yet nervous of following up on his actions. When he eventually looked me in the eye, I knew what he intended. It was obvious from the leer on his face and his hard erection.

		

		I struggled against my bounds but that only served to excite him further, so I stopped and glared at him, hoping my look alone would scare him away. How could Danielle have left me in such a vulnerable position?

		

		"Mademoiselle, my name is Alfred, the hotel manager. One of my staff reported that there was an anomaly with this room, so I contacted Madam Baxter. She explained the situation to me." He grinned down knowingly and his leer made my skin crawl. Once again, how could Danielle do this to me?

		

		"I of course, was shocked by her admission, after all we run a respectable hotel I informed her. Madam Baxter also explained that she was at an important meeting and asked for my cooperation in keeping this private matter… private. After some consideration I have of course agreed, after all, System Enterprises is an important client of ours."

		

		From the look of the scruffy man, I suspected that he would have accepted nothing less than a substantial bribe for his discretion. I wondered what Danielle had promised him in return. Alfred paused and eyed my exposed sex, red and puffy following hours of stimulation and my stomach turned. I suddenly had a sneaking suspicion of what she had offered him.

		

		I suddenly felt exposed and degraded, yet I was helpless to resist. On cue, Mr Buzz traitorously started vibrating and I was so on edge that I involuntary closed my eyes and let out a moan with the renewed stimulation. I cursed under my breath as the familiar electricity built deep within me. I was about to climax in front of this horrible little man, and soon!

		

		As the morning progressed, I was reaching orgasm more and more easily. Now it was taking only a few moments of stimulation. On this occasion, the vibrations stopped and not for the first time that morning I simultaneously cursed in frustration, yet was thankful of not being further degraded in front of Alfred. I opened my eyes and saw him stare at the device with fascination.

		

	
		

		My excitement had obviously excited him for he was blatantly feeling his cock through his trousers. He looked at me and continued from where he had left off.

		

		"Madam Baxter was grateful for my cooperation. In return, she said that I could have anything in her room. Anything!"

		

		He looked directly at me, gauging my reaction. If he was expecting me to look scared, he was sorely disappointed. I had already guessed the price of his cooperation and knew that it was I, not Danielle who was going to pay! This grubby little man was going to take me anyway he pleased and there was little, if anything I could do to deter him.

		

		To be honest, I was past caring. The constant attention of Mr Buzz had served only to make me want more than my little tormentor could offer. The device started buzzing in protest at my derision and I imagined the frequency of the vibrations increase as if the vibrator was determined to show me otherwise.

		

		Grubby little Alfred undid his trousers and smiled in smug satisfaction as I pushed my hips towards the vibrator in defiance.

		

		"There was however, one proviso. Madam Baxter said that I could have anything as long as you didn't protest otherwise," Alfred admitted, not looking quite so smug.

		

		He dropped his underwear and his cock sprang into view, erect and hard but disappointingly small. I groaned more in disappointment than in pleasure, but he interpreted otherwise. "Do you protest mademoiselle?" I groaned into my gag. For fuck sake get on with it! Of course, I don't protest! I would have fucked the Devil if he had walked into the room. In fact, the way I felt at that moment, I would have fucked the Devil and all his minions.

		

		Alfred smiled and climbed onto the bed. "I thought not!" he mumbled.

		

		I felt Alfred's hands on my sex. His fingers felt surprisingly cool on my burning pussy and I almost climaxed at his first touch. It felt good to have something other than the hard plastic vibrator touching me. I groaned once more into the gag as he traced a line from my wet labia to my anus with his finger. This time I groaned in pleasure. Then without hesitation, he pushed the digit into my rear hole, using my own wetness for lubrication.

		

		Deeper and deeper his finger went, sliding in easily until he had the full length of the digit within me. The wonderful invasion was too much after no human contact and I climaxed immediately, clenching on his finger with all the force I could muster. Alfred held still while my body shuddered against him, then when I was done he started to rhythmically push his finger in and out of my rear hole, slowly fucking my arse at a slow leisurely pace, each time almost withdrawing completely before reinserting the digit fully.

		

		His action was unexpected and had the effect of driving me wild with pleasure. I had expected him to ride me quickly for his own gratification with little regard for me. However, I was totally lost to the grubby man as his finger worked its magic in my rear entrance. My nipples still ached and throbbed and Mr Buzz was desperately working my clitoris, but my whole body centred on Alfred. I was his to do with as he pleased.

		

		There was no question of that as a second finger moved to my rear entrance. I shifted uneasily, moaning as the second digit joined the first, slipped inside me and ventured deeper. My eyes widened in disbelief as a third joined with them moments later to fill me. Normally, I wouldn't have given shabby little Alfred the time of day. Now though, he was fucking my arse with three fingers so had my full attention!

		

		Rather than offer a muffled protest I mentally willed him to increase his tempo. My breathing became shallow and I knew that I was going to climax again.

		

		Alfred sensed my urgency and started to pump the fingers in and out at an increased rate. I looked down and saw him wanking furiously and realised that he did not intend to fuck me, but was going to shoot his load over my lewdly exposed pussy. The disgusting thought only served to excite me further and I bucked my hips towards him as far as my restraints would allow in an effort to feel him against me.

		

		He spurted and I watched as his spunk shot through the air and landed in great blobs on my pussy and lower stomach. He pumped his fingers wildly in my arse as he climaxed taking me once more to the edge and when I felt him wipe the end of his sticky cock against my parted cunt lips, I too came, shuddering and vainly grinding my sex against his softening manhood.

		

		I lay back physically exhausted and aware of the emptiness as he withdrew his fingers from me. I could feel the cool air of the room on my distended anus and the drip of his spunk as some ran down the crevice of my bottom and clung to my rear entrance.

		

		Alfred quickly dressed and after using the bathroom left me as he had found me, spread and exposed on the bed. Only after he had gone did I come to my senses and realised with a sense of despair that the little bastard had left Mr Buzz switched on!

		

		*****

		

		By the time Danielle returned, Mr Buzz had well and truly chastised me! When she entered the room, I almost wept with relief. However, my joy at seeing her was short lived as she ignored me completely and went to the mini bar to pour herself a drink. She sat by the balcony, kicked off her shoes and undid the top buttons of her blouse. She gave a sigh of relief and drew deep breaths of the cooling late afternoon air. She didn't speak or look in my direction.

		

		It was only after she had finished her drink, at some leisure I may add, that she paid any attention to me. The first thing she noticed was the drying spunk on my pussy and tummy, then noticing my distended anus she touched the entrance gently with a fingertip and looking into my eyes raised her eyebrows quizzically.

		

		"My poor baby!" she said, unable to keep the mocking tone out of her voice. It was true that Alfred's fingering of my back passage had left me a little sore, but not as much as that bloody vibrator. I feared that my poor battered clitoris would ever respond to direct contact again. Danielle turned off Mr Buzz, but the life had long since drained from its batteries. Thankfully, I had managed to snatch some snippets of sleep during the day.

		

		"Well, you'll be pleased to hear that the meeting went well and we have the rest of the weekend to do as we please. I'll take you somewhere nice to celebrate, shall I?"

		

		Do as you fucking please, I thought sarcastically. Yet, my anger had dissipated long before Danielle's return. I had even forgiven her for giving Alfred free rein with my body. I recalled how the grubby little man had used my bottom. Despite my revulsion, his visit had been the highlight of the morning. And Danielle's voice seemed truly conciliatory.

		

		"Let me wipe this awful mess from you," she said, taking a tissue from the bedside cabinet and dabbing at Alfred's spent seed.

		

		I winced as she pressed down on my swollen labia. All I wanted her to do was untie me so that I could have a long soothing bath. I was more embarrassed that I had urinated a little earlier, not being able to hold my bladder any longer, than by Alfred's wasted seed. I mentally added wetting myself to the list of tortures I had endured during the course of the day.

		

		I had only intended to release the pressure building in my bladder but the sight of my urine spurting up and falling back onto my aroused pussy was curiously erotic so I repeated the action during one of Mr Buzz's onslaughts, the disgusting distraction bringing me rapidly to climax.

		

		I would never have thought that such a lewd act would have such a dramatic effect on me, but even now, the image sent a tingle through me, a measure of how far my standards had fallen since becoming Danielle's lover.

		

		Danielle untied my legs and my muscles screamed in protest as I tried to straighten my legs. I rolled onto my side and closed my legs for the first time since Danielle had left that morning. The feeling of my thighs touching felt strange and heavy as one pressed down on the other. Danielle untied my arms and they too felt strangely weightless.

		

		Danielle left me and went into the bathroom to bathe and change out of her suit. After about twenty minutes, the tension in my body had almost gone. All that remained bound was my breasts, which out of sheer lethargy, I hadn't freed. I wasn't certain that Danielle would allow me to without her permission, so I waited.

		

		When she returned she lay on the bed next to me and stroked my hair, brushing the loose ends away from my face. She kissed me deeply, teasing my tongue with her own. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she wanted me but was holding back. I smiled and taking her hand, I placed it on my squashed right breast. My whole body felt bruised and battered, yet I would still willingly give myself to her.

		

		She released the clamp on my nipple and I cried out as the sudden release and rush of blood was more painful than the constraining tightness had been. She immediately placed her mouth over the sore nipple, massaging it with her moist lips until without registering the transition I noticed nothing but the heightened pleasure of her caressing lips. Danielle repeated the process with the other nipple and I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feel of her tongue dancing over the sensitive tips of my breasts.

		

		After a time, I gently pushed her away and went to work on her own extended nipples with my mouth and tongue. She lay back and let me do my work, as I was honour bound as her love-slave. I was eager to please her, to make up for my previous failings.

		

		She watched, an amused expression on her face, as I took the free end of the cord and wrapped it around her breasts several times. She raised her back willingly as I fed the cord around her and pulled the ends tightly across her breasts until I had squashed them into a peak.

		

		I continued pulling until I had mashed our bound breasts together, our hardened nipples pressing into each other's flesh. Now I had bound us as one, a symbolic gesture I hoped she wouldn't miss. I presented the free end of the cord to her like a samurai surrendering his sword — another symbol of my submission and total devotion.

		

		Danielle gave the cord a tentative tug drawing me closer to her, the breath gently squeezed from my lungs as she did so. She had control of my body, of my life!

		

		I reached down and found her sex. She was wet with anticipation and for once, she played no games as she parted her thighs and allowed me to slip a finger between her distended lips. She moaned into my mouth sending tiny vibrations through my lips. I placed a second finger next to the first then gently pushed them both into her expectant pussy, cupping her pubis with the palm of my hand.

		

		I gently started to move them in and out, twisting them as I did so, finger fucking her the way I knew she liked it. She moaned again and her fingers brushed against my pussy. For a second I froze, as I feared she was reaching for my clitoris. Instead, her fingers gently explored the inner entrance to my sex.

		

		"Okay?" she whispered into my mouth. Was Danielle of all people asking for my permission?

		

		"Take me, take my cunt Danielle," I answered. "Make me yours. I need to feel you inside me!"

		

		Without further hesitation, she slipped her fingers inside me and we writhed together, finger fucking each other towards a slow, luxurious climax. As we both came close, we increased the tempo of our fucking, each egging the other on as we came ever near release. Then we were lost to each other, frantically pumping our fingers into each other's cunts as we raced towards orgasm. Each trusting our pelvis in wild abandon as we tried to impale ourselves deeper onto each other.

		

		Danielle tipped over the edge first, the muscles inside her cunt clamping on to my fingers as she crashed to an awe inspiring orgasm. As she thrashed against me, I continued to bludgeon her cunt wildly. In return, her fingers pumped into me and I followed her over the edge almost immediately. As we came in unison, Danielle bit my lip harshly and pulled the cord so tight I was fighting for breath.

		

		We lay for some time, bound tightly together, fingers still buried in each other as our hearts slowly stopped pounding and I drifted off into a blissful sleep.
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