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MY MISTAKE

    

   “That was a fantastic story Melissa” my husband Edward stated. 

   I glared first at him, and then at Melissa. I’d long suspected she was cheating with my husband at work. They were partners in the same law firm with their offices right next to each other. Many nights over the last few months he had needed to “work late” with Melissa on one case or another. 

   Working late on my husband, aren’t you bitch?

   “Didn’t you think that was a great story Constance?” He asked me while swigging down his fifth martini. 

   I looked around the room not wanting to answer. We were hosting a party for the law firm and I had spent all week preparing our home to entertain thirty guests. It irked me that Melissa would be one of them. 

   “It was an okay story, if you like that kind of thing” I replied disinterested.

   Edward put his hand on Melissa’s leg and informed the group that she was the best storyteller he had ever met. I had enough of their fawning and got up to mingle with a different group. While walking past Melissa I swayed my hip out discreetly and knocked the glass of red wine she was holding, spilling it all over her white dress. 

   Her dress looked horrendous, and I secretly rejoiced.

   “Oops, how clumsy of me” I insisted. 

   Melissa bolted to her feet and looked down at her dress in shock. She asked me where the bathroom was and I begrudgingly offered to show her. I led her to the upstairs bathroom and she slipped out of her messed up dress. 

   She is tall, standing five feet eleven, with long sandy blond hair that drapes down past her shoulders like a piece of fine silk. Her toned arms and shoulders highlighted large breasts and a torso that angled down to a perfectly shaped ass. I stared at her gorgeous body and hated her. 

   “Your dress looks really bad, I hope I didn’t ruin it.”

   “Oh don’t worry about it. It’s a party and accidents happen” she replied.

   Just then Edward opened the door, a new martini in his hand, and asked if everything was alright. He saw Melissa in her underwear and she grabbed the stained dress, covering herself with it quickly. For a brief moment I thought that I noticed them give each other a secret nod, and my anger began to boil. 

   Edward excused himself and closed the door awkwardly. Melissa sighed, and asked if I had anything she could wear for the rest of the evening. 

   “What was that nod you gave to my husband?” I inquired probingly.

   “What nod? I don’t know what you are talking about.”

   “He saw you in your underwear. The two of you looked at each other and secretly nodded.”

   “I really don’t know what you are talking about Constance. I didn’t nod at him, and I sure didn’t plan on him barging in on us.”

   “I don’t believe you.” My tone became more accusatory. “Why do you stay late so many nights with him at work? Am I supposed to believe you have so much important work to do together every night? I am not that stupid.”

   “I never implied you were stupid” she responded. “But I think you are being really paranoid about our relationship. Fooling around with Edward is the last thing on my mind. We are just good friends.”

   I felt sure that she was lying and became very angry. I don’t like to be played as the fool.

   “Friends with benefits you mean.” I scoffed. 

   “No, we are regular friends and I don’t like your accusations.”

   I lost my cool and slapped her home wrecking face, leaving a pink handprint on her cheek - proudly noting her beauty was tarnished by my vengeance. 

   “I can see you are confused so I will pretend that never happened. But don’t ever come at me again. By the way, keep your housewife dresses, they are not my style. I’d rather spend the rest of the party in the stained dress.”

   “How fitting to remain in the red stained dress” I mocked as she slipped the dress back on. She ignored my statement and walked past me and back to the party. 

   This is hilarious. The skank looks ridiculous in that messed up outfit.

   I went back downstairs and noticed Edward looked very drunk now. It was after midnight and many guests were gearing up to leave. Melissa walked over to my husband and struck up a conversation. A minute later they both burst out laughing. 

   They are laughing at me – I just know it.

   I stormed over to where they were standing and announced loudly, “This slut is fucking my husband so be careful ladies. Keep your eye on your man when she is around.” 

   The room grew silent and everyone turned to look at us awkwardly. Melissa began turned red. These were all of her coworkers and now she had been exposed. Edward staggered over to me and tried to clarify any misunderstanding I might have. He stuttered and slurred making no sense, finally giving up and returning to the bar for another drink. 

   The party broke up quickly after that, people said their goodbyes and began exiting in groups. After five minutes everyone had left except Melissa who helped my exceedingly bombed husband to a chair, where he passed out. I walked over with an ‘all’s fair in love and war’ attitude and got in her face.

   “Shouldn’t you be leaving now bitch” I hissed at her.

   “You know what is funny? I promised Edward that I would help you clean up afterwards. I hated the idea of you being stuck with all this work. I guess that was my mistake.”

   “You fucking made that offer to sneak into the shadows with him you whore.”

   “I have tolerated enough from you. I am leaving just to get away from your crazy ass” she stated firmly. 

   As she walked past me I grabbed her hair and pulled it hard, craning her neck backwards before releasing it. 

   “Don’t touch me. I won’t warn you again.”

   I slapped her in the same spot that I slapped her before while calling her a slut.

   She turned and slapped me back. I saw red and my anger exploded. I raised my hand to strike her again but she grabbed my arm before I could deliver the blow. I tried with my other hand and she also grabbed that arm. She was a foot taller than me and was able to hold me at bay, frustrating me immensely. I struggled hard against her grip but she was too strong for me to break it. 

   I refused to admit she is stronger than me – or admit she is better than me in any way. I kicked the point of my heel hard into her shin and she released me before buckling over in pain. I used this moment to slap her across the top of the head and she look up pissed. Before I knew what is happening she threw me down to the carpet and was on top of me. She straddled my stomach and held my arms down forcefully. 

   Furious that this skank had gained the upper hand I fought with all my might against her hold. She managed to keep me pinned and I dug down deep, mustering all the strength I could, and struggled harder. I managed to slightly unpin my arms while calling her every filthy name that popped into my mind. For a moment it appeared I might get free and I continued to struggle hard. After a minute of this it became clear I could not escape and I was forced to stop struggling out of sheer exhaustion. 

   I rested my arms and she pinned them on the carpet over my head. I was revolted at both her and my failure to escape. With words as my only means of attack I started repeating “legal whore” over and over. I could tell it was upsetting her and continued to repeat it mockingly. 

   Suddenly I saw stars. I never saw it coming, but she slapped me hard across the face, and it lit my fuse again. Before she could re-pin my hand I flailed my arm to slap her back, missing wildly. She pinned the arm again and laughed. I resumed my struggle and gave it everything I had, panting wildly, determined to escape no matter what. My adrenaline surged - I fought and struggled using every muscle in my body until they were so fatigued I had to go limp. 

   Melissa released my arms and slapped me again, burning my cheek. I tried to hit her back but she easily grabbed my weary arms and pinned them. My struggle this time was short lived. I had no more energy to fight back and she knew it, my muscles had failed and I struggled to even lift my arms. She released her hold on them and slapped my face unchallenged, humiliating me. 

   I lied there too exhausted to fight back and she slapped me again, the sting of it searing my cheek and making me feel inferior. I tried to ignore the shame I felt over this situation. But there was no escaping, she was stronger than me and was winning.

   



DOMINATED AND HUMILIATED

    

   Over the next few minutes she continued to mockingly slap my face and laugh at my helplessness. The sting became too painful to bear and my shame grew. My face felt like it was catching fire and I writhed beneath her in pain. 

   “Quit it” I growled when I could no longer handle it. 

   “Apologize for your behavior” she demanded.

   “I am not apologizing to you – you home wrecking slut.”

   “I haven’t done anything to you, bitch” she insisted.

   Again I felt like she was playing me for a fool and indignantly spat in her face. Mustering all the muscle I could to lift my arm, I tried to slap her. She pinned it back down easily and let me struggle some more. I could no longer lift my arms at all, and lay there, an exhausted hump beneath her. She laughed at my defeated posture and returned to slapping me mockingly, having little sympathy for the agony is caused. I realized I had no more defenses and took the abuse without resistance. I became overwhelmed by the pain. Finally I pleaded, “Please stop Melissa.”

   “If you want me to stop then lick your spit off my face” she stated between slaps.

   I had no alternative but to respond “alright.” A victory smile stretched across her face and she leaned down over me warning, “if you continue to attack me there will be no further mercy.”

   I believed her, and stuck my tongue out to lap my spit off her chin. I tasted the foundation of her makeup as I lapped up my own spittle until it was all gone. 

   “There, is that good enough?” I inquired.

   “So, I am supposed to forget everything you did to me? Those people that you humiliated me in front of are my coworkers. In fact, they are your husband’s coworkers so you also humiliated him.”

   “The mention of her and my husband reignited my rage.

   “Forget about my husband you slut.”

   Melissa got off me and ordered me to stand. I tried to struggle to my knees but my muscles were burning mush and I collapsed, still too exhausted.

   “You weak little entitled bitch” she scoffed. Fine, you think Edward and I are having an affair huh? Why would he bother with me – can’t you take care of him?”

   “Fuck you” I stammered.

   She rolled me onto my back and sat down on top of me – straddling me, and undid the top button of my blouse.

   What is she doing?

   “How dare you!” I stammered.

   She undid the second button, and the third, all the way down. I was embarrassed but there was nothing I could do to stop it. She pulled my blouse aside revealing my black satin bra – the most expensive one I own. 

   “So this is what you spend your husband’s money on. Let’s see what you got that is so expensive” she stated unhooking the front. 

   “Quit it you lez” I growled. 

   This seemed to make her angrier and she ripped my bra open, tearing the stitching. My modest breasts were revealed and she laughed teasingly. They were much smaller than hers and she stuck her chest out mockingly as she laughed. 

   “You call these titties?” 

   She reached down and pinched both my nipples between her thumb and forefingers. I struggled indignantly with what little strength I had left. She slowly squeezed my nipples harder and harder - increasing the pain each second until I finally cried out for her to stop.

   “It’s too late Constance. Whatever happens now – you earned it.”

   She pinched extra hard and I cried out again, but she refused to back off.

   “Edward!” I yelled out, hoping for a rescue, but he was passed out on the couch, dead to the world. 

   I barely had the energy to writhe as she stringed my nipples mercilessly. 

   “Say you are my little slave girl.”

   “I am your little slave girl” I screamed out desperately.

   She released her grip and I gasped in relief. 

   “Let me show you what a real woman’s tits look like.”

   I watched her slide the wine stained dress up over her head and toss it to the side. Her strong lithe physique reminded me why I lost the struggle so badly. She reached behind to unhook her bra and her large breasts burst free. They were fully tanned and her nipples were brown and prominent. 

   God she is so much prettier than I am.

   “Feel them” she ordered.

   I feared disobeying her but struggled to raise my fatigued arms. Melissa shook her head, grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits. I had never actually felt another woman’s tits before and curiously squeezed them. They did feel much different, much fuller than mine, and I secretly envied her.

   “From now on your name is ‘Dinky” she announced. “Now Dinky, suck my tits.”

   “I am not into that” I replied alarmed.

   SLAP! – a hard slap stung my face. I was about to submit to her request when another slap strikes the other side just as hard.

   “Please Melissa, please…no more. I will do it.”

   Smiling she lowered her boobs down on my face. I kissed the sides of them and attempted to get to the nipple but she began moving - shaking her breasts over my face and slapping me.

   “Suck them” she ordered still slapping me with them. I flopped my mouth around trying to suck her tits as they slide back and forth, smacking against my face. She began laughing at me. I felt like a fool and continued trying.

    Finally she stopped and lowered a nipple down towards my mouth. I latched onto it obediently and began sucking. I smelled her musky perfume, which in an odd way made me feel important, and did my best to please the exquisite tit in my mouth.

   This is kind of interesting. They are nothing like mine. It kind of feels…good.

   Melissa softly moaned at my work and I decided it really did make me feel good pleasing her superior chest. She tried to pull it back but I sucked continuously until another slap snapped me back in line, and I released the exquisite breast.

   “Now my Dinky slut – do the other one.”

   I realized by the way she was treating me that I was not going to get out of this easily. She was going to collect on my bill until she was satisfied. She fed me her other breast and I went to work on the nipple diligently. As I sucked she put her hands on my sore nipples and massaged them, gently this time. 

   I can’t believe she has complete control over me. This is insane.

   I began to feel owned by Melissa – her obedient object. As her hands worked my breasts it began to arouse me. Somewhere deep down I was proud this amazing woman cared enough to bother. Especially after all I had done to her at the party. 

   She arched up and looked me in the eye to verify I would release her nipple on command this time – which I did.

   “Making that announcement in front of my coworkers requires serious reparations – so stand up Dinky. It’s time to pay the piper.”

   She got off me and I again struggled to get up, feeling like a giant wet noodle. After waiting she became impatient. She grabbed my hair and pulled me to my knees firmly. I groaned as some of my hair ripped off in her hand.

   On the nearby coffee table sat a serving bowl of fondue on a hot plate. Melissa drug me over to it, still holding me by the hair. I watched as she picked up a large metal serving spoon and scooped up a steaming portion of simmering fondue. 

   “I didn’t get to try the fondue tonight. It is a shame to let it go to waste.”

   She moved the spoon over to my right nipple and I felt the heat of the molten cheese.

   “Please don’t” I beg terrified.

   She slapped the spoon onto my nipple and held it there firmly.

   “Ahhhh!” I screamed out in pain. She kept the spoon on my nipple tightly until the fondue slowly cooled off, with me writhing the whole time. 

   When she pulled it back the hardened cheese formed a falsie over my breast. 

   “What a great way to increase your breast size” she teased. “But we don’t want you to be lopsided.”

   She scooped out another spoonful of hot fondue and brought it to my other breast. I shivered with fear and braced for the burn. She slapped it hard onto my breast and I cried out again, wishing I had the strength to resist. 

   “Are you hungry?” she asked ominously. 

   “No.”

   “Nonsense, you look hungry to me.”

   



AN ABUSIVE PENANCE

    

   She forced me to my feet, walked me three steps over to the hors devours table and bent me over it roughly. She surprised me by feeling my ass through my skirt probingly. Then she grabbed the skirt and pulled it down over my ankles, before hooking her finger through the waistline of my panties.

   “What you said about me was painful and humiliating. Now it is your turn.” 

   She pulled the elastic on my panties and let them snap back before walking around the table and picking up the large wooden serving spoon. Walking back around behind me she whispered, “You were wrong. I have never touched your husband and never will. You see, the truth is I am not into men.” 

   All at once I knew she was right. My mistake suddenly became clear and I felt stupid for making the accusation. The wooden spoon disappeared from my view and a sting hit my ass so hard I nearly climbed onto the table to escape the pain. 

   “Ouch! I am sorry Melissa. I truly am” I begged.

   WACK! – a second blow impacted and I screamed in agony, pressing my face into the table trying to hide my shame. 

   Melissa grabbed the large bowl of gravy to our left, pulled my head up by the hair, and placed the bowl beneath my face.

   “Keep your head up while I punish you” she stated sternly. 

   My face hovered over the bowl and I worried that in my exhausted state I would not be able to hold my head up for long. 

   WACK! – another blow with the spoon right on the same spot as the first. The moment it hit, my eyes watered and my head drooped. The tips of my hair sagged into the gravy bowl as I struggled to hold my head up. 

   Another hard swat landed painfully, followed by another and my face helplessly slumped into the bowl of gravy. I turned my head to the side to breath as she brought three more painful blows down on my sore ass. Gravy soaked into my hair and cheeks – it all felt so unreal. I cried and whimpered after each blow, spraying gravy all over the side of the table. Melissa had no sympathy.

   When the whipping stopped she grabbed the caviar and dumped it over the back of my head. Then she took the shrimp cocktail and dumped it on my back, smearing it around with the wooden spoon leaving me feeling dirty and used.

   I felt her hand against the side of face and realized she was trying to feed me something. It was a carrot and I opened my mouth obediently. She pushed the carrot in and I chewed it up. It had a sauce on it that I didn’t recognize but found somewhat delicious. 

   “Did you like that?” She asked.

   “Yes.”

   “You look filthy – you should see yourself covered in the food you prepared.”

   I didn’t need to see myself to know she was right. I was exhausted, in pain, humiliated, and ashamed of my mistake. We both knew that I was hers now, to do with as she pleased.

   “Now let’s see what you are made of.”

   I felt my panties being pulled down around my ankles. 

   I am so ashamed already. I hope my pussy meets her approval.

   Her hands began tracing my vulva and I spread my legs wider, letting her know I was hers to use. She slid two fingers over my clit and clamped it between them. My pussy contracted from the stimulation and gradually got more aroused. She squeezed her fingers tighter causing me to moan continually as gravy ran down my neck. 

   “I must say Dinky, you are cute in your own slutty way. But, are you my cute little slut?”

   She called me cute. I am so grateful she thinks I am cute!

   “Yes.”

   “Well then say it.”

   “I am your little slut Melissa. I will do anything you want.”

   SLAP – a hard spank stung my sore ass. “Your damn right you will do anything I want. Now…let’s play.”

   “From now on you call me ‘your majesty.” 

   “Yes your majesty.”

   She released my clit and reached over to grab the olive oil.

   “Please don’t dump it in my hair.”

   A moment later I felt a gentle massage against my anus. It was so sensual and unexpected I started swooning immediately. Her finger rubbed olive oil all over my asshole, making it hungry for more stimulation. 

   She grabbed another baby carrot and I felt it press against my hungry puckered hole. I pushed against it, trying to penetrate myself with it. She allowed me to take it and the carrot slipped all the way in. Having it in my ass really ramped up my arousal and I moaned “oh ya” under my breath. 

   She grabbed another carrot and repeated the actions. Again I took it into my ass on my own. Edward had fingered my ass occasionally during sex but it had never been as full as it was with the two carrots. My pussy started trickling with excitement and I couldn’t help pumping my hips - asking for more. 

   “What a horny little slut you are.”

   “Yes your majesty.”

   She picked up a piece of ham wrapped around cream cheese. I felt her pressing it against my ass and I bucked back, taking it in. She grabbed the whole platter and I felt another at my puckered hole. I pushed back on it until it was inside and moaned loudly. The next wrap she pushed into me before I could buck, causing me to grunt. A second later she pushed another inside and I grunted louder. She repeated this for the last three on the plate. When she was done I felt stuffed.

   “Who does your ass belong to?”

   “You, your majesty.”

   I felt her hands on my back and a moment later against my asshole. I bucked against it and she pushed at the same time, and something soft popped in. This happened again and again until I realized she was picking the shrimp off me and inserting them into me. With each shrimp I grunted louder, beginning to feel over full.

   This is intense. I don’t think I can handle much more.

   “I don’t think I can take anymore your majesty.”

   She slapped my ass hard and I jerked, causing a shrimp to slip out of me.

   “How dare you lose one of the gifts I have so generously given to you” she shouted, and brought down several more spanks. The welts on my ass stung so badly that with each spank I began to see white. After the fifth spank I screamed in pain, sobbing audibly.

   “Please, no more your majesty. I promise it won’t happen again” I pleaded through the gravy.

   “It better not” she hissed.

   Melissa picked the shrimp up, reinserted it and I struggled to keep it in. 

   “I have got them all now your majesty.”

   “Oh were not done yet bitch.”

   She grabbed the bowl of black olives and one by one I felt her jam them into my ass. With each new one inserted I grunted like animal. By the time she was done my groans were almost continuous. 

   I did it, I took them all. I hope she is proud but please, no more.

   I watched with dread as she grabbed the bowl of cherry tomatoes. 

   “Do you like tomatoes Dink?”

   “Yes your majesty” I reply submissively. 

   I felt the first one at my stuffed hole, and gasped desperately, hoping to be able to handle it. She forced it in and I let out an overfull shout. That did not stop her and she inserted another.

   “You like that don’t you?”

   “YES” I shouted accidently from being too full.

   Edward murmured on the couch, and then rolled over still passed out.

   “Yes your majesty” I recovered in a more civil tone. 

   Her fingers massaged my clit some more and I moaned wildly, trying to keep the bounty in my ass secure.

   “You look like you need to be fucked. Is that true?”

   “Yes your majesty. But only by you.”

   “Good answer Dink. You actually might earn my forgiveness yet.”

   She disappeared into the kitchen and I remained frozen, head in the gravy. She returned holding a cucumber. 

   “You want me to fuck you with this?”

   “Yes your majesty.”

   “Beg for it.”

   “Please fuck me your majesty. Fuck me like the unworthy slut I am. Give it to me please.”

   “Alright, but if you lose anything out of your ass I will whip you silly.”

   Oh fuck, I don’t know if I can do that.

   “Yes your beautiful majesty” I groveled. 

   Melissa placed the cucumber of at the entrance of my pussy and lathered it in my juices. My breathing became shallower and an occasional mouthful of gravy gagged me. The cucumber pressed harder against my pussy and slowly penetrated me. The moment it entered I wanted to fuck it hard, but kept my composure, not wanting to leak out my ass. 

   She worked it in deeper and I began moaning “yes” uncontrollably. She laughed and massaged the welts on my ass.

   “Your arousal is actually making me wet Dink.”

   Yes! Thank goodness I have done something that pleases her.

   She started slowing fucking me with the first few inches of the cucumber and I moaned uncontrollably. It felt so good, and I was so proud to please her. 

   “Ahhhhg!” I yelled when she thrust it in deeper. My ass twitched and I felt one of the tomatoes fighting to slip out. I gripped it as best I could. She must have been watching because she stated “Good girl.” 

   “I am your good girl, your slut, your whatever you want me to be your majesty.”

   “Why” she inquired sternly.

   “Because I am not worthy of you. I am lucky just to be acknowledged by your majesty. I am only as good as you make me.”

   All I want is to please her. All I can think about is her. I am completely in her power.

   I felt her hand on my ass cheeks tenderly massaging them. Then she reached across me, picked up a shish kabob skewer and removed the food impaled on it. 

   Oh my god what is she going to do with that? Have I displeased her?

   She eased the cucumber into me three quarters of the way, took the skewer and drove it through the end of the cucumber. Then she pulled the tablecloth forward on each side of me and impaled it over the ends of the skewer.

   “Let’s see if that works” she wondered out loud.

   Melissa released her grip on the cucumber and the hooked tablecloth kept it forced tightly into my pussy. I felt so stuffed that I air humped the cucumber desperately. 

   “I need to get off Dink. Would you like to eat my pussy?”

   “Yes your majesty.”

   “Say it.”

   “May I please eat your majesties pussy?”

   “I thought you would never ask.”

   Melissa grabbed my gravy soaked hair and lifted my head out of the bowl, then removed the bowl. She walked around the table and forcefully pushed the remaining food aside. She climbed onto the table in front of me and placed her crotch next to my face. 

   “Take my panties off with your teeth” she ordered.

   I moved my mouth forward, bit the edge of her panties and pulled back. She eased her hips up and I pulled them over her ass, exposing her gorgeous pussy. As soon as it came into view I resumed grinding my hips in anticipation. I had never gone down on a girl before, but with Melissa I couldn’t wait. 

   She finished removing her panties on her own before spreading her legs before me. She eased her crotch up to my mouth and I dove in. I immediately recognized the flavor as the sauce that was on the carrot she fed me earlier. It was divine and I loved the taste of it. She grabbed my gravy soaked hair and held my face tightly in her crotch as I licked and sucked like the amateur I was. I locked my lips on her clit and sucked gently, working my tongue over her swollen nub. She began moaning consistently and her coos of pleasure sounded like heaven to me. 

   When I felt her tense up she pulled my head firmly into her crotch and climaxed. Suddenly fluid was blasting all over my face and into my mouth as she screamed and squirted all over me. I lapped at it hoping to catch as much of it in my mouth as possible, obediently servicing her every action. She convulsed a little longer and then let out a long satisfied swoon.

   “Oh fuck that was great” she sighed. “Good job Dinky.”

   “Thank you your majesty” I replied proudly. “Have you forgiven me yet?” 

   “Almost - one more thing.”

   She eased back on the table and I was sad to see her beautiful pussy move away from me. Melissa slid the bowl of gravy under her crotch and started touching herself. She looked so fucking hot as she worked. I watched enthralled, like she was my idol. 

   “Finger me Dink.” She whispered between heavy breaths. 

   The muscles in my arms were still shaky but starting to recover and I reached out and eagerly slipped a finger inside. She felt heavenly and for a brief moment I wished I could fit my whole arm in – to become part of her as much as possible. 

   “Life up Dink – lift hard.”

   I rammed the finger in to the knuckle and lifted with all my strength. Melissa let out a series of little screams and began cumming. As she did a powerful jet of fluid squirted out of her into the gravy, slowly filling the bowl. It was the most amazing thing I had ever seen a woman do during an orgasm. She finished climaxing, breathing heavily and smiled at me.

   Now Dink, once you lap up the entire bowl you will be forgiven. She scooted the bowl over to my face. Like a hungry dog I began lapping it up. It was an unusual flavor but it contained her climax which made me love it. I licked and slurped, making no attempt at dignity. She stroked the back of my neck as I worked and I moaned in appreciation. 

   When I got down to the last of it I continued licking the bowl, dutifully getting every drop. Melissa got up off the table, put her panties back on, and then slipped into the wine stained dress. She walked behind me and asked if I wanted to cum.

   “Yes please your majesty” I responded anxiously. 

   She put her hand on my ass and slid it over my packed hole. I swooned from her touch. Her fingers traced their way down to my sopping pussy and tapped on the cucumber.

   “You have paid your penance to me Dink, or should I say Constance. But if you want to get off, get your husband to do it” she smirked slapping my ass.

   She walked to the front door and exited leaving me lying there stuffed, aching, and aroused. I lay still for another minute digesting the events of the last hour. Reaching my hand between my legs I touched my hungry clit, becoming orgasmic fast. I lusted for a climax to rumble through me but something was missing. I wanted to be fucked.

   Staying bent over, I unhooked the tablecloth from the skewer and drug a heavy antique chair forward until it was nearly at the table. Placing myself between the chair and table I bent over again and the cucumber impacted the chair. 

   I went back to touching myself and bounced my ass against the chair. Each time it impacted it pushed the cucumber into me as far as the skewer would allow. I worked my swollen clit feverishly while making the cucumber fuck me from behind. I imagined it being Melissa and climaxed violently, yelling all the way through it. I made myself keep my ass load secure as the sensation pulsated through my body, still being obedient in her absence. Waves of pleasure mixed with my burning nipples and ass. I had never had an orgasm that felt like that and when it was over I collapsed on the table and rested. 

   I wish Melissa was still here. I wish she could have seen me climax. She would have been so pleased, I didn’t lose anything out of my ass.

   When I finally stood upright the skewer impacted the back of my thighs and food oozed down my back. I eased the cucumber out of me and looked around. The table was a wreck and the carpet would need to be cleaned. 

   I looked at the mirror across the room and hardly recognized my own reflection. I looked degraded and used in every way possible. I suddenly felt like I needed to use the bathroom, and food started falling out of my ass. I squatted down and let it all out, right down to the first carrot. 

    

   I spent the rest of the evening cleaning the wrecked room and myself up. Each piece of the mess held memories of my domination. When I was done I got Edward to bed and retired to join him. Even in my exhausted state I had a hard time falling asleep. I couldn’t stop thinking of her. Something had turned in me. 

   That night I dreamed Melissa came and made love to me in my bed. I woke up the next morning still thinking of evening before. I got Edward off to work and sat down on the couch to get off to Melissa, while pondering excuses to see her again. 

   Maybe I would host another party sooner than I thought. The idea was not good enough – I couldn’t wait that long. I needed to see her again, the sooner the better.

   


    
        
    



OBSESSED

    

   She took me in hand like no man ever had.

   The day after enduring Melissa’s humiliating punishment I couldn’t stop thinking about her – obsessing over the new feelings it had created within me. It was the first time I’d ever been forced to submit to another person and my emotions hummed with a craving for more. 

   I decided to make my husband Edward a special lunch as an excuse to deliver it to his office. In truth I was hoping to see Melissa again. It had only been eight hours since we fought and already I was hungry for more contact with her. I couldn’t say for sure where it would lead – I only knew that I needed it.

   After preparing an elaborate bag lunch I headed off to the law office my husband and Melissa shared. At the stoplight I looked at the woman walking through the business district. I saw all kinds, some of them very beautiful. Yet I felt no attraction to any of them and finally analyzed my feelings. 

   Maybe it is because I am already deeply crushing on Melissa? Am I gay – and if I am how come I feel no attraction for these other hot women? One thing I can’t deny – on one level or another I am in love with her - crazy, intoxicatingly, magnetically in love with her. It’s beyond a crush or simple obsession. My heart feels like a magnet being pulled towards her.

   I arrived at their law firm and took the elevator to the third floor where their practice was located and headed straight towards my husband’s office. Along the way I moved past Melissa’s office and slowed my pace, peering through the window as I passed. She was at her desk on the phone as I walked by and noted my presence by raising one eyebrow curiously. 

   My heart fluttered under her gaze and beat faster. She wore a black suit/skirt combo that reeked of power and a ripple of excitement surged through me. Her confident stare reminded me of the previous evening and my panties grew warmer just walking past.

   I need to speak to her, but what do I say? This is stupid, I don’t have a plan. All I know is she looks amazing and I am really here to see her – not Ed. 

   Don’t chicken out Constance. There is no harm stopping by for a casual greeting…but she might think it’s weird after last night. 

   I stopped in my tracks and Melissa turned away from the window. It wasn’t a very encouraging sign but I didn’t allow it to divert my intentions. I had come this far and my pleading emotions were not going to let fear prevent me from at least offering a quick ‘hello’. I opened her door and poked my head in just as she was hanging up the phone.

   “Good morning,” I offered cheerily, as if the night before hadn’t happened.

   “It’s a little unusual seeing you here this time of day – and acting so cheery. What do you want?”

   “I wanted to tell you that you look really pretty today.”

   She let loose a sarcastic scoff which made me tenser and brushed her bangs back to look at me sternly.

   “You wanted to tell me I look pretty? What are you really doing here Constance?”

   I boldly stepped into her office and closed the door behind me.

   “I brought some lunch for Edward –see.”

   I held up the bag lunch and she looked at it suspiciously. In turn I pulled out a container of homemade fruit salad and offered her some, opening it up and placing it in on the desk in front of her. 

   “Is this some type of peace offering?” She inquired.

   “I have no hard feeling towards you. In fact I thought of you while I was making this. Aye-I can’t stop thinking about you.”

   Don’t stutter – be casual.

   “You’re not gay Constance - so what are you really up to.”

   Tell her...just tell her.

   “I don’t know. I only know that standing in front of you feels good – it feels right.”

   She laughed out loud, not convinced by my confession. 

   “So you humiliate me in front of all my coworkers and the next day you have feelings for me. Your one mixed up girl.”

   “You opened up my eyes to a lot of things last night. I don’t care that you started a fight with me. I deserved it.”

   “You started the fight – I just finished it. And that is where I intend on leaving it – finished.”

   The hurt look on my face didn’t garner me any sympathy and instead she added, “What’s the matter, did the tough housewife discover she is really just a wimp?”

   “I stopped by to let you know I care about you, not to fight or be mean.” 

   “Really?”

   “Yes, I am serious. Even when you insult me I am still thrilled to be here.”

   She leaned forward smiling and took a cherry out of the fruit salad. To my surprise she guided it under her sleek skirt and it disappeared. A moment later her hand reappeared and she held the cherry out to me.

   “If you are being honest with me then eat it.”

   The cherry glistened and I knew where it had been. I wasn’t sure what she was doing but I recognized the opportunity to show my dedication. Taking the cherry from her I popped it into my mouth without hesitation. Her familiar flavor mingled with the sweet cherry and I cooed “mmm” as I chewed it. When it was gone I spit the pit into my hand and held it in front of her – as if it were a prize.

   “You’re serious aren’t you? You really do have a thing for me.” 

   “I do – yes.”

   “It’s flattering Constance but I am not interested in straight girl games. After a week of playing you will run back to your man. I’m not in college anymore. I am too old for that.”

   “It’s no game. The affection I feel towards you is real. Doesn’t eating the cherry demonstrate that?”

   Her phone rang again and she waived me off.

   “Leave me Constance. I have a lot of work to do. Go home and watch a soap opera or something. You’ll get over it.”

   She answered the phone and turned her back to me. I got the message and walked out feeling dejected. It was odd, but for some reason I thought the way I felt indicated that she would have similar feelings towards me. In my fantasies when I confessed my feelings she giddily confirmed she felt that same. I was wrong and it hurt.

   It was hard to just walk away like I didn’t care. Making my way on towards my husband’s office my mind turned the confusing situation over in my head. Her lusty flavor was still in my mouth and I hungered for more.

   That didn’t go as well as I hoped. I really am obsessed. Is she right – is this just a passing obsession? It feels more like a full on crush. She had taken me in hand more than any man I had ever known. I crave more of that feeling. 

   When I reached the glass window of my husband’s corner office I froze. His secretary Janet was sitting on his desk in front of him stroking his hair, and her skirt was inappropriately hiked up over the knee giving him a view of her panties. A twinge of jealously nagged at me but anger drowned that out.

   I knew he was having an affair. I was just wrong about who he was having it with. It was that little hussy Janet all along. 

   For some reason my anger was more directed at Melissa than Edward. She must have known, even after I accused her she kept the secret. I stormed back to her office, bursting through the door. I stomped to the phone and pressed the hang up button as she was in mid sentence.

   “What the fuck are you doing you crazy bitch?” 

   “You knew when I accused you of sleeping with Ed that he was actually screwing Janet, didn’t you?” I scowled outraged.

   “We are business partners, of course I knew. He can’t hide something like that from me.”

   “And you didn’t bother telling me.”

   “Why would I tell you? I have no obligation to you – my obligation is to Ed. This isn’t a bake sale or block party bitch. This is a law firm and our livelihood depends on it. If Edward is bored with you, that isn’t my problem.”

   “You heartless bitch. I don’t know what I see in you. Do you even have the capability to love or is everything just laws, reputations, and your bank account. I came here because I needed to see you again. I’ve felt incomplete every since you walked out last night. Now I hope you grow old lonely because that is all you really deserve. I don’t like you…I hate you!”

   I turned and grabbed the door handle. She was out of her seat in a second and I felt her hand grab my wrist and squeeze if painfully.

   “Let me go, you are hurting me” I growled.

   She jerked my wrist spinning me around to face her, then leaned in closer and spoke in a very controlled tone.

   “Close-the-blinds-bitch.”

   My heart fluttered at her tone - and over the notion that she wanted privacy with me. I knew I was more upset at her rejecting me than not telling on Edward, but I didn’t let on that was how I felt.

   “Obviously I can’t trust you to be straight with me. Now let me go Melissa, you are hurting me.”

   She squeezed my wrist harder and I writhed under her hold. She began forcing me downward. I realized that lowering my body was the only way to get relief from her crushing grip and found myself kneeling down in front of her. 

   “Ow, what do you want from me.”

   “Reach up and close the blinds bitch.”

   With my free hand I reached up and turned the lever closing the blinds to her office, uncertainty flooding my thoughts.

   “Now lock the door,” she added calmly.

   The stern authority of her tone made me secretly swoon as I pressed the lock on her door. We were back in our roles from the previous evening and I submissively looked up at her with affection, hoping she was having a change of heart.

   



EXHAUSTED AND TESTED

    

   Melissa pulled me up to my feet not softening her grip. I writhed again and she walked me over to a treadmill in the corner of her posh office. 

   “Take off your heels and get on the treadmill” she scowled releasing my wrist.

   I had worn what I considered my best blouse skirt combo with the newest heels I owned. I wanted to impress her but she just leered at my outfit so I slung my heels off and stepped onto the treadmill.

   “So the little entitled housewife is serious about me eh? Prove it. You’re not allowed off this treadmill until I say so. If you try to get off it without permission I will never touch or speak to you again.”

   She switched on the machine and the treadmill whirred to life. Her finger hit the speed dial and turned it up until I was walking frantically. I gripped the handle and shuffled my feel trying to keep up. Melissa walked over to a dry erase board and grabbed a wooden pointer. She walked up behind me as I hustled to keep pace with the machine.

   “You will never wrongly accuse me again. Do you understand?”

   “Yes, I still feel terrible about it. It will never happen again.”

   The sharp sound of the wooden pointer slicing through the air and smacking my ass filled the room. When it hit the sting made me jump and I had to walk twice as fast to make up the slack I had lost. 

   “I am sorry…your majesty” I answered hoping that would remind her of my previous obedience. 

   WACK!

   Another blow to my ass from the wooden stick made me grunt and the stinging pain shot straight into my temples. 

   “I am so sorry your majesty. It’s just – I am falling in love with you.”

   “Drop the ‘your majesty’ bullshit. From now on you refer to me as ma’am.”

   “Yes ma’am.”

   The abrupt pace of the treadmill was tiring me already and my breathing was becoming deeper. I’m just wasn’t used to working out.

   “You’re in poor shape Constance. You are weak and I don’t like weak women. Especially whiney weak housewives.”

   “I am sorry ma’am.”

   She reached over and turned the machine up higher. The treadmill sped faster and I hustled to keep up. 

   WACK!

   WACK!

   Two more hard blows stung my ass so badly the pain radiated throughout my hips. I whimpered but refused to protest and the burn spread between my legs warming my submissive pussy. Perspiration began accumulating under my bra straps and the outfit I hoped to attract her with began to grow damp. 

   “So you really think you are falling in love with me eh?”

   “Yes ma’am, I know I am.” I panted.

   “Why now - why me?”

   “Because you taught me what it really feels like to be taken in hand. I think you are the sexiest person I have ever met ma’am.”

   “I don’t believe I am more than a passing obsession to you. Admit that is a possibility.”

   “No ma’am.”

   WACK!

   “Ohw! Okay I admit it’s possible ma’am. But I feel like it’s more than that.”

   The last blow stung agonizingly. Melissa wasn’t holding back and my heart sunk when she shook her head, unconvinced by my words.

   “For the rest of the afternoon you name is ‘little cunt’. Is that alright with you?”

   “If that is what you want ma’am.”

   WACK!

   “What is your name?”

   “My name is little cunt ma’am.”

   “Check that – your name will be “useless little cunt.”

   No Melissa please believe my feelings are real.

   “Yes ma’am” I answered submissively. 

   “Now, what are you really to me?”

   “Please Melissa, don’t think that about me.”

   WACK!

   “Ugh!” 

   “How dare you refer to me by my name after I ordered you not to.”

   WACK!

   WACK!

   Oh fuck that stung!

   “Oh! I am so sorry ma’am” I replied with beads of sweat rising across my forehead. 

   The pain in my ass began throbbing more with each step. I could feel welts rising under my panties but it was my heart that throbbed harder for her affection. I pined for her approval and nothing was going to stop me from trying to gain it.

   She reached over and turned the speed up to max and the tread mill whirred faster under my feet. I had to jog to keep pace and again she threatened to never speak to me if I fell off. I tried to loyally keep pace as my panties grew wet from sweat and began soaking through my skirt. 

   “What are you to me?”

   “A useless, huh, little cunt, huh, ma’am” I stammered.

   I was panting regularly now and my body was quickly becoming fatigued. 

   She is right, I am not in nearly as good of shape as she is. I don’t know how much longer I can stay on this thing, but if I fall I couldn’t bear it. Every time I look in her eyes I want to kiss her. I need to kiss her…

   “Take off your sweaty top” she demanded.

   I was afraid if I let go of the handgrips that I would slide right off the treadmill and groaned unsure how to begin. 

   “Hurry up useless little cunt!”

   “Yes ma’am.”

   I released the grip and jogged in place trying to keep my balance. It was too hard to undo the buttons as I ran so after the first one I pulled the sticky top over my head, messing up my hair but succeeding. 

   Once it was off I tossed it aside and grabbed the handgrips desperately. My tits bounced luridly under my drenched bra as I ran and I hoped she wasn’t finding me unattractive. 

   “Now the skirt,” she ordered.

   “I can’t ma’am. Not while I am running.”

   “Typical useless little cunt. Fine.”

   She walked up behind me, unzipped my skirt and ripped it down. I struggled to get my legs out of it as fast as possible before tripping. My panties were also drenched with sweat and heated with desire making me feel dirty and inferior. I continued jogging in front of her in just my underwear, trying desperately to win her over.

   “Well, let’s see your inferior tits again. Lose the bra.”

   “Ya-yes ma’am” I panted.

   I unhooked the front and quickly got out of it without losing pace. For the first time she looked mildly impressed and hope surged within me.

   Is she starting to believe how real my feelings are? Oh fuck I hope so – I can’t run for much longer. But I am so proud she is giving me a chance.

   Melissa walked to her desk and pulled out two heavy duty black file clips. She walked back over to me and grabbed one of my bouncing tits as I ran.

   “Oh” I swooned, being sure to let her know how much I appreciated her touch.

   I pined for her so much that when she touched me it was electric and for a brief moment I forgot how exhausted I was becoming. She took the clip and fastened it to my nipple and I swooned again feeling owned by her. She did the same to my other nipple and both nipples began radiating a searing pain that I struggled to handle.

   The clips flapped wildly as I ran, stinging my nipples painfully with each step. I gritted my teeth and endured it for my beautiful obsession. That is when I realized she was holding a third clip.

   “Guess where this one goes my useless little cunt.”

   Oh no…

   “I don’t know ma’am.”

   She reached out and grabbed my clit right through my wet panties and fastened the clamp to it. A crushing sting immediately bolted through my hips and I struggled not to cry out too loudly.

   “Ahh! Ah - that too much for me ma’am.”

   “Just as I thought. You are a useless little cunt.”

   Something unexpected happened. My clit began swelling to full size as she berated me. I felt my juices accumulating and knew my pussy was drenching for her. The painful pressure of the clip hurt, but it also created a new sensation. Pain and pleasure wrested for control of my clit and I groaned with confusion as my pussy responded hungrily.

   “I’m sorry ma’am. I’m still here trying. I won’t quit on you.”

   “Tell me useless cunt, after I left last night…you got yourself off didn’t you.”

   “Yes ma’am. I forced the table to fuck the cucumber into me until I climaxed.”

   A sheen of perspiration covered my body and sweat began dripping off my bangs. I was ashamed to be looking so unappealing in front of her. My nipples stung and my clit throbbed with a mixture of arousal and pain. Arousal in my wanton clit was pouting for victory over the pain and my legs began to feel like jello.

   Melissa reached her hand out, unclamped my aching clit and I sighed with gratitude. The relief of removing the clamp caused my clit to pulsate with desire for more attention. The pain in my engorged nub began muting until there was only lusty desire. 

   I continued to jog. Melissa reached out and began rubbing my clit with two fingers right through my panties, filling me with both pride and passion. The sensation quickly made my legs shudder between steps. The idea of being touched by her was as thrilling as the touch itself. The desire to climax from her…for her grew strong.

   “How long can you keep up little cunt?”

   “I don’t know ma’am.”

   She continued rubbing and an orgasm began welling deep inside me. It gradually became harder and harder to keep up with the treadmill and I struggled to maintain my pace. My body was covered in sweat and exhaustion made each step more difficult but she continued her persistent clit massage.

   My legs are going limp. Please be strong Constance. 

   “I can’t take it much longer ma’am. Please let me stop now.”

   “You’re a big girl and make your own choices. If you want to quit then quit. I am not turning this off or removing my hand before you either cum, fall, or quit. The only question you need to worry about is - which one will be it?”

   It won’t be ‘quit’.

   My exhaustion even started to mute the stinging pain in my nipples and I struggled to keep pace.

   “I want to please you ma’am. I won’t stop until you…”

   Mid sentence my legs buckled and I collapsed on the machine. The treadmill flung me off the back and I lay on the carpet in an exhausted aroused sweaty heap. The first thing I thought was that I failed and Melissa would discard me. But she seemed to admire my determination.

   “I am so sorry ma’am” I apologized.

   “Hmmm, little wannabe lesbian slut. If you want the truth I was never going to turn it off. It was all about seeing how serious your attraction for me really is. You stayed on until your legs gave out – I must say I’m impressed. Stand up.”

   Yes! Oh thank goodness.

   I crawled to my knees but my legs were too exhausted to stand. After a few feeble attempts to I finally managed to pull myself to my feet and hold myself up using her desk. My arms were still sore from the previous evening and my legs quivered with exhaustion. Once again I felt incompetent in front of her.

   “You have got the curves girl but you’re in terrible shape. As I mentioned, I don’t like weak women no matter how good they look.”

   “I can get better. I’ll start exercising more. My body is still sore from struggling against you last night. I’ll swear I’ll work on my conditioning.”

   Her brow raised and her expression became penetrating.

   “It’s starting to sound like you are saying anything you can think of to please me. It cheapens your words. I don’t want to hear words – I want to see results. Talk is cheap. Make me feel your heart through your actions. Otherwise you sound like just another straight girl who wants to play for a week.”

   “Yes ma’am,” I replied wobbling from side to side, my legs shaking.

   “For crying out loud, sit down on my desk before you collapse again.”

   “May I also remove the nipple clamps? They are aching badly ma’am.”

   “No, you may not. Don’t ask again.”

   “Yes ma’am. Forgive me ma’am.”

   I obediently sat down on the desk with sweat still beading on my body. She exited her office leaving me wondering what was next. I felt self conscious sitting on her desk in just my panties, nipples clipped, and covered in sweat. 

   I have made it this far. She must be intrigued by my effort. Not nearly as intrigued as I am by her though. But whatever it takes I’ll show her that she is my goddess, my mistress, my obsession. Nothing will stop me from proving my desire to being with her. 

   



FISTED AT BOTH ENDS

   

   The door opened and Melissa walked in. Trailing her was a very short girl with a pixie haircut that I recognized as her secretary. When the girl saw me her eyes widened and I groaned on the inside over being exposed in my less than formal look. 

   “This is a new project I am considering taking on pro bono. Elva this is Cuntstance.”

   I knew Melissa was dominating me and testing me for any signs of disobedience. But still the name she introduced me as hurt my feelings. I wanted so much to be important to her and now she was humiliating me in front of strangers. Strengthening my resolve I pushed my bruised ego aside and smiled at the tiny waif.

   “She would be pretty hot is she didn’t look like such a sweaty pig” Elva noted.

   Melissa laughed out loud while Elva leered at me with a big smile. Elva reached both her hands out and pinched the nipple clamps firmly. I groaned in pain and looked at Melissa hoping for some leniency. 

   Elva squeezed the nipple clamps harder and harder. My nipples felt like they were being burned with cigarettes and I finally cried out in agony. Melissa brushed one of the waif’s hands aside and unclipped my right nipple. The relief that washed into it was only offset by the continued sting from its partner.

   “Suck it” Melissa ordered Elva.

   She was so short that even in heels her mouth barely reached my nipple. But she leaned in and took the sore nipple into her mouth. She nursed me gently and the sensation was exquisite. 

   Once again pain and pleasure wrested with each other. One nipple stung maddeningly and the other was soothed gingerly. I could only swoon, overcome by it all. 

   “I am not sure you deserve this, but what the hell. Your tits are making me anxious” Melissa whispered.

   She unclipped the other nipple, leaned down and took it into her mouth. The thought of her servicing filled me with happiness.

   “Ohh” I moaned with appreciation.

   Melissa is sucking my nipple. Ho my…

   The feeling of having both sore tits sucked made my pussy grow wetter and the desire to climax returned quickly. I struggled with it. I couldn’t allow my need to climax to overwhelm my desire to impress my new mistress. In fact I was so overcome by the sensation I began moaning consistently, as if I was having sex. 

   For a brief moment Melissa placed her hand tenderly on my thigh and stroked it affectionately. My moans went into overdrive over her brief tenderness. She released my nipple, pulled away, and Elva followed suit. 

   “She is very sexy. You say she is straight?” Elva inquired.

   “She doesn’t know,” Melissa smirked. “But I have a feeling I will find out soon enough.”

   I stared at Melissa in a lusty daze, thrilled to have experienced a moment of tenderness from her.

   “Can I see her pussy?” Elva asked.

   “You know that your special talent is why I brought you in here.”

   “I figured, but I didn’t want to assume anything.”

   “Hey-Cuntstance,” Melissa called to me snapping her fingers and bringing me out of my daze. “Pay attention. Show her your hands Elva.”

   Elva held up her hands. They were extremely small – tiny little hands not nearly half the size of mine. As she did so Melissa grabbed a pair of scissors out of her top drawer and snipped the crotch of my soaked panties. Elva pulled them up exposing my hungry pussy. I bit my lip hoping for similar treatment to my throbbing clit. 

   “You see little cunt, Elva has a special talent. Do you like here little hands?”

   “They are kind of cute. But I like yours much better ma’am.”

   “We’ll see about that” Elva leered.

   She moved one of her hands close enough to stroke my face. I sat still and allowed it knowing my mistress would be displeased if I protested. Her tiny fingers eased along my face and across my mouth. Two of her fingers parted my lips and eased inside my mouth. 

   “Suck on them” Melissa ordered and I did.

   Elva’s other two fingers eased between my lips and she began forcing all four deeper into my mouth. I felt her thumb retract and force its way in, stretching my mouth wider. Melissa grabbed my hair and held me firmly.

   “Now I want you to take her whole hand into your mouth.” 

   She held my head still as the little waif stroked my lips and began pressing her hand into my mouth. I softly grunted as all five fingers pressed firmly and passed through my lips. My mouth stretched wide to accommodate them but she kept on pushing. Her top knuckles passed through and I groaned as the fattest section of her little hand pressed completely inside. Finally it passed my teeth and her entire hand stuffed my mouth dominantly.

   My mouth was able to slightly close around her wrist – her entire hand was inside and I felt completely controlled by her. She began undulating her fingers deep in my mouth along the top of my throat. I’d never felt anything like it.

   “You should be proud little cunt,” Melissa cooed. “Not many girls have ever been mouth fisted.”

   “Uh-huh,” I moaned subserviently.

   She began pulling my hair, tugging my head back. Elva walked around the desk with her hand still in my mouth as I was laid on my back feeling like I was being orally raped by this strange tiny girl. 

   When my head was laid against the top of the desk Elva put pressure on her hand pinning my head deviously with my mouth agape. Her eyes flashed wickedly and I knew she was enjoying her power over me. 

   Melissa walked between my legs and spread them wide.

   “Don’t get a big head now little cunt. But its time I inspected you closer.”

   She knelt down between my legs and I felt her tongue flick my engorged clit. I tried to moan around the hand in my mouth to let her know how much I appreciated it. In response she slipped a finger inside of me and I moaned even louder, thrilled to receive her.

   Oh my god its happening – she is servicing me. What does this mean? Ohh…

   Melissa sucked my entire clit, hood and all, into her mouth. Her tongue began sending waves of pleasure up my back and a need to climax began growing inside me. A second finger entered and penetrated me to the first knuckle. She eased the two fingers in and out as she worked her magic tongue on my clit. I lay helplessly still on the desk with Elva pinning me down by the mouth, my desire increasing each stroke.

   Oh fuck ya, bang my pussy…your pussy mistress. It belongs to you.

   A shudder promising a distant orgasm rippled through me and I began breathing deeper. I was so proud to have my clit in her mouth. I felt more caressing against my inner lips and a third finger joined the other two inside me, stretching my pussy even wider. I gurgled a moan around the small hand that violated my mouth and rolled my hips against the fingers. Melissa held me still and continued sucking my clit while simultaneously rolling her tongue over it. 

   Her fourth finger played at my entrance, hinting at penetration. After a moment of anticipation it squeezed in with the others, stopping at the first knuckle. My pussy felt stretched and I began to feel very full. I grunted sensuously, pining to climax for my beautiful obsession. 

   Melissa started working her fingers into me deeper. Her second set of knuckles slipped in forcing my pouting pussy lips open wider and I grunted over the fullness. I could feel her fingers dragging across my inner walls trying to delve deeper.

   “How are you doing little slut? Are you doing okay?”

   “Uh-huh, uh-huh” I grunted passionately.

   She returned to sucking my clit and I moaned anxiously, slightly humping against the four fingers inside me. She pressed harder with her hand and the fingers moved deeper, finally sticking where her fingers ended. She pressed hard and my lips stretched until her final set of knuckles popped into me sending a bolt of stimulation up through my stomach and down my legs. 

   “Oh!” I stammered, my body attempting to rock upward.

   Elva pressed down firmly, gagging me, and for a moment I sputtered to breath. She eased the pressure back and ordered me to remain still as Melissa’s banging pressed onward. 

   I’ve never had my pussy filled this much. This is intense. All four of her fingers are all the way in.  I hope she makes me cum with them inside me.

   Melissa began sucking my clit harder and licking faster and my orgasm built up quickly. I began loudly moaning around the hand in my mouth until she stopped and hushed me. 

   Overfull and overwhelmed I fought to remain silent. I felt something against my outer lips and realized it was her thumb. She began tracing my stretched pussy lips with it, searching for space to slip it inside me. I quivered wondering how should would fit it inside.

   She is going to fist me. Oh my – I’m so full already I hope I can handle it. Whatever she wants – my pussy is hers now.

   I felt the tip of her thumb ease slightly between my lips, stretching them wider than I ever considered possible. I felt her pressing her hand harder into me and the thumb began easing inside up to its first knuckle. More pressure stretched me alarmingly wide until the knuckle of her thumb popped inside me.

   “Guh!” I grunted overwhelmed. 

    I began sputtering overstuffed and instinctively grabbed her head. She stopped sucking and ordered me to keep my hands at my sides. The walls of my pussy throbbed for more and my clit began screaming for an orgasm.

   “Touch me again before you cum and it’s over. Am I clear about that? Take my fist like my obedient little slut. I will tolerate nothing less.”

   Yes mistress, I’m sorry.

   “Uh-huh…oh.”

   I forced myself to keep my hands at my sides and she went back to sucking me. Stimulation began pouring out of my clit and overstuffed pussy as I struggled to not touch her. She pushed harder and for a moment it felt like my pussy was going to split in half.

   “Ahhh” I cried desperately around the waifs wrist.

   Plop – her thumb slipped all the way in – now her entire hand was inside me and I fluttered beneath her overwhelmed. But she wasn’t done yet. More pressure greeted me as she pushed her hand deeper. It slid much easier now that the wider sections were already inside me. The walls of my pussy stretched all the way as her hand eased further inside. I writhed beneath her as bit by bit she filled me fuller than I could have ever believed possible. 

   Her hand disappeared inside me and continued deeper. With one final push her wrist entered me to her forearm and I groaned in ecstasy, feeling like her personal property. 

   I can’t believe she has her whole hand inside me. Fuck this is intense! I am being fisted at both ends! Make-me-cum…please! I know I love her now.

   All it took was just releasing what was happening to me to cause an early heave that made my chest convulse upwards. Elva gripped my tongue silencing me sternly as Melissa began slowly sliding in and out of me, dragging against my G-spot and driving me wild. Each movement of her fist ground pleasure all the way up through my innards. Stimulation radiated out of my clit and pussy like mad and my head swam with lust. I felt wonderfully under her control – yet also like an animal.

   “Don’t you climax” Melissa demanded.

   Please ma’am – I am only human.

   She went back to sucking my clit and I lost it. Once her tongue stroked my clit it became impossible to control my orgasm. I tried really hard. I truly did, and was able to hold off on the edge – twitching and writhing in need of release. Through the intensity of it all there was a feeling like she was making love to my emotions – stroking them, enflaming them – she was magic.

   Melissa began fucking me with her entire hand and I moaned louder than I should have. There was no way to control it now. It was the most intense penetration of my life. 

   She began pushing her hand in as deep as it would go. Her forearm disappeared inside me but she continued deeper. Soon much of her forearm was in my over stretched pussy. I felt her fingers softly brushing against my cervix, deviously claiming every inch of my pussy for her own. Elva continued undulating her fingers in my mouth while pinning my head firmly. 

   How did I get here? Has any woman ever been fisted at both ends?  This is insanity - please let me cum!

   With every long slow stroke of her hand my body shuddered in pre-climax that I was amazed hadn’t overtaken me yet. Suddenly maddening stimulation shot through my clit. Melissa was softly humming and the vibration spread throughout my crotch and up the hand inside my pussy. 

   “Aya wah!” I cried.

   With a mind of its own my body heaved upwards causing her hand to violate me deeply, and then every nerve in my crotch seemed to tense up and explode! Stimulation burst out of my clit as a climax flooded through me and echoed in my ears. 

   Melissa began fisting in and out me harder as I rolled in convulsions beneath her. Her penetration quickly took control of my climax. When she moved her hand deeper I convulsed outwards – stimulation rushing more intensely than I could handle making me whimper. When she eased back I collapsed in on myself and the sensations rebounded inside of me. 

   Holy fuck – I love you Melissa!

   Every time I moaned too loud Elva lightly slapped my face with her free hand but it didn’t stop me. Finally she began fucking my mouth and my sore jaw was silenced as I orgasmed beneath her. 

   On and on it went. I continued climaxing for another minute before it began to fade. It was unlike any other orgasm I’d ever had and my devotion to Melissa became so strong I felt nauseated. 

   Melissa began trying to ease her hand out of me, causing me to lift off the desk. The last tingles of my orgasm rumbled on gently and it felt like she was sensuously pulling my insides out. At the end of my orgasm a vacuum was created by her pulling and when her hand popped out of me a sharp burst of pleasure rocketed through my body and made my vision blur. For another few seconds it felt like I was climaxing again, and then all at once it ended.

   I lay there in a haze as Elva eased her tiny hand out of out mouth and my sore jaw was finally able to close, but I was still too in shock by what had happened to speak. 

   “Thank you Elva. That will be all.”

   “It was my pleasure…ma’am,” she giggled, and exited.

   Melissa walked around to my face and shoved three fingers into my mouth. I sucked them clean and she eased a fourth in. Her hand was much larger than the waifs and I struggled to lick it clean and she stared down at me, clearly conflicted. 

   When I was done she began stroking my hair and I beamed with pride. She was showing genuine kindness and I melted for more of it. 

   “What am I going to do about you Constance? You’re married to my partner. Even if he does dump you it still puts me in an awkward situation.”

   It sure would. She must feel something for me otherwise she wouldn’t even consider it. There is hope. There is hope!

   “Do with me whatever you want ma’am. I am at your disposal.”

   “These feelings can only lead to trouble. But it would be dishonest if I said I wasn’t feeling something.”

   “Don’t worry so much ma’am. I am the one whose spouse is cheating on me.”

   “And we are cheating on him.”

   Oh ya – well it serves him right.

   “Anything ma’am. Name anything and I will do it. I don’t care how hard. Give me a chance to prove my feelings. At least let me try.”

   “I am afraid to Constance.”

   You – never….really?

   “Why?”

   “Because maybe I am feeling more than I planned to. Damn you, why did you have to come here and complicate things. I just got over a painful breakup. Add that on top of cheating on Ed with you. I am afraid of going any further Constance. We are playing with my life here.”

   “Please…please don’t turn me away. I have never had this feeling before. I want you more than anyone I have ever wanted anyone in my life. Maybe its fate – don’t turn your back on fate.”

   Melissa pulled a hand towel out of her desk and threw it at me.

   “Dry off and get dressed - now!” 

   I toweled myself off and put on my damp skirt but the bra was too wet to easily get on. Melissa unbuttoned her top and pulled it off. I watched greedily for more. She pulled her bra off revealing her marvelous breasts and I sighed purposely loud. 

   “This is a little big for you but at least it’s dry.”

   She is giving me her bra to wear. Swoon!

   “Thank you so much ma’am. I will take good care of it and return it to you clean.”

   “Oh what am I doing Constance? I can’t be falling for you. I’ll give you more chances to prove your feelings for me are more than just a passing obsession. But it won’t be easy for either of us and we are going to take this slow. Now go home and clean up, then meet me downstairs in the lobby at six o’clock.”

   What does she mean “for either of us?”

   “Yes ma’am. What should I tell Edward?”

   “That is your problem. How you handle it will be very revealing.”

   “I will be here ma’am.”

   “Good, now leave. You have already put me way behind schedule.”

   “Yes ma’am. I hope you have a good afternoon. One more thing though…can I kiss you?”

   For the first time a genuine look of affection crossed her face and I licked my lips anxiously. She was flattered and took a step into my personal space to offer me her cheek. I kissed it devotedly and stood waiting for her lips. Her breathing increased and it was no longer a secret – she was feeling something for me. She stepped away and repeated, “Meet me tonight – now go.”

   I exited without a word having pushed my luck enough. As I walked back to the elevator it was hard not to skip. I had broken through and things were moving forward – to where I couldn’t be sure. But it was very exciting and felt right. I mean after all, I was wearing her bra. She must feel some connection…some type of affection for me now.

   Constance you must be completely obedient tonight to seal the deal. You know she is going to test you with something hard – don’t let fear ruin it. 

   The way I felt gave me strength. Just the idea of her love made me feel confident enough to endure even the strictest punishment. Suddenly my clit began throbbing as strongly as my heart. I wanted to rush home and get off again thinking about what had just happened, but made myself hold off. One thing was for certain, I couldn’t wait to meet her again. Something was beginning and I could feel my world changing.

   


    
        
    



THE LADIES CLUB

    

   I spent the rest of the afternoon lurking around the business district killing time before our appointed meeting. During lunch I noted my husband Edward and Janet sneaking away together. The jealousy I felt when I first discovered them was less intense than it had been that morning. Instead it was replaced by hope that Melissa would be my new future and once again I prepared myself to be as obedient to her as possible. Wearing her bra was a constant reminder that I had her sincere consideration and I frequently fingered the sides of it through my top as I waited.

   Giving me her bra means she wants me…right? It must have, I could see the look in her eyes. 

   Time seemed to drag as I anxiously counted down the hours to our meeting. Finally six o’clock rolled around and I stood in the lobby of their building waiting for her to appear. A ding of the elevator, the doors opened, and her magnificent frame stepped out and spotted me. A sly, almost sheepish smile took over her face.

   “You’re here Constance.”

   “Did you really believe I would change my mind?”

   “I wasn’t sure.”

   “Well I was. Nothing was going to keep me from this meeting.”

   Her sly smiled widened further and I sensed her appreciation. It was becoming hard to deny a special chemistry was building between us.

   She is happy – maybe even flattered to see me. She is falling for me right back. This is no longer just my obsession. (Swoon)

   “I’m glad you made it but things aren’t as simple as they seem.”

   “You mean my husband?” I asked. “I already told you I would handle it.”

   “No, I mean the fact that you have a husband – the fact that you are straight. It’s a bigger issue than you realize.”

   “If I’m straight why am I in love with another woman? I don’t want to be trapped by terms Melissa…”

   “You will still address me as “ma’am” she interrupted. “We’re not official yet.”

   “Yes ma’am. I’m sorry ma’am. I just wanted to stress that I don’t care about labels or stereotypes – I just want to be with you…to be for you always.”

   “You’re still not understanding me. There are things you don’t know about me. I have made other commitments that I’m accountable for. Commitments that make dating you much more…”

   Her voice trailed off and she took a deep breath. 

   “Whatever commitments you have made I will shoulder them also. Just let me know what I can do to help.”

   “It’s not like that Constance. I am a prominent member of a secret organization that could be a problem for us…for me. The first thing we need to do is clear the air with them. I know it has nothing to do with you but I cannot escape the oath I made to them. These women are very powerful professionals and could make both our lives very difficult.”

   “You’re right - I don’t understand.”

   “Well you are about to.”

   She took me by the arm and led me down to the parking garage. We got into her black BMW and exited the building. She seemed a little worried which troubled me. It was out of character for the alpha beauty to appear so nervous yet I remained silent waiting to see where this was all heading.

   We drove a few blocks through the business district arriving at a neon strip of bars and lounges right as the sun was setting. The fuzzy lights of the establishments were just blazing to life as we exited onto the street. 

   Melissa led me to a discreet lounge called “Girl Talk” and greeted the doorman by his first name. He nodded respectfully at her and pulled aside a velvet rope while ignoring me completely. It was an awkward feeling that only grew more ominous when we entered.

   Inside the lounge the lighting was dim, only illuminated by soft purple neon. The sounds of soft jazz rang out from a stage that was surrounded by candlelit tables. It seemed like a fairly standard lounge except…there were no men. This was clearly a women only establishment. 

   “You will remain submissive to me the entire time we are here. No talking to anyone unless I give you permission. Do you understand?”

   “Yes ma’am. Of course I do. I promise not to let you down.”

   “Good, I’m not trying to be harsh right now. What will take place here is serious business.”

   A striking blond who was so tall it felt intimidating approached us and greeted Melissa warmly. After a quick exchange she turned to me and raised an eyebrow before giving Melissa a sideways look.

   “You’re serious aren’t you?” She asked. “I heard some gossip about it, but wasn’t sure if it was an exaggeration. You realize the rest of the council already knows about her right?”

   “I’ve come to face them. Surely they know I wouldn’t take it this far if my feelings weren’t serious.”

   “You know as well as anybody what you’re getting into so I won’t bother trying to sway you. But when the time comes lover, I will have to do as they instruct me. It’s nothing personal.”

   “I know Candice. This is my doing and there will be no hard feelings towards you. But if things go badly I can’t guarantee I won’t defy them. My mind is nearly made up and I need to see where this is going.”

   She nodded and escorted us through the dark lounge to a table near the stage where a Sade-like singer was performing. She took Melissa’s order and ignored me further which irritated me. I had been respectful and was secretly disappointed this stunning woman only referred to me in the third person. It made me feel inferior.

   “Constance I am going to tell you upfront that I’m more attracted to you than any woman I’ve ever met. It’s probably a big mistake but I am prepared to sacrifice a lot to take things further. I hope I’m not alone in this.”

   “I don’t know what this meeting is all about but trust me my beautiful ma’am. You are not alone in your feelings and I have no shame admitting it. I have fallen for you hard and you have my complete loyalty.”

   I wanted to say ‘I love you’ but remained cautious and waited for her lead. There was more going on here than I understood so I decided it was wise to remain as low key as possible. This was her secret world and I was the outsider.

   Candice returned with Melissa’s drink and placed a glass of water in front of me. 

   I guess I should feel lucky that I got anything.

   “You might wanna drink it fast” she whispered, “They will be calling for you soon.” Then she looked at me and added, “For both of you.”

   Her tone made me feel uneasy. At first I thought this was some type of game but Melissa’s expression let me know how serious she was taking it. She was genuinely concerned, yet I couldn’t be sure about what. For a moment our roles felt reversed and I wanted to take her hand and comfort her. But I remained meek and submissive as I had promised.

   I spotted a group of women dressed in matching black suits with grey pinstripes moving across the lounge in our direction. They approached from Melissa’s blind spot and she never saw them coming. When they arrived one put her hand on her shoulder and announced, “the council is ready to see you.” They threw something down on the table and stood aside waiting.

   “Stand up Constance” Melissa ordered.

   I stood and she took the item off the table and grabbed me firmly by the back of the hair. Out of the corner of my vision I looked to see if anyone was shocked by the aggressive move but nobody seemed alarmed. I felt Melissa wrapping something around my neck and tightening it. When she was done I realized it was a collar that was attached to a leash. Melissa jerked the leash and without a word I allowed her to lead me off feeling self conscious in the middle of the lounge - but proud to be tethered to her. 

   We walked to the back of the lounge until we arrived at a silver door. The pinstriped women took up positions at either side as if to guard it. Melissa took a deep breath and confidently opened it up. Beyond the doors sat a large circular table with women sitting at intervals around it. There were all types of women. Some dressed like Melissa, in business attire, and others dressed very femininely. The feminine ones ranged in appearance from cocktail attire to nearly stripper looking. I observed the variety with cautious curiosity.

   How does such a diverse group of women end up in the same club? 

   One of the pen striped women grabbed my leash from Melissa and pulled me off to the side of the room before tying off the end of my tether to a bar along the back wall. 

   “This is the straight girl you are considering?” A woman in a solid black suit asked.

   “Yes” Melissa replied shakily. “I have decided that I want to pursue her.”

   “Are you prepared to face the consequences of that choice?”

   “Yes I am,” Melissa answered more confidently.

   What in the world is going on here? How can these women treat my strong lover this way – and why is she allowing it?

   Suddenly the pinstriped girls swarmed Melissa. Her top was unceremoniously ripped off of her revealing her braless chest. Her skirt was torn off next and they forced her to the circular table, bent her over it and cuffed her wrists behind her back.

   “Stop!” I called out, upset by her rough treatment.

   “No Constance – don’t” Melissa called back, but it was too late. Before I could comprehend anything one of the pinstriped women forced a ball gag into my mouth and tightly secured it around my head.

   “That is who you are going to endure this for?” The woman in black reaffirmed.

   “Yes” She answered in nearly a whisper.

   For the first time her voice trembled and I got an idea of how nervous this meeting was making her.

   She is sacrificing for me!  Melissa please don’t suffer for me. 

   I was deeply touched that Melissa would take these mysterious chances for me but also very concerned about where it would lead. The woman seemed angry – almost outraged by her devotion to me. Yet I could only watch helplessly from the edge of the room.

   “Very well. Sister Melissa has agreed to endure the consequences of her actions. Should she fail she will be scrubbed from our membership and stripped of all privileges. I want to remind all of the sisters to not go lightly during her atonement. This is a serious offence and as member of the high council she should have known better. There is to be no mercy towards Sister Melissa.”

   “No mercy for the traitor” the group recited in unison.

   Traitor…she is not a traitor. No!

   The table of women got up and surrounded poor Melissa who stood bound wearing only her panties. The woman in black moved in behind her and reached her hand around inside her panties. Melissa winced and I knew she had gripped her clit.

   A feminine woman in a pink gown stepped forward and slapped Melissa hard across the face. Melissa jerked and the hand her panties flexed forcing her to stiffen submissively. The woman in pink grabbed Melissa by the hair and forced her to look at the group.

   To my shock another woman slapped her hard across the other side of her face. Melissa grunted but tried to remain strong. Before she could catch her breath another woman slapped her firmly, followed by another. 

   Soon the group took turns slapping her, the sounds of their blows echoing through the room. Melissa’s head rocked from side to side, her beautiful hair cascading to and fro with each blow. They didn’t wait long between slaps and Melissa occasionally grunted in pain but refused to protest.

   No! Stop hurting her. Melissa don’t do this for me. I’ll love you no matter what.

   I groaned into my gag struggling to protest and was met with a slap of my own. For a moment I saw stars and my cheek burned like fire.

   “Don’t make it harder on her” a pinstriped woman whispered in my ear.

   Slap – slap – slap – on it went, each woman slapping my obsession mercilessly.

   Soon she was being slapped in two places – one woman on her face and another across her breasts. She grunted in agony but refused to protest as her face and chest began glowing bright red. When Melissa would wince in pain the woman in black would flex the hand in her panties and make her submissive again.

   Finally it ended and the woman removed her hand from Melissa’s panties before yanking them down around her ankles. My sweet obsession looked dazed and numb as they bent her over the table roughly. Her face was puffy and she looked so weak I hardly recognized her. It was breaking my heart.

   



SPORK PUNISHMENT

    

   I was unfastened from the bar and led over to face Melissa who was bent over and helpless. My gag was removed and the woman in black spoke.

   “See what you’ve done straight girl. Do you still want her or will you defer your affections and move on?”

   “Please don’t hurt her anymore” I pleaded. “She hasn’t done anything to you.”

   “She has broken a sacred oath. I wouldn’t expect a spork like you to understand.”

   “Why do you call me a spork?”

   “You know, part spoon – part fork. Confused about your identity just like a spork.”

   That is so mean. I am not a spork! I better not question it though.

   “You have no right to treat Melissa this way.”

   “Shut up spork” the woman in pink hissed.

   “We have every right to do this” black suit assured me. “Do you hear her complaining? Trust me – if she refuses to denounce her feelings for you then her suffering has just begun.”

   “How dare you interfere in our business? This is between Melissa and me.”

   “Yes” the stern woman hissed. “That is why we will give you the chance to save her. It’s easy to play games little spork but can you back up your feelings? Will you take her punishment for her…straight girl?”

   Oh my.

   My stomach grew chilled because I knew the answer.

   “Y-yes, punish me in her pa-place” I stuttered nervously.

   “No Constance don’t!” Melissa pleaded. “This doesn’t involve you. This is my penance to pay. I can handle it.”

   “I won’t let them hurt you anymore” I insisted. “I just can’t allow it Melissa. I volunteer to take her punishment,” I announced.

   “You have no idea what they will”…SLAP!A hard blow was brought across her gorgeous mouth sending spit flying and silencing her mid sentence. She remained obediently quite.

   “Be silent Mel – or you will make it harder on both of you. She has agreed to carry your burden. You know the rules - it’s not for you to interfere. Bring me her leash.”

   A pinstripe led me over to the woman in black. She confidently gripped my leash and played with it teasingly, lording her control over me.

   “You’re a regular little puppy dog aren’t you. Quit lying – you want dick. That’s what turns you on – isn’t it?”

   “Everything about Melissa turns me on and she is all I want” I replied defiantly.

   “Well…let’s find out. Bend her over.”

   I was bent over the table next to Melissa, her scent wafting into my nostrils reminding me of everything I felt towards her. Her face was forced to look away as we stood bent over in the vulnerable position together. The feel of hands on my back and I realized my skirt was being pulled off me. I was stripped from the waist down and immediately felt a cool sensation being applied to my anus.

   “What’s happening?” I stammered.

   “Silence! You will not speak again!” The woman in black demanded.

   SLAP! – a stinging blow was brought down against my ass and I whimpered in pain. It was just the beginning. The group gathered around me and my ass was spanked mercilessly by multiple hands as I writhed in agony. Each blow seared me to the core and felt worse and worse. I squealed overcome by pain but it continued on. The sounds of their impacts filled the room without end until my ass felt like a flame was being held against it. 

   Every woman there seemed to revel in spanking me hard. My squeals slowly turned into helpless whimpers as the pain became too much for me to bear. I tried to remain strong but it was beyond what I could handle. My eyes welled with tears and I started bawling under their torturous barrage. This only seemed to make them spank harder and I sobbed uncontrollably as they broke me down into an emotional mess.

   I love you Melissa but God – this is too much. Why must they do this? I won’t let them change my mind.

   All at once the spanking stopped but I continued to sob in agony across the table. – my ass burning fiercely hot. Only Melissa’s smell next to me kept me strong enough to continue. The woman in a pink gown approached with something unrecognizable in her hand. It looked like a thin version of a water bottle that was on some type of stick. 

   She walked behind me and I felt several of their hands begin feeling my welted ass. Five hands probed my bottom and some of the women actually expressed an admiration for my shape.

   “It’s too bad she’s straight” one of them said.

   “I could use her for a night” another added.

   Their hands slowly lowered to my pussy and multiple fingers began tracing my inner lips. In contrast to my searing ass their gentle work caused my pussy to tingle with a pleasure that was new to me. Multiple fingers began dabbing slightly inside me, encouraging my juices to flow and though my ass was still killing me - I became wet. 

   Several fingers pulled my opening apart spreading it wide. A sudden humiliation washed over me as they took their intimate liberties with my well guarded secrets. I found myself hoping I was adequate in whatever way they were evaluating for – though I was still softly sobbing over my seared ass.

   A pressure appeared against my pussy and I knew it was the strange bottle device. The hot water bottle looking thing was at least three inches wide and felt like it was made out of latex. Many strange hands pinned me down harder against the table as the intruder slowly penetrated me, delicately stretching my inner lips. 

   I allowed my body to relax as much as possible and gave myself over to the violation. An occasional finger caressed my clit stimulating me luridly and forcing my pussy to remain compliant. The bottle was gradually worked deeper inside me – four inches, five inches, six inches. It continued until it nearly filled me and I lay at their mercy while being deeply penetrated.

   Very tenderly the bottle device began pumping in and out of me. I cannot lie – it did feel good, though humiliating, and my sobbing ended. The women made lewd comments about me as the fucking continued.

   “She has a pretty nice pussy for a straight gal” one noted.

   “I wonder if she is good at eating pussy” another added.

   “Can we find out?” A third interjected anxiously.

   “Silence” dark suit announced. “This isn’t a game. A member of the council has taken a straight girl and must pay the price for her. Begin the swelling.”

   “No Ashley – I fisted her earlier. Don’t do this to her. It’s too much.” Melissa begged – and was slapped hard across the face.

   “Silence Melissa. Fisting is child’s play compared to this. It was her choice. Begin the swelling!”

   The sound of an air compressor behind me filled my ears. Suddenly the bottle inside me began to expand – it was being inflated larger. I could feel it growing until it pushed at the inner walls of my tender pussy. 

   “Oh!” I moaned. “What’s happening – what are you doing to me?”

   “Don’t make me warn you again.” Black suit growled.

   “Please remain quite Constance. Or quit if you have to – I’ll understand.” Melissa pleaded next to me.

   “I’ll never quit on you.” I stammered.

   The bottle continued to expand stretching my insides much wider than I have ever been. The pumping motion continued as it swelled, slowly plunging in and out of my pussy. I was stretched further and could feel the smooth intruder pushing out my inner walls and grind demandingly against my G spot. 

   I couldn’t restrain groaning as the expanding monster fucked me even harder. 

   “Make it swell fatter” Dark suit demanded.

   The intruder began inflating even larger and my inner walls were pushed out even further ballooning outwards beyond my limits. I was so overcome with fullness I grunted continually and imagined this was what giving birth might feel like. Onward the pumping went as it expanded and my groans became animalistic. 

   “Arah eroa” I cried as it worked. 

   “Just go with it my beautiful Constance” Melissa encouraged still being forced to look away.

   Her words encouraged me in a strange way. It felt like a dream as humiliation caused my clit began to engorge tightly. Suddenly strobes of sensation began flickering up my pussy’s canal and radiating through my hips. The distinct feel of a distant violating climax began to grow. 

   “Swell it larger” Dark suit ordered.

   “No Ashley” Melissa pleaded for me. “She is already too full. Please don’t make her take it all.”

   “Recant you feelings for her then” Ashley ordered.

   “Na-no Melissa, don’t do it” I grunted. “I ca-can handle it for you.”

   “I love you Constance. I truly do. Please don’t hate me for…”

   SLAP! – I heard Melissa’s red cheek being struck.

   “Silence Melissa” Dark suit demanded. “Continue the swelling now!”

   The compressor whirred on and my insides were pushed so wide that my canal began pressing against my inner butt – my intestines, while still fucking me. Each overwhelming stroke not only stretched my pussy to its limits but now the inside of my asshole. It was pleasurable yet nauseating at the same time and the sounds of my groans were unrecognizable to even me.

   “Now fuck her” a voice demanded.

   What? They are fucking me. What’s happening?

   Through my massive penetration I felt something I couldn’t identify at first. There was something more. Then I realized a dildo was being worked into my ass. I was being double penetrated by the woman in the pink gown who wore a strap on. The other girls continued fucking me with their immensely inflated staff as Pink eased her dildo deeper up my helpless ass. I felt it rubbing against the swollen bottle in my pussy and groaned louder feeling overfull…and inhuman. 

   When Pink finally thrust all the way up my ass I screamed without even realizing it. A feeling that I needed to throw up mixed with a feeling that I needed to climax. It was utterly confusing and sometimes painful. Her strap on pushed back against the caving walls of my anus and the two intruders rubbed against each other maddeningly through my flesh. 

   Stimulation was emanating throughout my hips but I could not tell if it was pleasurable or painful. One moment it was ecstasy the next it was hell, then back to ecstasy. I heard myself continue to scream but I was in a daze of violation and submission. Soon it felt like I was an animal – just a toy for their amusement.

   Smack – I felt Pink Gown’s hips impact my ass as she plunged deeply inside me.

   Both holes were now being deeply fucked and a puddle of my own drool pooled up around my chin between screams. I felt used, abused, slutty – and owned. I wailed next to my lover, caught between pleasure and pain as my dignity was fucked out of me. 

   Ashley grabbed Melissa by the hair and turned her face towards mine. She forced her head over and demanded that she lick up my puddle of drool. I screamed louder and tried my best to contain the flow but it was no use. The penetration was just too much and it streamed out with every wail I made.

   Poor Melissa began lapping it up like a dog and I wished I could help her. Between licks she would discreetly sneak a soft kiss in and I swooned on the inside as my ass and pussy were relentlessly molested. I wanted to kiss her back but there was no controlling my reactions. This was too much for any girl to handle and they knew it.

   As I yearned to kiss her it started. A throbbing in my clit beyond my control grew increasingly stronger. My shame over the humiliating violation only made it intensify. It began feeling like I was climaxing though I know I wasn’t. A strange sensation grew - like an orgasm that ached instead of stimulated was washing through me. An orgasm of pain.

   Smack, Smack – Pink continued dominantly drilling my ass as the swollen member inside my pussy continued overwhelming me with demanding strokes.

   While the unusual sensation continued washing through me I felt the onrushing of a real climax preparing to strike, though I wasn’t sure if it would be painful or pleasurable. I struggled to breath and finally welcomed the intensity of the orgasm it promised. It moved on me quickly and between screams I fought to catch my breath. Just as it was about to strike I looked into Melissa’s eyes when everything stopped. They seemed to know I was going to climax and both intruders remained perfectly still inside me.

   Noooo!

   “Don’t let the bitch cum” Pink ordered.

   My screams turned into anxious groans as I tried to buck back and finish on my own. The attempt was painful and the group laughed at my feeble efforts. 

   Black suit grabbed Melissa’s hair and forced her to view my desperate attempts at relief.

   “Look at the little slut Mel. At the end of the day she is going to want a cock. Is she really worth it?”

   “Yes.”

   Melissa’s answer was like music to my ears and I strained to bring my lips to hers. In response Pink reached around and grabbed my engorged clit. She held me firmly and the stimulation was enough to make me lose it. Stimulation poured out of my clit and I started convulsing on the table – my muscles heaving uncontrollably.

   Laughter and cat calls filled the room as I helplessly climaxed in front of them and Pink began pounding into my ass hard. The immense shame I felt was intense yet my orgasm fed off it. The more embarrassed and used I felt the more powerful the climax became. Every humiliating spasm seemed stronger than the last and my orgasm raged on for over a minute as they mocked me. 

   In the middle of it the inflated bottle was eased slowly out of my pussy stretching it so wide I felt like a cheap whore. When my convulsions mellowed I struggled to compose myself. 

   Pink continued drilling my ass, mercilessly using me and stripping my last shreds of dignity. 

   “She’s my whore now Mel” she announced.

   “She’s a cheap whore” the group mocked in unison.

   Pink’s dominating strokes caused another orgasm to erupt out of me fueled by pure shame. I screamed overwhelmed after each stroke of the deep anal intrusion but she fucked on until my body no longer twitched.

   I lay in a heap of used up slut when the strap on was finally removed from my tender bottom. Exhaustion filled me and I felt worn out.

   “Let’s inflate the bottle in her ass” a girl in back encouraged.

   “No” Melissa interjected. “She did my penance. Our charter clearly states you must let her go. Besides, she had already proven her devotion to me. It’s my choice to be with her – if I get hurt so be it.”

   “The charter clearly states if the spork takes the atonement for the member than it’s up to the Chancellor to determine when the penance has ended.” Dark suit insisted.

   “Please Ashley – she has endured enough for me over the last twenty four hours. Constance I believe in you. You have proven you’re devotion to me and I want you.”

   “I love you Melissa.”

   “I love you too” she answered.

   “Well Mel – we have a little surprise for you. Bring them in.”

   Two tall males were ushered into the room. They only wore blindfolds and shorts and my heart dipped. In a strict lesbian secret society like this – nothing good could come of it. An ominous feeling began seeping into my exhausted mind. They knew this would humiliate her on a deeper level.

   They forced Melissa’s legs apart and informed her she was going to be fucked by these men.

   “No Ashley” Melissa begged. “You are way out of line. Our charter clearly states no men are to be used in the atonement.”

   “I know” Ashley remarked. “I helped you write it. But that was before a member of the high council went rogue with a straight girl. Prepare to be fucked.”

   “No please Ashley.”

   “You want to get out of it?”

   “Yes of course. You know I have no interest in men.”

   “Then bark like a dog” Ashley demanded.

   You cruel bitch – in front of her friends no less.

   “Fuck you – I won’t do it.”

   One of the men was ushered into place behind Melissa, his cock placed between her legs.

   “Ruf ruf!” Melissa barked desperately making the group laugh. 

   “Now howl like you’re in heat” Ashley giggled.

   “Owoooo, owooo!” Melissa wailed repeatedly.

   The group took great pleasure in her humiliation. As she howled they groped her, unceremoniously helping themselves to every part of her.

   “Now oink like a pig” Pink demanded.

   “Wak wak wak” Melissa snorted desperately.

   “Melissa Bainbridge you are hereby stripped of your title as Vice Chancellor of the Downtown Ladies Club. From here on out you’re demoted to an entry level member, subservient to the group.” Ashley announced.

   She ordered the men away and stood Melissa up. 

   “Your final penance is that you and your straight little girlfriend have to get all of us off. Only then will you have our approval and be released.”

   



TWO FLAMES

    

   With my head spinning I was stood up and walked over to a narrow massage table. I was laid out across it and strapped down unable to move my arms or legs. The same was done with Melissa and when they were done we both lay helplessly, side by side on our backs.

   The women began undressing. A tall girl with long legs walked up to me, smiled boldly and threw her leg across my body. I stared up at here perfectly shaved pussy as she eased it down over my face. I knew what was expected and took her clit submissively into my mouth. 

   I better do a good job…to prove I’m not a spork? 

   Next to me I could hear Melissa enduring the same. To be together we were both in for a long meal of pussy eating and we both worked with determination to achieve it. Though I was inexperienced I was learning fast. The women became faceless flavors to me. I tasted all type of woman from tangy, to salty, to bland. I nursed each clit that was brought to me like a hungry baby hoping for approval. The sounds of Melissa smacking next to revealed she was doing the same. In my lightheaded state I only focused on delivering pleasure.

   When we finished with the group the pinstriped woman went next and I continued doing my best. Ashley was the last to go and she made sure Melissa was the one to work on her. It was a final statement of domination showing that Melissa had been demoted. 

   Ashley was rough with her and Melissa whimpered several times during her work. When the alpha female finally climaxed I hoped it was over and that my lover would truly be mine.

   I was released from the table first and my clothes were handed to me. 

   “Get dressed and leave” Pink ordered.

   “What about Melissa?”

   “She’ll be out after her expunging ceremony. Now go.”

   Once I was dressed the pinstriped women took me by the arm and escorted me out of the room to wait in the lounge. They stood guard over the door making sure I kept my distance from my desperate obsession. 

   Thirty minutes later the door opened and a pinstriped woman was helping Melissa walk out. She looked shook and was walking gingerly. I rushed over to them and she was passed off to me. She wobbled as I steadied her and helped her towards the exit.

   “What happened, what did they do to you?”

   “My thighs – they whipped my thighs. The pain is killing me Constance.”

   “Those bitches. I thought they agreed to let me take your punishment.”

   “Ashley betrayed me and has taken over the group like a dictator. She has always wanted to do it and my crush on you was the perfect excuse. It’s better that we forget about them - it was never meant to be like that. Now they are just crazy.”

   “I’m going back to give her a piece of my mind.” I insisted.

   “No Constance it’s not worth it. Just please get me to my car.”

   I steadied her and helped her out of the lounge and to her car. When we arrived she informed me she couldn’t drive and I helped into the passenger seat. It was hard for her to sit down and when she did I saw the blood.

   “They whipped your legs bloody!” I exclaimed outraged.

   “Drive me to my office – I have some ointment there…and I can’t bear separating from you right now. Do you mind?”

   “I’m here for you as long as you need…Your Majesty”. 

   The reference made her smile which made me feel a little better. My own ass was seared and my body had been stretched and violated a lot over the last twenty four hours. But we had done it. The final hurdle had been crossed and neither of us had any reservations about continuing our relationship. While driving I couldn’t help noticing what a broken pair we currently were.

   When we arrived at the office we limped to the elevator – the doors opened and there stood my husband Edward and his secretary Janet in each other’s arms. He pulled away abruptly but it was too late. He was caught red handed.

   “Constance…hi! What are you doing here?”

   He face turned red and I could tell he was formulating a lie.

   “The same thing as you,” I replied, “starting a new relationship.”

   “A new relationship - what do you mean? I’m not…”

   “Just leave it Ed.” I interrupted. “I already saw the two of you this morning. Don’t worry, I’m not that concerned about it. We have been kidding ourselves for too long. It’s time for both of us to move on.”

   “Who have you been seeing” he demanded outraged. Then he looked at Melissa and blushed. “Not you Mel…right?”

   “It is me Ed. Are you really that surprised?”

   “This is outrageous. I will divorce her over this and leave her with nothing.”

   “We’ll see about that…” I added. 

   Melissa stopped me mid sentence.

   “By the way Edward, I think it’s time our partnership ended – don’t you. I mean things would get to awkward from here. Besides, I don’t appreciate the lies you have been telling your wife. She’s mine now and I won’t ever lie to her.”

   “Is she serious?” he asked me.

   “What do you think?” I replied. “Now stand aside, I have to get her up to her office.”

   The two of them stepped out of the elevator and I helped Melissa inside. The door closed on both Ed and our relationship leaving him mouth agape in the lobby. Melissa and I held each other in silence as the elevator rose. It was during that hug that I felt our minds join and our futures converging. I had found what I’d always wanted out of romance – a strong lover who valued me above all others. 

   I couldn’t helps smiling as we walked the hallway to her office. Once inside she pointed to a cabinet that had the soothing balm she needed. She stripped off her skirt revealing her tortured thighs and I wanted to cry just looking at them. 

   I had her bend over the desk so I could apply the ointment which I did delicately. 

   “I’m so sorry for not trusting you. No woman has ever shown the devotion you have shown me. I feel so lucky that you love me. Can you forgive me Constance?”

   “Of course I can. I understood your reservations. What’s important is that our feelings towards each other are real. As long as you are mine and I am yours completely - that’s the only thing that matters to me. But if you ever betray me I won’t ever forgive you.”

   “I’ve never cheated on a lover before and I promise you with all my heart that it won’t ever happen with you. The way I feel when we are together Constance – it’s new. You’re all I want – all I need. You are the finish line of a long search – deep down I knew it when I left last night but I ran from the truth.”

   “I think we both knew it when you left last night.”

   “You think I’m so strong. The truth is you’re the strong one Constance. If you weren’t so strong we wouldn’t have had a chance together.”

   “Well then promise me one day you will propose to me. You know – after I get divorced.”

   We both laughed.

   “I never thought I’d actually get married” she said. “You have changed my life in two short days. You’re amazing.”

   “Then take me home with you tonight. Let me sleep beside you and hold your nude body in my arms. Let our commitment begin now.”

   When I finished applying the balm she turned and we kissed. Our lips felt so perfect together and our tongues radiated love for each other. When it ended we leaned our foreheads against each other and looked into each other’s eyes for a while.

   “Well, I guess it’s official. Think we’ll make it together?” I mused.

   “Ask me again in a week.” She smirked.

   I gently helped her get dressed and we exited her office. We drove to her house which I must admit was much nicer than my own had been. Once inside she took my hand and led me to the bedroom but we didn’t rip each other’s clothes off. Instead we showered together, dried each other off, returned to the living room and built a fire. 

   With a blanket covering us both we snuggled together on her couch watching the flames dance. I felt an inner kinship with the flickering orange sprints that burned so hot. My life had become like the flame and how long it would burn was an open ended question. Yet the one thing I learned was to never doubt how much your life can change in just twenty four hours.

   Melissa gently stroked my hair as she stared at the flames that performed for us. I closed my eyes, leaned into her chest and drifted off to sleep in her arms – content for the moment that my life was changing for the better. For once I knew exactly who I was and what I wanted - and I slept peacefully.

   


More from I.M Rogue:

   

   LONG TONGUE LIZ: COMPLETE
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B011AX4WQS

   

   CONQUERED BY COURTNEY: COMPLETE
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B014TIMZ74

   

   NEW FEELING - FIRST TIME LESBIAN
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00YVNJQS4

   

   For new releases follow me on my author page:
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   http://www.amazon.com/I.M-Rogue/e/B00QCOHYFM/

   

   You are irresistible in your own unique way.

   Thanks for reading. 

   I.M Rogue
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