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Foreward


 

I started writing erotica when I was twenty years old and there are sheaves of lined notebook paper with my scratchy handwriting upon it, with some of the most horribly penned stories ever put down. But while those stories aren’t worth the paper they are written upon, they did serve one purpose: to make me a better writer. This anthology is a collection of the various short stories that I have written over the last ten years; those I felt were worth publishing. If you are a fan, no doubt you’ve already read every one of the stories contained in this anthology, so don’t buy it. In fact, every single one of these stories, with the exception of “The Arcade Series: The Crane” is available for free on my website, so unless you just have to have them on your iPad, or Nook, or Kindle, feel free to go get them there. You might also find rougher copies on websites like BDSM Library or The Masque or Red’s Realm of Romantic Restraint. 


 

But if you haven’t read the works within, take a moment to sit back, relax, grab some dark chocolate, perhaps a glass of wine and if you’re really daring, perhaps some oil and a lover, someone to read to aloud. Why? Because this erotica isn’t just about bondage and discipline, sadism and masochism, it’s about encouraging a physical response in my readers. Wonderful things can happen… in the dark.


 

Yours Faithfully,

Michael Alexander
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The Chapel in the Woods



 Our footsteps crunched loudly in the autumn leaves as we walked along the forest trail and the late afternoon sun pierced the golden red canopy above with a glittering sparkle, brightening the undergrowth. The air was cool, yet not chilled with the approaching taste of winter, though I admit that I felt the forest preparing itself for the first snow. 
 

The chapel stood ahead of us, its chiseled stone face and hard oaken doors stood like a monument against the seasons. Built by man, ostensibly for God, it had become a forgotten relic in the age of atheism. As we neared, I marveled, as I have often done, on the tendency of man to look upward, seeking some higher reward or divination, when so many of our baser instincts are focused inward. 
 

We slowed our steps as we came to the massive carved doors, the stylistic designs carving an intricate pattern to the unknown deity. I reached out and touched the strong and tarnished brass handle, pulling. The door opened, the heavy weight sliding and creaking on the age old hinges. 
 

We entered the chapel and I pulled the door shut behind us. I found the iron lock bolt, the one the archaic park service had installed, and slid it downward into the sunken hole in the floor. I turned and then stopped in wonder as the light from the setting sun struck the huge crimson stained glass windows, filling the chapel with a bloody light. I shivered, and for a moment I thought that the red tinged candle indicating the sanctity of the church had been remounted and lit in the presence of God. But no, the wooden pews had long been removed or fallen into disrepair, as had the accouterments of the ancient religion. I looked and saw the iron bolts where the scarlet candle had once been mounted, symbolizing the presence of God. Only the empty stone of the wall remained. 
 

The walls were rough rock, hewed from granite, and placed together with simple mortar. Their grayed appearance brought to mind the stories of medieval dungeons and castles from long ago. We walked across the empty space of the floor to the nave, where a stone altar, bereft of its vestments, stood like a monument to a grave. Its surface was only marred by the inch long iron bolts, sticking out from the sides of the table where the candle holders of the ancient ceremonies had been mounted. 
 

I looked back at my partner. She stood in quiet surrender, her long copper hair cascading down upon her sable cloak as she waited for me. I pulled slightly on the leather leash that led to the black collar encircling her neck, drawing her attention. 
 

“What do you think?” I asked her, curious as to her thoughts. 
 

Her pale blue eyes looked back at me and she shrugged her shoulders, seemingly hesitant to speak. 
 

I swung back toward the altar and mounted the dais, pulling her upward with me. I moved around the stone table, until I stood behind it, gazing down upon the unseen congregation of emptiness. 
 

I drew in the leash, pulling her close to me, detecting the soft scent of her rose flavored perfume. I threw my arms about her, picking her up and cradling her like a newborn child. I felt her head slide down upon my shoulder and I felt a sudden chill, knowing what was to happen to this woman, this girl, this sacrifice. 
 

I had planned this moment for months, ever since seeing this place, this holy chamber. I knew what I needed to do. Not murder, I am no killer. Yet, in this place a sacrifice would be made, an unholy thing become divine. I would draw the attention of God back to this place. 
 

I gently placed her upon the altar, lowering her until she rested on the stone. The black hood of her cloak pooled under her head, pillowing it and spreading the living wave of her hair across the cool granite. The cloak spread open, draping the altar in a soft black sheath, bathed in the scarlet light of the sunset. 
 

Her shirt and long skirt were also black, a matching raven. I reached into my pocket for my knife, and I slid the blade up through the short sleeves of her shirt, slicing the thin cloth like water parting before a prophet. I dropped the knife on the table beside her and then slowly unbuttoned her shirt, exposing a sliver of white skin between the two pools of darkness. 
 

When her shirt lay open, I pulled the edges apart, freeing the silk and watching as the pools of cardinal light flashed across my sacrifice’s skin. Her eyes were closed and she lay waiting whatever would come next. I smiled in anticipation of the delights and pleasures that awaited me, as well as the experience that awaited her. It was part of my desire, my dream, my offering. 
 

Her skirt was fastened with a simple button, and I quickly pulled apart the cotton earth cloth. Her loins were bare, clear except for a single patch of down. Her legs were closed, guarding her secrets, and I resisted the urge to part her, to touch and taste her pleasure. But something that simple was not what she was here for. 
 

I turned and picked up the small pack I had carried, opening it and searching for the rope. It was strong hemp, thick and smooth, and I placed it on the table next to her. I had cut even strands, six feet long, and I began at her wrists, binding each carefully and tightly. I knelt down at the base of the altar and tied the rope ends off on the protruding bolts, until her arms stretched out above her head, parted. 
 

Her ankles followed, and I licked my lips in appreciation as her tender sex was exposed for my eyes. Her rose colored slit glistened slightly, as if she was expecting a tender touch or penetrating experience. Finally, she was bound, stretched out upon the altar, like Andromeda for the Titan. I could not help my gaze lingering on the white marble skin lying among the folds of black. I treasured the sight of her petite and delicate feet laced into the black open toed sandals. She was beautiful, desirable. I smiled at the irony, for no captive was ever more captivating than my sacrifice. Her pleasure and suffering would bring God, if he existed, back down to this once hallowed hall. 
 

Next I removed the four, red hued candles from my bag, setting them down upon the four corners of the altar. I lit them carefully, allowing the soft glow of candlelight to bathe my helpless lady in a sheen of beauty. 
 

And truly she was beautiful. My mind played over the course of events and I reached once more into my pack. 
 

I drew out a small bottle of brown ink and thin paint brush. With delicate patience, I dipped the brush into the bottle and slowly brushed my canvass of living skin. Her breath moved her body and I slipped the brush up and over her breasts, painting the delicate nipples, and then bringing the line down to her navel. I pushed the brush downward, looping it in intricate designs to her womanhood, actually sliding the brush through her soft down and into the crevice of her sex. For over an hour I worked, my hand moving steadily. 
 

When I was done she looked like a Celtic goddess, inscribed with the old symbols of power and a desire. I stepped back and examined her, pleased with the outcome. I took hold of one of the candles and held it up over her body. I saw her eyes flash with momentary concern, but then glaze. 
 

I turned the candle sideways and watched as the hot wax dripped down off the bell and fell toward my captive. I watched as the liquid splashed down upon her breast, coating the nipple in a red veneer. She gasped, but did not cry out, and I allowed the hot wax to fall, coating her breast over and over. 
 

Her eyes were no longer glazed, and yet, I wanted more. I moved the candle an inch, dropping more of the hot pain upon her other breast. I watched her bosom heave under the intensity of the heat as the drippings splattered and splashed their way over her white full curves. I watched in fascination as the wax flowed down the mounds of her bosom and deep into the rift between them. 
 

I set the candle down, letting the hot liquid cool and harden. Slowly she calmed, feeling the hot warmth flow through her body, no longer burning its way deep inside. I returned to my bag and removed the small thermos. 
 

The contents had melted slightly, becoming the pure life giving substance. I reached in and deftly took one of the large cubes, drawing it out of the water. Her eyes still remained closed and I used one fingernail to pick the protective covering of wax from the brown stub of her nipple. 
 

She felt the pull, but ignored it, and I took the opportunity to place the ice directly upon the exposed nub. She cried out, but quickly stifled it, and writhed in the tight bonds I had placed her in. I held the ice in place as I quickly peeled away more of the wax. Rivulets of ice water flowed down her hot breast, following the cool flow of wax down to her abdomen. 
 

I placed the cold on her other breast, freezing the exposed nipple in a chilling bite of cruelty. I watched in pleasure as she struggled, pulling and twisting against the ropes, trying desperately to dislodge the hand which tortured her. Soon I relented and I moved the ice away from her skin. Feeling the cold in my fingers, I felt the melting water drop from my hand and fall onto her skin. I positioned my hand directly above her glistening sex and watched as the first drop fell, searing her tender petals. 
 

Her hips thrust outward and she cried out, this time allowing the full throat of her wail to darken the fading light. More drops fell and I watched her muscles tense and pull, straining to close herself. The water droplets continued to fall, sliding down the lips of her flower, mingling with her own juices. 
 

I tossed the cube away. Her open legs were beautiful, white creamy thighs leading downward to the pink petals. I pushed forward, dipping my head lower until the scent of her pushed at me. I extended my tongue and tasted the edge of her sex, feeling the cold water and hot juice of desire. I slid my tongue along the ridges, licking her soft moist skin and she pushed upward into me. My tongue found the round hole at the base of her sex and I dipped it in, licking the walls of her passage, loving her with my tongue. I moved back upwards and found her clitoris, sucking it in to my mouth, drawing it out of its hood. The dying sun cast its last breath on her skin as I tasted her spice. 
 

She moaned loudly, twisting upward as I suckled her. I felt her pleasure coursing through her body like wild lightning and I pulled backward and up, disappointing her. I knew her needs, but the night was still young, and God had not yet seen true suffering. 
 

I removed the candle wax from her skin. It came loose easily, as if the only true merging had come when the paraffin was hot and heavy. Then the skin and liquid fire melded as one. I cast the melts away from her, like the tossing of coins for charity. I leaned down and took the tender nipple of her breast into my mouth and licked at it. She jumped and then arched her back, pushing her breast up into me. I felt her need to be taken, to be eaten and consumed. Yet I was not ready. 
 

I reached again into my bag of tricks, knowing exactly what was to come next in this choreographed theater. The two small balls, linked by a chain, glistened in the soft light of the candles. I moved to her parted legs and wet slit. With gentle fingers, I split the lips of her flower, spreading the skin outward. I wetted the first balls with her own juices, spreading the slick sex over its plastic face. I positioned it delicately, directly at her opening and pushed, sending it down. The second ball was easier to prepare, and I quickly pressed the small pressure switch on the side as I plunged it in to her body. 
 

Immediately, she tensed as both balls began vibrating, rolling and shaking around in the moist warm heart of her pleasure. Her loins involuntarily spasmed, and I watched in amusement as she pushed and pulled, trying in some unfathomable way to satisfy her need. 
 

But I knew that it would be fruitless. The balls would only tantalize, stimulate and torture, until the very sides of her well were sore from the sensations. I knew I could leave her like this, tied for the night, and find her catatonic in distress the next morning, all without a sliver of pain. 
 

But that was not my plan, and while it would have been exciting, in a cruel way, to watch as the toys worked her body; I knew that my needs would come first. I returned to my bag, drawing out the long leather whip, and I gazed at my victim. 
 

I began with her breasts using long, strong, slow strikes, always targeting the tenderest spots. The end of the whip was wide, over two inches, and the repeated strikes began to turn her light tinged skin a deep shade of crimson. It took more blows than I had expected to change her skin color, and her voice echoed through the chamber as the combined forces of balls and whip took her over the edge of pleasure and pain, to the sublime place were the lines between blurred and faded. 
 

Her breasts were hot to the touch, the skin dry and sensitive. I dropped the whip and removed the small bottle of oil. It was simple baby oil, a common substance which I poured out over her body. I cupped her breasts, feeling the heat, and then I began to massage the oil into her body. Her breasts glistened in the candlelight, and then her abdomen. I caressed her thighs and her calves, even anointing the tops of her feet through the sandal straps. 
 

I moved back upward, drawing the excess oil to her collared neck. I rubbed the liquid into her skin and then up over her arms. With my fingers, I lingered over her forehead, cheeks, nose, and lips. 
 

When I was done, her body glowed with a thousand jewels of light. Rivers of luminescence streaked across her skin, sparkling. I could still see the painted designs, but they had faded in the brightness, and I saw my sacrifice as unworldly, perhaps touched. 
 

Her body still heaved with the pleasure streaking up between her legs and I moved onward in my plan. I picked up the whip again and proceeded to strike her breasts, striking one and then the other in an unholy symmetry. Tears cascaded down her cheeks, mingling with the oil, and I moved downward to her thighs, taking special care to strike low, staying away from her tender sex. 
 

I finished punishing her thighs, and I put the large whip away, picking up the light thong cat of nine tails I had purchased for this night. I moved around to the side of the altar, positioning myself between her outstretched legs. I raised the whip high and brought it down directly on the exposed opening of her sex. 
 

Her sharp cry split the air and her bottom leapt off the cloak, straining upward. I quickly lashed her again, sending the stinging straps against the moist wet lips of her sex. Her scream ricocheted across the sacristy, raising goose bumps on my skin. I struck her again, this time make sure that the straps dug down, parting the slit and sending their small spark of pain deep into her body. Her voice cried out, tearing into the air her desire and pain. 
 

But she did not ask for mercy. No words escaped her mouth. 
 

She knew, as did I, that there would be no mercy on this night. No safe words. No moment of peace. She knew, as did I, that tonight she was a sacrificial lamb, led to the slaughter. 
 

The whip smacked into her with a wet slap, striking against the saturated petals of her flower. I watched as the juices of her sex dripped from her body, soaking the cloak beneath her legs. I imagined that I could see the minute vibrations of the balls inside her, tickling and tingling her flesh into waves of pleasure. 
 

It was a sight to behold. 
 

I dropped the whip and picked up the thermos. I reached in and picked up another ice cube. I held it over her mouth, letting the cold water fall on her lips. Her pink tongue rose, licking the water, drinking the small droplets. She held out her tongue and I let the drops fall directly on to it, sating her thirst. When she closed her mouth, I moved the ice downward and placed it against her lips. She shivered, and then tensed as I slid the ice down her throat, over her collar, and to her breasts. The ice traced a cold path in the oil as it passed up the slope of her breast and then over her nipple, and I watched in satisfaction as the small brown bump rose sharply. I moved to her other breast, cooling its heat with the frozen water, and taking delight in the texture of her tightened areola. 
 

It was time to move on with my strange tableau, and I dropped the melting ice onto her belly. She cried out as she realized that I was leaving it there and she began to thrash against her bonds. 
 

“Don’t.” I commanded her. “Or I’ll plunge that little piece of ice right into your hot little hole.” I said. 
 

She whimpered and tried to hold still, but couldn’t command enough self will power to obey. In a flash I picked up the ice as it began sliding down the side of her belly and pushed it right into the hot moist place I had whipped only moments before. 
 

Her entire body rose up, pulling against the ropes, and she cried out again. I dipped my fingers into her sex, feeling the magical mix of cold water and hot juice before my fingers touched the shuddering vibration of the balls. Her cries became hot with desire and I knew that she was close to orgasming. Yet I was unready. There was still more to come. 
 

I took hold of the closest ball and drew it out of her. The second ball, still attached by the chain to the first, followed quickly, falling out and over her clitoris. She moaned loudly, desperately, as if a disastrous calamity had befallen her. I laid my hand on her soft down of hair and felt her body shudder, over and over, as it dealt with the forced removal of the stimulus. I smiled. 
 

I glanced at my watch. Over two hours had passed and I had subjected her to unspeakable torments. She was at the stage where her desire had mixed with pain and I could begin the real torture. I moved to my bag and removed the butt plug from its depths. Lacking any lubricant, I rolled it through the sodden lips of her flower, making its rubber body slick. 
 

I moved it under her, and she lifted her bottom off the cloak to allow me to push it into her bottom. Slowly, it moved deeper, finally settling deep into the small orifice. I pushed the switch and the slight hum of the vibrator began. 
 

Next I grabbed a tube of lubricant, a special jelly meant for sex. It had special nutrients to calm the sensitive sides of a woman’s sex, and I knew that she would need it. I had left the vibroballs between her legs, and I took hold of the small strip of duct tape needed for her next torture. 
 

I disconnected one of the balls, leaving a single vibrating menace. I then took the bottle of jelly and inserted the nozzle like end deep into her hole. She shook as she felt the rough plastic insert dig through her body, but I watched in satisfaction as she moaned when I began squirting the contents of the tube into her. Slowly, ever so slowly, I pressed against the sides of the tube, sending more and more of the special cream deep into my victim’s body. It was a large tube, and by the time it was empty, I realized that there was not a sliver of room left. 
 

I moved the tube away and watched as some of the jelly began to leak out. I quickly pinched the lips of her flower shut as I scrambled for the vibroball. Finding it, I jammed it in, splurting and squirting the jelly outward. I was prepared for this though, and I cleaned the excess gel away, clearing her skin. 
 

The strip of duct tape came next, and I applied it directly over her female opening, closing the sides of her flower shut. She was moaning continuously now. I moved around the altar and reached toward my bag, but drying my hands on the sides of her cloak in the process. 
 

In the bag I removed a small black box and several wires. I placed the items on the altar, near her breasts and retrieved a small razor from the bag. Enough gel and cream still lay near her groin, and I carefully trimmed the small triangle of hair from her pubic mound. That small bump of fat, with all its nerves and sensitive sensors, would soon be the site of even more sensation. I hummed with excitement and carefully unwound the small black wires. 
 

Each wire ended in a bare metal strip. With careful deliberation, I placed the slip of the first wire directly on to her pubic mound, running the end directly down to the top of her slit which was covered in gel. I knew that the water based jelly would conduct electricity. Two other wires were placed on her breasts and my black electrical tape secured them, though albeit with difficulty due to the oil. 
 

She was still moaning when I turned the dial of the small control box near her breast and I saw her body jerk as the current, at its lowest setting, coursed into her breasts and groin. I watched as her nipples rose against the tape and wire, higher than even the ice had brought them. Her hips began moving, thrusting up and then down in a strange dance. I smiled as the electricity played her like a violin. 
 

I stepped back from my work, stretching and moving. My eyes roamed around the chamber, looking for something, yet not knowing what. I glanced at my watch. I walked away from the altar to exercise my legs. I moved around in the dim light, seeing my shadow fall on the stone and listening to the small helpless cries of a girl in distress. I circled the whole church, relishing the sound of her moans echoing through the corners. Finally I approached the altar again. 
 

The control box had five settings, each one more strenuous than the previous. The first level was a small current, stimulating, yet tantalizing. The second level was more robust, sending even the heartiest woman into shuddering delight. Yet neither first nor second levels could bring a woman to orgasm. The third level, if left on long enough could cause a woman to come. However, if used as a catalyst for the fourth level, the controller could cause a buildup that could only be satisfied by the pain/pleasure of level five. 
 

I turned the current off, watching as she slowly relaxed. Her rapid breathing slowed and became steady. Then I swiftly turned the dial to level two. The effect was electrifying. Her body went ridged and she cried out loudly. I saw the muscles of her thighs and arms rippling as her body dealt with the sudden jolt. Her mouth clenched, cutting the small scream into a squeal and her body shivered uncontrollably. 
 

I stepped backward, watching with intensity as my victim’s body was subjected to torture. I smiled at the thought of the word, doubting that even the Inquisition had tormented heretics like this. Her body rose up and down, pulling against the bonds holding her to the altar, and I quickly checked the knots to make sure they held. 
 

I turned the knob to level three and her mouth widened and her vocal cords let loose a true scream. Yet I could tell that this was not a scream of pain, but one of unfulfilled desire, demanding satisfaction yet finding only increased torment. I quivered in the realization of what my sacrifice was experiencing, and I felt my excitement rise. 
 

I again looked at my watch and saw that most of the night had passed us. Quickly I moved to the dial and turned it to level four. The tonality of my victim’s scream changed, and I knew she was feeling the first sparks of pain. The pain mixed with the pleasure however, and I knew her mind had passed the point of distinguishing the two. Her body thumped against the altar, her fingers clenched into fists and then slamming outward. 
 

I looked up and saw the glow of the morning sun begin to lighten the stained glass windows. I watched, waiting patiently as the sound of her cries echoed the brightening chamber. Slowly, I saw the red orb of the rising sun pierce the tree line and the first rays struck the glass windows, sending the room into a chorus of red hues. I raced to the altar and turned the dial to five. 
 

She threw her head back and released a soundless scream into the sun’s light. Her body arched upward and stayed there. I watched her eyelids flutter, and then she gasped loudly. Her body clenched and I jumped in surprise as the vibroball exploded out of her body with a wet and solid thunk, shoving the tape aside. A spasm of shudders erupted through her limbs and I watched as she pulsed, taken through the multiple orgasms like a drummer doing a roll. 
 

Finally she collapsed, and I turned off the electricity. Her eyes were closed and she lay still on the sable cloak. I walked around her, seeing her breaths slow and steady, her heart beat thickening. Between her legs, the mass of gel I had squirted into her was oozing out like a turgid river. 
 

I realized that she was asleep. Overtaxed and abused, her body had shut down to repair itself, and reenergize. I untied her wrists and ankles, rubbing an emollient cream into her chapped wrists. She remained asleep as I moved her arms and legs, bending them and massaging them. 
 

I repacked my supplies in the bag. I felt tired, and yet strangely sated. I looked about the chapel, trying to sense a change, but the only change I felt was the one inside me. I felt at peace, sensitive to the world, and I laid a gentle hand on my love’s forehead. 
 

“Thank you, my lady.” I whispered to her. 
 

I watched as her eyelids fluttered open slightly and she murmured something back to me. I kissed her on the cheek and then picked her up, leaving the sodden cloak on the altar. Her slick body was beautiful in the morning sun, streaming through the windows and I carried her across the floor of the chapel to the door. 
 

With my foot I unlatched the bolt and pushed the door open with my back. I carried her out into the morning forest while birds sang and the pure white sunlight shimmered on her skin. I carried her naked down the trail, away from the chapel in the woods. I had finished my sacrifice, and found what I wanted. 
 

The End
 


 


 


The Classroom Ordeal
 

 
 

With astonishing timidity, both hands slowly wound their way around the white face of the clock, each movement agonizingly slow. Rebecca’s eyes gazed intently into the circle from across the room, watching each minuscule motion with agony. She longed to reach up, remove the damn thing from the wall, and dash it to pieces against the chalk covered board. She inwardly groaned. How much longer could a group of advanced placement students tolerate biology class? Her thoughts drifted back over the previous weekend, the gift of a new car from her parents, for her eighteenth birthday. 
 

Ms. Temis continued her droning lecture about the biology of cells, harping about mitochondria and permeable and non-permeable surfaces and so on and so forth until it all became a monotone jumble in Rebecca’s mind. Her thoughts faded away from the monotonous discourse until they focused on the clock, counting away the final minutes until the school day ended. 
 

Ms. Temis’ spectacled eyes were still buried in her book, a huge teacher’s edition tome that gave her all the answers to the questions, and yet did nothing for her capabilities to illuminate young minds. Rebecca shifted in her seat, smoothing her blue plaid skirt around her legs, fidgeting against the boredom. 
 

As her teacher began another section on mitosis, Rebecca felt the soft touch of a shoe. She started in her seat as she realized that Erica, the girl seated directly behind her, had tapped her ankle. She almost turned but remembered swiftly that Ms. Temis tolerated no interruptions and that violations were immediately and mercilessly dealt with. Rebecca stared forward resolutely, totally resolved not to attract the punishing eye of Ms. Temis. 
 

Erica kicked her again, this time with more force, and Rebecca slowly shook her head. Ms. Temis continued to read from the book and Rebecca ignored Erica’s incessant tapping. The hands of the clock moved another fraction, marking the time with slow even ticks. 
 

Rebecca stiffened when she felt the sharp point of Erica’s pencil dig into the soft skin at the nape of her neck and she hunched her shoulders upward. Keeping an eye on Ms. Temis, she casually reached upward to remove Erica’s pencil point from her neck. But as she reached backward her hand encountered something other than a pencil and she felt a small square of paper pushed into her hand. Then the sharp prickling of the pencil was gone. 
 

Rebecca brought her hand backward and she froze in terror as she saw the small note. She glanced up at Ms. Temis, fear rising to her throat, but the teacher was still boring her students to death. Rebecca hastily brought her hand down to her lap, hiding the offending piece of parchment. 
 

For several minutes she concentrated on the lecture, filling her mind with osmosis and asexual reproduction. But the insipid disquisition of Ms. Temis tempted her mind to wonder about the small square piece of paper, hidden under the hem of her skirt. Slowly, her eyes fastened on Ms. Temis’ face, she drew the note forth and carefully unfolded it. Flattened out on her lap, hidden from view by her desk, she guiltily looked down onto the paper. 
 

“Rebecca!” called out Ms. Temis sharply, admonishment in her voice. 
 

Rebecca jumped in her seat, before even reading the paper, startled by the sudden shout of her instructor. 
 

“Yes Ms. Temis?” she asked quickly. 
 

“What are you looking at?” demanded Ms. Temis, her eyes narrowing. 
 

Rebecca gulped and stammered, “N-n-nothing, Ms. Temis.” 
 

Ms. Temis sneered at her, shaking her head. “Then you will explain how that small piece of paper that has fallen off your lap onto the floor is nothing, young lady!” 
 

Rebecca glanced down and saw that in her startlement, she had caused the still unread note to fall not an inch from her sandaled foot. Rebecca’s eyes widened in alarm and she shook her head. 
 

“I-I-I don’t know what that is, Ms. Temis,” she replied. 
 

“Bring it here, now!” Ms. Temis ordered. 
 

Rebecca stood up, carefully smoothing her skirt downward. She knelt down and scooped the note upward and tried to read as she walked to the lectern. But Ms. Temis snatched it away from her and read it silently. 
 

Rebecca watched Ms. Temis’ gray eyes turn to steel and goose bumps raced up and down her arms. Ms. Temis crumpled the note up into a tiny ball and hurled it at the waist basket, missing the rim. Rebecca watched as it fell to the side of the can against the side board. 
 

“You know what the punishment is for passing notes is, don’t you?” demanded Ms. Temis. 
 

“Yes Miss,” said Rebecca, tears coming to her eyes. “But I didn’t pass it! Please believe me!” 
 

Ms. Temis snarled. “Of course I am supposed to believe that!” The teacher took hold of Rebecca’s arm and yanked her forward toward the large oak desk that stood at the front of the room. As she was pulled, Rebecca’s large shirt pulled against the front of her chest and for the briefest moment, each delicate nipple was outlined against the cloth, large and solid. 
 

Ms Temis gasped. “How dare you? How dare you come to this class without wearing the appropriate under things?” 
 

Tears came welling up into Rebecca’s eyes. “Please Ms. Temis, I’m sorry! It won’t happen again! Please!” and she broke into sobs. 
 

Ms. Temis face turned scarlet. “How dare you! I will deal with that infraction as soon as I am done with your note passing! Now face the desk, young lady! Immediately!” 
 

Rebecca nodded, her eyes bleeding the watery tears of misery. She took a single step forward until she felt the hard edge of the desk bite into the tops of her thighs. 
 

“Bend over!” demanded Ms. Temis. 
 

Rebecca leaned over the desk, resting her chest and arms on the ridged writing surface. The tears continued to spill from her face, pooling softly under her upturned cheek. She closed her eyes as she heard the desk drawer being pulled open and she knew the large leather crop Ms. Temis kept there had been removed. 
 

“Lift you skirt, young lady,” Ms. Temis ordered. 
 

Rebecca made no move to obey, trembling against the flood of emotions that flooded through her. Ms. Temis made a growling sound and grasped the hem of Rebecca’s skirt, flipping it upward over her buttocks and back. 
 

The sudden gasps of her schoolmates as well as the gasp of astonishment that came from Ms. Temis told Rebecca that the sight of her bared bottom had surprised them all. Ms. Temis’ mouth opened and closed like a caught fish, filled with fury at the unbridled disobedience of Rebecca’s decision not to wear panties. 
 

“You will be punished for that as well!” Ms. Temis screeched loudly, smacking the crop against the palm of her hand. 
 

Rebecca said nothing, enduring tears of embarrassment as her classmates caught site of her cream buttocks and the smooth lips of her sex deep between her legs. She pushed her thighs together tightly, trying to block even the smallest peek of her sex to the now hungry eyes of her classmates. 
 

The landing of the crop took her totally by surprise. Her fingers gripped the edge of the desk, as if dangling from a cliff, as her bottom clenched in agony. Rebecca cried out loud, feeling the radiating pain and then heat cascade downward over her smooth skin. 
 

The crop landed again, and then again, beating its sharp painful path across the landscape of her seat. The fire roared in her ears and the salty taste of her tears slipped across her crimson lips. Ms. Temis hesitated; she examined the red streaked cheeks of Rebecca’s bottom and then gave the girl a final stroke. 
 

“Stand up and turn around!” ordered Ms. Temis. 
 

Rebecca slowly lifted herself up from the desk, her arms and legs trembling. She realized that through the twenty strokes Ms. Temis had given her that her thighs had parted and spread, giving her class those tantalizing glimpses of her hidden depths. As she turned she glanced upward and saw the riveted attention of her peers, staring in fascination and desire. She quickly looked down. 
 

“Place your hands palm down on the desk behind you, young lady!” Ms. Temis told her, the anger still raging through the teacher’s face. 
 

Rebecca leaned backward and placed her hands on the flat surface behind her. She felt awkward, tilted with her breasts, stomach, and loins oddly extended toward the class. 
 

“Take one step forward!” demanded Temis. Rebecca trembled and took a tiny step forward, keeping her hands flat upon the smooth warm wood of the desk. 
 

“NO! A large step, you slut!” shouted Temis. 
 

Rebecca jumped and stepped outward, pushing her groin and breasts outward as her body arched itself upward and back. Ms. Temis reached forward and grabbed the edge of her white blouse and yanked hard. Tiny white buttons flew outward, like small pieces of popcorn, showering the front row of the schoolmates turned audience. 
 

Temis yanked the white cloth aside, baring creamy white breasts and light pink areola. Rebecca gasped as the cool air rushed by her nipples and she felt her skin involuntarily tighten, hardening, pushing the delicate tips of her breast outward. 
 

Ms. Temis’ eyes narrowed dangerously. 
 

“Now spread your legs,” she told the girl. 
 

Rebecca took two small steps outward with each leg, spreading her legs apart and pushing the cotton sides of her skirt outward. 
 

“I think the humiliation of your punishment will be as important as the physical reminder, young lady,” Ms. Temis said, and she lifted the front hem of Rebecca’s skirt and tucked it into the waistband. 
 

Rebecca shivered under the onslaught of stares and carnivorous looks of her class. Her spread legs and bared breasts perfectly displayed ever secret charm and piece of her body. Her body quivered and then suddenly she felt a spurt of wetness between her legs. The crop swung through her vision and came crashing down upon her breasts. Her lips parted with a sudden cry and she arched outward, thrusting her hips and breasts forward in a knee jerk reaction. Temis quickly followed with another crashing blow, bring a bright red welt to surface across both breasts. 
 

A series of quick short slaps on each lush nipple turned Rebecca’s breasts bright crimson, repeating the heat seared look of her buttocks. Over and over her breasts were tenderized in a deluge of strikes, bringing sheets of tears to her cheeks. As if the devil had taken her, Ms. Temis swung harder and harder. 
 

And then the blows stopped. Rebecca’s body ached and sheets of pain radiated out from her bosom like the heat of a bonfire, singeing her soul. But in the moments following the intense shooting pains, a heat that had begun building deep within her as she dealt with the exposure of her body came close to fruition. The thick wetness deep inside her flooded downward and she knew that the lips of her sex were soaked with desire, and not the rivulets of perspiration that had flowed down her abdomen. 
 

Ms. Temis brought the crop down on the very center of Rebecca’s sex. With an agonizing cry the young girl arched and twisted as the leather crop landed wetly against the thick and swollen lips of her flower. Ms. Temis pulled back and allowed only a moment before she struck again. 
 

And then the pain faded. Ms. Temis struck again and again and Rebecca shuddered under each strike, but it wasn’t the sensation of punishment and pain that filled the girl’s mind. With each additional stroke, Rebecca’s nerves tightened and she felt the oncoming orgasm sweep upward toward its peak from a fathomless depth. As Ms. Temis brought the crop into Rebecca, the young girl pushed her loins forward, meeting the crisp bite quicker and with more sparks. 
 

Ms. Temis began calling out the number of strokes, her nasally voice enunciating the number sixteen. Rebecca surged forward as the next swing came up between her legs. The rush of adrenaline cascaded and rushed through her. Again Temis swung her crop and Rebecca twisted to center the head of the whip right on her clit. Rebecca gasped out loud, shaking in desire and pleasure, the pain fading into the intensity between her legs. Temis called out nineteen and swung again low, smashing the rod of the crop again Rebecca’s sodden petals. Rebecca jumped and her body began the physical meltdown of orgasm. 
 

On the twentieth lash, wave upon wave rushed through her veins like fire, filling her body with the roaring of her blood. Her chest heaved with strain as her lungs filled hungrily to fuel the rushing cells of her loins with oxygen. Still more waves rocked her, threatening to overwhelm her and she could feel the tsunami beginning to build, a final orgasm of shattering height. But then the blows stopped and Rebecca groaned in agony as the tide began to ebb. 
 

Ms. Temis stepped back, gasping in shock as she realized that her brutal humiliating punishment had inaugurated a sexual epiphany in the girl before her. The fury of earlier returned in a flash and she raised the crop high above her head and brought it swiftly across Rebecca’s body, slamming it as hard as she could into the red and steaming petals of flesh between the girls legs. 
 

And the tsunami crested, raging up higher than Rebecca thought possible and her body shook and quivered like gelatin as the orgasm rushed through every pore and every limb. Her eyes rolled backward as her brain overloaded, locking out all sensation except for the sheets of pleasure exploding through her form. 
 

Her arms crumpled and her body turned as it fell. She lay in a sodden heap before the desk, feeling the sticky wetness of her orgasm seep through the aching and hot lips of her sex. She lay motionless, simply breathing the cool sweet air. 
 

Ms. Temis stepped backward, staring at the fallen form of the abused girl. Her eyes widened in alarm as she realized she had stepped over a line better not crossed. She dropped the whip and walked swiftly out of the room, leaving the students in stunned silence. 
 

The harsh sound of the final bell pealed out and the students quickly rose from the seats. The thumping and bumping of bags and purses, of books and shoes, filled the room, but no voices. No one spoke. Rebecca felt each person pass her, looking down at her half naked form. 
 

And then she was alone. Slowly, carefully, she raised her self up. She gathered a few of the buttons that lay within her reach and she pulled herself up with the edge of the desk. Her limbs felt like lead and her breasts, buttocks, and sex hurt as if they had been abraded by sand. 
 

Her small steps brought her to her desk and she gathered her things. Finally she moved toward the door and her eyes caught sight of the small white smashed ball of paper. She leaned down and picked it up and held it. With slow patience, she pulled the creased sheet apart and saw the heavy masculine script scrawled across it. 
 

“Rebecca, you’re so sexy. I hope Ms. Temis sees you with this note so you are punished. I want to see you hit with that crop,” she read. 
 

Rebecca could only smile.
 


 

The Phone Call

 






 

The soft tapping sounds of Amanda's fingers filled the apartment with sensed impatience as she stared at the phone. It was just sitting there, the small red light at the top blinking its noncommittal signal of inactivity. Her long blond hair swayed slightly as she sighed. Her drumming fingers halted for a moment and moved toward the bowl full of marbles that sat next to the phone.


 

She lifted a marble out and placed it on the table, watching as it slowly rolled in a circle, quickly coming to rest on the level surface. Her clear blue eyes gazed at the swirls of green and orange that clouded the small glass ball and wished the phone would ring soon. 


 

*RING* 


 

She jumped as the sound shattered the boredom and she quickly grabbed the cordless handset sitting in front of her. 


 

"Hello?" she said after hitting the answer button. 


 

“Hi Amanda,” a familiar voice said. Amanda gritted her teeth in frustration. She had been expecting a call, but this wasn't it. 


 

“Hi Beth,” she answered. 


 

"Where have you been lately?" asked Beth. "You weren't at the club last night or the night before. I talked with Tiffany and she said you were a little glassy eyed at class this morning. What's going on?" 


 

Amanda pressed her lips together. “Oh nothing,” there was no way she could explain her new nightly activities to her best friend. She could barely explain them to herself! 


 

"Don't 'oh nothing' me, Mandy. I know you to well. You're not trying some secret diet technique again are you?" 


 

Amanda had to chuckle. "No, Beth. No secret diet. I've just been busy. I've got that report to finish for World Lit and you know how Professor Conkle is. Even one 'i' not dotted and you go down a letter grade." Amanda could almost feel Beth's eyebrows shooting up. 


 

“Hmmmm, all right. I guess I can accept that. Are you working on it right now?" Beth queried. 


 

Amanda nodded. "Yes. Sure am. I'm right here at my computer putting the outline together." She hated lying, but it was safer than the truth. 


 

Beth sighed audibly. "Well, okay. I hope it works out for you. Let me know when you get finished and we can get together." 


 

Amanda smiled. "Sure. Well, I got to go, Beth. I’ve got lots of work to do.” 


 

"All right, girl. Talk to you later." 


 

Amanda pressed the off button and put the phone back down next to the marbles. She stared for a moment at the handset, willing it to come to life, but its silence permeated the room. She stood up and stepped into the kitchen, opening the fridge and poured herself a drink. As she took her orange juice back to the table she swept the small pack of clothespins off the counter, depositing them next to the marbles. 


 

She opened the bag and poured the twenty or so wooden clamps out on the table and began connecting them, one to the other, forming a long snake. As her juice dwindled, she constructed more elaborate architectural works, concentrating hard on making the separate columns of clothespins stand. 


 

*RING* 


 

Again she jumped, sending her clothespins tumbling and she snatched the white plastic phone up. 


 

"Hello?" she said, hoping this was the call she was waiting for. 


 

"Hello, Amanda." A voice said, soft and calm. 


 

Amanda felt her legs go weak and she swallowed. This was it. It was him. "Hi. I'm glad you called." She heard a small chuckle. 


 

"I am too, little one. But you must address me properly," he said, his voice soft but his intentions strong as steel. 


 

"Oh! I'm so sorry…Master. Please forgive me?" Again she heard the soft laughter. 


 

"I don't think so my dear. I think it would be more beneficial for you to experience tonight's instructions with the knowledge that it is punishment for your failure to address me properly." 


 

Amanda's heart quickened. "Yes, Master. I was wrong." 


 

"I'm glad you admit it, Amanda. Now, please tell me what you are wearing. Everything, just like I taught you." 


 

Amanda looked down at her body. "I'm wearing my sandals, Master. The high heeled ones just like you told me. I'm also wearing a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, Master." 


 

"No bra or panties?" the man inquired. 


 

Amanda was surprised. "No Master. You told me I was never to wear them again without your permission. It's hard to pick outfits for school that don't make it obvious," she said. 


 

"Amanda, I want it to be obvious that you are not wearing them. A woman's body is like fine art. It is meant to be displayed. I want you to only wear clothing that is tight and revealing from now on. But that can be discussed later. Right now, we must deal with your punishment." 


 

Amanda gulped again in nervousness. "Yes, Master." 


 

"Is your balcony light on?" he asked. 


 

Amanda turned and looked across the living room through the white vertical blinds that shielded the glass doors to the balcony. She could see the soft white glow from the apartment complex lights, but not the tell tale yellow of her own spare bulb. 


 

"No sir," she answered. 


 

"Good. Now I want you to turn off the overhead light in the living room, and leave on only the small lamp you told me about last night," the man instructed. 


 

"Yes sir. Is this why you had me describe my apartment to you Master?" Amanda asked curiously. 


 

"You are very astute, young lady. You will find that I will be asking you many questions during our conversations." 


 

Amanda had risen and turned off the overhead light, killing the soft whirling of the fan as well. With a click she illuminated the room with the soft glow of the shade lamp, sitting on the end table. 


 

"It's done, Master." 


 

“Very good Amanda, now I want you to open the blinds, completely. Do you understand?" 


 

Amanda's eyes opened wide. "Yes Master. I understand," she said. 


 

"Then do it." 


 

Amanda walked to the blinds and pulled the small nylon cord that controlled them. Slowly they moved to the sides of the door, leaving the moon and sidewalk lamp washed court of the complex open to her view through the glass. 


 

"I did it Master," she said into the phone. 


 

"Open the door and go out on the balcony for a moment," he instructed her. 


 

Amanda slid the door open and stepped out into the warm night air. 


 

"Do you see anyone?" he asked. 


 

Amanda looked around. "I can see a couple people sitting in their apartments, Master. And there is a man smoking outside of the apartment across from me. I can barely see him in the shadows, but I can see his cigarette," she told him. 


 

"Good. Now return to the living room." 


 

Amanda stepped back into her apartment and moved to the center of the living room. Her heart quickened with her expectation and she smiled as she spoke into the receiver. 


 

"I'm back sir." 


 

"Now I want you to strip, Amanda. Take everything off but your sandals," his cool voice said. 


 

Amanda had been waiting for this. She glanced out through the glass window leading out onto the balcony. Without a moment’s hesitation she made her decision. "Yes Master." 


 

She placed the phone on the coffee table and quickly clutched at the bottom of her tee shirt, pulling it upward over her head. She felt a momentary chill as her breasts fell loose of the restraining cloth and she felt a transitory spasm as her nipples tightened. She let her fingers circle her areolas lightly before sliding down to the waist band of her shorts. She hooked her thumbs under the cinched and elastic cloth and pushed downward, forcing the red shorts over her thighs and knees. They puddled around her sandal clad feet and she stepped out of them. Her white curvaceous body twisted down to the coffee table and picked up the receiver again. Her breath was heavy and she could already feel the wet tingling of anticipation between her legs. 


 

"I'm done, Master. I'm undressed," she said, her voice breathy into the phone. 


 

"Good. Now I want you to get a pillowcase, the clothespins I told you to buy, and your bowl full of marbles," he ordered her. "Oh, and Amanda, get your vibrator too." 


 

Amanda shivered "Yes Master." She quickly walked to the linen closet just down the hall and removed a clean pillow case, draping it over her shoulder. She turned left into her bedroom and quickly found her toy, clutching it in her hand as she returned to the dining area. She scooped up the clothespins and dumped them in the marble bowl. Her fingers picked it up and carried everything to the coffee table. 


 

"I'm ready, Master. I have all of it." Amanda said softly after laying her pillowcase, the marbles, and the clothespins on the coffee table.


 

“Very good my dear, now I want you to spread your legs wide apart. Then pick up the vibrator and turn it on to its lowest setting. Once it's on, slip it up into your body." 


 

"Yes Master, but where in my body?" asked Amanda hesitantly. 


 

There was a slight pause and then the Master responded. “Into your sex my slave; I see you are more cosmopolitan than I thought," he paused. "We will address this development next time, Amanda. For right now place the vibrator into your flower. 


 

Amanda nodded and then realized the Master couldn't see her. "Yes Master. I understand." She turned to face the coffee table and then spread her legs wide. As she started to bend to pick up the vibrator she heard his voice again. 


 

"Amanda, make sure you face the window when you slip the vibrator in." 


 

Amanda picked up the vibrator and turned to the glass wall. She could see her reflection in it, a dark shadowy form, petite and sensual. 


 

"I am facing it, Master." 


 

"You are wonderful, my dear." 


 

Amanda reached down and placed the tip of the toy at the bottom of her slit and she twisted the bottom to activate the vibrator. With a sudden jolt she felt the small cylinder begin shaking as the vibrations coursed up her arms and through the opening of her sex. With a small gasp she began working the toy into her body, her left hand twisting it as she gasped into the phone she held with her right. 


 

"I love hearing the sounds of your pleasure," her master said. 


 

Amanda moaned again as she felt the tip of the vibrator hit the very back of her well. 


 

"Now close your legs, Amanda. Tighten up so the vibrator doesn't fall out," she heard him say. 


 

Amanda held the vibrator in place and closed her legs, using the taut flesh of her thighs to hold the shaking toy in. 


 

"Okay sir," she said, her voice coming in ragged whispers. 


 

"Good, now pick up the pillow case and two clothespins." 


 

Amanda carefully bent down to the coffee table and picked up the white pillow case and two of the wooden clips. As she straightened, the vibrator shifted and sent more ripples through her. She pressed her lips together as she moaned. 


 

"Do you have them?" The Master asked. 


 

Amanda steeled herself to answer. "Yes, Master. I have them." 


 

"Now I want you to listen to all of my instructions and then when I tell you, to follow them. I want you to put down the phone and hold the open pillow case to your chest. The open end needs to be facing upward. Bring the edge of the cloth to just above your areolas. Then I want you to use the clothespins to clip the pillow case directly to your nipples. Leave one side of the pillow case open. Do you understand?" The Master asked. 


 

Amanda was shaking. She had no idea this was what was intended and she quivered in delight and excitement at the thought of the harsh pinching her delicate nubs would endure. The pillow case was light, but she wondered if it would stay on. Her hand gripped the phone tighter. 


 

"Yes Master. I understand Sir." 


 

"Good. Then do it." 


 

Amanda placed the phone down on the table. She placed the pins in her mouth to hold while she shook the case loose and held it to her chest. Her eyes saw the white glimmer of reflection in the glass balcony door and she wondered if anyone out there could see her. Her body quickened again and shudders of ecstasy erupted from her sex and she felt a small trickle flow down the inside of her thigh. 


 

The top of the pillowcase fell open and she used one hand to hold the inside against her chest. With her other hand she removed the clothespin from her lips and pinched it, causing it open. She could see the hard bump of her nipple, seemingly coated with white cotton, and she hesitated with the clothespin open and surrounding her nub. She wondered how much it would hurt. 


 

With a quick movement she let the clothespin close, crushing her nipple in a tight grasp. The small strip of cotton did almost nothing to protect the delicate pink flesh and Amanda gasped loudly as the pain went shooting up through her breast. She reached up to remove it when she felt the sudden waves of pleasure pounding through her sex and she rocked with each one. She moaned even louder and thrust her hips back and forth, trying to move the vibrator. 


 

The waves continued but she regained control. Her nipple still throbbed, but it was like an intensifier for the pleasure coursing through her loins. Her shaking fingers removed the second clothespin and she did not hesitate as she let the wooden clamp bite down upon her other nipple. Her gasp filled the room and she again felt the intense pleasure coursing through her. She picked up the phone and wetted her lips. 


 

"I did it, Master. I clamped the case to my breasts." 


 

“I know my slave. I know. I could hear you as you did it. Tell me, how does it feel?" 


 

Amanda took a quick breath. "It hurts, Master. But it is a nice hurt. It makes what the vibrator is doing to me more noticeable. I don't understand it." 


 

The Master chuckled. "You will eventually, Amanda. I will be training you." He paused. "Now I want you to pick up the bowl full of marbles and go out on the balcony. Keep the vibrator in you." 


 

Amanda's eyes flew open. “Out on the balcony?” 


 

"Yes, Amanda. Go out on the balcony now." 


 

Amanda bit her lip and then acquiesced. "Yes Master." 


 

She scooped up the bowl and waddled toward the balcony door. She took tiny steps, since she couldn't walk and keep the vibrator buried in her wet well. Finally she reached the door and slid it open. Her sandal clad feet stepped out onto the concrete ledge and everything changed. 


 

Amanda was much more aware of her surroundings; the goose bumps raising across her flesh, the scent of the night air, the light from the complex lamps, the small lights in each apartment; even the man smoking in the shadows on the other side of the apartment complex. She could barely see him and she wondered how much of her he could observe. 


 

"Go to the railing Amanda and place the bowl on it." The Master told her. 


 

Amanda took two steps to the railing and set the bowl on the metal ledge. The pillowcase swayed in the breeze, slightly pulling on her nipples and she again rocked with pleasure. "I'm ready, Master." She said. 


 

"Excellent. Now you realize that anyone walking under your balcony might be able to see your body?" 


 

"Yes Master, but the pillowcase is blocking the light." 


 

"I know, Amanda. That is okay. Here is what I want you to do. I want you to spread your legs and hold the vibrator in your body. With your other hand you will put down the phone and take out a handful of marbles and count them as you drop them into the pillowcase. For every marble you drop into the pillowcase you may thrust that vibrator as deep and as hard as you can, but you can only thrust one time for every marble. Do you understand?" 


 

Amanda whispered her reply. "Yes Master, but how will you hear me?" 


 

Again the masculine laughter filled her ear. "I will hear you, little one. Just leave the phone on the railing." 


 

"Yes Master." 


 

Amanda placed the phone directly in front of her on the wooden railing and reached into the bowl. Her fingers tightened around a multitude of glass balls and she reached down between her legs for the vibrator. Her hand found its way into the pillowcase and she began to drop marbles, counting each one. As they fell she experienced the sudden jolt of pressure and pleasure as the pillowcase yanked upon the restraining clamps. Her breasts felt the intensity as the weight on her nipples increased. She counted out the eleven in her hand and she quickly twisted the vibrator. 


 

She thumped the vibrator up and down into her cavity, feeling the soft folds of her sex part. Juices streamed down her hand and she shuddered, causing her breasts to jiggle. Shafts of pain speared upward from her nipples and shot downward to her groin, joining and intensifying each jolt of pleasure from her sex. On her eleventh thrust she held the tip hard against her sex, desperately wishing for release. Her breath was coming in ragged sobs and she realized that she had not even thought about the sound of her pleasure carrying across the complex. 


 

But the need between her legs was too great and she grabbed an even larger handful of marbles, counting quickly as she dropped them into the cotton sack. The weight doubled, pulling even tighter against the clothespins, dragging downward on her sensitive nipples. She gasped loudly, moaning as her hand began pounding the vibrator upward into her body. Each thrust brought new waves of sensation that combined and mixed with the deep tugging on each breast. 


 

Her mind could barely handle the required counting as she once again quickly used the thrust provided by each marble. She could feel herself coming so close, her body rocking with spasms. Her delicate fingers once again reached into the bowl and scooped up a handful of marbles, her wrist shaking as she counted them into the pillowcase. 


 

Her nipples began to ache with new sensations as the added weight brought the pillowcase lower. Her knees buckled as her body shuddered with the driving thrusts of the hand-held toy. Her pace increased and she picked up the bowl with her free hand. With a sudden decision she dumped the remaining globes down into the pillowcase, feeling the reverberating pulses as each one landed at the bottom. Her hand pumped madly and she snatched up the phone. 


 

"I-I-I dumped the entire b-b-bowl, Master," she stuttered into the receiver. 


 

"I know, Amanda. Keep pumping. Keep pumping even if the pillowcase falls. Pump until you are satisfied, little one." 


 

Amanda grunted into the phone, her hand shoving and twisting the vibrator as it slapped upward. Her nipples seemed to burn as flames of sensation raced into her body. Suddenly she heard a snap and one side of the pillowcase dropped, the clothespin flying off her body and out over the railing. She cried out loud as her crushed nipple surged with renewed blood flow and the other pin followed the first out into the night. The pain burrowed into her and caused a surge of adrenaline to spiral outward and the first wave of the oncoming sexual explosion crested. She pumped twice more and then froze, her body caught in the grips of pleasure. She shook, her naked body exposed on the balcony as she gasped and quivered with one hand holding the buried tool deep. 


 

And then it was over. The intensity ebbed and she slowly became cognoscente of her surroundings. She peered across the complex and could still see the small ember of a cigarette glowing. She quickly removed the vibrator and grabbed the pillowcase from the balcony floor. She darted inside the apartment, drawing the blinds closed. She dropped everything on the table, hearing the marbles strike and she remembered the phone she still held in her hand. She raised it to her ear and heard nothing. 


 

"Master?" she said into the silence. 


 

"Yes, Amanda?" came his voice. 


 

"I exploded, Master," she said softly. 


 

"I know. You were very vocal. It was a superb performance, and a fitting punishment." 


 

Amanda smiled and blushed. Her legs felt week and she collapsed on the couch. "I'm glad you find me worth while, Master." 


 

"I do, Amanda. Are you resting now?" he asked. 


 

Amanda looked around on the couch. The cloth felt good to her, yet rougher than usual and she realized her skin was more sensitive. "Yes, Master. I'm resting." 


 

"Good. I want to give you a few more instructions. First of all, you need to acquire a post office mail box. Then I will need the address. I will be mailing you a few items, as well as some money, so that you will be able to afford my necessary requirements." 


 

Amanda smiled. "I understand, Master." 


 

"I'm sure you do. Now I want you to rest, Amanda. Sleep tight," The phone went dead. 


 

Amanda set the phone down and smiled, her body feeling more relaxed and pliable than ever. 


 

"Good night, Master and thank you."


 


 

The Phone Call at the Park
 

 



 



 
 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 Amanda breathed in the cool morning air and smiled at the lush green colors of spring. The grass was rich and vibrant, boasting of renewed growth. She paused a moment as Manx pulled hard upon the leash, sniffing and rooting in the nearby bushes. Amanda let him have the lead and he pulled her off the sidewalk across the verdant meadow toward the children's playground. It was still early in the morning, and Amanda enjoyed the park this way. It was too early for school groups, yet too late for the normal bus riders who congregated on the monkey bars. The park was deserted. 
 

*RING* 
 

 The sound startled Amanda for a moment, but she quickly removed the cell phone clipped to the waistband of her red running shorts. She flipped it open and brought it up to her ear.
 

 "Hello?" she asked.

 

 "Hello, Amanda," A cool voice said, soft and masculine. 

 

 "Master?" Amanda's eyes widened. She heard the familiar chuckle. 

 

 “Of course, who else would be calling you?" 

 

 Amanda laughed lightly. "No one Master, I’m sorry I didn't recognize your voice right off." 

 

 "It's okay, little one. Describe where you are." 

 

 Amanda looked around the park. "I'm at the park, Master. I'm walking Manx. We're pretty close to the playground right now," she said. 
 

 “Really and is there anyone around?" asked the Master. 
 

 Amanda paused before answering. There was no one, just her and Manx, and she knew what would happen if she told the Master. She felt a sudden tingling wetness and then a forceful surge in her sex and she smiled. "No one is around Master, just me and Manx." Amanda's master was well aware that Manx was Amanda's dog. 
 

 “Excellent slave and are there parallel bars in the playground?" he asked her. 
 

 "Parallel bars, Master?" Amanda didn't understand what parallel bars were. 
 

 "Yes, Amanda. Two metal bars at about hip height, approximately a foot and a half apart. You are supposed to support your weight on your hands and walk yourself along them." The Master explained with a lighthearted tone. 
 

 Amanda glanced at the playground equipment and saw the bars he described. "Oh yes, Master. I see them now." 

 

 "Go over to them, little one." 

 

 Amanda walked over to the bars, Manx fighting against her desires. 

 

 "No Manx over by the bars. Good boy!" she said to the dog. Then she heard laughing on the cell phone. 

 

 "Is Manx not following his mistress this morning?" The Master asked. 

 

 Amanda laughed. "He just wants to nose about. He'll behave. I promise." 

 

 "Just like his mistress," The Master stated. 

 

 Amanda's voice sounded demure as she replied. "Yes Master." 

 

 Manx and Amanda approached the parallel bars and Amanda could see that they were formed with long steel pipes stretched between two wooden posts. Manx sniffed around and under them as Amanda reached out to touch one. It was cold. 
 

 "I'm at them now, Master." She said. 
 

 "Good, now stand directly next to one and tell me if the bars are higher or lower than your sex." 
 

 Amanda bent over a little and examined the bars in relation to her own red clad crotch. "They're a little higher, Master but not much." 
 

 "Very good, Amanda." She could tell he was pleased. "Now, what are you wearing?" 
 

 Amanda had been taught the pattern and she immediately began at her feet. "I'm wearing my running shoes Master along with a pair of white gym socks. I have on my red shorts and a sports bra underneath a white tee shirt sir," she said quickly. 
 

 "A sports bra?" asked the Master, and Amanda could sense his displeasure. 
 

 "Yes Master, please forgive me, but when Manx runs it really hurts my breasts." 
 

 There was a pause and then the Master laughed. "I suppose if anyone is to hurt and abuse your breasts it should be me. Very well then, I will allow you to wear the sports bra when you walk Manx." 
 

 Amanda breathed a sigh of relief. 
 

 "However, you didn't ask for permission first, which I would have granted you. So you will be punished for that infraction. Do you understand?" he asked her. 
 

 Amanda gulped. She knew this was coming. He was always finding some minor thing that was an infraction that required her obedience and punishment. Her hands shook slightly and even Manx looked at her with a questioning expression. She was scared, and yet her body demanded its needs satisfied now they were aroused. 
 

 "Do you understand?" the Master repeated. 

 

 "Yes Master. I will accept your punishment," Amanda said slowly. 

 

 "I know you will, Amanda. I want you to start by removing your shoes and socks," he told her. 

 

 "Yes Master," replied Amanda. She looked down and stepped on the heel of one shoe, pushing it off over her ankle. Her other shoe was not as easily removed, but she accomplished it. She lifted her foot and yanked off her sock, stuffing it inside her cast off footwear. The other sock followed quickly. 
 

 "I'm barefoot now Master," she said when she was finished. 
 

 "Good. Now I want you to pull down your shorts and remove one leg from them. Keep them around one ankle. If anyone comes you can quickly get them on again before you are closely observed." 
 

 Amanda gulped and began pushing her shorts down. The leash made things difficult and she quickly tied it to one of the parallel bars beside her. Manx sat down and watched as Amanda pushed her red shorts downward, exposing a soft flowered wet spot in the cleft of her legs. As the shorts flowed over her thighs it fell loosely and puddled around her ankles. She stepped out of one side and glanced around fearfully. Another surge of wetness made her shudder and she realized that the threat of exposure had her excited beyond measure. 
 

 "It's done Master," she said, her voice trembling from a combination of fright and desire. 
 

 "Excellent, little one. I want you to lift your leg over one of the parallel bars and straddle it." 
 

 Amanda looked at the bar and threw her leg over it. The skin of her calf touched it and she recoiled slightly from its cold surface. She again felt its icy touch on the inside of her thighs and she stood high upon the tips of her toes to ensure that it wouldn't touch her dripping sex. 
 

 "I'm straddling it, Master, but I have to stand on my tippy toes to keep it from touching my sex, sir. The bar is freezing" she said, her toes digging into the soft sand of the playground. 
 

 "But that is what I want, little one. This is your punishment. You will stand there until I tell you to get off, or unless someone comes to the playground. I am fully aware your cute little calves will ache. And I'm fully aware that eventually, you will let yourself down, resting your full weight on your soft, wet, aching little sex. The cold will sear into your body and you will find the strength to stand again. And you will stand, not as long, not as steady, until you drop down once more." 

 

 Amanda was speechless. Already she could feel a slight burning sensation in each calf and her body quivered at the Master's cold heartless punishment. Her throat tightened and she tried to swallow, to even say something, but nothing happened and she became aware of only the beating of her heart and the increasing tingling in her legs. 
 

 Her breathing increased as her mind realized her body was incapable of holding off. The muscles of her calves burned with the effort to remain on her toes until finally her body overrode her mind and relaxed the straining muscles. 
 

 Her sex was already soaked and a thin glistening film coated its puffed petals. As her body lowered itself, each fold of her sex parted, sliding along the cold steel as the bar fit its way upward, crushing her clit against the base of her pelvis. She cried out and used her free hand to push against the bar biting into her, but she heard the voice in the phone order her to stop and put her hand behind her head. 
 

 She followed the command as her legs once again obeyed her instructions and lifted her from the bar. Her sex ached, bruised and cold from the intense pressure and temperature inflicted upon her delicate flesh. But as she rose up she felt a sudden burst of heat as well, and a feeling of pleasure washed over her body. Her mind wavered on her body's desire and then suddenly her legs gave out again, dropping her downward onto the steel bar. 
 

 She groaned, loudly and forcefully as she found herself sliding herself across the bar. Her weight centered itself on her tender sex, driving it down forcefully upon the bar. She rocked forward, catching her clit and dragging it under the crushing weight of her body. And then her legs worked again and she lifted herself off. 
 

 Her voice cracked as she moaned into the phone. "E-e-everything h-h-hurts-s-s,” she stammered. 

 

 "And you love it, don't you. You don't want it to stop," the Master said. 

 

 “N-n-no, n-n-never” gasped Amanda and her legs failed again. 

 

 "We won't stop it yet, little one," he said as she ground herself downward and then lifted herself off. Tears coursed down her face. 
 

 "Now listen to me, Amanda, as you are tortured. Your body is like a piece of steel. I will shape it to my own will. I will temper you as the blacksmith does to raw iron. I will make you perfect." 
 

 Amanda groaned again, shaking as she dropped back down upon the bar. Pain lanced upward from her groin and changed into the spiraling heat of ecstasy as she rubbed herself back and forth. Her body quivered and she began radically bouncing up and down as her legs alternately regained their strength and lifted her abused and sore sex from the pole; and then failed, dropping her back down. 
 

 The Master listened to her, hearing her cries of relief and pain, of desire and fear and then the ragged breaths of a body pushed to its limits. 
 

 "Get off the bar now," he said firmly. 

 

 There was no answer. Amanda was too involved with the pain coursing through her and the warmth it left behind. 

 

 "GET OFF THE BAR!" he shouted. 

 

 Amanda flinched and pulled herself off. She collapsed in the sand, her legs unable to support her weight. Her body shook with racking sobs as she felt the pain dissipate into an intense heat, then comfortable warmth. After a few minutes she raised her head and saw the phone lying in the sand. 
 

 "M-master?" she said, as she picked it up. 
 

 "Are you okay, Amanda?" he asked hurriedly. 
 

 Amanda looked down at herself. She had totally lost her shorts while on the bar and they lay in the damp sand next to her. Her limbs still trembled and she felt as if something large and terrible had been used upon her. But a deep need still resided inside her. 
 

 "I g-guess so. I feel like someone shoved a baseball bat into me," she said, an unrestrained giggle coming out of her mouth as the stress rocked through her.
 

 The sigh of relief on the other side of the phone was audible. "I can imagine. You will be sore for the rest of the day. I recommend you take it easy, little one," he replied. 
 

 Amanda's eyes narrowed in disappointment. "You mean that's all, Master? The punishment is over?" Her hand slid down between her legs and she gingerly touched her sex. She winced as a new flood of pain rushed upward, but she felt the spurt of wetness and the overlaying feeling of need. 
 

 "Yes, Amanda. The punishment is over." 

 

 "But sir! It wasn't enough!" Amanda sounded distraught 

 

 "Not enough?" the Master asked, surprised. 

 

 Amanda groaned as her fingers pinched her clit. "N-n-no Master, p-please I need more.” 

 

 There was a silent pause on the other end of the line as Amanda's fingers slid over the wet and sensitive lips and folds of her sex. 
 

 "All right, Amanda. Then go get your shorts," her master ordered. 
 

 Amanda looked down at her ankles. Bare skin reflected the morning light and she spotted her red colored shorts laying a few feet away. How had he known? "Yes Master. I will put them on again if you want," she said into the phone, her fingers still rubbing her sore clit, spreading the glistening moisture around and over the tender flesh. 
 

 "Go ahead, Amanda. Put them on and bring them up to your knees," the Master ordered. Amanda stood up and plucked the shorts from the gravel beneath the parallel bars. Carefully yet quickly, she stepped into them. When she was finished she told her master. 
 

 "Now I want you to take Manx's leash and run it between your legs so that you are holding the end of the leash in the small of your back. The leash should actually split the lips of your sex." He said to her. 
 

 Amanda clutched the phone between her shoulder and chin. She ran her left hand down her buttocks and reached up through the space between her thighs. She quivered as her right hand passed the leash through and she straightened up, pulling the rough hemp rope across her sex and up through the crack of her bottom. Manx looked at her quizzically. With her fingers, she split the enflamed folds of her sex and pulled the rope upward into it. A slight groan escaped her lips as she pulled the rope tight against her clit. Her right hand groped for her shorts and she pulled them upward. As the waist band went up the leash was caught and pulled tight into the crevices of her body, making her body spasm. 
 

 "Feel good?" her master asked. 
 



 
 

 "Oh, Master. It feels like torture. I want to touch myself so badly," said Amanda with her chest heaving. Manx pulled lightly on the leash. Amanda groaned as it rubbed against her clit.
 

 The Master chuckled. "Well, you can hang up the phone and walk Manx home now. Just like that. When you get home you can pleasure yourself to explosion," he said. 
 

 Amanda sighed in relief. "Thank you so much, Sir! 
 

 "Bye, dear one." 
 

 Amanda pressed the end button and slipped the phone back into her pocket. Manx pulled on the leash again, eager to be off and Amanda's breath caught in her throat. 
 

 "All right Manx. We can go now," she said softly. "And I can come now." 
 


 

The Sorceress’ Garden

 




 

 The afternoon sun streamed downward through the azure sky, striking the lush verdant garden with life giving warmth. A soft breeze rustled through the swaying stalks of yellowed grass and leaves fluttered, pulling against vine and branch. Exotic flowers, in hues and shades never seen before, rose upward through the soft grass to smile at the sun.

 The garden was surrounded by a shale and limestone wall, thick and monstrous in its unnatural beauty. It ringed the garden and separated it from the outside grounds of the castle, looming like a mountain behind it. In some places large evergreens and fir hid its gray paler from view, but it could easily be seen that no gate nor opening broke its continuity of imprisonment. And prison the garden was.

 The servant girls feared it and only the Sorceress herself, or her guard captain with drawn sword would venture out into the vine entangled snarls. Strange plants and creatures roamed freely through the bushes and the combining of magic and nature was to be seen throughout the lush but deadly beauty. And many had disappeared into its twining branches, punished by the Sorceress for unnamed transgressions. 

 Two voices penetrated the sound of rustling leaves as the guard captain stepped warily through an opening between branches. She was tall, and wore a silver colored breastplate, capped with gold trim. Her hair was cut short, blonde to the roots, and her face was smooth lined and trim. Her eyes darted across her field of view constantly, always watching. Crouched like a tiger, tightly wound, she was wearing a short leather kilt and her boots rode high upon her thigh, strapped tightly with leather trews. Her sword danced with light, as the sun sparkle glittered in flashes out into the garden.

 “Damn. Where is it?” she asked herself, her voice seething with tense irritation.

 “Didn’t you tell me that it was near the center of the garden, Captain?” asked a wary voice from behind the tree.

 The Captain scowled. “I did, Dana. Is your plant food getting too heavy?”

 Dana stepped out from behind the tree to follow her captain. Dressed similarly to the Captain, but lacking the intricate designs upon her armor, Dana was nonetheless, much more muscular. Her muscles rippled as she resettled the large burlap covered bundle over her shoulder. A faint squeal came from the bundle but both women ignored it. The Captain continued to step gingerly to the left and then gave a triumphant grunt as her eyes came to rest on her goal. 

 In the center of a small clearing sat a plant, colored dark green with shoots of crimson sliding along its leaves and stems. Both women watched as tendrils of vine twitched and twirled, looking almost like grasping fingers of a wanton hand. They stood there, looking at the magic warped monstrosity.



 “Is that it?” asked Dana. Her voice wavered nervously.

 The Captain nodded. “Yes. She made it.”

 Dana glanced at the Captain, registering her steely coolness. “I gathered that, Captain. When was it last fed?”

 The Captain looked at her. “Two weeks ago. The Sorceress decided Angelica had failed in her duties.”

 Dana frowned. “That seems to happen a lot.”

 The Captain glared at her. “Don’t say things like that or you’ll find your self in the same position!
 Dana swallowed hard. “Sorry, Captain.”

 “You’d better be.”

 Dana took a step forward, looking at the quivering vines.

 The Captain laughed ruthlessly. “I wouldn’t go close enough to look if I were you, Dana.” The Captain sheathed her sword. None of the other creatures of the garden would enter the clearing. “You can put her down.”

 Dana sighed and carefully lowered the bundle to the ground. With a flick of her wrist she slipped the burlap from its knot. A frightened gasp came from the sack and Dana reached downward and pulled the terrified girl upward.



 She was diminutive, but well figured and her ample breasts filled out the soft blue colored smock she wore. It was tied around her neck and swelled outward, covering her bosom and then belly. When it reached her loins it stopped just short of the tops of her thighs and pulled around her backside to cover her buttocks. Her face was a startling white, but her cheeks were smudged and stained from the tears that still flowed down her face.

 Dana pulled her out of the sack cloth and set her bare feet down upon the grass. The girl clung to her desperately and Dana patted her gently.

 “I’m sorry Gwennie, but you know the Sorceress’ commands.”

 “P-p-p-please! I’m sorry! I won’t do it again!” begged the girl.

 The Captain looked at her in disgust. “Oh, we know you won’t.”

 Gwennie collapsed and began sobbing and the Captain walked over to her and knelt.

 “Now listen girl. There’s still a chance for you. Listen. In three days Dana and I will come back. If you’re still alive we pull you out. Some have survived. Just be strong. That’s all it takes. It’s an ordeal you must survive. Understand?”

 But Gwennie was lost in her own misery and she barely heard the words of the Captain. Dana knelt down as her captain stood and Dana wrapped her arms around the blue clad slave girl. She rocked the frightened beauty in her arms.

 “How old are you, darling?” Dana asked softly.

 Gwennie sobbed her response. “Eighteen.”



 Dana sighed. “I wish I could let this cup pass you, Gwen. But I can’t.” 

 The Captain grunted again. “It’s time. Her clothes, Dana.”

 Dana nodded. “Gwen, I need you to take off your clothes. It would be pointless to ruin a perfectly good smock.” Dana saw the bright and sudden terror in the girl’s eyes. “I’ll keep it for you until you’re done,” she said in quick sympathy.

 Dana stood up and pulled Gwennie upward. Dana reached behind Gwen’s waist and quickly found the simple tie that held the cloth around the girl’s buttocks. With a single pull the knot came loose and the front of the smock dangled around the slave girl’s loins. Dana moved around behind her and up to the back of her neck. Another simple bow was loosened and Dana caught the smock as it dropped from the girl’s body.

 Gwen’s skin was very pale, a soft white. Her breasts and buttocks perfectly matched in shape and size to her diminutive frame. Her nipples were large and a soft pink, outlined against a white field of creamy marble. Yet as perfect as her skin was in color, the soft outlines of marks against her breasts and buttocks, thighs and calves, showed the result of old and even recent whippings.

 Dana sighed. “You’re beautiful, Gwen. If I had known, I would have picked you out for my own!”



 “All right, Gwen,” said the Captain. “Just walk right on over there to that plant.” The Captain motioned toward the odd looking, moving plant.

 Gwen’s eyes bored straight at the center of the plant and she took an involuntary step back, bumping into Dana. Dana’s hands quickly grabbed Gwen’s forearms, locking her in a vise like grip and preventing her from bolting.

 The Captain’s eyes narrowed and she stepped close to the girl.

 “Are you going to do what I told you?” the Captain demanded.

 Gwen’s eyes held no comprehension of the Captain’s words and the Captain snarled an oath. With a quick movement, she grabbed the girl’s wrist and yanked her forward away from Dana. Gwen stumbled forward and the Captain swung the girl toward the plant with a strong swirl. Dana jumped forward, almost as if to catch her, but then held back with a frightened stare.

 Gwen fell to her knees in the soft grass directly before the odd looking plant. Soft tears fell from her cheeks, soaking into the carpet of green below her. Out of the corners of her eyes she saw the tendrils of vine creeping forward toward her.

 Dana watched in fascinated horror as the vines moved in on the girl, like flies to meat. In a matter of seconds, the first vine reached the girl, twining itself around her ankle in a tight bond. A second vine took her wrist and Gwen was suddenly pulled upright to her feet. More tendrils moved toward her and wrapped themselves around her arms and thighs, dragging her forward to the center stalk.



 The two soldiers watched in wonder as Gwen was positioned over the center stalk, legs spread wide, arms behind her back and tied near her buttocks. Gwen’s body wavered and bent, and it was obvious that it was the plant holding her up, keeping her spread. After what seemed like only a minute, the central stalk parted and Dana saw a huge tan colored tentacle emerge from the plant core.

 “My God! What is it?” exclaimed Dana.

 The Captain smiled. “That’s the feeding tube, Dana. The feeding tube.”

 Slowly, the feeding stalk moved upward, weaving and jerking as it sought the perfectly formed flower of Gwen’s body. Its surface glistened with a mixture of water and sap. Gwen’s muscles rippled and strained against the vines, but she was held fast. Finally the feeding tube reached Gwen’s loins, finding her exposed and open sex. With a soft push and a squelching sound, it forced its way into the slave girl’s body.


 


 


 

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Dana looked up at Gwen’s face. It held an unspeakable mixture of fear and loathing, but on the edges, deep down, there was the beginning sensation of extreme pleasure. Gwen moaned loudly and began to shake. Dana saw the plant begin to ripple and Dana could see a what looked like veins pulsing along the outside edge. It was obvious something was being drawn downward into the plant.

 “What’s it doing, Captain? Eating her?” demanded Dana.

 The Captain laughed. “Not like you are thinking, Dana. But it’s eating her all right.”

 “I don’t understand.” Said Dana confused.

 The Captain sighed. “The Sorceress created this thing, Dana. It feeds off of certain body fluids. Sexual body fluids. 

 Dana’s eyes narrowed, “You mean…”

 “Right.” said the Captain. “The plant is stimulating the girl. It will force orgasm after orgasm to rock through her.

 Dana frowned. “But I don’t understand why some don’t survive,” she said.

 “It’s because the plant will do whatever is necessary to keep the orgasms going. It uses magic to discover what is arousing to its victim, and then it repeats those fantasies. Sometimes over and over.” The Captain watched as Gwen began to gasp in excitement. “I saw one girl who was strangled over and over again, just till she passed out. Her orgasms were three times as powerful when she was strangled.”

 The Captain kicked at a small stone in the grass. “She didn’t survive.”

 Dana eyes were still glued to Gwen as she took in the Captain’s explanation. A small tendril of vine had moved across the girl’s breast and wrapped itself around one extended nipple, pinching it in unmerciful tightness. Gwen bucked and shook, dealing with the intense stimulus.

 “So why three days?” asked Dana.

 The Captain looked at Dana. “Because that’s how long a person can go without water. It’s also why we let her drink so much at the well. In three days we will come, the Sorceress and I, and either she will have died from exhaustion and sex, or she will be tired and thirsty.

 Dana’s eyes widened with the implications. Her voice was raspy. “How many have you fed to this thing? And how many survived?”

 The Captain turned away from the sight of Gwen writhing upon the impaling stalk, ignored the demure gasps and squeals, and looked directly at Dana.

 “I’ve brought over twenty to this plant. Only three survived.”

 Dana looked back at Gwen, seeing the first rivulets of perspiration trickle down her head. The girl’s face rippled with the responsiveness of ecstasy. Small, iron strength vines twined themselves around her limbs, holding the writhing girl in place. Some even began to wrap themselves around her breasts, squeezing and tightening.

 “Oh Gwennie,” said Dana, her voice sad.

 The Captain looked back at Gwen and then shook her head. “Come along, Dana. There is nothing you can do for her. You can’t take her place. You can’t kill that thing. It’s what the Sorceress wants. Let it go.”

 The Captain turned and smiled at Dana. “Besides, there are lots of other slave girls. Pick a new pet and forget this one. She’s not strong enough.” The Captain began walking away from the plant and its victim, pulling her sword as she began the dangerous trek back through the garden.

 “Coming Dana? Or you going to stay in the Garden?” the Captain asked maliciously.

 Dana stared at Gwen but then lowered her eyes and turned away. “I’m coming Captain. I’m coming.


 


 


 

Angie’s Humiliation

 


 

A cool night breeze blew gently, ruffling Angie’s long dark hair as she walked across the sun baked parking lot. Despite the sinking of the flaming sun a few hours before, the sticky asphalt still radiated the extreme heat it had collected throughout the day. Angie could feel the waves against her bare legs and then right up the short black skirt that was wrapped around her hips. She paused as she stepped up onto the walkway that led to the restaurant door and looked around nervously. A single parking lot light was on, shrouding the rest of the restaurant exterior in darkness.

 Angie looked through the windows of the building. The dining area was dark, but that was to be expected this late. The restaurant had already closed. She was here to pick up her best friend Kathy who was assisting the shift manager to close the store. Angie thought she saw some movement behind the counter, deep in the kitchen despite the abandoned look of the place. 

 Angie didn’t really want to go in. When Kathy had called and told her what to wear that evening, Angie had hesitated. Of course, as usual she had eventually capitulated, putting on the short black skirt and red halter top. Angie had even given in on some of the other requirements, though not all. And that was what had Angie worried.

 She opened her small purse and saw the three red colored latex balls sitting there. They were connected with a thin but solid strand of string, making a brace of golf ball sized, crimson pearls. She glanced around the parking lot to see if anyone was watching her, but she couldn’t bring herself to pull them out. She closed her purse. “Maybe Kathy won’t notice” Angie told herself.

 She turned back toward the door and saw her friend swinging a mop around. Kathy’s long blonde hair was tied in a single ponytail that stuck out through the back of a maroon hat. Angie sighed softly. No matter how hard she tried she would never look as pretty as Kat. Angie’s skin was dusky; White porcelain to over baked terra cotta. Angie’s dark chocolate hair was thick and shiny, but secretly she envied the blonde straight hair Kat tied back each day. Kat said Angie was just as beautiful, but Angie knew that blondes really do have more fun.

 Angie rapped on the window and saw Kat emerge from behind the counter. Kathy smiled and waved at her, putting down the mop she was swinging. The uniformed girl stood the mop against the counter and quickly walked to the door, unlatching it and letting her friend in.

“Hey girl. You look great.” Kat said as Angie stepped through the door.
”Thanks. You almost done?” Angie asked.


 Kat grimaced. “Jason’s working me harder than normal but I should be done in the next ten minutes. Come on over to the counter. We can talk while I finish mopping.” Kat motioned Angie to follow her.

 Angie navigated her way through the tables and stacked chairs, her high heeled sandals seeming to echo loudly in the still dining area. She tried to walk slowly, a few feet behind Kat, as they approached the counter. Kat turned and looked at her, a frown upon her face. She stopped and waited for Angie.

 “You’re being a bad girl aren’t you?” Kat said softly. Her right hand went around Angie’s waist and pulled her close.

 Angie’s eyes filled with tears. “I’m sorry Kat, I just couldn’t. Please…”

 Kat’s hand slid down over Angie’s bottom. “Just couldn’t? Oh no, girl. You’re going to pay for it. You know what happens when you disobey me,” Kat replied, a touch of mischievousness in her voice.

 Kat pulled Angie forward and through the employee walkway around the counter and into the serving area. Angie resisted slightly, never expecting to find herself in the kitchen of the restaurant. A metal counter stood between the grills and food preparation area and the cashier stations where she now stood. Soda machines and a large warming plate stood on the counter.

 “Hey Jason!” said Kathy. “I want you to meet my best friend, Angie.”

 Angie saw a face appear from a back storage room. Jason was dressed in his maroon uniform shirt and hat and he wore a nametag that declared him a shift manager. His apron was splattered with ketchup and other condiments, but he was smiling. Angie realized how attractive he was and she felt a sudden tingling.

 Kat was still holding Angie’s hand as Jason approached the counter, looking over it.

 “Nice to meet you” he said, smiling warmly. He extended his hand over the counter.

 Angie smiled. “Yeah, nice to meet you.” She reached over the warmer plate and shook his hand. She was a little shocked when she felt the heat streaming up from it.

 Jason seemed embarrassed. “Oh, sorry about that. We turned if off already, but it stays warm for a long time. Can’t burn you though, see?” He placed the palm of his hand on the warm surface. “Just very warm. “ He held is hand down on the plate for a couple seconds. When he pulled his hand up Angie could see that it was a light pink.

 Kat laughed. “Angie doesn’t mind.” She looked at Angie. “Do you?”

 Angie shook her head. “Um…no.” 

 Kathy turned back to Jason. “Angie’s been bad.”

 “Oh please, Kat no…”

 Jason looked confused. Kathy nodded, smiling.

 “I don’t understand.” Jason replied.

 Kat looked at Angie and ran her fingers through the dark cascade of hair.

 “Angie was supposed to wear something tonight when she picked me up and she isn’t wearing it.” Kat told Jason.

 “Please…please Kat, don’t… not here. Please…” Angie begged, turning to Kathy. Kathy ignored her.

 “Want to see her tits?” Kathy suddenly asked Jason.

 Jason’s eyes popped open in shock. “Huh?”

 Kathy giggled. “Do you want to see her breasts, Jason?” She repeated.

 Jason’s mouth opened and closed a few times. “Well…I…um…” He floundered.

 Kat turned to Angie. “Lift your shirt,” she ordered.

 Angie’s eyes were overflowing with tears and she looked at Kat, begging silently. Kat’s eyes merely narrowed. Angie’s face fell with acceptance and she took hold of her halter top with both hands and raised it upward. Her pierced navel had already been exposed and she kept her eyes downcast as the halter top cleared the swell of her breasts, baring the large nipples. She left the top bunched around her neck, dropping her hands back down to her sides.

 “Oh my God,” Jason muttered, watching in rapture. Angie saw his hand reach down to his pants and straighten his thickening cock through the cloth.

 Kat raised her hand and flicked one of Angie’s nipples. Angie jerked with the sudden sensation and Kat laughed. “Oh yes, she’s been bad.” Kat’s eyes narrowed. “Did you even bring them?” she asked.

 Angie nodded. “They’re in my purse,” she said.

 Kat took hold of Angie purse, pulling it from Angie’s shoulder. Kat opened it quickly and removed the latex balls. They jingled and rang as she put the purse down on the counter behind her.

 Jason looked even more confused but he stood riveted. “What are those?” He asked.

 Kat smiled at him. “Ben wa balls. They shake and ring when you walk.” She shook them a little and all three of them could hear the little clappers inside ringing. “It’s pure torture for a girl.” She turned to Angie. “But you’ve been bad. I think you deserve a spanking.” Angie opened her mouth to protest but Kat shook her head. “A severe spanking.”

 Kat pushed her forward until her thighs hit the counter that held the warming plate. She turned to Jason. “You can help.” Jason’s eyes popped open even wider. 

 “Angie, give your hands to Jason. Jason, you grab her wrists and pull. Don’t let go.” Kat ordered.

 Angie nodded and reached both hands forward over the hot plate, feeling the heat bathe her arms. Jason gulped and took hold of her wrists pulling her slightly forward. Angie’s breasts dangled and her cheeks felt the wash of heat.

 “No no, Jason. Pull her forward,” Kathy said, pushing Angie forward and down.

 Angie squirmed as her chest moved out over the hotplate and Kathy pushed down hard upon her back. Suddenly Angie gasped as her nipples made contact with the warm metal. She tried to jerk back up but Kathy was holding her down.

 “Now hold her tight Jason. I don’t want her to be able to get off the plate, okay?” Kathy said to the boy.

 Angie felt Jason’s grip on her wrists tighten and she was acutely aware of the quick excited breaths the shift manager was making. Her breasts felt like they had been encased in a bra hot from the dryer, except instead of the pleasant and quickly suffusing heat she felt the still intense warmth of the hot plate.

 Suddenly she felt a cold draft across her bottom and she realized that Kathy had flipped up her skirt, exposing her bare bottom. Thank God she had decided not to wear panties, just as Kat had ordered, or the punishment would be much worse. She shifted as Kat drew fingernails across the flesh and Angie shivered. Kat pushed against her leg.

 “Spread them, Angie.” Kat ordered.

 Angie spread her legs wide apart, hoping this would please Kat and get her to let her up from the hot plate. Angie looked up at Jason, who was watching intently, as Kat picked up the ben wa balls, jiggling them lightly.

 “Next time I tell you to wear these to pick me up, you better,” Kat said.

 Angie nodded. Suddenly she felt the round hardness of the ball against the wet petals of her sex. Kat twirled the ball around, coating it with a clear cream, and then pushed, letting it enter her with a pop.

Angie gasped as it went in. The second ball was pulled hard against her sex and Kat repeated the process. As the third ball finally entered, Angie groaned loudly. Kat smacked her smartly on the ass.

 “There you go sweetheart. All ready for your spanking?”

 Tears poured down Angie’s cheeks. “Yes, please,” she replied.

 Kat pulled her hand back and brought it down hard against Angie’s bottom.

 “OWWwwwwww” Angie cried out, her whole body jerking forward, dragging her breasts along the hotplate. Jason gripped her wrists and pulled forward and down.

 Kat swung again and this time all three of them heard the ringing sound of the ben wa balls as Angie’s hips recoiled from the slap. She cried out again, her voice a soft counterpoint to the ringing. Kat began spanking Angie in earnest, each blow sending her flesh rippling. Angie moaned as Kathy swung lower, sending fingers stinging along the lips of Angie’s sex.

 Then the moaning began. Angie’s body rocked in time with the blows and Jason watched in amazement as the girl’s short gasps gave way to little cries of pleasure. As Kat rained stinging spanks down up her bottom, Angie began to orgasm, giving way from a small wave of pleasure that continued to build until it was a great roaring tsunami that rushed upward from her reddened ass up to the heated curves of her breasts.

 Kat began to softly rub Angie’s bottom and signaled Jason to release her wrists. Slowly, Angie lifted herself up from the hot plate and both of her tormentors gazed in awe at the flushed pink skin of her breasts and stomach. Kat reached out and cupped one breast, feeling a wave of heat. She looked at Jason quizzically. 

 Jason looked sheepish. “Sorry. I must have accidentally turned it back on.” He said softly. He pushed a small brightly lit switch on the side of the plate, turning it off.

 Kathy waved her hand. “It’s okay. I think it helped.”

 Angie stood, weaving as she recovered from the intense orgasm that had just washed through her.

 Kathy laughed and shook her hand. “Well, we still have a few more things to do, Angie.”

 Angie looked at her and nodded. “Okay. I’m okay. I mean…its okay.”

 Kathy smiled and kissed Angie on the lips. “It’s okay sweetheart. You handled your punishment well.” She put her hands on Angie’s hips and moved them back and forth, ringing the vibroballs.

 Angie gasped and clutched Kat’s shoulders.

 “A little sensitive, Angie?” Asked Kat.

 Angie mewled in pleasure.

 Kat turned toward Jason. “Angie here has volunteered to help us. She’s going to mop the dining area.”

 Angie’s eyes widened and she pulled backward. “Oh no, Kat. Please. You can’t make me do that after what you just did to me,” Angie begged.

 Kathy laughed. “Sure I can. And if you disobey we can always sit you down on the hot plate and I can whip those perky little tits of yours. Anyway, it shouldn’t take long to mop the dining area. Just take off your shirt and get started.”

 Angie’s mouth flapped. “M-my shirt?” Her eyes darted to the windows, seeing the bright streaks of headlights flashing past.

 Kat’s eyes narrowed. “Yes your shirt. Your tits are already exposed, so just take it off and get started. Or do you want to do it totally naked?”

 “No Kat. I’ll do it,” Angie replied demurely, her eyes on the floor. 

 Kat smiled. “Good. Get to it.” 

 Angie pulled the bunched up halter top from around her neck and dropped it onto the counter. Her breasts were only slowly loosing their redness and she took hold of the mop handle and began to swipe the ceramic tiles. Jason watched in rapture as the slight tinkling of the vibroballs filled the room and Angie kept herself turned toward him so that her bare breasts wouldn’t be seen by those driving by.

 Kat had finished putting away a few last items and tapped Jason on the shoulder. 

 “We’re going over to my house for dessert and games. Want to come?” Kathy asked.

 Jason was a little taken aback but recovered almost instantly. “Absolutely,” he said excitedly.

 Kat laughed at his enthusiasm but then she looked mischievous. “Do you like banana splits?” she asked suddenly.

 Jason looked at her quizzically. “Um, yeah. Why?”

 Kat grinned. “Cause Angie and I just love them.” Her eyes turned toward the half naked girl who was busily mopping the dining area.

 “Angie loves them a lot.”


 

 The outside lights of the house burned brightly as the three of them walked around and opened the fence gate. Kat and Jason chatted and joked, laughing every so often at some story or comment. Angie however concentrated on walking. It was getting harder too put one foot in front of the other. Mopping the dining area had resulted in fresh surges of desire from between her legs and the vibroballs were driving her mad. She had contemplated throwing herself upon Jason, but she suspected that Kathy would be angry.

 “Here we are,” announced Kat as she unlocked the back door that led to the kitchen.

 Jason looked around as the lights were flipped on. “Nice place.”

 Kat frowned. “I try. Mom’s not much of a housekeeper.”

 A flash of worry crossed Jason’s face. “Is your mom home?” he asked.

 “No. She’s rarely home at night. Bar hopping, man chasing, getting screwed, whatever you want to call it,” Kat said disgustedly.

 Jason looked ashamed. “Sorry.” 

 Kat waved her hand. “Don’t be. I’m used to it.” She suddenly smiled again. “Want a beer?” 

 Jason brightened. “Sure.”

 “Angie, can you get Jason a beer, please?” Kat asked sweetly.

 Angie nodded. “Sure. In a glass or the bottle, Jason?”

 “Um…just the bottle I guess.”

 They watched as Angie shuffled around the counter and opened the fridge. They could still hear the light ringing of the balls as she bent over.

 “Come on, Jason” Kat said, grabbing his elbow. “Let’s go into the family room. You can pick out a movie.”

 Angie stood up with the beer bottle and watched Kat escort Jason out of the kitchen. She took a few more steps and then stopped as another extreme wave of need rushed through her. Her fingers lifted the hem of the skirt and she pushed the unopened top of the beer bottle against her clit. She clenched her teeth as the searing cold hit her but it was enough, pushing her body over the edge into orgasm. She rocked back and forth on her feet for a second, letting the pleasure wash over her, her breaths coming in short gasps. Then it was over and she pulled the bottle away from her sex.

 She quickly moved into the family room, her body once more under her control. She knew that the ben wa balls could easily bring her back to feeling that excruciating need, but it would take awhile. She stepped over to Jason, who was sitting on the couch next to Kathy, and gave him the bottle.

 “Thanks Angie.” Said Jason.

 Kat got up. “Be right back,” she announced. Angie and Jason watched as she left the room.

 There was a palpable silence. Angie sat down in an easy chair that stood off to the left and fidgeted a little.

 “So…um…you do this kind of thing a lot with Kathy?” asked Jason.

 Angie nodded. “Mostly.”

 He leaned forward, the beer in his hands. “Do you two screw each other?” 

 Angie’s eyes widened. “Well, kind of. I mean, yes. Well, we make each other come,” she tried to explain.

 “Do you ever fuck guys?” he asked her intently.

 “When Kat makes me,” Angie said softly.

 “Do you like it?” he pushed, trying to get her to open up.

 “I love it,” Angie said, blushing. Her heart hammered and her mind kept bringing up thoughts of what Jason might be like as a lover.

 “I’m back!” Kat’s voice announced. She held a large black bag in one hand and had three video tapes in the other. “I’ll let you select the video for tonight Jason, because you are our guest.” She put all three videos down on the large wooden coffee table that stood in front of the couch.

 Jason leaned forward to see the titles, and visibly started when he saw the pictures of naked girls, tied up on the covers. 

 “Hmmm… such an interesting selection,” he said, laughing it off.

 Kat smiled. “Oh yes. All are pretty good. BDSM Vixens is fun. But I really like Tied Up and Tortured. Angie’s favorite is this one. It’s called Pussy Penetrations.” Kat held up one box that had a blonde girl tied to a chair with her legs spread while another girl pushed a huge cucumber into her body.

 Jason seemed to consider all of them and then tapped Angie’s favorite. “It’s tough to decide between the Tied Up one and Angie’s favorite. But she’s had a tough night already, so I think we should let her have her favorite.”

 Kat’s mouth grinned sarcastically. “You’re very generous.” She turned to Angie. “Will you put the tape in and then put on your cuffs please?” She dropped the black bag on the table. Angie nodded.

 Kat smiled again and walked through the doorway to the kitchen and Jason and Angie heard dishes clanking. Angie stood up and pulled the tape out of the box and began turning on the VCR.

 “So is this really your favorite?” Jason asked.

 Angie shrugged. “Kind of. It was the first tape that we acted out. These all belonged to Kat’s dad. She stole a couple before he moved out.”

 “So what’s on the tape?” 

 Angie chuckled softly. “What’s in the picture on the box, Jason? Girls getting everything you can imagine being pushed into them.”

 He smiled. “Did you like it?”

 Angie didn’t nod but said. “I came a lot.” She pressed the play button and moved away from the screen. Immediately pictures of naked beauties flashed across the television. Jason moved his hand down to his crotch and pressed down upon his hard shaft.

 Angie stepped to the side of the table and opened up the black bag. Jason’s attention was drawn to her, but he couldn’t see into the bag. Angie pulled out two pairs of black leather cuffs with heavy steel rings attached. She began to encase the leather around her wrist and leaned over to Jason.

 “Can you help me with these buckles? I never can get them tight enough on my own,” she asked, her brown eyes softly gazing at him.

 “Um…sure.” Jason responded. The television was making soft gasping noises that seemed to float above a sound track of squishing sounds. 

 Jason pulled the straps tight and buckled each cuff on her wrist tightly. He noticed the insides of the cuffs were lined with some soft foamy material and the metal rings tinkled softly in a counterpoint to the vibroballs.

 Angie suddenly put her leg up on the coffee table and handed him the ankle cuff. Her skirt rode high up her thigh all the way to her waist and Jason was able to see the bare petals of her sex. They glistened and a thin strand of twine stuck out from between her labia.

 “You shave,” he said as he tightened the first cuff on.

 “Yeah. Kat likes me shaved,” Angie said, putting her hands on his shoulders to help her balance. 

 “It’s nice,” Jason said. “There. This foot’s done.” 

 Angie pulled her foot down and the placed the other one on the table. She smiled, a slight blush reddening her cheeks as he once again looked across the flesh of her thigh and into the tight smooth crevasse of her sex.

 “Jason? Chocolate or vanilla?” a voice called from the kitchen.

 “Uh…chocolate is great,” he said, his fingers working on the last buckle.

 “Okay,” Kat’s voice sang out.

 Angie dropped her leg and stepped away from him. Jason stared at her and then back at the television where a blonde haired vixen was being impaled with the business end of a baseball bat. Angie laughed at Jason’s divided attention and she took hold of her skirt and wiggled it down off of her hips, baring her loins and sex to his eyes. The skirt fell to the floor and she stepped clear of it, flinging it off her sandal with a twist of her ankle. Kat entered the room holding a serving tray. It was obvious she had changed clothes as well, opting for a sheer black slip that held her breasts back with the faintest touch of lace. Jason’s eyes widened we he saw her. 

“The top too, Angie,” Kari ordered as she put the tray on a side table next to the couch. It held a small army of serving bowls and scoops and a can of whip cream towered in the center.

Angie pulled her halter top off baring breasts that had already been devoured by Jason’s eyes before. They were no longer hot to the touch and only the lightest shade of pink still betrayed the slow cooking they had received earlier. Both nipples were hard and pointed and Angie dropped the halter on the easy chair.

Kat however was in the process of moving the coffee table around. Its rectangular shape had been arranged so that the narrow ends were pointed from the television to the couch, leaving little room for the three of them to place any ice cream. Jason looked on in interest.

Kat motioned to the table. “Straddle the coffee table, Angie. Facing us. You won’t be seeing your favorite movie tonight. Sorry,” she said.

Angie moved forward and spread her legs, stepping over the solid wood table. Her face was inscrutable, but her body betrayed its needs. Kat reached between her legs and grabbed hold of the ben wa balls, yanking hard on the string.

Angie gasped and cried out as the string of bells popped out of her. Her own juices dripped from the toy dangling in Kathy’s hand and small trickles began to stream down her thighs.

 “Lay down on the table,” Kat ordered, dropping the ben wa balls onto the floor next to the couch.

 Angie sat down on the table, still facing Jason and Kat and she leaned backward, lying down. She could feel the cool hard strength of the oak table under her, her legs parted and still on the floor to either side. Kat had reached for the bag and extracted two lengths of black nylon rope and she and quickly tied one end to the metal ring embedded in Angie’s left wrist cuff. She passed the rope under the table and through the legs and ran it through the other wrist cuff, pulling it tightly and securing Angie’s wrists down by her hips.

 Kathy took the other rope and tied it to the ankle cuff. She stood up and looked at Jason.

 “Give me a hand, will you?” she asked. Jason stood up and looked at Kat.

 “Take her other ankle and pull her legs up so she’s bent in half, like this,” Kathy said, pulling Angie’s leg up and bending it so that her foot came almost to her head. Angie groaned and Jason took hold of the other leg and pulled it up, bending Angie in half. 

 “Take both legs while I tie them up,” Kat ordered. Jason followed, yielding to her domineering attitude. Kat ran the rope under the table again, this time looping the nylon around the legs and finished tying it off on the other leg. Then she backed off.

 Angie moaned from the exposure and discomfort of the position. Her sandals dangled inches above her face and she could raise her head and see her exposed sex between her breasts. Her arms were stretched tightly downward and she could barely move. She dropped her head back down onto the table.

 Kat removed the sandals from Angie’s feet and lightly kissed her toes. Then Kathy looked at Jason. 

 “Ready for that banana split?” she asked.

 Jason looked perplexed. The sight of Angie tied spread just a few inches from him along with the rhythmic grunts and squeals coming from the video had his nerves jangling with desire. He longed to take out his shaft and plunge it into the sopping flower before him. But Kathy was definitely in control and he nodded, swallowing in expectation.

 Kat reached to the tray and grabbed hold of a huge banana, almost seven inches long. 

 “Does this look like a good banana to you?” she asked innocently.

 “Yeah. It looks great.” 

 “Great. Well, got to put it in the bowl then,” Kat said. She leaned forward and with a quick movement plunged the banana deep into Angie’s body. Angie squealed and jerked as the fruit penetrated her deeply.

 Jason’s eyes popped open in surprise as Kat shoved the banana in. His hand pressed down hard upon his cock, as Kat pumped the banana hard against Angie’s sex.

 “Damn,” Kat exclaimed. “I forgot. You don’t eat the peel.” She yanked the banana out of Angie, eliciting and agonizing groan from the bound girl.

 Kat twisted the end of the banana, slick with Angie’s juices. The peel broke away exposing the soft but ridged flesh underneath. Its pale length contrasted with the dusky skin of Angie’s thighs. Kat removed the entire peel and dumped it next to the vibroballs. She put the banana to her mouth and wrapped her lips around it, sucking on the end. When she pulled it out Jason saw that it was still whole.

 “I love bananas,” Kathy declared. She placed the wet tip against Angie’s dark opening and slowly pushed it in. Angie moaned a thin soft cry that spoke of discomfort and need. Kat pushed the banana in deeper and deeper until almost the entire fruit was embedded. Angie whimpered and Kat pulled a portion back out and began to pump, soft wet thrusts, into the pink folds of Angie’s body.

 Suddenly Kat’s wrist twisted, breaking off over half the banana inside Angie. 

 “Whoops,” Kat said softly. She turned to Jason. “Well what comes next in a banana split?”

 His eyes widened. “Um…the ice cream?” he answered, unsure of himself and the two girls.

 Kat smiled. “You said chocolate so here we go.” She reached over to the tray and picked up a small bowl of chocolate ice cream. It was slightly melted, but its thick cream still lay coolly in the shallow cup. Kat had stuck a large serving spoon into it. Now she picked it up, loading a scoop of the ice cream onto the metal utensil.

 She leaned over between Angie’s outstretched legs and used her left hand to split the lips of the tied girl’s slit. As soon as the spoon touched the clit, Angie jerked, crying out. Kat ignored her and pushed the spoon into the crying girl, digging it deep and letting the metal edge slice the banana that was still buried inside her.

 “Ohhh it’s too c-c-cold!” Angie cried out, her arms and legs straining against their bonds. “P-p-please no more!” Kat only laughed and moved the spoon around inside Angie, stirring the ice cream and banana together.

 “Now what?” asked Kat, looking at the awestruck boy.

 “The hot fudge,” said Jason, this time with more conviction. Kat giggled.

 “I like the way you think.” She reached over to the tray and took a small clay pitcher in her hand. A waft of thick fudge aroma steamed from it and Jason looked at it and saw the hot fudge, still warm and syrupy. “You pour it over the top of the banana split right?” asked Kat, an evil smile spread across her face.

 Jason grinned. “Absolutely.”

 Kat held the pitcher directly over Angie’s clit, near the top of her sex, and began to tilt her hand. A thick dollop of fudge bubbled at the tip, and then poured down, landing with a thick shock right on Angie’s clit.

 “OOWWWWWWWAAAAAAAAAAAA” screamed Angie, bucking wildly as the hot fudge began to seep downward through the petals of her sex. Kat poured again, letting a thick stream of fudge coat the swollen edges of Angie’s flower. Kat moved the pitcher downward and positioned it directly above the gaping hole that held the banana and melting remnants of the chocolate ice cream. She let the fudge pour directly into Angie and they watched as Angie bucked and cried, screaming in pleasure and agony, as the hot chocolate heat filled her sex.

 “Can I see that?” asked Jason. Kat eyes widened but she handed the pitcher to him. Jason stuck a single finger into the fudge and pulled it out, licking it. “It’s not that hot,” he said, questioning Kat.

 “It’s the ice cream. She was very cold already,” Kat replied.

 “Hmmm…” Jason murmured. He moved off the couch to Angie’s side. He held the pitcher over Angie’s right breast and looked at Kat.

 “Go ahead!” Kat encouraged, pleased that Jason was getting involved.

 Jason poured the fudge, watching it fall and coat the erect nipple and swollen areolas. Angie’s breathing came in hoarse gasps.

 He sat back down, handing the fudge to Kat. She returned it to the tray and grabbed the whip cream can.

 “Whip cream time, Angie!” Kat announced, shaking the can.

 Angie looked through her breasts and legs at them and shook her head. “Oh p-please no. I can’t take any more. It h-h-hurts. I need to cum so b-b-bad. Please?”

 Kat laughed and placed a finger on the can nozzle. She pushed her finger and the nozzle inside Angie and pushed against the nozzle. The sound of escaping gas didn’t conceal the sudden squeal that erupted from Angie’s mouth. Kat laughed as the whip cream filled the last of the empty space inside Angie’s sex.

 Whip cream erupted from around Kat’s fingers and she pulled her hand and the can away, licking the white cream from her knuckles. As she sucked on one she looked at Jason who was trying, unobtrusively, to rub his cock through his pants.

 “Here, let me,” Kat said, putting down the can. She reached over and quickly unlatched his belt, popping the button in seconds. He had barely stood when she yanked both his boxers and pants downward, freeing the rock hard shaft from its cotton imprisonment. Kat quickly grabbed hold of it and kissed the tip, running her tongue around the head as Jason moaned loudly.

 Kathy pushed him back down, keeping one hand firmly around his cock. “It’s time to eat,” she said. She pivoted on the couch, her left hand gently squeezing Jason rhythmically as she pulled two spoons from the tray. She dropped one in her lap and placed the other one at the sugar bottom of Angie’s slit. She dragged the spoon upward, loading it with the excess chocolate and cream until the metal edge caught Angie’s clit. Angie cried out, bucking as Kathy lifted the spoon to Jason’s mouth.

 Jason opened his mouth as Kathy pushed the spoon in and he tasted the sweet delights of sugar and cocoa, and something else as well, a salty taste, the taste of sweet juices. He swallowed hungrily as Kathy began stroking his shaft. She handed him the spoon and took the other one in her right hand. She once again delved into the succulent bowl before her, this time driving the spoon slightly in. Jason quivered as the hand grasping him pulsed and he watched in utter amazement as Kat tasted the spoonful of chocolate and banana, cream and Angie.

 Jason leaned forward, trying for the moment to forget Kathy’s hand and its playful stroking between his legs. He pushed his spoon forward and into Angie, deeply scooping out a sodden chocolaty banana from deep with in. He devoured it in seconds as Angie began to sob, quivering as their spoons intruded. His eyes darted to the television, watching as some poor girl cried out, her legs spread and tied apart as a bottle was pushed into her. He mimicked the process with the huge spoon upon the bound girl in front of him, tasting her body mixed with candy.

 Kathy continued her caresses, all the while using the edge of her spoon to scrape, pull, and tug upon the swollen and frozen clit of her little slave girl. Angie continually moaned her bottom moving and swaying as the two diners delved into her depths for the treats. She felt them emptying her slowly, lifting the mashed banana and cream and chocolate from her like breaths of cool air on a hot summer night.

 “Stand up,” Kat said to Jason, pulling on his cock so that he quickly stood. She pulled him toward her so that he was fully centered above Angie tied and spread legs.

 “Spread your legs, Jason” Kat ordered the obedient boy who immediately followed her orders, kicking off the boxers and widening his legs.

 She pulled him forward then by his cock and pushing against his buttocks until the tip of his rod lay at the chocolate smeared opening of Angie’s sex. With deliberate patience, she guided his thick shaft into Angie, who stiffened and cried out at the penetration. Lubricated with the melted remnants of syrup and cream, Jason began to pump himself into the gooey hole between Angie’s legs. It was cold, but he was beyond caring.

 Angie began to buck, trying to impale herself deeper on the thick cock spearing her, but only seconds inside her, Jason’s strength collapsed and he paused, feeling the shudders and spasms that came with orgasm. Kat yanked him backward just as his cock began to spurt and Kathy bent forward, quickly surrounding his cream smeared and shooting cock with her mouth.

 Jason gasped and the cried out as she sucked hard, pulling every last drop from his rod, and then he collapsed against the couch while Kathy knelt between his legs, her back to Angie, while she licked his rod clean of the chocolate and whip cream of Angie’s crevasse. 

 As soon as his member was its usual beige, Kathy leaned back, licking her lips. Her eyes sparkled.

 “Having fun?” she asked, her mouth parting in a huge smile.

 Jason’s eyes rolled over her and he smiled.

 “Oh good. Let’s see how quick you can get hard again,” and she bent over with her face in his lap, her hair cascading in a blonde puddle around her.

 Jason stared across the crying body of Angie, whose breasts, still coated with cream and chocolate, and shook with uncontrolled desire. The television girl was howling as a plastic cactus was being carefully inserted into her body, spine by spine, and Kathy’s mouth tongued and sucked.

 It was the beginning of a great night.


 

Angie’s Humiliation Part 2


 

 Angie stopped at the heavy wooden door and began searching through her purse, pushing aside the miscellaneous tubes, compacts, and junk that had accumulated inside. Her fingers scrabbled amidst the small containers of makeup and eye shadow, as well as some of the other objects a casual observer would definitely wonder about.

 Finally she found it, her hand closing upon the silver key chain and she withdrew it from her purse with a grunt. Her long delicate fingers were steady as she inserted the key into the garage door of the house. As the door opened she snatched her backpack up off of the old gas grill that Kathy’s mom had never gotten rid of.

 Angie relocked the door behind her, stepping into the garage and threading her way through the stacks of newspaper that Kathy’s mom insisted on recycling, but never bagged or tied up. She took her white canvas sneakers off at the door, leaving them lying on the small multi-colored entrance rug.

 Angie entered the house, threading her way through the family room. The large wooden bookcases and entertainment center stood along one wall across from a couch and a coffee table. Angie stopped and stared remembering how she had endured being made into a banana split, only weeks before, tied to that table. Kat had laughed and joked about her “banana slit” and Angie still shuddered remembering how the cold metal spoons had driven her mad.

 The kitchen was clean, counters smelling slightly of lemon. Kat was fastidious despite her mother’s lack of attention toward the house, and Angie’s mind replayed that first night so many years before, when she and Kathy and both Kathy’s parents, had sat around the wooden table having dinner. The spaghetti was excellent, but the salad even more so, with the dark secret that the cucumber, cut now in thin slices, had been gripped by their daughter and plunged over and over, deep into Angie’s body.

 But Angie moved on to Kathy’s room. It was brightly lit, with a single bed, desk, and white painted bureaus. Kathy had never moved past the pink and white lace fashion from her Barbie doll days, and Angie dropped her bag and purse on the chenille bedspread.

 Angie glanced at the computer and the bedroom clock, sighing in disgust. She wanted to get on the computer and check her email, maybe even chat a little, but Kat would be home soon. Instead she turned out of the room and went to the bathroom, taking out the necessary supplies to do her hair and makeup.

 

 “Well, don’t you look pretty” announced Kat thirty minutes later as she looked into the bathroom, seeing Angie through the mirror. Angie smiled and waved.

 “Do you want me to put it up?” Angie asked.

 Kat shook her head. “No. Leave it down. Dark and sultry for tonight, I think.” Kat stepped up and ran her fingers along Angie’s shoulders and then down her arms, bringing her finger tips around to Angie’s cloth covered nipples. Angie shivered and let out a light gasp as her nubs stiffened.

 “Oh! I have your outfit for tonight!” Kat said. “It’s in my room. Come on.”

 Angie followed Kathy, watching as the tall blonde rifled through her drawers. Angie sat down on the bed as Kathy removed three articles of clothing. Kat turned, holding up a chevron shaped backless shirt. It was a blend of colors, like some mad painting.

 “This is for your top. It’s elegant and revealing. I like that.” Kat grinned. “And this is for the bottom!” She held up the shortest slit skirt Angie had ever seen, one that would barely cover her bottom when standing, and would undoubtedly reveal more with every step. Kat tossed it across to her and Angie sighed in relief. The skirt was actually shorts, with a strip of material around them to simulate a skirt. She had seen them before in stores but never thought about wearing one herself.

 “Oh geeze, Kat” Angie said with a laugh, fingering the skirt. Kat chuckled.

 “Here, put the top on. Oh, and let me have the skirt back again,” Kat said.

 Angie handed the fake skirt back. “You mean shorts,” she said with a smile as she took the chevron shaped shirt.

 Kat smiled and opened a desk drawer and extracted a pair of scissors. “No. I mean skirt,” she said, opening the scissors and quickly cutting into the black material under the fake skirt.

 “Wait! No! You can’t!” gasped Angie as the protective shorts dropped out of Kat’s hands leaving only the wrap around skirt. Kat glared back at her. 

 “Yes I can.” Kat tossed a small red thong at her. “You’ll wear this under it.”

 Tears filled Angie’s eyes. “Please, Kat,” she begged.

 Kat sighed and stepped up to Angie, folding her arms around the dark brunette. “I know you’re scared, Angie. But Jason and I will be with you the whole time, or near you, and you don’t need to worry. Okay?” 

Angelica nodded, a trickle of moisture escaping her eyes.

“Now, let me help you out of your polo.” Kathy said softly. She dropped the sliced skirt on the bed and took hold of Angie’s shirt bottom, pulling the covering upward over Angie’s head. Angie held her hands up as Kat exposed her lace covered breasts and placed the shirt next to the skirt. 

“Take your bra off.” Kat said, her voice turning slightly hard again. Angie reached behind her back, her experienced fingers finding the clasp and loosing it. She shrugged her shoulders as the cups loosened and fell, exposing her soft curves to Kat’s eyes. Kat brought both hands up and with a quick motion flicked both nipples simultaneously. Angie gasped as both nipples suddenly hardened.

“Sweet” said Kat. She bent her head downward and wrapped her lips around one upright nipple, her hand moving up to pinch the other. Angie leaned backward, moaning softly as one nipple reacted to Kat’s suckling tongue and the other felt the sharp twinge of fingernails. Suddenly Kat stopped, stepping back from Angie, and smiled wickedly. 

“Come on. Get out of those jeans so I can see how the skirt looks on you.” 

Still breathing hard Angie quickly unbuttoned her jeans, letting them drop. She kicked them off, deciding to pull the socks off at the same time. She hooked her thumbs around the waistband of her panties, pushing the soft cotton downward to the pile of denim. Kat stepped a bit closer and placed a delicate hand over Angie’s flower. Angie gasped as she felt Kat’s finger slide into her body, slipping in with a soft squelching sound.

“My, my, aren’t you wet!” said Kathy, cupping Angie’s breast with the other hand. Angie spread her legs wider, hoping Kathy would do more than tantalize her. Angie groaned with desire as Kat pulled out and held her slick coated finger to Angie’s mouth. Angie knew what to do and she immediately took the finger into her lips, sucking her own juices from the proffered digit. Kat dragged a thumb across Angie’s nipple and pulled her clean finger from the little slave girl’s mouth. 

“Get dressed,” she ordered.

Angie picked up the red thong and slowly stepped into it, pulling it upward over her sex. It was too small, but Angie expected that. At least it’s a decent pair, Angie thought, and not one of those porn store trash thongs that were scratchy and uncomfortable. Angie felt the cotton cup her sex tightly and she spread the cheeks of her bottom to seat the strap.

Angie looked at Kat uncomfortably. “It’s bun floss. It feels like a permanent wedgie.” Kathy just laughed.

“Put on the skirt,” Kat said.

Angie grabbed the skirt from the bed and stepped into it, pulling it upward. The waist was elastic and hugged her hips tightly. Angie debated a second, trying to decide if she wanted the skirt over her hips, the better to keep it from falling off, or wear it as low as possible to provide the better protection against exposure. She pulled the waistband lower, showing the swelling mounds of her hip bones.

Kat held up the chevron shirt. It was a swirling marble pattern of white, gray, and brown, and looked very fashionable. Angie took the shirt and held it over her bare breasts, turning around so Kathy could tie the shirt in place. The shirt was a tad too small and Angie saw that while the shirt held her bosom in place, the sides of each curve were plain to the view.

Kathy turned her around and walked her over to the full length mirror on the closet door.


“I look like a slut,” Angie said softly. 


Kat’s eyes narrowed. “What are you?” she demanded.


Angie looked down demurely. “I’m a slut, Kat.”


“And what kind of a slut are you?” demanded Kat.


“A pain and humiliation slut, Kat.”


“That’s right. And what happens when I hurt and embarrass you?”


“I orgasm, Kat.”


Kathy nodded. “I know, Angie. And I cum doing it you.” Kathy wrapped her arms around Angie and hugged her. 


“Come on. Jason will be here any moment.” Kathy handed Angie a set of black pumps and smiled.



 


 

Jason let out a long low whistle as the two girls walked across the driveway. Kathy was wearing a long black skirt and a matching blouse that sparkled with sequins, her long and shapely legs accentuated by the open toed high heels she wore. Her long blonde hair was loose, framing her face with an elegant beauty.

And then there was Angie. Jason’s face lit up in awe as she walked behind Kathy, a beaming blushing embarrassed smile upon her face. She was so different from Kathy, and yet just as beautiful. Both girls hugged him. As Angie wrapped her arms around him he let his hands roam around her body, feeling the curves through the skin tight material.

“That has got to be the shortest skirt that ever graced a woman’s ass,” he said into her ear.

Angie giggled slightly. It was tough to be embarrassed around Jason. “Kat picked it out.”

Jason turned to Kat. “Nice skirt. She’ll have every guy trying to get a peep under it. It sucks that they’re actually shorts!” 

Kat smiled and deliberately dropped her purse on the ground. “Oh damn. Angie? Can you be a sweety and pick up my purse?”

Angie’s smile faded and she turned around. She tried as hard as possible to pick up the purse without bending over squatting down on her ankles, but the startled gasp from Jason told her that her dainty cheeks and probably more was easily visible.

“Here’s your purse, Kat” said Angie, handing over the black strap purse.

“Thank you, Angie,” Kat replied. “I’m driving. You two get to sit in the back.”

All three of them clambered into Jason’s car and Angie lost no time in reaching over and feeling the rock hard shaft covered with cotton and denim sitting next to her. She rubbed her fingers along it, feeling Jason’s pulse and low groan.

“You want to suck him, don’t you Angie?” Kat asked, turning the wheel and pressing down the accelerator.

“Oh yes please, Kat” replied Angie.

Kat laughed. “Alright. Tell you what. Suck him right now. If you can make him come before I get to the freeway, all we’ll do to you tonight is embarrass you. If he comes after we get on the freeway, or not at all, you get punished as well.”

Angie didn’t respond but grabbed hold of Jason’s zipper, yanking it down. In seconds she had exposed him, freeing his thick shaft, sucking and licking it. A part of her mind recognized the fact that it was still light out, with passing drivers able to see her hunched over body and she was sure the skirt had ridden up to her waist. But none of that mattered as her lips wrapped around Jason’s shaft. She had to make him come.

Jason’s moans were coming quicker and Angie felt his hands on the back of her head, helping her. She heard the car rev and felt a renewed burst of speed and a tiny spark of anger flared in her, but she licked round and round his shaft, ignoring Kat’s cheating.

“Damn you, Jason! You better not come!” said Kat as Jason’s deep groans went higher.

“Sorry” grunted Jason. “She’s just really good at this.”

Angie wished she had pulled off his jeans and briefs instead of letting only his cock out. She had given Jason blowjobs before and had found that the lightest touch of her fingers on his balls had sent him over the edge. She tried to reach between his legs but he kept them tightly shut.

“Almost there!” said Kat.

“Hurry!” gasped Jason, gripping the seat and tensing every muscle. Angie felt him shudder and she drew hard on him. She pumped his shaft with her hand as she licked the tip. He began to spasm.

There was a lurching turn and Angie felt the car speed up, the engine roaring into a full throated throttle. In a second it would all be over either way. She stopped pumping, merely licking lightly, letting fate decide whether a punishment was in the stars that night.

“We’re on!” yelled Kathy.

Jason gasped, his body locking in place as the only muscles that functioned were the ones that pumped his thick cream outward. His fingers were tightly wound into Angie’s hair, keeping her mouth firmly upon his shaft as she struggled to slurp up every drop. He knew that she would swallow every bit, but that thought was only a mere shadow compared to exquisite pleasure he felt coursing through his cock. Finally his body released, letting the flow ebb with small throbs. He released Angie’s head and relaxed as she began licking again, cleaning him completely.

“I’m impressed with your control, Jason” Kat said contemptuously.

Jason rolled his eyes and looked forward, seeing Kat’s glare in the rear view mirror. He sighed, his mind finally moving away from the gorgeous suck slut still working his cock.

“No offense, Kat, but the reality is that Angie is extremely good at sucking cock and it’s been over a week since I had anything, as you well know. Besides, I held off till we were on the freeway!” He looked down at the mass of thick dark hair in his lap. He could still feel her mouth working away as he softened. “Besides, you change the rules all the time anyway. Angie doesn’t mind.” He stroked Angie’s head softly, and then pulled her up.

Her makeup was only a little mussed and he was surprised to see that not a single drop off his explosion was left. She had a smug look on her face as she smiled at him. 

“Thank you, Angie,” he said softly, cupping her cheek. “I’m sorry I didn’t come quicker.”

Angie giggled lightly. “No you’re not,” she said.

Jason laughed. “You’re right. I’m not. I’m looking forward to seeing your punishment.” He patted the seat. “Come here. I want to hold you.” Angie turned her back to him and wriggled closer across the seat, leaning into his shoulder. He draped his left arm over her shoulders, allowing his fingers to lightly rub the erect nipple under the chevron shirt.

It was only a few minutes more before they arrived at the Mall with Kathy expertly navigating the outer ring road to park in front of one of the large anchor stores. It took a moment to sort things out as they got out, letting the arc lights of the lot illuminate them.

“Come here, Angie,” Kat said, gesturing to the front of the car. Angie moved forward quickly, her fingers tugging downward on the skirt.

“Bend over the hood.” Kat ordered, reaching into her purse and pulling out three red latex balls attached together with a string. They dangled in her hand and tinkled slightly. Angie instantly recognized the ben wa balls, since Kat had made her wear them on any number of occasions. They made the very act of walking a sexual exercise in frustration.

Angie’s eyes went wide. “Oh please, Kat! There’s no room for those! I mean, I’m already wearing what you want me too, please don’t make me put those in!”

Kat sighed. “All right, I won’t make you put them in.” 


Angie sighed in relief.


“Bend over the hood of the car and spread your legs. I’ll put them in for you,” Kat continued.


Angie’s eyes widened again as Jason chuckled evilly. “That’s what you get for not making him come,” Kat said.


“So this is my punishment?” Angie asked, her eyes still staring at the three little balls. Kat shoot her head.


“Nope, this is for fun. Punishment hurts, Angie. You know that.”


Angie knew when to give up and she turned to face the still warm hood of the car. She put her hands on it, feeling the engine warmed metal and she slowly laid herself down. The heat streamed upward through the chevron shirt and she felt herself ripening as memories of that first spanking in front of Jason came to mind.

Her skirt had slid upward just from bending over, but Kathy yanked it all the way up to her waist, exposing Angie’s rear and the small strap of red cloth that covered her sex. Kat didn’t bother trying to pull it aside, instead grabbing the waistband of the thong and tugging it downward to Angie’s knees. Angie shivered and looked around. Cars were driving along the outer road, but none were on their aisle, and other cars blocked the view.

Kat reached upward between Angie’s legs, pushing the first ben wa ball against Angie’s sex, finding the puffy petals soaked. Evidently sucking on Jason had gotten her going. She rolled the ball against the petals of Angie’s flower and then with a single thrust, pushed the golf ball sized toy deep in. The second ball pressed hard against Angie’s clit and Kat used her thumb to ram it after the first. Kat contemplated leaving the third ball out, mashed tight against the straining lips of Angie’s pussy, but then relented and crammed the last ball deep.

Angie groaned with each movement between her legs and she felt stuffed. The ben wa balls were a minor annoyance when sitting, but became an excruciating stimulator with every step. Angie remembered the first time Kat had shown her the little sex balls. She had been so excited about replacing the three golf balls that Angie had been made to keep inside her. Angie had liked the idea too, since the ben wa balls couldn’t fall out like the white golf balls. She hadn’t understood that inside each ben wa ball was a clapper that shuddered and rang with each step.

Kat pulled her hand away, her thumb glistening. She sucked it clean and then swatted Angie hard on her bare bottom, eliciting a sharp squeal of surprise from Angie.

 “You can get up now, Angie” Kat said. Angie pushed herself up from the car, barely keeping her balance as her thong twisted around her knees. She automatically reached down to pull it back into place, but hesitated when she remembered Kat standing there. Angie looked at Kat.

 “Yeah, you can pull them up,” Kat said. Angie took hold of the thong and pulled it upward, raising the skirt to her hips while she wriggled her bottom to seat the floss.

 “You sure look sexy, Angie,” Jason said, his lean frame leaning against the car door. His arms were crossed as he ogled her. He had enjoyed the show, but most especially the look on Angie’s face as the vibroballs had gone in. He watched as Angie settled the skimpy skirt just under her hip bones, trying to hide as much of her crotch as possible. He couldn’t figure how they were staying up.

 Kat looked at both of them. “Let’s go,” she said.


 

 The harsh glare of the inside lights made Angie’s outfit all the more obvious. Her face blushed a constant red as other shoppers stared at her. Men ogled the most, openly gazing at the scantily clad teen that was followed so closely by the cute teenage couple behind her. The mouths of husbands and boyfriends dropped as their eyes caught the soft cream curve of a buttock or the tight outline of breast.

 Angie cared about being stared at, and normally would be near tears from the unwanted attention, but the addition of the ben wa balls into her equation had changed everything. Every step was as if Jason or Kat were rubbing at her clit. It was as if someone had speared her and only thrust when she herself moved. It was masturbation at the most basic level, requiring no thought, other than the desire to take another step.

 Kat tapped Angie on the shoulder. “Let’s go in there,” she said, pointing at a store with black lights and posters lighting the windows.

 Angie obediently turned and entered the store, glad that it appeared empty. A multitude of joke items, dragon statues, rock star posters and black light decorations were displayed along the walls. The three of them walked toward the back and Jason and Kat stopped at the adult novelties section.

 For a moment, the three of them laughed like any young kids would laugh, chuckling over motion lotion, edible panties, and fur covered bondage cuffs. Angie was well familiar with those types of items, and she recognized a set of nylon and foam cuffs near the bottom shelf whose brothers had played major parts in her own sexual escapades.

 Jason picked up a bottle shaped like the chest of a girl with the inscription “Boob Lube”, uncapping it and holding it to his nose. He smiled and let Kat smell it.

 “Can I help you?” asked a serious voice from behind them. Angie turned to see a dark haired man with a short black beard looking at them. His name tag said “Tino” and “assistant manager”. 

 Jason looked a bit sheepish. “Well, uh…” his voice trailed off.

 “Absolutely” announced Kat, taking the bottle from Jason. “We were wondering how this works.”

 Tino’s eyes widened a little. “I would have thought that was kind of obvious.” His mouth turned upward in a little sarcastic smile. He had dealt with teenagers before.

 “Well I’m just wondering if it works,” Kat replied haughtily.

 “I’m sure it does. Besides, if it doesn’t work properly after you’ve purchased it, just bring it back with your receipt and we will give you a full refund.” Tino said, emphasized the word purchase.

 Kat looked once at Angie and then turned back to Tino. “Well, tell you what. I’d like to test it first, before I buy it. If it works well, I’ll buy the bottle okay?”

 Tino looked confused, wondering if he had heard this beautiful blonde correctly. “I’m sorry…you…what?”

 Kat smiled and turned toward Angie. “Lift your shirt up, Angie. We need to test the Boob Lube and yours are the most accessible.”

 Angie’s eyes grew a little wild and she took a hesitant step back. The slight ring of the ben wa balls seemed very loud in the silence. Kat’s eyes took a hardened dangerous look and Angie reached down, grasping the pointy bottom of her shirt. She pulled upward, pulling the tight cloth up and over her bare breasts. Tears filled her eyes and she bit her lip.

 “Here Jason. Lube up her left breast okay?” Kat said, holding out the bottle and squeezing a small amount onto the teenage boy’s outstretched hand. The lotion was a dark chocolate color and a similar scent filled the air as Jason reached out and cupped Angie’s breast. His palm circled her nipple as she sucked in a gasp from the cold lotion. His hand made wider circles as Angie moaned and leaned forward, shifting from side to side, the ben wa balls ringing their song.

 “Here Mr. Tino, would you see if it works on her other breast?” asked Kat, her voice demure. The assistant manager had his eyes locked on the moaning teenage brunette in front of him. He raised his hand without even looking at Kathy.

 In seconds two very different hands were lubing Angie’s boobs, massaging the thick cream into her soft globes. Her fingers grasped the edge of the shelf, tightly clinging to the metal as she struggled to maintain her balance. Jason kept up the tingling circular motions of his palm on her nipple, knowing the gentle sensations would drive her mad. Tino however was kneading and pinching, squeezing the full mound like one of the stress balls sold three shelves further up the store.

 Angie’s voice squeaked as her hips shook back and forth. Her mouth parted in a soft but strong sigh and her body trembled momentarily as her first orgasm of the evening rushed through her.

 “I think that’s enough gentlemen” said Kat, closing the bottle top. “I think this stuff works very well.” She turned to Tino who was still staring at Angie’s naked bosom. 

 “Angie will buy it.”


 

 They made Angie carry it, the thin plastic bag easily transparent enough for the bright logo and words to be legible to anyone who cared to look. Angie’s face blushed scarlet as the few people at the mall stared at her, passively ignoring the gorgeous couple with her. Every once in a while, Kat would drop her keys, turning to Angie and asking her to pick them up. The first time, Angie bent, dropping to her knees, desperately trying to keep her skirt from riding up her ass. But the low whistle from behind her was signal enough that her dainty bottom was more than just peeking out.

 Angie felt as if she were in another world, one where sex and frustration mingled in ways unimaginable to any but her. Her sex was still throbbing with need, the benw wa balls ringing their toll, her breasts still tingling from their earlier massage. Her mind only vaguely noticed the other shoppers. 

 “Let’s go down here,” Kat said, pushing open one of the back corridor doors that said “employees only”. Jason and Angie followed the blonde domineering girl, who sauntered down the yellow painted corridor past green doors labeled with store names. They rounded a corner and Kat stopped holding up her hand.

 “This is good. No one will see us.” She motioned at Angie. “Lift up your shirt again, dear.”

 Angie didn’t hesitate this time, immediately grabbing the hem of her front and pulling it up. Her breasts were still creamy and the scent of chocolate filled the corridor.

 “Damn, girl, you smell good enough to eat!” exclaimed Jason, once more in rapture.

 “Yeah, whatever” said Kat while rummaging through her purse. “Ah. Here they are.” She announced while pulling out a set of black nipple clamps connected with a black chain.

 Angie recoiled slightly, her back against the wall. Her eyes teared up again, knowing what was to happen.

 Kat handed one end of the chain to Jason, pinching the other clamp between her thumb and forefinger. “You get her right breast, and I’ll take care of her left. Clamp at the same time okay?”

 Jason nodded, lifting the clamp up to Angie’s bare nipple.

 Angie held her breath as her two friends held the clamps open, positioning them around each delicate nipple. Her mind barely registered Kat’s backward counting…3…2…1, until both clamps grasped down and she uttered a single loud cry filled with a tingling pain. Her hands flew to her bosom, but were caught by Kat before Angie could touch her pinched nubs.

 “What the hell is going on here?” said a deep voice. Angie glanced up to see one of the mall security officers approaching from around the corner. With a startled gasp she yanked the front of her shirt down, snagging the chain, and yanking one of the clamps off her breast. She whimpered, holding her hand to her bosom as Jason stepped backward and Kat moved in front of Angie.

 “Evening, officer. Angie was just adjusting her outfit.” Kat said pleasantly as the tall man approached. He wore a white uniform shirt with a metal badge. His Sam Browne belt was studded with pouches and containers, and a huge black metal flashlight swung from a plastic ring on his belt.

 “That’s not what it looks like, Miss” commented the officer, leaning to the side to look around Kat at Angie. “Are you okay, young lady?” He directed his comments at Angie.

 Angie looked down at the ground and nodded. The officer’s eyes narrowed suspiciously.

 “Are these your friends? If they’re not, you can tell me. I’ll make sure you’re protected.”

 Angie looked up at the officer. “Oh no, Officer. They’re my friends. This is my best friend, Kat.” She pointed at the irritable blonde.

 “Kat?” The officer asked, looking at Kathy.

 “It’s a nickname,” Kathy said testily.

 “So what’s that dangling out from under your shirt?” asked the officer, once more addressing Angie.

 “Look Officer, I’ll be honest with you” said Kat, moving forward. “It’s a nipple clamp. Angie was bad today and this is her punishment.”

 The officer looked at Kathy with an amazed expression. “You mean this is some sort of kinky sex game?” He looked down at Angie, for the first time registering her outfit. “And you’re okay with this?” he asked.

 Once more Angie nodded, smiling ever so slightly. The officer shook his head and let out an explosive breath.

 “Well, ok. I guess you’re all right then, but you all can’t be doing this sort of thing here at the mall. Heck your outfit alone is almost indecent. You will need to come with me to the security office. Policy is for you three to receive trespass notices good for a month.”

 “What?” demanded Kathy. “You’re kidding me!”

 The officer looked at Kat. “You heard me. You can’t play your little sex games here. I’m going to trespass the three of you for a month. You can’t come to the mall at all. If you do and we see you, you go to jail, directly to jail, you don’t pass go, and you sure as hell don’t collect two hundred dollars.”

 “That’s a pretty extreme punishment, don’t you think?” asked Kat, anger in her voice.

 “You want to complain? If you’d rather, I can call the police now.” The officer smiled. “Or perhaps a parent might be better?”

 Kat shook her head. 

 “Very well then, let’s go to the security office.”

 “Here’s an idea, Officer. I’d like to offer something else as punishment. As you know, Angie here is supposed to be punished. Instead of the nipple clamps, she could be spanked” Kat paused, “by you, instead of us receiving trespass notices.”

 “You want me to spank your friend?” 

 Kat nodded, a smile on her face. “Absolutely. Thirty spanks on her bare butt.” She glanced at the officer, seeing him waver.

 “And then she can show you how good she can suck cock.” Kat said, knowing the final offer would push him over the edge.

 The security guard hesitated only a moment and then nodded his acceptance, glancing down at the cute little brunette in the black skirt. Angie had said nothing, her left breast still throbbing from the clinging clamp. She wondered how far Kat was going to make her go.

 “You heard him, Angie. You get spanked for us. Get in position, girl. You know the drill,” ordered Kat.

 Angie turned and faced the wall, her hands pushing the skirt downward toward her high heeled pumps. She heard the guard’s breathe catch in his throat and she tugged the thong out of her crotch. 

 “What the hell is that ringing sound?” asked the guard.

 Kat just laughed. “Her pussy is stuffed with ben wa balls. How many orgasms have you had tonight, Angie?”

 “Two,” Angie said softly, her panties dropping atop her skirt. She laid her arms on the wall in front of her head, spreading her legs and raising her bottom upward.

 “Now, now, Angie! Did you forget the rules about spankings?” demanded Kat. “You know you’re to receive all spankings bare breasted!”

 Angie quickly reached down and pulled up her shirt, the hanging clamp coming free to dangle from one breast straight down. Angie groaned as the weight pulled on her nipple.

 “To late, slut,” Kat said harshly. “You go naked now for the whole thing.” Kat yanked on the tie strings of Angie’s shirt, yanking them loose in a single pull. Angie cried out as the whole cloth fell to the floor in front of her feet. Kat grabbed the dangling clamp and reattached it to Angie’s bare nipple, eliciting a sharp groan from the tormented girl.

 “There we go, officer. She’s all ready for her spanking,” Kat said, stepping back and motioning toward the naked girl.

 The officer stepped forward, gingerly reaching out to touch Angie. His fingers slid up over her back and around to her front where he touched the curve of her breasts. His hand bounced the chain between her nipples lightly, Angie jumping with each little tug. Finally his fingers went down her belly to cup her sex, feeling the copious amounts of juices leaking from her body. His fingers found the exposed string of the ben wa balls and he yanked on it, a loud ringing coming from Angie’s well.

 “Hey, Officer. I said a spanking!” said Kat.

 The guard smiled and turned to Kat. “Well, I just wanted to see if she was truly getting off on this. But I got to ask… Don’t you think she would feel better during the spanking if she had my flashlight rammed up her instead of those oversized marbles?”

 Kat’s eyes widened as she glanced down at the flashlight. Its black metal length was huge, easily a foot and a half long and two inches thick, holding D size batteries. It would be cold and huge when it penetrated into Angie’s soft sex. Kat’s face broke into an evil mischievous grin.

 Kat reached forward between Angie’s legs and tugged on the ben wa balls. They rang with clarity as each of the three balls was tugged from their wet enclosure. Angie moaned, shuddering naked, as each ball rubbed against her clit. With a ringing clatter, Kat yanked the balls free, swinging the bright red latex covered bells from a soaked string.

 “Okay, Officer. I think Angie is ready for that flashlight now,” Kat announced. “Take a step backward, Angie, and bend over. The officer is going to do one of those body cavity searches on you.”

 Angie’s breasts ached as she moved backward, stepping out of her fallen skirt and panties. Her body trembled in the cool air as she leaned forward against the wall, bent in half, totally naked with the exception of the black high heels and the nipple clamps. The black chain between the clamps dangled deliciously downward, seemingly pulling her tender nipples earthward. 

 The guard removed his flashlight with a steely slide, turning it around in his hand so that the butt of the light rose obscenely like some huge phallus. He approached Angie from behind, marveling at the sight of the pretty teenager who stood bent over at the waist; legs spread wide, the wide lips of her shaven sex gaping with need and lust. Her sex glistened and he pressed the end of his light up against her folds, twisting it along her flesh, watching as the end was coated with the juices of sex.

 He pushed inward, the first inch spreading Angie’s hole wide apart. She let out a tender squeal and the guard looked forward at Angie’s face.

 “You okay, sweetie?” he asked in concern.

 “Oh the heck with that!” said Kat, her voice dripping with scorn. “She’s had bigger things rammed up her before.”

 The guard’s eyes widened. “Really? Like what?” he asked, pushing again, sliding more of the black spot light into Angie’s body.

 “Give us the litany, Angie. What’s been inside that cute little pussy of yours?” asked Kat.

 Angie bit her lip, still dealing with the cold unyielding monstrosity being pushed slowly up into her body. Her loins tried to grip the metal monster, but kept slipping as it slid deeper. The sharp slap from Kat’s hand on her left buttock brought the previous order back to the front of her mind.

 “Uh…a cucumber,” she stuttered, momentarily pushing backward against the flashlight.

 “Keep going, Angie. Everything,” Kat said.

 “Ben wa balls,” Angie said, pulling forward and then backward again.

 “Go on honey, tell us all about it,” said the guard.

 “B-b-bottom plug, beer bottles, soda bottles, garden hose…” Angie punctuated each item with a backward thrust against the flashlight.

 “Hair brush, g-g-golf balls, ice cubes, chocolate…”

 “My god, you are a slut aren’t you?” demanded the guard making a hard push with the light that brought a sudden groan out of the impaled teenager.

 “Keep going, Angie!” called out Jason, who was rubbing his cock through his jeans.

 “Banana, ice c-c-cream, an apple, lollipop, a stapler…”

 The guard looked up, his eyebrow cocked. “You fucked a stapler?”

 Kat laughed. “No, I fucked her with a stapler. Good story too. Go on, slut.”

 “A-a-a tennis racket, a baseball bat, a candle, a ruler…”

 “My god is there anything she hasn’t fucked?” asked the guard.

 Kat frowned at him. “Yeah. You. Look, you’ve fucked her silly with that thing, so go ahead and give her the spanking.

 The guard frowned but then smiled, turning sideways. He kept the flashlight buried in Angie’s sex with his left hand, pulling his right out and high, crashing it downward onto the plump and white cheek of Angie’s bottom.

 Angie buried her mouth in her arm, screaming into the skin, muffling her intense reaction. The officer had struck her hard, sending rippling waves through her body. She leaned forward, clenching her bottom hard. Her muscles squeezed against the intruder still buried and she felt the beginnings of her third orgasm begin to build.

 “Nice hand print, Officer. Can you make another?” Kat said coaxingly.

 The guard swung again, planting his hand on the other side of Angie’s bottom. Two huge red handprints decorated her flesh. He swung again, obliterating the first mark, but making the larger portion of Angie’s tush scarlet.

 Kat began counting as Angie began moaning, flowing tears dripping down as she squealed and screamed into her own forearm. Finally it was over, the guard stopped his swinging, still holding the flashlight buried inside her.

 Kat stepped forward, taking the flashlight from the dazed man and began rapidly pumping it in and out of Angie, ramming it deeply into her. Her pink petals spread wide with each extraction, only to crush together again as the slick metal pushed inward. Squelching sounds echoed through the hallway, punctuated by the soft gasping sighs made by the red bottomed girl. 

 Angie’s head rose upward and her body tensed, becoming ridged as Kat pumped against her. She began to shake and her left hand reached out and snagged Jason’s shirt, drawing him close to her. He reached out as she put her weight on him, hugging her naked spread body to his. He raised his hands and yanked both nipple clamps off her chest. Angie let out a loud cry and jerked wildly, her eyes rolling, clenching her hands into fists, before relaxing into loud deep breaths.

 Kat slowly stood up from her kneeling position. She held the flashlight in her hands, removed from Angie, but still covered with her juices. She watched as Angie slowly calmed down, holding on to Jason like a life line.

 “Here you are, officer.” Kat handed the gooey night light back to the security guard.

 He took it gingerly, his hands trying to stay away from the creamy mess covering his flashlight.

 “I want my cock sucked now,” he said, looking at Kat.

 “She’s not in any condition to suck you,” replied Kat with a smirk. “You fucked her with your flashlight. That’s enough.” Kat bent down and picked up Angie’s fallen clothes, handing them to Jason. He took them and started to help Angie get dressed.

 “Now wait a moment. You said she would suck my cock. Either that happens or you get trespassed.”

 Kat shook her head. “I don’t think so. Not after the three of us testify that you raped Angie here with your flashlight, threatening us all with jail.”

 “What?” the guard exclaimed, his eyes flashing wildly.

 “You heard me rent-a-cop! What happens now is we go out that door and leave the mall, and you go out that door wherever that leads. You don’t talk to us or tell us what to do, and we don’t tell anyone about your body cavity search on Angie using a flashlight.

 The officer hesitated, looking at Jason who had finished dressing Angie, knotting the last tie in place.

 Kat smiled at the officer and then shouted. “Help! Rape! Help US!”

 The officer moved forward, panicked. “Wait! Wait! Okay! Okay! You can go!”

 “Well thank you, Officer. We appreciate your generosity.” She motioned at Jason and Angie. “Well, out the door you two. Let’s go, like the good officer said.”

 Angie hung on Jason’s arm as they proceeded Kathy forward back into the mall. Angie’s clothes were disheveled, still baring obscene amounts of flesh, but her walk was tiny and tired. Her eyes were downcast and Jason could detect the overpowering scent of sex upon the young girl holding on to him for support.

 Kat strutted behind the two, her eyes turning back to the corridor door, watching for the security guard. When he didn’t follow, she resumed the lead, bringing her two charges back to the parking lot and the car.

 “Well Angie, I hope you enjoyed your trip to the mall,” Kathy turned and grinned at the tired brunette as they again sat in the car, Angie and Jason in the back.

 “Yes, Kat, I did. Thank you,” Angie replied obediently.

 “What about you, Jason? Did you enjoy your trip to the mall?”

 Jason laughed. “Oh yeah. But I’m so hard now I need to pop again.” 

 Without a word, Angie pulled her skirt up, pulling the soaked red thong down over her legs and off her feet. She fumbled with Jason’s button, but his own strong fingers freed it, yanking the denim downward. Angie moved over his lap, facing him, then bringing herself downward, plunging his shaft deep into her own body.

 Jason’s hands freed the knots of her shirt, letting the covering chevron drop, exposing the pink bruised nipples standing erect. Flashing car lights illuminated Angie’s soft skin as his hands caressed her. He picked up the fallen bottle of Boob Lube, filled his hands, and then reached up, cupping Angie’s tender breasts.

 Kat watched Angie’s moving back in the rearview mirror. “Hey Angie! If you can make Jason come before we get back to my house, the rest of the night will just be soft gentle love making. Think you can handle that? Cause if you can’t we’re going to tie you to the bed and spend four hours using a belt on that tender pussy of yours.”

 Angie made a mewling sound, grinding downward.

 “Hey Kat?” Jason said, gasping out loud in the darkness. “I think you’d better step on it. Angie is really good at this.”

 


 

Angie’s Humiliation Part 3


 

 The summer heat made the night warm and sticky as the scent of wheat fields swirled like dust devils through the milky twilight. Angie pulled up into the driveway, licking her lips in anticipation as she put the car into park. Kat’s house was a large brick edifice with sloping eaves and a huge pool in the back yard that just encouraged skinny dipping. Angie stepped out of the car, smoothing down her short skirt and walked to the backyard gate. 

 It swung open softly with only the groaning of the spring that pulled it shut behind her. Angie moved past the large pampas plant that hid the water pump and stepped up onto the concrete decking and turned toward the house. As she expected, the kitchen lights were blazing and the warm buttery light spilled out across the deck like an open invitation. Angie smiled as she saw Kat standing at the counter, slicing an apple and cheddar cheese as she talked passionately into a cell phone.

 Angie strode purposefully to the back door, rapping once before opening it. Kat looked up and smiled, waving her in.

 “No. We are totally set up. You’ve got the lists? Good. No. I think about twenty minutes or so. Maybe sooner. No, it’s online now. Okay. Yeah, you can call but I would prefer you not. Okay. Yeah. You too,” Kat laughed. “Bye”. 

 “Hey Angelica! You look sweet!” Kat said, popping a sliver of cheese into her mouth. Her long blonde hair lay softly across her shoulders, contrasting with the black tee shirt and jeans she was wearing.

 Angie smiled. “Thanks, Kat.”

 Kat nodded. “You hungry? I sliced up some green apples and cheese.” Kat held out the plate to Angie.

 “No, that’s okay. Mom made me have something before I came over,” Angie replied.

 Kat shook her head. “Your mother is way too worried. Dad’s child support and alimony payments cover plenty.”

 Angie looked through the archway out into the living room. “Speaking of moms…”

 “Out at David’s place. She said that she wouldn’t be back tonight.”

 Angie had expected that. “Jason coming over tonight?” she asked, somewhat hesitantly.

 Kat shrugged. “He’s got to work late. He’s closing the restaurant tonight so I’m not sure. Maybe later. Depends on if he’s tired or not.”

 Angie laughed. “Yeah right. You mean if he’s turned on or not.”

 Kat smiled. “Why? Looking for something interesting?”

 Angie suddenly blushed, her expression clearly answering Kat’s question.

 “That’s what I thought. My room. Now,” Kat ordered.

 Angie’s heart quivered once at that command and she turned and walked through the living room down the hall toward Kat’s room. She felt a quickening in her loins, excitement and sexually charged tension filling her body as she sensed Kat following her.

 The door to Kat’s room was open and Angie stepped into the pink and fluffy world that Kat still lived in. Like a perpetual doll with long legs, blonde hair, and more pink accessories than a Mary Kay consultant, Kat lived in a world of lace and filigree.

 But things were out of place. The desk chair was sitting in the middle of the room, near the bed, but still facing the computer. Angie stopped for a second, contemplating the positioning. Kat was meticulous, a paranoid neat freak and Angie had never seen the chair out from its usual spot.

 “Stand in front of the chair,” Kat ordered, closing the door behind her.

 With a look of confusion, Angie stepped in front of the chair, facing the computer, the soft humming of the fan barely noticeable. Angie looked over at Kat who reached under the bed and pulled out a shoe box. The tall blonde passed the box to Angie.

 “Take those shoes out and put them on.” Kat said, smiling at Angie.

 Angie opened the box and found a pair of gold colored high heeled shoes, with open toes, and thin straps that were meant to circle round the ankle and calf. Angie shook her head chuckling as she kicked off her usual flip flops and sat down to put on the shoes. It took several minutes, the buckles being small and difficult to manage, but eventually she accomplished the task, standing back up.

 “I think you can lose the skirt now, Angie,” Kat said, sitting down on the bed and watching with a mischievous smile.

 “Yes Kat.” Angie replied. She hooked the waist band of the skirt with her thumbs and began tugging the denim skirt down over her hips. After one stretched moment, the cloth fell, baring the soft camel toe shape of Angie’s shaven slit. The curves were incased in red stretch cotton, a tiny thong that Kat had given Angie several weeks earlier. Angie had known that wearing the thong would incite Kat’s sexual creativity and she turned, posing in her high heels, white blouse, and red thong.

 “Oh yes! Turn for me, Angie!” Kat said, laughing, her eyes glimmering. “Take off the shirt too!”

 Angie laughed lightly, pirouetting in front of the chair as she pulled the white blouse off over her head. The white lace bra encasing her breasts was pulled tight, creating a delicate deep dark cleavage. Kat held up a single finger and twisted it, pointing at the bra and Angie smiled, reaching behind her back and flicking the clasp open.

 The bra loosened and the straps fell, freeing two large creamy white globes capped with two tiny pink buttons. Angie reached up and pulled the bra away, grazing her own nipples and making each nub stand pertly upright. Kat applauded and Angie bowed, then snagged her thong and playfully peeled it away.

 She stood naked, her legs parted, the wet red lips of her mouth opened slightly. Angie looked at Kat with evident desire, her shoulder length brunette hair and round curves calling out her sexual needs.

 “Sit down in the chair, Angie.” Kat ordered.

 Angie sat down on the chair twisting and posing, her knees together for a moment before she herself opened them wide, spreading her legs to either side of the chair. Kat nodded in appreciation and then stood up, approaching.

 Angie shivered as Kat’s hands caressed her arms and shoulders, pulling them upward. It was no surprise to the seated girl that Kat was holding a pair of padded cuffs which quickly were secured to each wrist and then locked together. A single strand of rope was stretched upward to a tiny white hook that was screwed in to the ceiling. Angie looked up and smiled, remembering borrowing her father’s stud finder in order to place that hook.

 Her hands tied up over her head, Angie watched as Kat circled her and then placed another cuff on her ankle. A matching one went on the other leg and Kat pulled out two long pieces of rope. Angie kept her mouth shut as Kat threaded the rope through the hook on her right leg, tying it tightly, but looked on curiously as Kat stood up and walked to the closet door.

 “Wait Kat! I’m not sure…” Angie started to say but was interrupted as Kat pulled up on the rope, yanking Angie’s leg out at almost a ninety degree angle. Kat tied the rope tightly to the doorknob as Angie adjusted to the new position. With a few steps Kat moved across the room, tying a second length of rope to Angie’s other leg, pulling it up and outward until the beautiful brunette was doing the splits atop the chair.

 “What are you planning, Kat?” demanded Angie as Kat moved up to her desk and began fiddling with some black wire.

 Kat turned around and moved forward several steps to Angie. She placed a head set on the bound girl and Angie looked down to see the shape of a foam covered microphone just an inch from her mouth.

 “Oh my God! No Kat!” Angie said, beginning to understand what was in store for her.

 Kat just laughed. “Oh it’s already too late, Angie. You’ve been on cam since you entered the room. Say hello to our panel of judges.”

 Kat took a step back and moved the mouse just a bit which deactivated the screen saver. A small box was plainly in view and Angie could see her entire body, stretched out on the screen, from toe to toe and all the way up to her bound hands. Additionally, a number of small windows on the monitor showed other cams, men all of them, who seemed very intent on looking at their monitors.

 Angie’s eyes filled with tears. “Oh please Kat…I can’t! I mean…all these guys…seeing me like this!”

 Kat’s eyes hardened. “Say hello, Angie.”

 Angie swallowed her tears and choked out a strangled greeting.

 A chorus of hellos came back through the head phone and she watched as two of the men waved at her.

 “We’re going to play a rather special game tonight, Angie. It’s called twenty questions. There are five panelists who each will ask you four questions. You will answer in complete sentences with full details. For example, if someone asks you how old you are, you would say ‘I’m seventeen and was born on July 15th and am a Cancer. I was born at blah blah time and I weighed whatever.’ You understand?” Kat said, her hands on her hips.

 Angie nodded, looking at the computer screen in humiliation. Not only was she to be exposed physically, but also mentally, personally, to these individuals. She twisted slightly in her seat, her sex gaping open toward the web cam.

 “Oh yeah, two more things,” Kat said. “First, we are going to insert this vibrator into your pussy for the entire duration. Hopefully you can concentrate on your answers, but we don’t want this to be easy for you. Also, after every answer we will take a quick poll from our panelists on whether you did a satisfactory job in answering their question. If you did poorly, then you get punished.” Kat smiled.

 Angie nodded, her brain rushing through the challenge before her. Her thighs ached from their outstretched position, her toes pointed and her feet arched in the high heels from the shoes and rope. Kat moved up beside her and held up a new bright blue vibrator. Angie realized that the color had been specially chosen for visibility in a sea of pink flesh. She shivered once as Kat ran the tip up through the folds of her sex. With a soft push, the tip dipped in deep and Kat began thrusting it in and out, angling it with the dual purpose of inciting the sexual juices of Angie as well as to titillate the cyber participants who were watching.

 Angie let out a moan as the vibrator dove deep. Kat grinned as she worked the rubber wonder, slipping it upward into the soft well of the bound brunette. With a quick turn at the base, Kat activated the vibrator, wedging it against the seat so that it wouldn’t slip out. Angie let out a tiny squeal and squirmed against the ropes. It did nothing to help her position, merely emphasizing her helplessness.

 “Let’s begin! Panelist number one?” Kat announced with grandiose posturing.

 Angie heard a low voice in her head phones.

 “Uh…hello Angie. I’m Jonathon. My first question is to ask you to tell us about the most embarrassing sexual moment you’ve ever had.”

 Angie’s mouth twisted in a frown. “You mean besides being tied up with my legs spread wide, put on cam in front of five guys who I don’t know, have a vibrator inserted up into me in plain view, and then be forced by pain of punishment to answer embarrassing questions?”

 Kat glared at Angie who stared back at her. “You just earned yourself a punishment, Angie, for your smart-alec mouth. Answer the question.”

 Angie nodded, trying to ignore the ceaseless stimulation coming from between her legs. “I suppose the most embarrassing is the golf ball incident. Kat picked me up at home and we were on the way to school. I was wearing a skirt, like Kat had ordered me too and when we parked she ordered me to remove my panties.” Angie bit her lip and struggled for a moment, her thighs shaking. “When I did, Kat held out three golf balls and ordered me to put them inside my pussy. Kat said I had to keep them inside all day, except to use the restroom.” Angie’s bottom seemed to be bouncing. 

 “It was difficult walking with them in. They seemed to want to roll and bounce and I was terribly horny. During third period class change though, I was walking through the hall and two of them slipped out onto the floor, all wet and slimy and they clattered and I had too chase them down the hall. I was totally embarrassed and worried that someone had noticed them falling out from under my skirt.”

 Angie looked at the computer monitor and saw that all five of the panelists seemed to have enjoyed her little recitation. The vibrator inside her was driving her crazy, buzzing away and stimulating her. It didn’t help that the question had been sexual, and Angie felt a sudden trembling as the confluence of events stimulated her far beyond the simple vibrations of a sex toy.

 Kat stood up. “I’ll begin by asking the panel for their votes, but will remind the panel that little Miss Angie here has already earned a punishment for her sarcasm.”

 Jonathon started. “I think that was a good answer, Mistress Kat.”

 “I agree,” another voice stated.

 “Golf balls, Kat? Very creative. I give Angie a plus for that answer,” someone else said.

 “I have to disagree with the other panelists, Mistress Kat. Angie seemed to have some hesitation and of course her sarcasm was totally out of line. I give her a minus on that one,” said one person.

 “Hmmm…yes the answer was interesting, but she was sarcastic. I say punish her,” the last panelist said.

 Kat laughed and moved over toward Angie. “I agree. She was sarcastic. Her punishment is a through breast whipping.”

 Angie’s head snapped toward Kat just as the leather flogger flipped through the air. All fifteen lashes of the whip slapped sharply against the soft creamy mounds of her chest, immediately bringing stripes of pink to the surface. Angie moaned, her legs trembling, her arms pulling hard against the ceiling hook. Kat swung again, harder this time, making both breasts jiggle and bounce like fishes on hooks. Angie bit her lip, but the next stroke brought a squeal of pain from her and she looked down to see Kat swing again, making the pink turn red.

 Kat stepped back and admired the flushed skin of Angie’s bosom. Tears cascaded down Angie’s cheeks, only to fall down upon her own reddened chest, creating glistening trails of moisture that only heightened the appeal of her punished breasts. Angie knew the sounds of her ordeal were clearly being heard by the panelists, who seemed in rapture to the tableau before them. Worse, the whipping had merely accentuated the intense sensations coming from between her legs, and she could hear the sounds of wetness as she squirmed in her seat.

 “All right, I think that pretty much handles the first punishment.” Kat announced, dropping the leather flogger on the bed.” She moved behind Angie and ran her hands over the bound girl’s shoulders, slowly moving down until she cupped each still flushed breast, her thumbs softly rubbing the nipples. “Let’s move on.”

 “Angie, my name is Tom. I’d like you to describe your first public humiliation.”

 Angie nodded, her mind struggling to put the still lingering heat from her breasts, as well as the maddening buzz in her sex out of her mind. Finally she composed herself.

 “About two years ago Kat really wanted some ice cream and there wasn’t any here at her house, so we decided to run up to the grocery store. I was wearing a mini skirt and a tank top, since Kat likes me in those. I wasn’t allowed to wear panties. Back then, going without panties embarrassed me, but it made me really wet. Anyway, it was like one in the morning and when we got to the store there were only the front clerk and a night manager working. 

 “Kat and I walked through the bakery and deli and were about to pass through the produce section when Kat stopped me and pulled me over to the cucumber display.” Angie paused, her pink flower seeming to pulse, her thighs rippling as a wave of pleasure cascaded over her, causing her to gasp and moan. “K-k-kat made me choose a cucumber, telling me to pick the biggest most twisted one I could find. After I picked one, Kat pulled me behind the apple display, told me to lift my skirt, and rammed the cucumber up into my pussy.

 “Putting in the cucumber was hard because it was so misshapen, and I remember being scared to death that we would get caught. But that only made me so much wetter and I remember when the tip of it pressed up against my bone. There was still two or three inches sticking out of me, and my pussy was stretched, but it was everything I could do to keep from begging Kat to let me fuck myself right there. Instead, she made me follow her, waddling behind her to the ice cream freezers and then to the checkout stand. I know the two guys working were wondering about me. I was panting and trying to keep my face expressionless. As Kat was paying for the ice cream, she leaned over to the checkout clerk and said very clearly, ‘Don’t mind her. She’s got a vibrator rammed up into her pussy right now.” His eyes bugged out and he stared at me and I couldn’t help it. I shuddered and came right there. I could feel myself leaking, my own juices trickling down my leg. I had to hold on to the checkout stand just to keep myself standing.”

 Angie closed her eyes, her hands clenched into to fists. Reliving that moment had awakened that sensation of humiliation even more thoroughly than she imagined. She looked that the monitor screen at the five men who were watching her and she blushed red. 

 Jonathon was quick to pipe up. “Wow! How erotic! I give her a plus!”

 Tom nodded in agreement. “Yeah. That was pretty amazing. I love hearing you gasp like that too.”

 The third voice came on. “Well I think she shouldn’t have paused like that in the middle of her answer. This whole thing is about control. I give her a minus.”

 The fourth panelist agreed. “Yeah, I think she has to give her answers without little orgasm breaks. Minus here.”

 “I think she should be punished, Kat,” aaid the fifth panelist.

 Kat looked thoughtfully at Angie, who stared at the computer screen in alarm. It was clearly written across her face, her wonder at whether a punishment would follow each and every question.

 “I have to agree with Panelists three, four, and five. Can’t let little orgasm breaks interrupt the answers, Angie.” Kat pulled out three clothespins from a desk drawer and moved behind the bound girl. “Clamp time.”

 Angie opened her mouth, but to her credit she didn’t beg. The first clothespins closed down upon her left nipple, biting into it deeply. Angie let out a sharp hiss and then a moan as the delicious pinching forced her sex to squeeze the vibrator tightly. In a flash the second clothespin matched the first, both nipples squeezed between the wooden pincers. It was only then that Angie began to squirm, begging Kat not to use the third peg. Kat knelt down behind Angie’s outstretched leg and reached round, using her finger to stimulate Angie’s clit. As it swelled, Kat lifted the last clothespin and quickly clamped it to the bound girl’s most sensitive part.

 Angie couldn’t help it, crying out as a wave of lust filled agony rushed through her body. Her legs shook and the little wooden peg seemed to dance as her bottom lifted up off the seat, trying desperately to deal with the cruel bite of the clothespin. Her eyes closed in pain and she opened her mouth in a sensual cry that made all five men watching smile.

 Kat stood up, enjoying Angie’s torment as much as the panelists and she turned and smiled at the web cam. “All right, I think we are ready for the next question.”

 The third panelist nodded. “Right you are, Kat. Angie, I’m Rick. Please tell us how your cherry was popped.”

 Angie opened her eyes, trying to focus. The pinching of her nipples and clit were painful intrusions that had her chest heaving, every muscle of her body trembling. She looked toward her outstretched leg and watched as her toes curled involuntarily within the gold high heels. 

 “Um…uh…I was fourteen.” Angie said, her words spilling out between the heavy breaths she was taking. “I had been masturbating by j-j-just rubbing my clit. I wanted something bigger than my finger, so I used my hair brush handle and m-m-made myself cum,” she said, her face darkening from shame and the sensations from her sensitive parts.

 There was a moment of silence as the panelists waited, but when it became apparent that Angie was finished, Jonathon spoke up.

 “I hate to say this, but that answer was a little too short. I know Angie is hurting from the clamps, but I just can’t approve that answer.”

 The little cam picture of Tom nodded. “I agree. Minus on that one.”

 The third panelist, Rick smiled once. “Totally unacceptable Kat.”

 Another voice joined in. “I agree. Minus on that one.”

 “Thumbs down Mistress Kat. Punish her.”

 Kat nodded and turned toward Angie, shrugging her shoulders. “Sorry girl. But your answer was unacceptable. She reached out and pulled the clamps off Angie’s nipples, tugging on the crushed flesh for just a moment, eliciting a sharp yelp from the bound brunette. The clit clamp came off more quickly, and for a moment, Angie reveled in the release. Kat dropped the clothespins on her desk and pulled a white colored tube from a drawer and moved behind Angie.

 Quickly, she uncapped the tube and squeezed out a generous amount of white cream onto her finger. Putting the tube down, she moved half the cream to her other forefinger and then reached around Angie’s body, rubbing the cream into both nipples simultaneously.

 At first Angie merely moaned, closing her eyes at the soft massage being applied. It was deliciously cool on her nipples, which still felt sore after the few minutes of being painfully clamped. She leaned her head back, resting it against Kat’s belly as the stunning blonde girl continued to rub in the cream.

 But after a moment, Angie groaned. Her head came up and she looked down at her breasts. The cool tingle had changed to warmth that seemed to spread deep into her breasts. With each circle of Kat’s fingers, Angie’s breasts warmed until they felt as hot as they had earlier after being whipped. Angie moaned, realizing that Kat had used IcyHot Ointment. It was only a moment later when she realized what the true punishment would be for her poor answer to the last question.

 Kat once more knelt down, sliding her fingers down the sides of the bound brunette. Angie shivered and then began to squirm as Kat’s ointment covered fingers dipped over her hips and toward her loins. Still coated with white cream, Kat slipped her fingers through the soft wet pink folds of Angie’s pussy, rubbing in the IcyHot around the vibrator. 

 Angie went crazy. The tingling burning cold seared her delicate tissues and she bucked wildly on the chair. Her mouth opened and a peculiar longing cry issued forth as Kat began to rub the poor girl’s clit with an ointment covered digit. It was intensely erotic, the bound brunette bucking madly upon a vibrator while a beautiful blonde reached around to torment her.

 Angie’s orgasm was tremendous, a thundering wave that left her hanging in her bonds like limp spaghetti. Her head dangled as her body trembled with the aftermath, her long brown hair spilling over her shoulders. The folds of her sex were bright red and glistened from her own secretions and every one of the five men watching had been deeply impressed.

 “I think we are ready to continue now,” announced Kat, who had picked up the IcyHot ointment and returned it to her desk.

 Panelist four nodded and immediately started. “Angie, I’m Mike. That was one of the most erotic things I’ve ever witnessed. I’d love to be able to take you in hand. Of course I don’t think I’d be as talented as Kat, but I’d still enjoy you.” He shook his head smiling as Angie looked up through strands of her own hair. “Anyway, I was wondering what the worst punishment you’ve ever endured was.”

 Angie’s head fell for a moment as she searched through her own memories of two years of slavery to Kathy. Kat was her dearest friend, but also her chief tormentor. Finally she looked up at the web cam and nodded.

 “The worst thing Kat ever did to me was force me to ride a broom stick.” Angie paused and licked her lips, knowing she had to give every sordid little detail. “I had come over to her house and Kat had placed two kitchen chairs in the living room and laid a broom across the seats. Kat had me get out IcyHot and coat the broom stick handle until about an entire foot, right in the center between the two chairs was thickly coated. Kat made me straddle the broom stick, which was about at my knees, and then tied my hands behind my back. Then Kat told me to kneel down.” Angie swallowed, feeling the residual heat from her own pussy, remembering the fire of the worst torture.

 “I remember kneeling down and feeling the wood mash up into my pussy almost an inch. It was very uncomfortable. My thighs were just not quite long enough to keep me off the wood, so I was actually sitting on the broom stick with a lot of my weight on it. After a minute or so, I felt the stinging cold on my pussy, but not just on my clit, but the entire length and even on my bottom. I tried to stay still, but I couldn’t and I found myself sliding back and forth on the broom handle, sliding along and rubbing in the IcyHot.

 “After another minute, the burning began and I began rocking, bucking on the handle.” Angie looked down at her swollen pussy, staring at the vibrator as she continued. “Kat kept me riding the pony for almost twenty minutes. Twenty minutes where I was on fire and hurting. Then Kat pulled me up, laid me down on the floor, and used our biggest dildo on my pussy until I came.” Angie looked up at the web cam. “It was the most intense explosion I’ve ever had.”

 The silence in the room was palpable. All five web cam views of the panelists showed wide eyes and more than a few seemed to glance at Kat, who stood leaning against the desk, her arms folded in front of her. It was Jonathon who broke the silence.

 “My god. Plus.”

 Tom nodded. “Oh yeah. That’s definitely a plus.”

 “I agree. Can’t top that. And she answered very well.” Agreed Rick.

 Even, Mike who had so far opposed every answer nodded his acceptance.

 The last panelist shook his head. “Sorry. As good as that answer was, I like eye contact. Minus from me.”

 Jonathon snorted in disgust. “You just want to see her tortured!”

 “And you don’t?”

 Jonathon frowned but didn’t reply.

 Kat moved forward. “Gentlemen, lets not get distracted with bickering. Angie gets a reward.” Kat stepped to the desk and removed a bottle of baby oil from her drawer, uncapping it. Once more the stunning blond moved behind her friend and slave, cupping her hand and pouring a liberal amount of the mineral essence out. It dribbled over Angie’s shoulder as Kat put down the bottle and created shiny trails of wetness that slowly flowed over the slope of each breast.

 Kat reached around Angie, rubbing oil onto each hand before cupping Angie’s bosom. With slow kneading strokes, Kat began to work the oil in. Angie moaned, a smile appearing on her face as the mineral oil began to neutralize the sting and heat of the ointment. Kat seemed to pay special attention to the nipples, rubbing her palms in circular motions across each delicate nub, causing Angie to let out a tiny cry of pleasure, her bottom starting to buck.

 Her fingers slid down Angie’s body, leaving trails of slick oil across the bound brunette’s belly until they found the pink and swollen slit between Angie’s outstretched and tied legs. Kat worked her fingers through the various petals, washing away the ointment and working in the oil with practiced ease. Angie whimpered, raising her hips and thrusting forward in an obscene display of lust. Kat smiled and took hold of the vibrator, yanking it forward and almost out of Angie. With quick thrusts, Kat pounded the vibrator in and out, the wet squelch of Angie’s abused sex reaching the ears of the five men watching.

 Angie cried out and her body tensed once more as the approaching orgasm neared its crest. Angie tried desperately to close her legs, but the rope holding her high heel clad feet prevented even that movement and she tilted her head back. Kat thrust the vibrator in deep and then once more wedged it back in so that no amount of movement on Angie’s part would force it loose of its warm wet well.

 “Oh god, no Kat! Please! I’m so close,” Angie said, her voice a tremulous whisper that bespoke need, desperation, and desire. Her hips seemed to dance uncontrollably. 

 Kat laughed as she stood up, grabbing a towel from her chair and wiped her hands. “Sorry, girl. But that’s the way it is.”

 Angie grimaced and looked down at her body. She tried to concentrate, to ease the need she was feeling, the pleasure. After a few moments she gave up. Her eyes glanced at the clock and she realized that she had already spent over forty minutes bound with the vibrator inside her.

 “Next question please,” Kat announced. Angie looked up at the picture of the final panelist. 

 “Angie, my name is Curt. I’d like you to tell us what your favorite position to be whipped in is.”

 Angie nodded, trying to clear her mind enough to answer the question. “I have two f-f-favorites. My first is tied spread-eagled with my legs wide apart like they are now. I like being totally out of control when I’m whipped. It doesn’t matter where on my body, just that I can’t stop it. My second favorite is what Kat calls a ‘full body whipping’. When we do that, I undress and then stand facing away from a desk or table. I lean back, place my palms on the desk, and then take a step forward so I’m leaning backward. This pushes my breasts forward. I then have to spread my legs as wide as possible and hold the position until Kat is done with my front.

 “When she tells me too, I turn around and repeat the position, but in opposite, so that Kat can whip my back side. She always starts with the bottoms of my feet, making me lift each one up.” Angie paused and smiled. “She always seems to spend a lot of time making underhand swings right between my legs, hitting my bottom and pussy at the same time.”

 The votes came in immediately. 

 “Plus from me,” said Jonathon.

 “Yeah, plus,” said Tom.

 “I can’t find fault anywhere on that one, Kat,” said Rick

 Even Mike agreed. “Yeah. Pretty cool answer.”

 Curt grumbled with a frown. “Yeah, I guess so.”

 Kat nodded. “All right, that means she’s earned another reward.” Once more Kat reached into the desk drawer, pulling out a large headed massager. Two pieces of rope were tied around the large head of it.

 Angie looked on with curiosity as Kat moved next to her. The blond dropped the massager and began to tie the first loose piece of rope around Angie’s thigh. Everyone watched as the first knot was pulled tight and Kat lifted the massager and placed the large bibulous head against Angie’s clit. The other rope was tied in a similar manner, blocking the men’s view of Angie’s swollen and pink sex. Kat turned on the massager.

 The effect was immediate. Angie’s mouth opened in shock as the vibrations of the massager went to work on her sensitive clit. The vibrator inside her was a distraction, a feeling of fullness and a slow building frustration. The massager on her clit was an immediate, desperate, rush. Her hips bucked furiously, her toes curling, and she thrashed madly in the bonds.

 It was Jonathon who spoke next. “I think its time for that next question, Angie.” He said as the bound brunette tried to dislodge the massager. Angie looked up in horror. There was no way she could answer like this!

 “What’s the most number of orgasms you’ve had in one session with Kat?” Jonathon asked the struggling girl.

 Angie’s mind reeled. Her clit felt as if it had been sucked into a car wash, alternately being sprayed, cleaned, heated, cooled, and now vibrated. Her legs trembled and she had difficulty focusing. It took more than a few moments for her mind to struggle through the question, her sex pulsing with need every second of it.

 Finally she replied. “I-I-I t-t-think it was e-e-eleven.” She said shortly, her eyes closing as she more fully remembered the event. “K-K-Kat tied me down to t-t-the bed and we played ‘Guess the O-object’. She, Kat, kept me tied down s-s-six hours while she s-s-stuffed things inside me.”

 “What kind of things?” demanded Jonathon.

 Kat quickly came forward. “Wait! That’s another question! You can’t ask another like that! Now, I need a vote. Plus or minus?”

 Jonathon frowned, obviously disappointed. “Well, I really wanted to know what items, so I guess a minus.”

 Tom nodded. “Yeah, a minus.”

 Rick smiled. “Minus.”

 “Minus, Kat” Mike agreed.

 Curt grinned. “Yep, that’s a minus.”

 Angie moaned, but a part of her realized that Kat would probably remove the massager from between her legs and Angie knew that would make answering further questions easier. There was a spurting crackling sound and the scent of wood smoke and Angie turned to see Kat lighting several candles.

 Angie had been waxed before and she knew that Kat could make it pleasurable, or painful. She looked down at her oil soaked body and knew in a moment that Kat had planned this…down to every detail! Every answer, every punishment, probably even the questions had been thought out and preplanned with these five men. Angie closed her eyes as Kat picked up the red candle and brought it over.

 The gorgeous blonde girl stood holding the candle above Angie’s shoulder, seeming to roll the contents round. With a gentle tipping, she turned the jar sideways and let trickle a bright crimson stream. It fell soundlessly until it dripped directly upon the tight and oiled point of Angie’s breast. Angie cried out, a loud and anxious wail that seemed to echo in the room. Kat moved the jar over and a trail of hot wax splashed across Angie’s chest to the other breast, coating the second mound of punished curves with the same heated paraffin. 

 Angie’s breathing came fast and hard as she dealt with the agony of the wax. Kat was holding the candle much closer than she had the first time she had waxed Angie, and the hotter fluid seemed to burn as much or more than the IcyHot had. She tried to twist away, but the bindings on her legs and arms were too good and she bounced on the chair as both breasts were coated.

 Suddenly it became too much. The incessant buzzing inside her, the massaging of her clit, and now the painful coating of her breasts forced her forward. The lines between ecstasy and pain had never been very clear to Angie, but now they became the same thing and she felt the waves of multiple orgasm slam into her like a freight train. She screamed as the first one hit, startling a couple of the men whose eyes grew wide. When the second wave hit right after the first, Angie’s body tightened in her bonds, turning her ankles and wrists white. Her mouth opened with a tired yet piercing keen the bespoke a million sensations, yet only one that mattered.

 Kat reached down and turned off the massager, moving it quickly from Angie’s clit. Still in the throes of orgasm, Angie barely noticed the missing sex toy before Kat positioned the candle directly above her clit.

 The result was instantaneous. A howl came from the poor girl’s throat as her clit was seared with the hot red wax. The final tsunami erupted through her body, an orgasm that caused every muscle, no matter how small, to tighten and pull, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. She shook, her body flashing with heat. There was no way to stop it. No way to prevent the sensation. She felt like a tiny boat out on the open sea in a hurricane. She screamed with pleasure as it washed over her, swamping her in sudden and total numbness. 

 “Oh my god, Kathy? Is she okay?” Asked Jonathon when Angie slumped over, held upright only by the ropes.

 Kat quickly put down the candle and lifted Angie’s head. She checked her breathing and heart beat with gentle fingers and then turned to her audience. “Oh yes, Angie’s fine. Give her just a moment. She’s done this on occasion. If she has a really intense orgasm, she sometimes passes out.”

 Rick looked relieved. “I’ve heard of that before. You know, that some girls pass out when they come.” 

 Jonathon didn’t look convinced.

 “That was quite a show you just delivered, Kat” said Curt. “Maybe we should end it here. I mean, Angie has been through a lot.”

 Kat looked surprised. “You’re kidding, right?” She glanced over at Angie who was beginning to rouse. “She’s really strong and can take a lot. You guys want to continue right?”

 Angie’s head came up and she looked blankly at the computer screen. Her mind was a jumble, her loins a tingling mass of flesh, her breasts hot and heavy. She tried to make sense of the conversation and after a few moments she realized that she must have passed out.

 Kat turned to Angie and knelt down, resting her hands on the bound brunette’s outstretched legs. Her crystal blue eyes glittered as she stared into the brown eyed captive. “Angie, these men think you’ve had too much. You’ve answered six questions, and this is the seventh. Do we stop right now, or ask the rest of the questions?”

 Angie looked at Kat. Her entire body ached and she felt as if she had been placed in a taffy puller. She hung in her ropes considering. All five of the men seemed so concerned about her. It gave her a warm feeling inside.

 The vibrator still continued as she made her choice, looking up into Kat’s delicious eyes. She smiled, her breasts and clit coated with red wax, her skin flushed and shiny.

 “I’ll answer the questions, Kat. All twenty of them, no matter what the punishment or rewards may be, I want to answer.”

 Kat leaned back. “Panelists? Your vote on her answer?”

 A chorus of five pluses immediately and unanimously echoed from the computer. Kat nodded and stood up, running her hands over Angie’s thighs before turning back to the web cam.

 “Tom? I think the next question, is yours.”

 And twenty questions, continued… 

 

 


The Arcade Series: Dance Dance Revolution
 

 
 

"Fucking idiot." I grumbled out loud as I continued down Westview Street. The driving rain was pouring down and as usual, it brought out the worst in my fellow drivers. I admit I already wasn't in a good mood. I was on the road heading back to my video arcade for an after closing meeting with one of my employees. And it was a meeting she didn't know about. Disciplining an employee is never one of my favorite things to do, especially when I like the person. But Becky had it coming after her latest fiasco. 
 

The write up was sitting on the seat next to me and I glanced down at it. She had been playing video games on the clock again. I shook my head and grumbled. She and that damn Dance Dance Revolution game were becoming such a headache. All of my employees played it, but it seemed that Becky just couldn't stay off it. This would be her second screw up as well. One more and she’d be getting red lined.
 

I turned right on to Beechnut and passed the Waterpark. My arcade was in a large scale entertainment facility called FunPlace. Boring name I know, but the owner was like that. It was Thursday night and the place was almost totally closed. Only the bowling alley and the arcade stayed open because customers rarely showed up and I had been arguing that point for a while. 
 

I pulled up into the lot and once more groaned. Despite being thirty minutes before closing, the parking lot was close to empty on our side of the building. A single car that I recognized belonging to Becky was near the front door, next to a single minivan. Well at least we had a few customers. I glanced across the main drive and the water fountain. The bowling alley wasn't doing much either. 
 

I parked my car and walked up to the main entrance moving aside for a family who came out of FunPlace looking irritated and angry. I didn't think much of it since this a pretty normal occurrence, despite my own area of responsibility striving for customer service. I wasn't proud of working here, but it paid the bills and had its perks. 
 

As my I entered through the foyer and started walking down the stairs, I turned to the right toward my arcade and my mind flipped a moment. The games were off. I couldn't hear any of the noises from The Pit or Redemption area. We didn't close for another twenty minutes! What was Becky doing? 
 

Still clutching her Employee Counseling Form, I stormed into the arcade like a tornado looking for a mobile home park. The redemption area was dark with the lights turned off and I immediately went to the office, passing the redemption counter with a glance. I rolled my eyes. She hadn't restocked it either. She wasn't in the office. I went to the store computer and verified she was still on the clock. She was, so I stomped back through the redemption area to The Pit. 
 

The Pit is our video game area, and a few lights always remained on despite everything being shut down for the night. I almost expected her to be on Dance Dance Revolution, but I could tell from the quiet that even her favorite game was off. Where the hell was she? 
 

I heard a noise coming from the closed movie theater where our restrooms are located and I mounted the nearby steps and listened. Sure enough, someone was in the restroom, softly singing to herself. I leaned up against Brave Firefighters and a money changer, folding my arms across my chest, and waited. 
 

It was only a few minutes, but my temper was definitely increasing. After what seemed like forever, Becky came strolling out, getting halfway to the redemption area before seeing me storming like a thundercloud across the plains. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes widened in surprise. 
 

She wasn't the only one surprised, though my own startlement was concealed in my anger. I had been expecting her to be wearing our normal uniform of black polo shirt with khaki slacks, along with our official nametag. Instead I saw a short mini skirt of red and black plaid, a black low cut belly baring tank top with the word "naughty" across the chest, black knee high leather boots, and enough black leather studded bracelets and choker to make a torturer happy. 
 

"Office. Now," was all I said, moving past her, trying to regain my composure. I saw the color drain from her face as I passed her and she followed demurely. When we got into the office I told her to have a seat. 
 

She softly dropped into one of the chairs by my desk, pressing her dimpled knees together tightly. The skirt had ridden upward, exposing an unseemly amount of thigh and for a second I considered dropping down into the other chair across from her, knowing that I would assuredly get a chance at seeing something private. 
 

I shook my head to clear it off those thoughts. BAD BAD BAD I repeated to myself. You never pick up your pussy where you pick up your paycheck; especially if the pussy is a subordinate. I frowned at her as she sat shifting in her seat, her shoulder length hair curling cutely around her cheeks. She had done her makeup as well, thick black around her eyes, deep red lipstick, and long lashes made up the look. A bright metal chain around her waist finished the outfit. 
 

"I'd like an explanation," I said abruptly, crossing my arms. 
 

She looked down at the floor, unwilling to meet my gaze. "I'm sorry, Jeff. It's just that I was going to go out tonight and since we had only a few customers I figured I could just shut down early tonight. I'm sorry. It won't happen again." 
 

I rolled my eyes. "You're damn right it won't happen again. I can't make money if my staff decides when and where we will be open." I sighed audibly. "I had come up here tonight to give you this." I waved the counseling form in front of her. "It's the write up you have coming for playing Dance Dance Revolution on the clock yesterday. Now we have a totally different situation, as well as what will be your third write up. You understand what that means?" I demanded. 
 

Becky's eyes widened. "I get fired?" she asked hesitantly. 
 

My eyes narrowed in response. "That's exactly what it means." 
 

Becky stood up, surprising me as she came right up to me, her voice rushing out in a nonstop tremble. "Oh please, Jeff, I am so sorry, I won't ever do it again, oh please don't fire me, I really need this job, I promise to be good, I'll do anything to keep this job, please?" 
 

I'd experienced this before. When you manage teenagers you get all sorts. I’d allowed one kid to remain employed, giving him that one last chance. It was only a week before he had screwed up again. I steeled myself and shook my head. 
 

"I don't see any other option, Becky. I can't have performance like this." 
 

Becky moved forward again, slightly bending toward me. "Plllllleease?" she begged. "I'll do anything…" she left it hanging. 
 

My eyes had dropped forward and I felt my mind slipping as I gazed down at a remarkable cleavage. I always hired attractive girls, since guys like to hang out where pretty girls work, but I had always been able to tune out these jail bait young waifs, even when they came to pick up checks dressed in their civilian clothes. Becky was dressed sluttier than I had ever seen her and I felt a sudden loosening in my resolve. 
 

Becky must have sensed it because she licked her lips seductively, leaned forward even more and whined once more. "Anything…" 
 

My mind clicked back in place and I pulled my eyes away from the dipping slope of her breasts. "Are you offering something to me?" I asked harshly. 
 

Becky pulled back as well, surprised that I hadn't fallen under her spell. "Um…well…I…" she faltered. 
 

I smiled at her, clearly in control of the situation. "I don't think so, Becky. I've heard a little about your conquests, so I'm not interested in catching anything from you." An idea had just popped into my mind and I decided to run with it. 
 

Her eyes had flared hot. 
 

"But I'll tell you what. Here is my deal. I'm not interested in fucking you, but you are a gorgeous young lady. I've got the video camera here that we use during the tournaments. You agree to play three rounds of Dance Dance Revolution and let me video tape." 
 

Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. "What's the catch?" she asked. 
 

"The catch is that you dance in that outfit during the first round. For the second round you take off that delightful top and the skirt. The third round will be just you and those cute bracelets and the dog collar. That's a total of three rounds, nine songs. If you make it through, I tear up this counseling form, you get a pass on tonight's faux pax and an indulgence of one more screw up." 
 

Damn was this a risk. I'd never tried anything like this before with any of my employees and I could see the wheels of consideration working quickly in this young lady's mind. I wondered if she would take the offer. 
 

"All right, I'll do it," she said finally. 
 

I smiled. "Great. Go turn on the game while I get the video camera set up." She nodded and hurried out of the office as I moved into the supply closet. 
 

A small portion of my mind was shouting loudly that what I was doing was wrong, but the running excitement drowned out the voice of reason and I quickly grabbed the camera and tripod. 
 

The games in the Pit were already on as I carried my home video studio out of the office and I saw Becky waiting by the game. It only took a moment to set up the camera next to the console, pointing it directly at the dance platform, and then we were ready. 
 

"Get on the platform so I can position the camera," I ordered her. Becky moved into position, her steps and body language shouting out her dislike of the situation. 
 

"What's your problem?" I asked. 
 

"I'm not sure about this," she replied, motioning at the camera and the game. 
 

"Really? This is nothing! You were throwing your body at me just a moment ago, offering to fuck me." 
 

"Well, I didn't think you would take me up on it," Becky replied with a sneer. 
 

"Well what did you think I would do?" I demanded, getting angry. 
 

"I thought you'd just be nicer to me and not fire me." 
 

I guess this had worked with other supervisors before. Shame it didn't work with me though. I smiled. 
 

"Do you want to dance or not? You're not irreplaceable, Becky." 
 

Once more she hesitated, so I decided to push. “Fine. You’re fired. Get your stuff and get out." I started to unplug the camera. 
 

"Wait! Wait, Jeff!" she said quickly. I turned back toward her. 
 

"Well?" I asked, crossing my arms. 
 

She bit her lip, nodding. "I'll do it," she said. She was so cute, so demure. 
 

"Great. The camera is ready. Go ahead and ring up some service credits," I ordered her. 
 

I had already turned the camera on and had been recording the whole thing. She bent down low to open the coin door with her game key and I zoomed in on her cleavage as she reached in to the game and pressed the service button. I heard the distinctive sounds of credits ringing up and panned back out as she stood straight. 
 

She quickly selected her normal choices, concentrating on the game and studiously ignoring my entranced observation. Her song selection was a little heavy for my own taste, but it had a good rhythm, and her dance steps were confidant despite the heavy leather knee boots. Her steel chain belt danced up and down across her plaid covered hips and I watched with delightful anticipation as her tank top covered breasts bounced around like bowls of finely sculpted gelatin. 
 

It didn't take long to run through the first three songs and we reached our first stopping point. I made sure that the tape was recording correctly and then took a zoom shot of Becky's delightfully flushed face as she turned to me with a hopeful look in her eye. I leaned away from the camera after panning back outward. I gave her a hard look and motioned for her to follow the terms of our agreement. 
 

My god what a pair! She had quickly grasped the bottom of her tank top, right above the pierced naval, and yanked the black cloth upward over her head. She dropped it behind the game and stretched, ever so slightly, turning her torso left and right, showing me and the camera a set of the most curvaceous and creamy white breasts that have ever existed. The nipples were large and pink, not that dark brown you see on so many girls, and I felt a sudden rush to my cock, feeling myself harden. 
 

I swallowed as she slipped her fingers under the steel chain encircling her waist and unhooked the plaid skirt. For a second, I wondered if she were as bare below as she was above, but my eyes quickly caught the black silk thong that wrapped around her hips. A small sliver of cloth covered her mound and my eyes widened as I realized that my employee must shave her ripe little petals to have such bare skin with such small panties. 
 

Becky ignored me and once more squatted down to ring up credits on the DDR. I smiled as her knees spread wide, giving the camera an in depth view of her scantily clad sex and the dangling perfection of her breasts. I marveled once again at her body. She wasn't bone thin, but instead had a soft, well rounded ripeness that once associates in fruit and lush women. 
 

Her song selection still left a lot to be desired though, and I wondered if the rap music would destroy the value of the video. I decided to choose the next song for her as she began to sway in rhythm. She was amazing. Her body jumped across the pads as if she was fully clothed and unobserved, and I found myself absently rubbing my own cock through my pants as her breasts swayed and bounced to the beat. 
 

I stood entranced as she danced her three songs, the steel belt and bracelets jingling slightly and in marked contrast to her alabaster skin. It was very hard to control my desire at that moment. She stood panting, her breasts heaving with a glimmer of moisture coating her body. She glistened under the heavy spot lights of the game. After a moment, she looked directly at me, her thumbs hooking the hip hugging strings of her thong, and she peeled it downward over her boots. I thought my heart would stop as I caught sight of her slit. I was right. She did shave, and I could see a nipple matching pinkness as she pressed her legs together. 
 

Once more she moved to the game and dropped down. My throat tightened as her legs parted and I zoomed the camera in quickly to get my first good look at her luscious flower. The lips of her sex were puffy and slick with juice and I wished I had a vibrator that I could slide right up into her body. Her petals were made to be wrapped around something thick, hard, and wide. 
 

She stood up again but this time I moved to the controls and selected the music. She frowned at me, not very pleased with my more lyrical choice. I smiled deeply at her as she backed up onto the platform. I moved back to the camera, watching as she began stomping out the steps. With every movement she made I was able to see the swelling petals of her flower. Her breasts rocked in time with her motions and the slick sheen upon her skin glowed like oil. 
 

I selected the next two dances, operating the camera and gazing in rapt attention as Becky let all abandon go, jumping around the dance floor, even twirling and waving her ass right at me. I was going weak at the knees, watching, and I almost thanked God out loud that this was the last dance. Her silky breasts hung before me like two ripe pieces of fruit waiting to be plucked and devoured. The black cuffs and collar evoked some caged slave response and I could detect the scent of her arousal, a musky perfume that seemed to bring forth some deep feeling from inside me. 
 

The last song ended and Becky jumped from the platform, snatching up her thong, skirt, and halter with a quick dip. I watched her dart up the stairs to the restroom, her leather cuffs and chain ringing with every jaunty step. I stood, still dazed from the performance. It took me awhile to rouse myself and the first thing I noticed was the intense ache in my shaft. I throbbed, still pulsing in time with the attract songs of DDR. 
 

She came out after a few minutes, fully dressed, looking every inch the slut. The look on her face was a shabby disgusted frown that spoke volumes. She quickly came down the stairs and stood expectantly in front of me. I casually reached down and adjusted the wooden post under my slacks and reached out to pick up the counseling form. I tore it in two and handed it to her. 
 

"You earned it." I grimaced. "Just try not to burn the store down, ok?" 
 

She suddenly smiled. "Don’t think I won’t," she said. 
 

I rolled my eyes, sighing audibly. "Whatever. Go on. Get out of here. Go to your party or whatever." 
 

Becky laughed and leaned toward me, planting a chaste kiss against my cheek. 
 

"You're a dirty old man. But you're a nice boss. Bye." She waved at me and left the arcade, her plaid covered hips swaying. 
 

I turned back toward the Dance Dance Revolution, sure that my memories of this game would always be different from every other arcade manager, forever. 
 



 
 


The Arcade Series: Tower of Terror
 

  
 

I was struggling. My eyes narrowed and my brow painfully tightened as I bit my tongue, trying desperately to work out the schedule. Too many days-off requests, with everyone wanting to go to Ren Faire! I threw down my pencil in disgust, leaning back in my chair and taking another sip of my Mountain Dew. 
 

"Jeff?" I heard my name and I turned to the doorway. Jacqueline, one of my staff, was standing there with a mischievous smile on her face as she leaned against the doorframe. "You doing all right?" she asked me. 
 

I sighed. "Yeah, I suppose. It's just this schedule. Everyone wants a weekend off during Ren Faire and I'm having trouble working it in." I shrugged. 
 

Jacqueline laughed, a silvery bell sound that somehow sounded sarcastic. "Well, you ARE the boss. You get all the hard jobs." She brushed an escaped strand of her gold strawberry hair out of her jade colored eyes. 
 

I raised one eyebrow. "What do you want?" I asked suspiciously. Jacqueline was the one employee who got away with ordering me about, not to mention unbridled sarcasm. She had joked that it was the red hair. I'd do anything for a red head. 
 

"I finished closing. Everyone's gone, including the Bowling Alley staff," she replied. 
 

"Hmmm…tickets restocked? Counter replenished? Debris cleaned up?" 
 

"Yes. Yes. Yes. All finished." 
 

"So go home. Relax, go mentally torture someone else. I've got work to do." 
 

"I'm not ready to go home yet. I haven't finished mentally torturing you," she replied, glancing around the office. 
 

I paused and looked deeply at her. Her high cheek bones and angular face had always intrigued me, which probably explained why I had hired her. She looked fetching in her black polo and khaki capris, the later which wasn't quite policy, but I made allowances for Jacqueline. 
 

"So what's on your mind, Jackie?" calling her by her nickname. 
 

"That new game we got," she said abruptly. 
 

"Tower of Terror? What about it?" 
 

"I'm interested in it. How does it work?" she asked, moving across the office and taking a seat right next to my desk. 
 

I leaned back in my chair. "Well, it's pretty simple. Those two metal rods that stick out of the control panel have a low voltage current in them, along with a high power motor that shakes a type of metal spring inside of the rod. The faster the motor goes, the harder the rods shake. The goal is to get all the way up to max power without letting go," I explained. 
 

"So you have to hold both handles, then?" she asked. 
 

"Yes, or at least two people who are touching have to. If either let go, the power shuts off." 
 

Jacqueline looked intrigued and I could see her inquisitive mind churning as she mulled over my explanation. "Is there a lot of electricity going through you?" 
 

I laughed. "No. It's just enough to tell the game circuitry if you let go of the handles. You don't even feel it. Besides, the vibrations are enough, trust me." 
 

"I see," she replied. 
 

"Did I satisfy your curiosity?" I asked her. 
 

"How long do you think the handles are?" she asked suddenly. 
 

"Uh…I guess about six inches from the control panel, but the whole rod is about a foot long from the mounting point. Why?" 
 

"How wide is the handle?" she asked, ignoring my question. 
 

I sighed in exasperation. "Well, Jackie, you've walked by the game as much as I. Use your eyes or go measure the thing. Why is this important anyway?" I demanded. 
 

"Just answer the question, Jeff!" she ordered, her eyes flashing with anger. 
 

I shrugged. "Oh about an inch and a half, maybe two inches wide," I replied. 
 

Jacqueline smiled and looked at me, her face beaming in delight. 
 

"Uh-oh. I hate it when you get that look," I said, alarmed. 
 

"I need to ask you a favor; a very important favor," she said, her voice dripping with poisoned honey. 
 

I slid my chair away from her, caution writ large upon my face. "What kind of favor?" I asked, my voice suspicious. 
 

She leaned forward, planting her freckled elbows on her khaki knees. "A very personal favor. Just for me." She batted her eye lashes seductively. 
 

I knew I was doomed already. It wouldn't matter what she asked, I would do it. I knew I was weak, but she had wrapped me around her little finger months before, seeing which rules she could get away with breaking. I suppose it had happened at the hiring interview. 
 

"So what's the favor?" I asked, my voice breaking, raising the flag of my surrender. 
 

She grinned. "I want to play it." 
 

"Huh? You want to play Tower of Terror?" I looked at her incredulously. "So go play it. It's after hours and you know staff is allowed to play any game off the clock." 
 

She moved forward in her chair until the space between us was only a few inches. "No, Jeff. I want to play it in a very special way. And I'll need help." Her lower lip caught in her teeth. 
 

A sudden image flashed through my mind and my eyes popped open. She couldn't! I opened my mouth but I merely stammered unintelligibly. 
 

Jacqueline laughed and stood up, taking my hand and pulling me up from my chair. I still was babbling nonsense as we left the office and made our way across the redemption area to the main concourse. The Tower of Terror game was standing near one of the changers, a show piece that was attracting a lot of attention. The grinning skull at the top of the light bulb filled spine glared down on us as we approached the console. 
 

Jacqueline had grabbed a step stool from the redemption area, one that little kids used to play taller games, and she dropped it with a clatter on the flag stoned concourse floor in front of the game. I stared at the handles, two thick huge rods that stood erect from the console like two obscene phalluses, an image that had not previously crossed my mind. 
 

"Uh, Jackie, I'm not so sure about this. I mean…" I stuttered out loud, turning to my devilish employee. 
 

"Oh hush, Jeff. I know what I'm doing." She stepped on the heel of one battered shoe, pulling it off. "This will be fun." 
 

I gulped, realizing that I wasn't going to voice any more objections as the second shoe followed the first. She wasn't wearing any socks and I became suddenly fascinated with the red tinting of her toe nails. 
 

"They match my hair," she said smugly, wiggling her toes. 
 

I nodded dumbly and then stared as she began to unbuckle the large black leather belt she customarily wore. It was a popular model, studded with silver brads throughout the length, looking more like some strange bondage garment than a high school teenage accessory. 
 

Her pale fingers unsnapped the single button that held the waist of her khaki capris together and I saw my first flash of her belly. My breath came in a ragged gasp when I saw the glint of a belly ring. Her thumbs began to pull the waist band apart and I tensed as more rosy flesh was bared. 
 

She was wearing pink cotton panties, low riding that bared her curved hips and I licked my lips in anticipation. Jacqueline pushed the capris downward, turning slightly to show off the curve of her bottom. She wiggled her hips once to tantalize me, and then pulled the panties all the way down to her ankles. 
 

I took a deep breath to calm myself down. This was incredible. Despite her French sounding name, my employee was Irish colored right down to the core and I had always known that dye had never touched her head. But there, right at the apex of the most beautiful slit, was a tiny wisp of red hair. I supposed she shaved the majority, keeping the last little bit as proof of her Irish background. 
 

I looked into Jacqueline's eyes, seeing the deep green flash, sparkling. She was enjoying every second of this strip tease, watching me loose what little control I had in the situation. With Jacqueline, power was as important as pleasure, and I knew very simply who was in control. 
 

While I stared at her body, she quickly pulled off her shirt, tossing it on our Brave Firefighters game. My eyes only glanced that way as she unhooked the white bra she wore, baring two white creamy globes, spattered with a faint star dusting of freckles, surrounding the larger moons of her nipples. I think I stopped breathing for a moment. 
 

Jacqueline wasted no time and stepped up onto the stool, holding out her hand to me, obviously wanting me to help her up. I hesitated, looking at the thick metal rod. 
 

"Uh…Jacqueline…don't you want… I mean don't you think you should…you know, um…doesn't it need to be lubricated first?" I stammered. 
 

Jacqueline laughed at me. "You are sweet dear man. No, I don't need any lubricant. I've got my own and I'm gushing," she said sweetly. At that moment I detected the scent of her sex, a strong sweet scent that almost brought me to my knees. 
 

I helped her up on to the console, sitting her down right between the two handles. My hands trembled as I touched her skin. It was warm and soft and yielding. With a casual ease, she lifted her left leg over the rod, spreading herself open and I was able to see right down into her cleft. 
 

Her flower was a deep pink, almost reddish hued, with thin lips that nevertheless looked so sensitive and delicate. The entire length of her slit glistened and I could see that she was right about not needing anything to make the entry of the huge game handle easier. The tiny weft of auburn hair above her petals merely added to the enchantment. 
 

"We ready?" she asked. I could only nod, not trusting myself to speak. She placed one hand upon my shoulder and the other upon the game, pushing herself up. I watched, still between her legs as she positioned herself delicately above the right side rod. She rocked her hips forward and back, rubbing the hard straight edges of the top through the folds of her sex, making the hard metal slick. 
 

Jacqueline moaned slightly and a shiver ran through her body. "It's a little cold," she admitted to me. 
 

"Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked her softly. 
 

Her eyes hardened like agates and she suddenly let herself down, letting the huge handle of the game fill her body to the brim. I suppose her anger allowed her to deal with the cool impersonal object impaling her, but I could only imagine what it felt like. Her eyes widened in shock and she shifted on the console, obviously trying to deal with the awesome entrance. 
 

"Are you okay?" I asked, alarmed. 
 

She nodded. "Yes. It's just a little thicker and deeper than I was expecting." 
 

"You want to stop?" I asked, masking my hope that she would refuse, continuing on to the excitement of actually playing the game. 
 

This time she shook her head. "No. I'm ready now. It actually feels pretty good inside me." She smiled. 
 

I gulped and nodded back. "All right. We'll try this on the first level. One thousand volts the game says. I'll hold on to your knee and the other handle. If you say my name, I'll let go and the vibrations will stop. Okay?" Jacqueline nodded. 
 

I bent over and used my game key to open the coin door. There wasn't a service button on this game, so I flipped the coin switch twice, hearing the coin up credit tone. The odd tingling music started, a low throbbing base, and I could see the lips of Jacqueline's sex tightening around the silver shaft embedded in her. 
 

"You ready?" I asked, after selecting level one. 
 

She merely nodded, grabbing my shoulder and squeezing it tight. 
 

I took hold of her bare knee, once more reveling in the soft pliant flesh and the dark contrast to my own hand. I placed my other hand on the still exposed rod and the game responded by picking up the music and sounding an alarm. 
 

I was ready for the terrible vibrations, but I was unprepared for the startled scream Jacqueline let out. Her fingers tightened around my shirt collar, clenching it as she cried out. I could see her whole body shaking, her legs tightening up around the rod as it shook more wildly than any sex toy ever could. My left hand was thrumming from the building quakes, and I watched with fascination as Jacqueline's eyes rolled wildly left and right. 
 

The level one sequence is only about ten seconds, and I was proud that Jacqueline lasted the entire play. Her body was quivering like a jelly fish when the vibrations stopped and her breaths came in ragged squeaks. A stream of her own love juices had run out from between her legs, slowly dripping down the side of the console onto the concourse floor. 
 

As she calmed down I smiled at her, patting her leg and stroking her thigh. "Are you okay?" I finally asked when she looked ready to speak. 
 

"Yes. Oh God, Jeff! That was incredible! I had such a powerful orgasm!" 
 

"You did?" I said surprised. "But it was only ten seconds!" 
 

"Oh yes! Couldn't you tell? It was like having a powerful machine inside me rubbing me so fast and so hard that my body overloaded with the sensations!" She smiled, her eyes flashing with delight. "Let's do it again, but this time on level two. I want it to last longer." 
 

"Uh, Jacqueline, it doesn't really last longer, just the vibrations are more violent,” I warned her, wondering if permanent damage could be inflicted by this mad vibrator from hell. I wasn't sure worker's compensation would cover this one. 
 

"I know. Just turn it on. I already am," she said, somewhat crossly. 
 

Once again I keyed up the game, selecting the level two button with barely suppressed glee. Jacqueline spread her legs wide apart, letting me see her depths and the rod implanted within. 
 

"I'll try to keep them open the whole time for you," she said with a seductive look. 
 

I grasped her thigh, this time much higher than her knee, feeling her smooth skin and the warmth of her loins. I wrapped my other hand around the left handle as the game began the start up. 
 

Jacqueline was better prepared this time, shaking but not screaming as the vibrations started. Level two game play moves up through the vibrations much more quickly than level one, adding an additional five seconds to the mix. After about nine seconds Jacqueline was screaming again, rocking back and forth and rising up off the handle ever so slightly as she began to bounce upon its unyielding length. As the game continued I watched her tense, holding absolutely still and a look of intense pain crossed her face. Her teeth clenched and I could feel her hand once more curling around my shirt, nails digging into my neck. 
 

There was a high pitched moan that came from her throat. Too my shock her sex began spurting, wet streaming arcs of juice that coated the game console, splattering me as it dripped downward. Jacqueline reached down with one hand, smashing it against her clit, rubbing it hard, just as the game stopped. 
 

It took a lot longer for her to calm down, almost five minutes before she was able to even speak coherently too me. And through it all she remained impaled upon the rod. I knew, perhaps instinctively, that she would demand to experience the final level and I wondered if she could actually survive the extreme intensity of the game. 
 

A puddle of her juices had appeared on the floor in front of the game and the pink fount from which they emerged still gushed from around the silver intruder. The muscles around her sex trembled, slight spasms rippling her skin as if tiny shocks were flying across her body. She looked at me deeply, an intense stare that saw right through my calm veneer to see the feelings of utter desire flooding me. 
 

"Level three," she said. I rang two final credits on the game, selecting the last option, the hardest and longest of the ranges. My hand rested right at her groin, only inches away from her sex. She looked down and lifted my hand, placing it over the curved softness of her right breast. 
 

Her fingers closed around mine and I felt her pushing my digits close, capturing the upturned nipple tightly. She moaned and I grasped the other handle, holding it as tightly as I did her nub. She took hold of my arm this time, her legs closing around the handle as the vibrations started to rock her. On and on the intensity increased, and I found myself pinching her nipple harder and harder as the sound and shaking rose. Halfway through she began panting, then squealing, then letting voice a full throated scream that echoed through the building. 
 

Once more her petals exploded, her legs jerking wide apart and then closed again. I caught sight of the handle, buried, rumbling, and torturing the young beauty and I stared in fascination as her entire body jerked wildly. She let out one last piercing cry and then slumped forward, her body collapsing onto my shoulder. 
 

I held her for a moment, my arms wrapped around her body, holding her upright, feeling the soft tenderness of her body. My nose caught the warm fragrance of her skin, of cream and peaches, mixing with the musky scent of her sex. I held her close as she continued to shake, her entire body reacting to her ordeal. 
 

I didn't want to speak, to break this spell that held us both. I felt a wetness on my shoulder and realized she was crying, hot tears spilling on to me. It was one of those perfect moments, me holding this red crowned beauty, overwhelmed by the sensations, still impaled upon a huge shining shaft that was buried in her soft pink wetness. 
 

Finally, after what seemed like forever, she raised her head and looked me in the eyes. Her tears had abated and what looked like a peaceful acceptance graced her face. 
 

"Are you all right?" I asked her tenderly. 
 

She nodded. "Yes. I'm a little sore, but I'm okay." 
 

"Was this what you wanted?" I asked, perhaps just a little cruelly. 
 

She paused as she considered it. "Yes. The last explosion was maybe just a little much. I almost passed out." Her eyes twinkled and she winked. "But it was the most intense, longest, most incredible orgasm I've ever had." 
 

Together, we lifted her up and I loved the sound of her body releasing its silver intruder. I pulled her off the console, setting her down on the concourse floor, and had to hold her tightly to me to keep her from falling. Her legs shook and she couldn't even hold herself up. She clung to me with a desperate tightness. 
 

I walked her to the restroom by the theater, just a few feet away, helping her all the way in. She leaned herself against the vanity and I grabbed hold of some paper towels, bending down to help clean her off. Her thighs and loins glistened from her juices, and I was especially gentle as I cleaned her. 
 

Her flower was a bright red, and every time I touched it, she jumped, holding on to me. Its sensitivity, doubled or even tripled by the Tower, was more than she could bear and more tears began to flow. I finished cleaning her, planting a kiss against the small bump of her hip. 
 

I had to assist her again as we left the rest room, holding her upright as we made our way across the concourse to her forgotten clothing. I felt like a wayward parent, helping his toddler dressing, as I supported her and pulled on her clothing piece by piece. Finally she was once more attired in her capris and black polo, wrapped in the protecting clothing of her job. I left her sitting on an Iceball, recovering as I gathered her and my belongings. 
 

She was too sore to drive, and I drove her home that night, walking her up the driveway, and supporting her as best I could. At the door she stopped and turned to me, leaning forward and planting a chaste kiss upon my cheek. 
 

"You're the best boss a girl could ever have." 
 


 

 




The Arcade Series
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 Any manager will tell you that profit and loss are two of the main aspects of running a business, even a video arcade. Profit is what you earn after calculating all of your expenses. Loss is what services or product has left your establishment in the company of someone whose ethical understanding of the finer points of ownership is in question. Over the years I’ve had lots of experience with the five fingered lift, the conceal and carry, and even the plain old snatch and run. But nothing disappoints me more than employee theft.

 And employee theft was what I was attempting to catch the afternoon I hid the small video camera. For the last several weeks I had noticed that a few of the more expensive prizes in our redemption counter had mysteriously vanished, despite the patent fact that not enough redemption tickets had been turned in to justify the purchases. I could tell my “loss” was soon going to start eating into my “profit”. Unfortunately, the days the expensive items like the Playstation 2, the iPod, and the small portable television disappeared, the same employee was working, and my suspicion was raised.

 Cops will tell you that there are dumb thieves and lawyers. I was pretty sure I hadn’t hired any attorneys to help me run my arcade, so I figured that I had a dumb thief on my hand. Maybelyn, a beautiful and petite Latino girl, who was constantly being reminded to remove her nose piercing before clocking in, was my prime suspect. She had medium length hair that she customarily wore pulled back into a tight ponytail, and seemed to fit in the khaki pants of our uniform as if they were molded to her petite body. She certainly wasn’t busty, but her curves seemed to match the shape perfectly and her dusky gold colored skin seemed to be begging for a coating of baby oil. I always tried to keep from thinking about my employees in a sexual manner, but with May, it was admittedly difficult.

 My trap was set. A new shipment of prizes had arrived, and knowing the culprit’s taste in personal electronics, I had liberally juiced the redemption counter with all sorts of attractive treats. I had hidden the camera in the marquee of a game directly across from the redemption counter, slipping in a six hour long tape, and actually plugging the camera into a wall socket so I wouldn’t even need to worry about the battery. And catch her I did. I sped through the video the next morning, watching May move in fast forward, greeting guests, doling out prizes, and helping herself to the new Nano iPod. She looked so cute, those dark liquid brown eyes and infectious smile.

 The next day I stocked the counter again, a knowing smile on my face and I greeted her in the customary fashion. She had no idea that the cards were stacked against her as she clocked in. I made my adieu and left her alone, knowing full well that when I made a surprise return right after closing, there would be a good possibility that something else would be missing. Just to make sure, I left the camcorder videotaping again.

 That evening, dressed more comfortably in shorts and a tee shirt, I returned to the arcade right at closing, loitering in the parking lot until the center began to lock up. Funplace, a combination bowling alley, skating rink, theater, and arcade was a monstrosity that took a number of people to run. I knew that May would be ready to leave in about thirty minutes, probably with some of my merchandise. I slipped in and moved into the arcade. Sure enough, another piece of electronic fun was missing from the counter.

 “Jeff? What are you doing here?” May asked, clearly surprised as she came out of the office holding the vacuum cleaner. I’ll give her credit, for a thief, she was a cool customer.

 “Well, I need to talk to you May. Why don’t we step into the office?” I replied. I took the lead and moved through the door into the tiny room I called an office. One side was a tool bench while a small desk in a corner constituted my “personal” space. On top of the four-drawer filing cabinet stood a small combination television VCR that we used to run training tapes.

 May came in, still calm and smiling, and sat down in the small chair I kept next to the desk. I bit my lip and extracted the videotape I had taken the previous evening and slipped it into the VCR and turned on the television. I had it properly cued and Maybelyn watched wide eyed as she saw herself slipping the iPod into her purse.

 I said nothing, merely sitting there with my arms crossed. The tape ended and May turned to look at me, her face a cold mask. Her eyes gave her away though. Those dark brown liquid eyes were tearing up and I could see she was barely holding on to her control.

 “Do you have an explanation?” I asked, arms still crossed, playing the disappointed boss to perfection.

 May licked her lips, her head suddenly looking down as she scuffed her feet on the floor. “I’m sorry. I was just borrowing it.” She replied.

 The classic lie; I wasn’t surprised. “And the digital camera tonight? We’re you just going to borrow that too?” Her eyes widened again. “And what about the Playstation? And the four computer games?”

 From the way the color drained from her face, I knew I didn’t even need video of those thefts. Her expression was indictment enough.

 “You’ve managed to ‘borrow’ without permission over fifteen hundred dollars worth of merchandise, May. That’s a state jail felony. That’s prison time.” I said.

 From the frightened expression on her face I could see that the threat of spending time in jail had never crossed her mind. She slid forward on her seat and I almost thought she would go to her knees.

 “Please! Jeff! I’ll return everything! I swear!” She said, the words tumbling from her lips like petals falling from cherry blossoms.

 I sighed, leaning back. Time and time again I had been faced with this same choice. Do I call the police and permanently damage a kid’s record for life? Or do I accept the promises of restitution and merely ask for a resignation. I’ve made both choices before and frankly, neither worked out very well.

 “Honestly May, I can’t believe you would steal in the first place. I had better expectations of you. Did you steal the stuff to sell?” I asked.

 The first glimmer of tears appeared in her eyes and I steeled myself for the crying fit about to come.

 “N-n-no. I have everything at home.” She replied, her voice breaking as she tried to choke back the breaking sobs. “P-p-please don’t call the p-p-police.”

 If the amount had been smaller, I might have gone along with her request, but fifteen hundred dollars is a lot of money. And I’ve always felt the old adage was true: once a thief, always a thief. The frown on my face was enough to tell May that her pilfering days were over, but I said it anyway.

 “I’m sorry May, but theft is a serious thing. There have to be repercussions for your actions. If I let this slide you won’t learn from it.” I said as the tears started. I could see her lip quivering and a flash of anger in her eye.

 “You mean I have to be punished.” She said with a sniff, her voice accusatory.

 I nodded. “Exactly. What you did was wrong, May. And there has to be a punishment for that immoral action.” I reached for the phone, fully intending to call the police.

 May looked at me, clearly in the midst of a decision. As I started to dial she opened her mouth and uttered a phrase that I was clearly unprepared for.

 “What if I let you punish me?” She asked, the words rushing from her.

 I sat in my chair, an eyebrow cocked in Spock-like incredulity, finger poised above the number nine. “And just exactly how would I punish you?” I asked, my tone sarcastic. The obvious meaning did not even register in my surprised mind.

 She licked her lips and looked up at me. “You could dock my pay.” She said.

 I shrugged, shaking my head. “You will be returning the items you stole anyway. Docking your pay doesn’t seem to be much of a punishment, and frankly firing you will not represent much of a penalty either. Justice must be served.” I said. I pressed the nine button.

 “Wait! Please! I could…” her voice trailed off.

 “Could what?” I asked, my tone clearly impatient as I prepared to press the one.

 “I could let you spank me.” She whispered.

 I have never been more surprised than at that moment. 

 “Excuse me?” I asked.

 “You could spank me.” She said again, this time a little louder, yet still in a submissive quality that seemed far away. 

 My hand dropped away from the phone. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” I replied.

 Sensing my uncertainty, May pressed. “No. I’m serious. When I was younger and did bad things my dad spanked me. I’m asking to take that as a punishment instead of you calling the police.”

 I shook my head. “I’m sorry May, but that is just totally inappropriate. I can’t…”

 She interrupted me. “On my bare bottom.”

 I fell silent, once more dealing with the sex card played upon me. It was the consistent ace in the hole my female employees who violated the rules seemed to delight in playing. From Jacqueline to Becky, and now May, once more I was face to face with a decision that stemmed not from moral latitude, but from the natural impulses of my libido. May’s body had always been something I enjoyed looking at, despite my standing doctrine of never picking up your pussy where you pick up your paycheck, especially when you are the boss. 

 “And you get back all the things I’ve stolen. I swear.” She said quickly.

 I looked up, knowing that I had made the wrong decision even before asking the question. “How many spanks do you think you deserve?” I asked. Even asking made me squirm with guilt.

 “Ten?” She stated, her eyebrow arching. She saw my quick frown and changed her answer. “Twenty.” She said more solidly.

 “Bare bottomed.” I asked trying to establish the exact criteria of her punishment.

 She nodded, her cute face solemn but filled with relief. “Bare bottomed.”

 I pondered her proposal when it suddenly popped into my mind, the perfect setup. I churned the details over and then nodded, my mind already running through the exact circumstances.

 Two months previously, we had received a new game from our overseas distributor. Innocently entitled “Boonga Boonga”, we unpacked it to discover one of the most hilarious and crude games ever invented. Hailing from Japan was a video game of such low taste that I consistently wondered at the Japanese penchant for referring to Westerners as gaijin, a term best translated as foreign barbarian. After unpacking the game we all laughed.

 It was six feet tall with a large monitor in the upper portion of the cabinet. This in itself was not so remarkable. What was clearly the issue was the attached console, in which a large, pink, naked human bottom, complete with legs, was formed of soft, malleable rubber. The object of the game was simple. Select a face from a number of repulsive characters, pick up the large wooden paddle, and smack the rounded rubber ass as hard as you could. The character’s face would make the appropriate grimace and noise and you even won tickets! There was even a thief character!

 Understandably, I had placed this game in the midst of the red rated video games, rather than next to the bowlers and other children’s games. Nevertheless, it was one of the highest earning games in the location, though I was forced to endure a few critical comments from concerned parents. I had even done some research and discovered that the game I possessed was the Americanized version, which was toned down significantly for our more sensitive moral aptitudes. It didn’t take much to purchase the Japanese version upgrade kit which I had yet to install.

 I looked back at my would-be thief. I nodded, deciding right then to give her the choice.

 “All right, May. Here are my terms. First, you return all of the merchandise you stole from me by tomorrow. Second, tonight, you submit to your spanking, twenty smacks on your bare bottom. Third, you will be placed on probation. One mess up from you and you’re fired.”

 May jumped off her seat, nodding her agreement. “Oh thank you! Thank you! Thank you so much!” She started to unbuckle her khaki pants and I held up a hand stopping her.

 “Not in here. This has to be done right. Follow me.” I stood up, seeing the confused expression on her face. I snagged a skein of nylon rope that I had hanging on the tool rack and strode out into the arcade. May followed, her face a mask of confusion.

 The redemption area was dark and I listened for a moment as we crossed the main concourse down into the Pit, the sunken depression we kept our more violent video games. I knew, as late as it was, that all of the other employees of Funplace had gone home, so we wouldn’t be interrupted.

 I led the way to Boonga Boonga, trailed silently by May. When we reached the game I stepped to the side and looked at her as I began to uncoil the rope.

 “Now you can remove your pants.” I said.

 May glanced at the game and realized in a flash what I intended “You’re going to paddle me?”

 I nodded.

 She licked her lips in hesitation and I wondered if I would be calling the cops momentarily. “This is what you agreed too. I can call the cops if you’d prefer.” I said.

 That comment encouraged her to make up her mind and I watched as her fingers moved to the metal belt buckle securing her pants. Quickly she unsnapped it and began pushing the khakis downward, baring a pair of purple colored bikini style panties. She stepped on the heels of her shoes, and then deciding she looked ridiculous in just a shirt, panties, and socks, she removed the soft white cotton sheaths, giving light to her red painted toe nails.

 Her legs were gorgeous and I took a deep breath, willing myself to control. “Now step up to the console and lean over.” I said.

 Maybelyn moved forward, a decidedly uncertain look in her eye which only intensified as I stepped forward and grabbed her right wrist. It took only a moment to wrap the nylon cord around it and then move behind the game to the other side, pulling her up against it perfectly. Her arms were raised slightly, so that she was pulled tight against the frame. When I moved around to the front I was rewarded with the sight of a pretty teenage thief, panty clad, pressing up against the pink ass shaped console of the game at a slight angle. She tugged a bit on the rope and then settled down.

 “Bare bottomed, May. Just like you promised.” I said, stepping up. I reached out to her hips and snagged the purple panties with my fingers. Her skin felt divine, like soft silk, yielding in ways that could only have been imagined before. I could feel her tremble, a delicate shuddering as I tugged downward. Her bronze like skin seemed to glow as I bared her bottom, exposing her seat to my hungry eyes. It was perfectly shaped, perfectly colored, and the perfect target for the Boonga Boonga paddle.

 I lifted the paddle from the side of the game. It was a heavy wooden one, attached with a shielded cord, and I swished it through the air once, causing May to jump. Her head was turned, watching me as I gave a practice swing. Satisfied with my weapon, I positioned myself as if I were a golfer, standing next to her, pulling my arm back in order to deliver the best swing of my life.

 My God, you would have thought I had cut off her leg the way she screamed. I admit, I hit her as hard as I could, which turned both of her buttocks into bright red blotches. Curious, I ran my fingers over her skin as she began to cry but other than the reddening flesh, felt no welts or raising. I lifted the paddle again and she thrashed, making it harder to aim, but I managed.

 I don’t think I hit has hard on my second swing, but May’s fresh cry of agony filled the darkened arcade. She was sobbing now, long drawn out wails as I ran my hand over her bottom, trying to help the sting disappear. I could feel the heat though. As I raised my paddle a third time she moved to the side in an attempt to get away.

 I lowered the paddle. “Get back in position or I’ll call the cops.”

 May’s tear streaked face glanced at me and I could tell she was considering her options. Finally she moved back to the console, once more pressing her groin up to the rubber bottom. While she had moved away I had seen the trimmed triangle of her bush, and a bit of the golden and pink petals of her sex.

 I softened the next shot deliberately. She still reacted, arching her back and pulling hard on the rope. Her foot stamped on the ground in a desperate and ineffective attempt to rid herself of the pain. I rubbed the paddle over her bottom in circular motions as she calmed. As soon as I could tell she had recovered, I pulled the paddle back and then slammed it once more into her butt.

 If the tortures of the Inquest inspired such cries, I had no doubt that ear protectors would have been worn during the medieval ages. May screamed, begging me to stop, blubbering through her tears. I could see that her bottom was cherry red, but my anger and disappointment kept me from feeling sorry for her. She wanted punishment? I was going to give it to her. I swung again, letting the paddle catch the underside of her buttocks, lifting her up in a powerful slice that left her gasping for air. She slumped against the game, practically hanging from the rope.

 “P-p-please...” she gasped, her voice a bare whisper. “I c-c-can’t take any m-m-more.” 

 “Geeze, May. You’ve only had five. You agreed to twenty.” I said. May turned her hand and looked at me, her dark brown eyes filled with water, her tear splashed cheeks pink and swollen. 

 “P-p-please? Anything?” She asked, sniffling.

 There are other men who would have taken advantage of May to indulge in a little personal satisfaction. I admit I was tempted. She was in a state that she would have accepted anything. But I have always been steadfast in my moral ground and would never influence a girl to engage in sexual intercourse with me under such circumstances. I sighed, thinking about my options. I moved to the back of the game, opening the rear access door and removed the still boxed up Boonga Boonga upgrade kit.

 I dropped it on the bar table which sat nearby as Maybelyn watched with tearful curiosity. Carefully, I opened the cardboard container and extracted the white object which, in the Japanese version, was the original interface device. There was also a replacement console in the box, a new bottom, this time with an additional feature not present in the American version. The Japanese model had a hole, right in the center of the bottom, simulating in perfect positioning the anal entrance. I left the console in the box and removed the interface device. Instead of a paddle, a thick, hard plastic hand with a single finger pointing directly out left nothing to the imagination. In the Japanese version, the object of the game was to ram the finger as hard and as deeply as possible into the anus of your character.

 May’s eyes widened. “What’s that?” She asked, her voice a frightened murmur. 

 I held it up and brought it over. “It’s your other option.” I said. I moved it close so she could see the width of the protruding finger. “Either you take your spanking, or I can use this on you.”

 You could see her mind churning. I could tell she was weighing the alternatives and finally she nodded. 
 With a grin I moved behind her, lowering the finger shaped penetrator. I let it touch the base of her spine and then moved it downward toward her bottom.

 But to my surprise, Maybelyn arched her back and lifted her hips, changing the trajectory of the game phallus toward an opening different than the one I had intended. My eyes widened in surprise as she pushed back against me and the first inch of the finger slipped deeply into her sex, spreading her petals apart. She groaned and I couldn’t help myself but to push deeply, slowly letting the long five inch finger plough through her pussy. She rocked her hips and I followed her movements, letting her fuck herself on my simulated hand. I held still as her golden rump pivoted back and forth, impaling itself on the white plastic.

 To my surprise, she came. A quick and violent gasp and shudder that made my cock hard. I gave the finger a quick shove and she let out another moan. Finally, she slumped against the game in orgasmic bliss. 

 She lifted her head and turned to look at me over her shoulder. “You can take it out now. That was a lot more than fifteen.” She said.

 I looked at her quizzically. “What are you talking about?” I asked, clearly confused.

 She gave her hips a little twist and I felt the plastic hand move against my clutching fingers.

 “That was a lot more than fifteen thrusts.” She replied.

 It suddenly dawned on me what she was talking about. I chuckled softly and the shook my head. “Oh no, May. That’s not how this works.” I pulled the finger out of her pussy, a thick wet sucking sound filling my ears. I held it up, wet and shiny. “This goes in your ass.”

 I repositioned the finger as her eyes widened and she began a vociferous protest. Slowly, I pushed while my other arm wrapped around her waist. She tightened up, thrashing against me and I stopped.

 “So you’re asking to receive the spanking instead?” I asked. Maybelyn burst into a fresh set of tears, sobbing, begging me to let her go. I held steadfast, knowing that the only way she would be released from the Boonga Boonga game was to let me play it, with her as the pink console. I didn’t care whether we played the Japanese or the American versions.

 “Choose right now, May. The paddle or the finger?” I demanded, once more pushing the tip of the finger against the small brown button of her bottom. She stiffened.

 “Will it hurt less?” She asked, her voice the pleading soft sound of suffering humiliation.

 It was a good question. I had no idea. Never having anything stuck up my ass before, I certainly did not have a common frame of reference in which to formulate an answer.

 “I’m not sure, though there are a lot of sex toys for a girl’s bottom, so it can’t be that bad.” I replied. I pushed slightly again, feeling her open up just a bit. I decided to press on.

 “So do you want the paddle or up the ass?” I asked again.

 May shivered and then delivered her answer by arching her hips and bending over as far as the game would let her. “In the ass.”

 So I pushed. Not hard. The first penetration was going to be difficult, despite the copious amounts of cunt juice which liberally lubricated my prosthetic finger. I twisted it as it went in, back and forth as she groaned. Once I was past the tight ring of muscles, I moved a bit quicker and drove the tip in deep until the folded fingers of the rest of the hand were snuggly pressed against the steamy petals of her sex.

 I could see she was uncomfortable, but there was also an expression of sexual tension in her face. The previous orgasm had excited her, and I could tell that it hadn’t been enough. I let out an explosive breath and remembered that this was intended to be a punishment. I pulled the finger almost completely out, until only an inch remained embedded in her body, and then I rammed it back in hard.

 It counted as the seventh stroke and it certainly was classified as punishment, and not reward. May screamed, arching away in a desperate attempt to flee, only to be stopped by the game and her bound wrists. I held her hips with one hand, the plastic finger still buried in her ass as she cried. As soon as I sensed her settling down, I did it again.

 You might consider me to be cruel, but I can assure you that what I was doing, I was doing for her sake. Like corporal punishment on a child, there needs to be a negative reinforcer associated with bad behavior. If the last physical action inflicted upon her body had been the pleasurable sensation of orgasm, she would have a positive reinforcer, encouraging the bad behavior. By ramming the five inch long, inch thick white plastic rod as hard as I could into her bottom, I was providing years of negative reinforcement.

 We still had twelve strokes to go and I could tell that her bottom was in agony. I didn’t really care. Whether it was inflicted from a paddle or a phallus, it meant the same thing. I pulled the finger outward, only to have her jerk and force it out completely. She pulled away and glared at me over her arm, eyes brimming with spilled tears and anger.

 I lifted the paddle again. “Paddle or the finger.” I asked. She shook her head, her chest heaving with the sobs. “Look, its one or the other, or a call to the police.” I reminded her. I admit, it was a cowardly dishonest statement. After sodomizing her, I could no more have called the police than she could have. But ignorance of the law is no excuse and so I figured that if the government’s policy worked that way, mine could as well. She trembled, shaking, hanging from her wrists as I continued to hold her choices out for her.

 “Wouldn’t you r-r-rather fuck me?” She suddenly asked.

 I nodded. “I would love to fuck you silly, May. But the problem is that having sex with you would create a lot of problems for me, not to mention that it wouldn’t exactly be a punishment now would it?”

 May shook her head, desperate. “Yes it would!” She stammered.

 My eyes narrowed and I glared at her. “Thanks. I appreciate the sentiment.” I snarled.

 “No! Wait! I didn’t mean it like that!” She stammered. 

 I didn’t care, I lifted the paddle and quickly swung it, catching her across both cheeks with another swat from hell.

 I began at that point to understand why sadists gagged their victims. Maybelyn’s voice was becoming a high pitched squeal and I leaned up against the Boonga Boonga game while she slowly calmed back down. 

 “Fuck you! I hate you!” She yelled. 

 “You still have eleven strokes left.” I replied calmly. Her eyes were rimmed with red and I could see the lines of the rope etched in pink on her wrists. Suddenly I felt sorry for her. I sighed. “Tell you what, we can make a deal. You allow me to remove your shirt and bra, and we drop the strokes from twenty to fifteen. That will bring you from eleven to six. Over half way done.” I said.

 May glanced up at me. “Just six?” She asked, her voice a whisper. I nodded.

 “Just six.” 

 It took her a moment to decide and then she nodded, her head bobbing up and down. With a slight smile I moved forward and quickly began to unbutton the white blouse that encased her breasts. I could detect the scent of her perfume, the fruit like essence of her hair, and of course the hot musky scent of her sex. I lifted the blouse upward until it entwined around her still bound forearms. It took only a moment to unsnap her bra and suddenly the two most luscious globes of honey colored perfection were swinging free, nipples hardened in humiliated stimulation. It was titillating.

 I had to seriously repress the urge to fondle her. Her breasts were the perfect size too, just big enough to completely fill my hand. I wondered for just a moment on whether I should take her up on the offer to have sex, but my steadfast rule popped to the forefront of my mind. She could always claim rape, and that, would be hard to fight against.

 So instead, I picked up both the paddle and the finger and once more held them out. She stared at them for a moment and then inclined her head. I was surprised at her choice, since I personally would have chosen the paddle, but we each march to the beat of a different spanker. I moved behind her once more, one arm around her waist while I positioned the still moist synthetic finger at the small brown opening between her cheeks. Once more I pushed, feeling her strain to relax, until the tip popped in. I pushed hard, sending the phallus deep into her quickly, yet not with the same force I used earlier. She gasped and stiffened and I pulled it out most of the way and pumped again. 

 She squirmed, but I could tell it was merely her body’s involuntary reaction to get away from the undesired penetration. However it gave me the opportunity I hoped for, and to get a better grip on my Latino darling my left hand rose to firmly grasp her right breast. I pushed the finger home again, holding her tightly, my thumb and forefinger pinching ever so softly the tender nub of her nipple.

 Three more thrusts. I was keeping careful count. I held her as I thrust again, the white column slipping into the stretched opening between her buttocks. She jerked and whimpered, her body almost totally limp as I fucked her. My hard cock was pressed against her through the cotton of my slacks and I felt the beat of my blood as I suddenly wished it was my own flesh pumping into this little vixen. I shook my head and pulled, repositioning the finger for another forward injection. With only two left, I wanted this one to hurt.

 I stuffed it deep, the bent plastic fingers of the rest of the hand mashed against her sex and I held it in place, grinding it. May went crazy, bucking against me, crying out as I speared her. For half a minute I held it, feeling her body shake, holding and squeezing her breast, pinching her nipple, knowing the pain was radiating through her like lightning. Then I pulled out completely, the finger leaving her body with a squelching closure.

 She fell against the game, leaning over the pink control panel. Her body quivered as she turned to look at me.

 “Is it over?” She asked, her voice betraying the hurt she was feeling.

 I shook my head. “One left. I thought you deserved the right to choose the paddle or the finger again.

 She burst into a fresh set of tears. “Why didn’t you just finish it? Why are you torturing me?” I let her cry.

 “This is a punishment. One that you agreed too. Do you think jail would have been any nicer? Or how about spending the rest of your life writing ‘arrested and convicted of felony theft’ on every job application you filled out?” I replied in a scoffing tone.

 The weeping continued and I stood there waiting. Finally I made as if to pick up the paddle and she shook her head, once more indicating she wanted an ass fucking. I couldn’t help smiling. Spanking a fresh beautiful bottom belonging to a drop dead gorgeous cutie was certainly something no man would pass up, but given the opportunity to ram something up that same butt no man would settle for just a spanking! May braced herself against the game and I could see she was concentrating on relaxing her bottom, opening herself. Her anus was swollen and huge and I had no doubt that my plastic finger fucker would fit, even if I needed to apply a little force to get it in there. What had previously been a tight squeeze was now a gaping hole.

 I moved fast, from several inches away, with no warning. Maybelyn’s scream was practically music to my ears, despite its decibel level being several degrees above a rock concert. The finger sank home perfectly, stretching her, probing her, impaling her perfect rounded ass. I held it place as she sobbed, pulling hard on the ropes binding her wrists, and I held her tightly.

 She relaxed as the pain faded, despite the probe still being embedded deeply in her bottom, and I shifted my grip, holding the white plastic hand into her bottom with my thigh. My right arm went around her to cup her left breast as I gently thumbed her nipple and my left hand twisted downward between her legs to softly stroke the still damp and protruding nodule of flesh at the top of her slit. She moaned as my fingers danced across her and I felt a sudden surge of wetness coating the fingers of my left hand. I leaned against her and put my mouth to her ear as I stroked her clit.

 “Are you sorry for stealing?” I asked. 

 Maybelyn moaned, nodding, her head rolling lightly as I pleasured her.

 “Do you think you were punished enough for what you did?” My finger slipped into her sex, probing. I could feel the shape of the plastic finger through the wall of her pussy. She whimpered slightly and nodded, her breath coming in sharp little gasps that betrayed her excitement.

 I pinched her nipple as my thumb pressed against her clit, and I added a second finger to her depths. She spread her legs and I moved against her, causing the plastic probe in her bottom to shift slightly. There was an erotic tension filling her and I heard her murmur.

 “What?” I asked, not understanding her muttered comment.

 Her eyes were closed and she pushed backward against me. “I’ll take the last five strokes if you keep your left hand inside me.” She said softly, her body pliant.

 I swallowed hard. “Do you want the paddle or the plastic finger?”

 She moaned again and I knew the answer. I swiveled my body around until my right hand once more grasped the handle of the prosthetic hand. Tenderly, I drew it outward, leaving only an inch left. As I pushed it back in, just as slowly, my left hand pumped inside her, eliciting a longing cry from the bound and punished thief. I felt her clenching around my fingers as I moved the anal phallus again, drawing it outward and then plunging it in. She gasped and I could tell she was close to orgasm. She moved against me and I knew that it was the combination of the plastic finger in her bottom and the real ones in her sex that was causing the onslaught of sensation. I twirled my knuckles, pressing against her clit as I delivered the fourth full length thrust into her ass. My own breathing was hard as I fought the overwhelming urges of lust thrumming through my veins. The final push of both my fingers and the plastic phallus sent Maybelyn into orgasmic paradise, spiraling up through the clouds of pleasure. My hand felt the spurting juices of her explosion and she tightened up so hard around the plastic finger that no amount of pulling would have removed it from her bottom.

 Then she collapsed against the game, spent and tired. I gently removed the plastic prosthetic hand, dropping it on the carpet. The scent of her ordeal filled my nostrils and I extracted my hand from her still dripping cunt. My fingers were coated in her sexual wetness and I turned away from her, moving across the arcade and up the steps to cross the main concourse to retrieve a roll of paper towels from the redemption counter. I cleaned myself off as I returned to my bound thief, my penitent thief. With gentle and constant caresses, I cleaned her body, patting her thighs dry, running my fingers over her as she seemed to doze against the game. Finally it was time to release her, my fingers finding the intricate knots that held her and freeing them.

 May looked at me as she stood up straight, her eyes seemingly distant. I paused, wondering what she would say. But it was me who made the first comment, to break the silence.

 “So, did you learn from your experience?” I asked, my voice distant and cold, despite my desire to sweep her up into my arms.

 Maybelyn looked at me, eyes still red from her tears, yet dry now that her ordeal was over. She nodded, still silent, perhaps not trusting herself to speak. She pulled her shirt down over her breasts and turned around, reaching for her panties. She gathered her clothing and immediately began to dress, ignoring my presence. Somewhat irritated I moved around until I faced her once again and I leaned down slightly. To my astonishment, there was a smile on her face! I couldn’t believe it and I bent down further, a look of stunned dubiety on my visage.

 “May?” I asked as she stood up tall, pulling her khaki pants up her body to snap securely around her waist. She looked at me expectantly.

 I gave a grunt and put my hands on my waist. “Well, I hope you’ve learned your lesson. Are you ever going to steal again?” I demanded.

 She gave her dark hair a soft toss. “I can almost guarantee it, Jeff. Especially if the punishment will be anything like what I just received.” Her voice was strong, almost cheerful. She stepped up close to me and planted a chaste kiss on my cheek that seemed to burn.

 “But tomorrow night, after I steal something, it better be your cock in my ass, and not that stupid game.” The words were whispered in my ear and then she pulled away.

 “Night, Jeff. I’ll bring everything in tomorrow.” May turned and walked out of the Pit, gingerly climbing the small stair case to the main concourse and heading toward the exit.

 For some time I stood there, lost in thought, remembering the experience. Carefully, I cleaned the plastic hand and then spent an hour replacing the whole Americanized console with the Japanese version. The pink bottom with the obvious hole in the center reminded me exactly of what had happened, and does to this very day.

 No doubt you’re wondering if I ever caught Maybelyn stealing. You would think that enduring such a bitter painful punishment would discourage even the most tempted thief from ever pilfering again. I inflicted such humiliation and punishment upon her that I’m almost ashamed of myself.

 But what I said before, about the old adage? It’s true. Once a thief, always a thief.


 

The End.

 


 


 Author’s Note: No doubt many of you are wondering about the atrocity of a video game “Boonga Boonga”. To my dismay and sense of humor, such a game really does exist and thus provided me the perfect inspiration for the third story in the Arcade Series. A friend of mine who runs video arcades mentioned the game to me and even provided a link to a website that had pictures! The different versions of the game described here are accurate as well, though I took some liberties with the color scheme. If you doubt me, just “google” boonga boonga and be prepared…


 





If you enjoyed “Boonga Boonga” please read the other two stories in the series: “The Arcade Series: Tower of Terror” and “The Arcade Series: DDR”


 





Yours Faithfully,


 





Michael Alexander


 





 


The Arcade Series: The Crane
 

It is rarely a good thing when the phone rings in the middle of the night. Unless you happen to be an insomniac or the night shift guard at some warehouse, the dulcet tones of the phone at two in the morning, waking you from a sound sleep, is almost like fingernails on a blackboard. For me that sound was the death knell I dreaded more than anything else: work, invading my personal time and space for some trivial irascible matter. I had gone to bed around eleven o’clock that night after spending a fascinating four hours playing Halo. Halo is especially captivating after you’ve had a few beers. And at one forty-five in the morning, I was feeling less than friendly as I picked up my cell phone and flipped it open.


 

 “This is Jeff” I said, or at least I hope I said. It was entirely possible that it came out as an unintelligible mumble.


 

 “Hello Jeff, this is Fadi, from FunPlace. I just wanted to call you and let you know that three of your employees have left their cars in our parking lot and please remind them that this is not allowed.” His voice was totally serious.


 

 I blinked, trying hard to kick start my mind into gear. Fadi was one of the night managers at FunPlace, a huge mega-entertainment facility that hosted a wide variety of wallet emptying fun, including my arcade. Fadi’s thick Indian accent made what he said into something that could only remotely be called “Engrish”, but having dealt with the man on several occasions I was slowly picking up his vocal idiosyncrasies. Worse, this phone call was exactly the kind of bullshit I had to put up with as a business partner of FunPlace. My arcade was technically a revenue share business, meaning that I split the revenue in exchange for a place to set up. It made me somewhat independent, and Fadi resented it. Tonight’s phone call was a perfect example, as if calling me at two o’clock in the morning to complain about cars being parked over night at the facility was an issue I could do nothing about right this minute. It sure as hell could have waited till the morning.


 

 “Uhhh…All right, Fadi. You had to call me at two o’clock in the morning to tell me this?” To be honest, I was pretty sure Fadi didn’t care. I didn’t work for him, nor did he work for me, and he probably enjoyed the opportunity to needle me a little. He resented my independent streak and the ability to buck the establishment.


 

 “Oh no, the real reason I called was to tell you that you left your digital camera on one of the air hockey tables in the Main Concourse. I wanted to tell you that I put it on your prize counter.”


 

 Why would the digital camera be out on an air hockey table? I asked myself. I had purchased a cheap digital camera a year or so ago in order to take pictures of some of our tournaments and parties. It was just one of those little extras I did. I normally kept the camera locked up in the office. It wasn’t an expensive one, so it wasn’t worth stealing, but it shouldn’t have been left on a game out on the main concourse.


 

 “Thanks Fadi. Are you sure the girls aren’t still there?” I asked, suddenly concerned. It was, or actually had been, a Friday night and Jacqueline, Becky, and May had been scheduled to close. Jackie was a freckled faced natural red-head with one of those rarely seen Irish bodies, neither too thin nor too fat. She was my lead attendant and usually very responsible. Becky was my wild child, a stunning brunette with a fashion sense that leaned more toward black leather and handcuffs, and Maybelyn was a Latino girl with golden skin, a few interestingly placed tattoos, and a derrière made for spanking.


 

 “No, they are not here, but I also had to turn the lights off…and some of the games.” Fadi replied. “You need to make sure your employees turn off the electricity. It is very expensive.”


 

 I grunted something non-committal as my mind churned over the new information. Sitting up, I finished brushing the cobwebs from my mind.


 

 “All right, Fadi” I said. “Thanks for the tips. I’ll make sure everything is taken care of.” I hoped my tone was polite enough. There was a few seconds of silence and then Fadi hung up.


 

 “Bastard” I muttered as I put down my cell phone. 


 

 It took me only five minutes to put on something a bit more respectable than a pair of boxers and I grabbed my phone and keys and headed down to the car. Fadi’s little report had me concerned, especially with Jackie leaving the lights on. Something wasn’t right and I intended to find out what was going on.


 

 The drive to FunPlace was quiet considering the time of night and I found myself pulling up to the massive entertainment mall within fifteen minutes. The silent slide skeletons of the closed water park next door stood as a testament toward mismanagement. Once owned together, both the FunPlace and the WaterPark were now deteriorating separately due to taxes, demographics, poor location, and poor operation. It made me depressed just looking at it. Of course my section of the FunPlace was well run and made a profit.


 

 As I expected, FunPlace was locked up tight and deserted. Only three cars still sat parked in the lot and the funky stickers and strange colors made it easy to identify all three. With a sigh, I made my way up to the main door and unlocked it. It took only a moment to deactivate the alarm system and step into the center court.


 

 FunPlace is huge, and when you first enter it’s easy to be a little overwhelmed. The massive center court is filled with tables, a small train for kids to ride, and a Ferris Wheel. That, along with a stage, and two long staircases leading up to a dance hall, made for some pretty impressive architecture. I never said FunPlace wasn’t cool with lots of potential. To the left, one could pass another row of kiddie amusement rides before finding a fully functional bowling alley. To the right, was my arcade along with a skating rink, a huge gerbil run type playground, a small movie theater currently showing the best of Bollywood, and a boutique sporting the latest fashions of Pakistan. Yeah. Quality entertainment.


 

 As I expected, all the lights were off. Fadi would have made sure everything was turned off and locked down tight before leaving, so I made my way to the arcade office. I grabbed the digital camera off the prize counter as I strolled by, intent on checking the computer to see if my errant employees had clocked out.


 

 A few minutes later I sat concerned, seeing that all three of my girls were still clocked in, racking up the minutes. I sat back in my chair and turned on the camera. Perhaps they had used it that evening. It wasn’t that odd a concept. I frequently asked the staff to take pictures of particularly cloying or cute scenes to use for advertising.


 

 As the small LCD screen on the back hummed to life I let out an explosive gasp. Thank God Fadi hadn’t checked the pictures! There, in perfect color, was a picture of one of my merchandise cranes, a monstrosity called “The Big One”. It was the size of a small bedroom and contained a prize claw that could pick up large plush dolls. I’m sure you’ve seen those large dolls you can win at carnivals. This crane was designed to grab those.


 

 Currently the Big One was stocked with a mishmash of SpongeBob Squarepants, Loony Tunes, and Disney Characters. But the photo on the tiny screen showed a fascinating addition: three totally naked girls, each posing with her arms up, breasts pressed impishly against the glass. I quickly scrolled backward through the shots, finding close-ups of each young lady posing solo inside the crane, their batting eyelashes and pouty looks clearly seductive, fun, and naughty. All together there were almost two dozen shots. It appeared that the girls had decided to end their impromptu photo shoot by setting automatic timer for a few frames that had all three of them posing inside the crane.


 




 

 To be honest, I had seen each one of these three girls naked before, which I realize is something not many bosses can say about their employees. Please understand that the circumstances in each situation were unique, and I never did anything REALLY improper. Probably. But truth be told, those stories have already been related, from Jacqueline’s manipulating me into helping her “ride” Tower of Terror, to Becky’s stripping routine on Dance Dance Revolution, to May’s former pilfering and subsequent corporal punishment (I did say her ass was spankable, did I not?) on Boonga Boonga. 


 

 However, past experience not withstanding, I quickly uploaded the photos to the computer and sent them via email to my personal account, making sure to delete everything immediately afterward. I still am a careful kind of guy. I did leave the photos on the camera though. I didn’t want the girls knowing I had availed myself of the opportunity. I said I was there boss. I didn’t say I was dead or stupid.


 

 For a moment, I examined the photos again and in the very last shot with the three of them I realized in a flash where they were. The door of the Big One was closed, and due to some poor mechanical work on my part, was not openable from the inside. We had lost a key a few weeks prior and since the lock was manufactured in Europe, I had to opt for an American replacement. There were obviously still a few kinks to work out. It was this fact that had entrapped my darling employees, and though there was another way out, especially for slim, athletic, young teenagers, I could understand their predicament.


 

 I put the camera down and headed out of the office. A quick side trip to the electrical room brought up the lights and I made my way to the Big One. Sure enough, buried in piles of SpongeBob Squarepants, Bugs Bunny, and Mickey Mouse were Jacqueline, May, and Becky. All three were scrunching down into the plush trying desperately to hide when I rapped on the glass.


 

 “I can’t wait to hear your explanation for this one.” I said loudly, my voice undoubtedly carrying beyond the glass. Jackie’s head popped up from under the sea of stuffed dolls.


 

 “Jeff! Thank God!” She exclaimed. Both Becky and May looked up as well, moving dolls from in front of their faces. “The door locked on us! Let us out.” 


 

 “Please Jeff?” Begged Maybelyn, her dark brown eyes looking as if she were on the verge of tears. Only Becky’s expression seemed dark, with a smoldering anger in her eyes.


 

 I held up my hands. “Fadi put the camera on the prize counter. What possessed you three to do such a thing?”


 

 Both Jackie and May looked sheepish, while Becky blushed. May pointed at Becky. “It was her idea. We thought some sexy pictures would be fun,” May said.


 

 “Hmmm…something for your Facebook page. I see” I replied, somewhat cruelly. Finally I shrugged. “All right, well let me get the crane keys and I’ll let you out.” I turned and started for the office when Jackie called out to me.


 

 “Jeff! Jeff! Umm….well…” she said, looking embarrassed. She lifted her hand and I could see the key ring dangling from her fingers.


 

 I sighed. The keys being inside the crane was a bit of an inconvenience, but still didn’t preclude my young ladies escaping. The solution was a bit novel, but could be fun as well. I turned on the game.


 

 “Well, that means that to get you and the keys out, I’ll have to win one of you” I said.


 

 “Win one of us? What do you mean?” demanded Becky, who still sat closest to the door.


 

 Jackie rolled her eyes. “He means that one of us has to go out through the prize door, stupid.” Becky’s eyes flashed again in anger, but Jackie was already standing up, her naked body now glowing in the lights of the crane. 


 

 As I mentioned, this was certainly not the first time I had seen Jacqueline nude, but the sight of her naked body was enough to immediately get me hard. I have always had a weakness for red-heads, and Jackie’s pale skin, dotted with freckles, perfectly proportioned, was enough to stimulate any male. The waft of trimmed auburn hair right above the perfectly shaved slit of her sex was testament to her Irish heritage, and I couldn’t help swallowing hard as she climbed over the sea of plush to get to the prize door.


 

 The Big One had a unique system to prevent customers from being able to climb in and steal prizes. There were technically two prize doors, an outer door made of wood, and an inner door made of metal. In rest mode, the inner door was open, which locked the wooden outer door, preventing people from climbing in. If a prize was won, then the inner metal door would close, enabling the outer door to be lifted. For Jacqueline, this meant climbing into the prize chute, curling up into a tight little ball, and letting the inner door close over her. Then she had to hope I would open the outer wooden door.


 

 I watched her climb in as I coined up the game, giving the joystick controlling the crane claw only a twitch as I let it drop down. I wasn’t trying to win any plush since my major prize of the night was already in the chute. Jackie squatted down, the long curve of her shoulders and back disappearing as the metal doors closed above her. I quickly reached down and grabbed hold of the outer door, sliding it up and Jackie practically tumbled out of the crane, her naked body spilling out onto the floor. I reached out a hand and was rewarded with a stunning smile as I pulled her up. Then my night got even better as Jackie grabbed me in a bear hug. As my fingers touched her spine it was everything I could do to prevent my hands from going lower to cup her bottom.


 

 She held up the keys as Becky gave out an exasperated sigh and rapped hard on the glass. With a grin I took the keys from Jackie and opened the crane door.


 

 “Well it’s about time,” Becky said, standing up. She tossed aside the SpongeBob Squarepants doll and showed me (for the second time) her outstanding breasts. Becky was my brunette, lustrous brown hair that was like milk chocolate, pale skin that was freckle free, taller and lusher than Jacqueline. She crossed one arm across her nipples and stepped out of the crane, hurrying toward the office. I let out a small chuckle as I watched her perfectly formed ass jiggle its way down the concourse.


 

 Maybelyn was still deep in the crane and she stood without even a tad bit of modesty. May’s Latina roots were clearly in evidence, her dark black hair and olive colored skin seeming to glow in the bright spot lights of the crane. With a laugh, she made her way through the plush dolls until she got to the door, joining Jackie and me. 


 

 “Thanks, Jeff. We really appreciate you coming to save us. This makes you our hero,” May said, her voice a little breathy.


 

 “He’s definitely MY hero.” Jackie said, turning to look up at me with a dazzling megawatt smile. “Think we should reward him for saving the damsels in distress?” Jackie asked May. 


 

 May nodded. “Oh yes. That’s something I’ve wanted to do for a long time.” Both girls turned and looked at me with intense eyes.


 

 No doubt most of you are suddenly saying, “Oh yeah. Sure. Right” and I completely understand that. If you’ve read my other tales of these three girls you will know that I have never, ever, had sex with them. Okay, to be honest, Jackie never offered, and when May offered, I was dealing with her errant ways. I know how crazy this sounds, but the look on these girl’s faces meant that my resistance was over, whether I liked it or not.


 

 May reached out and grabbed my shirt, pulling me practically into the doorway of the crane as she stood on tip toe, pressing her soft lips to mine. As I melted in her embrace I felt fingers fluttering around my already hard cock, and then my belt being unbuckled. When May’s mouth released mine, I glanced down to see Jacqueline in the process of tugging my jeans down. I think I started to say something, but it was lost in another kiss, and both girls pushed and pulled me into the crane where I went crashing down onto a pile of SpongeBob Squarepants dolls. I twisted around, gazing up at my two sex goddesses.


 

 Maybelyn turned toward Jackie. “Which half do you want?” she asked politely, her eyes flashing.


 

 Jacqueline laughed and pointed downward. “I’ll take the top,” she said, climbing into the crane and wading her way through the plush. Maybelyn dropped down and I felt her hands on me, moving upward, grabbing hold of my boxers and pulling them roughly down. My cock sprang upward as it was released, saying more surely than words ever could that I wanted these two girls.


 

 As I felt May’s fingers grasp my shaft I was suddenly rewarded with a sight of Jacqueline that I had never expected. She stepped over me, straddling my head, letting me see up into the crevasse of her sex. Slowly, she dropped as I reached up, running my hands up her legs, until she settled herself directly upon my mouth, the soft wet petals of her flower pressed against my lips.


 

 I felt something warm and wet around my cock and I felt a tongue swirl against the tip. I moaned, something Jackie evidently appreciated, and I felt May’s fingers caress my balls, lightly brushing against them. I rocked in bliss for a few moments, relishing the taste of Jacqueline’s body as May bobbed up and down on my cock, her mouth treating me to shivers of pleasure that raced upward through me. My fingers clenched around Jackie’s buttocks, kneading them as I pulled her even harder against my mouth. I sucked her clit between my teeth, stabbing it with my tongue even as the petite red-head cried out, rocking against me.


 

 My cock felt cold for a moment as May released it, and I was only barely aware of her movement until I felt something totally different against the tip of my shaft. It was soft, wet, and warm, and clearly not Maybelyn’s mouth. I groaned again as May impaled herself upon my shaft, moving up and down too a Latin beat that only she could hear. I tightened my grip on Jackie, my hands roaming up over her body, only to encounter May’s fingers tightly grasping Jacqueline’s nipples. Together we moved, rocking back and forth in steady motion until Jackie cried out, her hands cupping May’s, clearly in the throes of orgasm. I kept up the stimulation, knowing how much Jackie could take, trying desperately not to explode myself. Just as I was about to come, totally unable to hold myself back, I felt Maybelyn shudder and let out her own matching cries. I pumped hard, not even worrying as I popped, launching copious amounts of fluid deep into May’s body. As I cried out my release, May let out a final scream and then collapsed, almost tumbling against Jackie, her body still wrapped around my wilting member.


 

 It was the sudden flash of light that caught my attention, and I opened my eyes to see Becky standing at the window holding the digital camera. Over and over it clicked as she recorded every little detail of our tryst. Jackie leapt upward, leaving a dripping trail that splattered over the plush dolls, as she dove for the door. Becky beat her to it, slamming it shut, trapping us inside the crane.


 

 I rolled Maybelyn off me. She was only just starting to realize what had happened and I stood up. Becky gave me a dirty look and grinned.


 

 “I imagine that these photos will get you fired Jeff, something I’m looking forward too!” Becky snarled. Clearly, she was still upset about the Dance Dance Revolution videotape I had made of her. Becky flounced away, already dressed and looking like she intended to leave.


 

 I shoved Spongebob Squarepants out of the way as I tugged my boxers and jeans back up, moving toward the prize door. “Jackie!” I called out, motioning the angry red-haired vixen over to me. I grabbed her around the waist, not even bothering to explain as I lifted her up and deposited her back into the prize chute. With expertise that my girls didn’t have, I manually shut the interior metal door over Jackie, who once more was curled up in a ball, and then lifted the wooden outer door from the inside, freeing Jacqueline. I quickly reset the prize doors.


 

 Jackie sprinted out of sight as Maybelyn came over. “Get the keys and let me out! And help Jackie!” I ordered as I helped her into the prize chute. Maybelyn’s face held a smoldering expression and I quickly repeated the process I used to free Jacqueline. May rolled out from the game and ran off around the corner, disappearing from view.


 

 The next five minutes were the longest of my life. There was no way for me to escape the crane through the prize chute, since my larger girth would prevent me from being able to close the metal inner door enough to release the lock on the outer door. And due to my own tinkering the front door of the crane wouldn’t open unless unlocked from the outside. I sat down, pushing SpongeBob Squarepants aside, wondering if I would only be discovered the next morning.


 

 A loud ruckus came from around the corner and I stood, my face pressed against the glass as I watched in wide eyed astonishment the strange tableau in front of me. Both Maybelyn and Jackie, still totally naked, were dragging Becky back toward the crane. Becky was clearly fighting them, but her hands were secured behind her back and I suspected that set of real handcuffs that I had seen her wearing on occasion was being used. Sure enough, my eyes caught sight of the silver bracelets as Jackie and May held her upright in front of the crane. 


 

 “Where are the keys!” demanded Jacqueline, giving Becky a shake.


 

 Becky sneered at Jackie and pressed her lips tightly together. Jackie merely glanced at May who nodded and walked off toward the office.


 

 I placed my hands on my hips and shook my head. “Wow, Becky. I’m impressed. This whole little escapade has certainly not turned out well.”


 

 If looks could kill, I’d be dead, but since they don’t, all Becky did was earn a smack from Jacqueline; across the face. Becky twisted away, but Jackie kicked her in the back of the leg and Becky went to her knees on the hard cold concourse tile.


 

May, still gloriously naked, appeared holding a skein of rope. It was a long piece of nylon that I used when transporting games to one of our company’s other locations. Video games sliding around a van can do a lot of damage. I wasn’t sure what Jackie had in mind but she and May grabbed Becky and lifted her up, pulling her backward until they stopped in front of a game called WaterBlast.


 

 WaterBlast was another one of my technical headaches. Evidently there is something about a small pool of water that encourages people to throw in every piece of crap they can find. Every week I was cleaning the water and if it wasn’t for the fact that the piece made in excess of five hundred bucks weekly I would have tossed it on its ass ages ago. It was a relatively simple set up. Two high powered water squirt guns were mounted to the front and you aimed at a target in the back of the game and tried to squirt as much water through the tiny target hole as possible. The more water that went through the hole, the more tickets you got.


 

 May pulled Becky’s shirt and bra upward, once again exposing Becky’s bosom to my eyes. The nipples were hard, despite having been covered, and despite the situation I felt another stirring of my cock. The scene in front of me was incredible: two naked beauties holding captive a third girl who was being slowly exposed. How often does stuff like this happen? Never. Right.


 

 Jackie reached out and grabbed hold of Becky’s right nipple, twisting it. “Kick her and I’ll rip this off.” Becky winced and I could see that Jackie was already hurting the clutched nub. Maybelyn bent down, her rear end pointed at me and I enjoyed the sight of her still puffy and wet flower. May quickly yanked off Becky’s shoes and socks and then went to work on the khaki pants and panties. Becky only resisted once, but let out a harsh cry as Jacqueline didn’t hesitate to twist the clutched nipple even harder. May stood up again and then I watched as both May and Jackie grabbed hold of Becky and tossed her onto the WaterBlast game, pushing her down the wet playfield until her ass was sitting in about four inches of water. Becky looked outraged and tried to squirm out of the game but both Jackie and May grabbed hold of Becky’s ankles, pulling them upward and bending them at the knee. To my astonishment May was able to grab hold of the rope and tied Becky’s leg to the small cage at the side of the game in about a minute. Jacqueline repeated the procedure on the other side and I swallowed hard as I realized what was about to happen.


 

 Being tied with her legs spread and knees bent forced Becky to lean back, her spine perfectly positioned against the target. Worse, I was well aware that almost her whole torso was well within range of the squirt gun and I cringed at the thought of that ice cold water being sprayed at her. 


 

 Evidently Jackie had no qualms about it though. With a delighted grin, the still naked red-head keyed up the game and I saw Becky squirm as the game hummed to life and a small weak powered stream erupted from the left gun. It wouldn’t stream out at full power until Jacqueline squeezed the trigger, which evidently wasn’t that far off as I watched Jackie take hold of the gun and aim it between Becky’s legs.


 

 “Where are the keys?” Jackie asked again. I couldn’t help admiring her buttocks as she leaned over the gun, putting her cheek against the cool plastic as if she were taking aim.


 

 Becky’s eyes hardened. “Fuck off, Jackie.” She said with a snarl.


 

 May rolled her eyes and sighed as Jackie pulled the trigger.


 

 Water pressure is measured in pounds per square inch, otherwise referred to as p.s.i., and one of the best ways to make sure your pump is working is to check that particular measurement. The WaterBlast pump pressurized the water to about 75 pounds per square inch, which was about par for most municipal water supplies. But one way to increase the p.s.i. of a pipe is to narrow its width, or aperture. Have you ever put your thumb over the end of a hose, causing the pressure to increase and water to shoot out faster and stronger than the wide end of the hose would allow? Becky was about to understand the concept better than anyone as the small nozzle on the water gun changed 75 p.s.i. into about a hundred and fifty.


 

 The squeal that erupted from Becky’s mouth was enough to send shivers through me, even from about twenty feet away and through a wall of glass. Jacqueline made no pretense about lightening the load and directed the nozzle directly at Becky’s exposed clit. The bound brunette beauty attempted to close her legs but the bindings placed upon her ankles, as well as the bent knees, kept her from protecting her inner core. Becky squirmed inside the game, trying to shift out of the way of the stream, but Jackie matched her movements and Becky was only able to get free of the cold stinging jet for brief moments. 


 

 When the water finally stopped at the end of the game, Jackie looked up and posed her question again.


 

 “Where are the keys?” she asked calmly. Becky uttered another cuss word and Jacqueline shrugged, reaching down and starting up round two. This time the petite red-head aimed at Becky’s breasts, sending a high powered stream of water at Becky’s bosom, alternating between the two pink round nipples. 


 

 I watched as May headed off out of sight, no doubt to get dressed and try to find the keys. Becky let out a loud yell, her body twisting from the onslaught of cold water striking her breasts and I noticed her skin beginning to turn a little red across her breasts. I shifted uncomfortably on my seat of Spongebob Squarepants dolls.


 

 You have to understand what I was going through. Despite the orgasm I had just experienced only fifteen or so minutes earlier, the scene before me was more than enough to get me hard again. I fear that my description doesn’t do it justice. Two beautiful naked girls, the silver sheen of sex still on their thighs, stripped and tied down a third mostly naked girl to a water sprayer game and were punishing her. Hell, it doesn’t get much more erotic than that.


 

 When the water ebbed the second time I could see that Becky was shivering slightly. Her breasts looked raw, as if chapped by the wind and I could see her body quivering. Jacqueline looked up as May returned to the WaterBlaster, carrying one of my tool trays. I couldn’t help noticing that she had elected to stay naked.


 

 I leaned forward, trying to understand what May was doing as I watched her pull out a long electrical cord and plug it into one of the wall sockets behind the game. A heavy duty work-light in a yellow plastic case was plugged into a power strip and hung near Becky’s left knee. Maybelyn rifled through the tray and seemed to be arranging a variety of other objects.


 

 “Where are the keys, bitch,” Jacqueline asked again.


 

 “You can’t keep me here forever, Jacqueline. Eventually you’ll have to let me go or you’ll get Jeff fired.”


 

 Jackie nodded. “That’s true, but the real question is do you want to spend the next five hours with me squirting cold water at your pussy?”


 

 Becky sneered. “I can take it” she declared.


 

 This seemed to be the only reason Jackie needed to key up the game again. This time she directed the water right where she said she would, sending the cold searing jet directly at Becky’s clit. Maybelyn ignored the whole procedure and continued to work on the items in the tray. Becky let out a scream, her hips rolling as Jackie targeted the swollen and now tender clit. Just as the water subsided Maybelyn turned with two items held in her hands. I recognized two of my small metal C clamps, a typical tool used to hold small items together while gluing. Jackie didn’t say a thing as May leaned into the cage, her glorious gold breasts grazing Becky’s thighs. Despite Becky’s attempt to get away, May was able to position the first C clamp directly over Becky’s right nipple, turning the small ratchet on the bottom until the clamp tightened. 


 

 I watched as Becky winched, trying to pull away from May and I cringed just a bit. Those tools weren’t sex toys and while the clamp wouldn’t damage Becky beyond a bit of bruising I still couldn’t help thinking “ouch.” On the other side it was hot. Very hot. Seeing Becky tied up like that, one beautiful rounded breast pressed forward and then clamped with a one inch metal C clamp was just about as big a turn on as a man needs. Maybelyn didn’t stop there either. Her nimble fingers decided that Becky deserved a matched set and quickly placed the other clamp in position until both nipples were dark, mashed between the body and shaft of the clamp.


 

 Becky was still getting adjusted to the newly experienced compression of her nipples when Jacqueline started up the water sprayer again, once more aiming for Becky’s clit. The brunette yelped, her thighs quivering under the harsh spray as her clit was given the full brunt of Jackie’s irritation. I kind of felt bad for Jackie and stood up, rapping my knuckles on the glass, trying to get either Jackie or Maybelyn’s attention.


 

 May turned at the sound of my knocking and sauntered over to me, her hips swaying seductively. I licked my lips, trying very hard to put her nudity and sexual demeanor out of my mind. 


 

 “She’s not telling where she hid the keys, Jeff,” May said politely, stepping close to the glass. I couldn’t help glancing down to her breasts, admiring their firm circumference. Evidently May noticed my eyes and she grinned, cupping her breasts. “Like what you see?” She asked, leaning forward. Her tits pressed up against the window glass, expanding out as she put her weight against my merchandising prison. I sighed, putting my hand on the glass interior as if I were caressing her tits and gave her a rueful grin.


 

 “Did you check the safe?” I asked. It was possible that Becky would have dropped the keys into the employee safe, which is precisely where they should have gone at the end of shift. It would also probably be the last place we would look for them if we suspected Becky of trying to hide them.


 

 May nodded as she leaned back, making her breasts bounce slightly. “Yeah, both Jackie and I checked there. Plus we checked the trash can, the tool bench, and your desk drawers,” she said.


 

 I frowned, crossing my arms, trying to think. Maybelyn watched me for a moment and then nodded back toward Jackie. 


 

 “I’ve got to go finish helping Jackie torture Becky into telling us where the keys are.” She looked down at my swelling cock. “Unless you want me to come back in there and help you out with that.” She said, pointing at my obvious hard-on.


 

 I rolled my eyes. “If you could at least put my clothes in the prize door I would appreciate it.” I said. All I had on was my boxers which were currently tented at the front. May frowned, an expression of chagrin on her face.


 

 “That might be a problem,” she said suddenly.


 

 I groaned and looked toward the ceiling of my prison. “She took those too?”


 

 May held her hands out. “Sorry.”


 

 I let out a sigh. “All right. Go torture her.”


 

 May grinned and headed back to the WaterBlaster game where Jacqueline was playing her fourth round of “Spray Becky’s Clit”. I couldn’t help noticing that Becky’s entire crotch was now a bright shade of red, as if she had been pussy whipped repeatedly. But unlike a whip or a paddle, the coloring seemed to flow over and through each of the folds of Becky’s cunt. The tiny wisp of dark hair at the apex did nothing to shield the wayward girl from Jacqueline’s fury and I couldn’t help discarding my original feeling of pity in exchange for the desire to see Becky get her comeuppance. As the jet of water subsided again May pulled another object out of her tray. To my utter astonishment I watched as she plugged in my hot air gun.


 




The Arcade Series: The Crane (Part Two)
 

In the electronics world we frequently have to splice electrical wires together. Done professionally, this is accomplished with a bit of solder and a special tube covering called heat shrink, which is an insulator and slides over the soldered splice. Once the tube covering is in place you heat it up, it shrinks into place, and the wire is as good as new. I’m pretty big on heat shrink and have been known to verbally castrate technicians who use electrical tape for wire repair. To help with the heat shrink I have a hot air gun, which is nothing more than an industrial strength hair dryer on steroids. 


 

 Maybelyn evidently had decided to counteract the cold with a bit of heat and she turned on the hot air gun and directed its nozzle directly at the cold and punished cleft of Becky’s groin. Becky whimpered as the hot blast of air struck her tender parts and she let out an anguished cry. I wasn’t sure what setting Maybelyn had left the hot air gun on, but I was pretty sure Becky’s clit was getting toasty.


 

 Then Jackie asked the question again. I couldn’t hear it over the roar of the hot air gun’s motor but Becky’s response evidently didn’t please Jacqueline. The petite red-head once more keyed up the game, sending another cold jet of water at the exact same spot May was targeting with the hot air gun. Becky thrashed against her bonds, her hips thrusting madly and then she collapsed, seemingly exhausted. I stood, concerned, ready to break a window as both Jackie and May put down their tools of torment and checked on Becky.


 

 There was a moment’s hurried conversation and they began to untie her. I contemplated breaking out a window but hesitated when I saw Jackie give me a “thumbs up” sign. Together they managed to haul Becky out of the WaterBlast game, dropping her unceremoniously onto the ceramic tiles of the main concourse. They dumped her on the floor, still cuffed, evidently healthy but just a tad bit unconscious. Jacqueline came over to the Big One. 


 

 “She passed out. She still hasn’t told us where either the keys or our clothes are.” Jackie said, her tone irritable.


 

 I nodded, holding my silence. Jackie looked down, saw my hardened cock through the boxers, and gave me a dark look. 


 

 “You aren’t getting turned on by this are you?” she asked, a suspicious look on her face. I shook my head. No sense in admitting that Becky’s punishment was something of a turn on.


 

 “It’s your shapely rear end that’s doing that, Jackie.” I replied blithely. “You and May walking around naked like this is too much for me.”


 

 Jacqueline laughed. “Maybe I should get back in the crane with you,” she said with a grin.


 

 “Now there’s an interesting idea.” I chuckled, secretly wishing she would. I had been privileged once to watch Jackie taking a two inch thick vibrating metal rod with a three step electric motor humming away at over a thousand rotations per minute. My cock would be a walk in the park for her.


 

 “Let me help May get the Bitch set up and we’ll see,” she replied, walking away, her hips swaying seductively.


 

 The view I had didn’t improve and I had to move to the corner of the crane to watch what the girls were doing. They had dragged Becky over to one of the air hockey tables down the row and released the handcuffs. Becky was already conscious, but still a little out of it and wasn’t able to resist as May yanked off the poor girl’s shirt and bra. Then together, May and Jacqueline lifted Becky’s naked body and dumped her face down on the air hockey table. The rope that had bound Becky’s ankles continued to do their work and the girls threaded the rope under the table, secured Becky’s legs outward, and then did the same thing to her wrists.


 

When Becky was secured, Jackie bent down and pulled Becky’s black leather belt from the fallen khaki pants. She doubled it and the smacked the heavy leather against her palm once, as if testing it. I think my eyes bulged as Jackie moved back toward the air hockey table.


 

 “Where are the keys?” I heard Jacqueline ask politely.


 

 Becky, who clearly had seen the belt, turned her face the other way. “Fuck you, bitch.” It was softly said, but I could still detect the same sort of steel that I had come to expect from my favorite brunette.


 

 I expected Jackie to swing right then, but she only walked away from the table, leaving me to stare at Becky’s upturned ass. May stood guard, arms crossed against her chest, but clearly in response to Becky’s attitude. Jackie returned after a minute holding one of the large paper cups we used to hold tokens. What Jackie did then was even crueler than the whip. Bending over (and showing me another glimpse of what I had earlier feasted on) she quickly deposited four tokens into the air hockey game and started it up.


 

 An air hockey table is actually a very simple device. It consists of a hollow platform of wood, covered with a Formica top that has tiny holes drilled into it. A fan inside the game sucks air into the hollow platform, which creates positive pressure. The air then leaks or is blown out through the holes drilled in the Formica. This air keeps the puck moving like a hovercraft as it slides over the table top. The interesting thing about air is that as it moves, it looses heat. This keeps air hockey tables feeling pretty cold to the touch, and the front of Becky’s entire nude body was directly in the slip stream of over a hundred of those little holes.


 

 The bound girl ignored it at first, and Jacqueline didn’t bother asking that one important question again. Two more games however, of ten minutes each, had chilled Becky to the point where her skin had broken out into goose bumps. Just as Becky started to shiver, Jackie leaned down, breasts almost touching the table top, and whispered her question once more. I watched as the cool air caused Jackie’s nipples to harden.


 

 I didn’t hear Becky’s response, but Jackie swung the belt hard, letting the looped leather smack against Becky’s bottom with a resounding crack. I practically jumped at the sound, even knowing it was coming, and Becky let out a loud keening cry that seemed to echo in the cavernous FunPlace. A red stripe appeared across both buttocks and I couldn’t help wincing.


 

 Jackie swung again, letting the belt land an inch lower, eliciting the same cry from Becky. Four more strokes blistered Becky’s ass, changing the pale white skin into a red hot sunset. The fact that the air hockey table was still pumping its wind into Becky’s front made the torment all the more delicious. She writhed, crying, but at no point did she agree to answer the question. As Jackie began whipping Becky again, I watched as May wandered off, heading back to the office.


 

 My office served not only as a storage area for our redemption product, but as a tech room where I stored all of my tools. Wonderful little things like degaussing coils, solenoid switches, buttons, lamps, florescent light systems, and countless spare parts were kept, waiting for the next breakdown, while over a thousand dollars worth of tools were carefully hung on the peg board above my work bench. That, along with a tool cart prepped for cleaning and repairing games, made the office more multipurpose than your usual small business workspace.


 

 As Jackie brought the belt down upon Becky’s rump for what must have been the fifteenth stroke, May came around the corner, still naked, her gorgeous body pushing the repair cart forward like a nurse in an operating room. She wheeled it next to the air hockey table and went about plugging in the long extension cord that powered the various tools and implements mounted to the cart. Jacqueline didn’t even watch as May activated the air compressor.


 

 It was when she pulled out the air hammer that I started to get concerned. I rapped on the glass of the Big One, trying to get Maybelyn’s attention, but the olive toned girl either didn’t hear me, or ignored me. She grabbed one of the smaller drill bits and then pulled out one of the large rubber balls that we sold as prizes. It was nothing to jam the ball onto the sharp edge of the hammer bit, and she moved around to the end of the air hockey table. May practically climbed up on the still blowing table and positioned the air hammer between Becky’s outstretched legs. Becky, who was still thrashing around, wasn’t prepared for the assault and Maybelyn managed to sneak the rubber ball deep under Becky’s loins, pressing it up into Becky’s pussy and against her clit. I heard it activate and Becky jumped, her body thrashing as the large rubber ball began striking her clit over and over. It was brutal torment and Jackie paused in her zealous belting to watch as May abused Becky. I practically climbed the corner of the crane to get a better view and was rewarded with the sight of more pink skin as the heat began spreading from Becky’s tortured bottom. From my new vantage point I could actually see the large two inch ball repeatedly being rammed against Becky’s sex, spreading the petals and bruising the folds so much more rapidly than any beating could possibly hope to match. 


 

 Jackie held up her hand and May pulled back for a moment. “Where are the keys?” Becky didn’t respond except to twitch. She let out a low mournful cry and Jackie nodded at May, who immediately reapplied the hammer drill to Becky’s nether region. I can’t even imagine what it felt like. Perhaps someone whacking your cock over and over, but truthfully, I’m glad it was Becky and not me.


 

 Jacqueline dropped the belt and moved over to the tool cart, rummaging through the various tools and supplies I kept there. I grew even more concerned when she got out the 24 volt power supply I used to diagnose certain opto guns. Once again I tried to get the girl’s attention but they ignored me, totally intent on torturing Becky. As Maybelyn continued to pound away at Becky’s clit, Jackie got out my large deep set sockets. I watched, half in horror and half in fascination as Jacqueline proceeded to rape Becky with the thick metal socket, using the wrench as a handle to lift her up. It could not have been fun for Becky.


 

 Things seemed to slow down and I only kept a marginal eye on what they were doing as I turned toward my own personal predicament. Being trapped inside the Big One was not my idea of fun, so I moved over to the door and examined it, looking to see if there might be a way for me to open the handle. After a moment’s study, I thought I saw a possibility, but it would require a few tools. I thrust my way back through the stuffed dolls and rapped once more on the glass.


 

 The girls were firmly occupied; with flipping Becky over. Evidently my rope had been cut (DAMN!) and Becky had been rolled, her arms now crossed over her chest as Jacqueline and May proceeded to bind her feet to the corners of the hockey table. Becky’s blistered ass would now bear the brunt of any further “games” played by Jacqueline and then I watched as two of my employees proceeded to bind the third spread-eagled, naked, on the air hockey table.


 

 What I wouldn’t give for the video.


 

 I knocked on the glass again and Jacqueline lifted one hand, holding a single finger up. I understood what she meant. You have to know Jackie. She’s imperious, stomping that cute little bare foot of hers as if she ruled the world. I knew that I had to wait. Jackie finished getting Becky settled, which meant stretching her on the table in order to torture her, and then set Maybelyn to using the hammer drill and rubber ball on Becky’s pussy while Jacqueline came back over to the Big One. 


 

 “What’s up, boss?” she asked smartly, her smile steady.


 

 “Uh… can you get me the Torx bit set and a quarter inch driver?” I asked politely, concentrating at looking her in the eyes and not talking to her breasts. Damn were they perky! With rosy tips that just stood straight out! 


 

 Jacqueline thought about it for a moment, but then sauntered off toward the office. I looked back over at May, who was kneeling on the air hockey table between Becky’s legs. May’s arms were jerking from the piston like motions of the hammer drill and I couldn’t help feeling just a little sorry for Becky. I saw Becky grit her teeth, shake her head and then she cried out, clearly in the throes of an over-stimulated orgasm. Her explosion sent a squirt of juice spattering across May’s breasts and for just a second, I thought about how cool it would be to lick that off.


 

 May blinked as the drill stopped, looking down at her chest. The glistening droplets of Becky’s orgasm sparkled from the overhead lighting and May ran one finger through the moisture and brought it up to her mouth. She sucked her finger, then tossed the drill aside and plunged three fingers into Becky’s sopping wet hole. Becky’s hips went up and down as she was hand fucked and only Jacqueline’s knock on the door dragged my eyes away from what was clearly intended to become a fisting.


 

 “What am I supposed to do with these?” Jackie asked, holding up my combination Torx bit set and quarter inch driver. I quickly moved over to the prize chute and closed the inner doors. The outer door went up and Jackie placed the screwdriver set into the prize chute. She didn’t wait for me to retrieve them, but instead went over to the air hockey table, clambered up, and straddled Becky’s head. I paused, watching as the petite redhead literally smothered the bound girl, lifting up to ask the question, only to drop back down and face fuck Becky.


 

 As intriguing as it was, I grabbed the screwdriver set and got to work on the lock. Mostly it involved removing the back handle and then manually manipulating the function so that I could unlatch the door. Every so often I looked up and took stock of what was going. Becky was getting fisted while being forced to eat out Jacqueline, who was clearly having her own orgasmic release, while Maybelyn had one hand between her own legs and one hand buried in Becky. It was… intriguing.


 

 I had just managed to get the plate of the door latch when I heard Becky cry out. I glanced up and saw that Becky was jerking around on the air hockey table like a landed fish. I could see why immediately. Both of her breasts sported the metal alligator clamps that I used to test the solenoid switches in the Time Crisis guns. I watched in alarm as Jacqueline repeatedly turned on and off the spare power supply.


 

 I moved fast at that point. The power supply on my repair cart was basically your typical computer electrical converter, changing alternating current (which is what comes out of your wall sockets) into several voltages of direct current. Usually I keep two wires, both ends equipped with electrical alligator clamps, connected to the power supply so I can bypass a game’s internal wiring and apply voltage directly to whatever part I’m testing. It’s a very useful diagnostic tool.


 

 It is not however, something that should be applied to a girl’s tits.


 

 I had the door open in about fifteen more seconds. Motivation sometimes is a fantastic thing. The screwdriver clattered to the floor as I darted down the main concourse toward the air hockey table. Both Maybelyn and Jackie had stepped back and Jacqueline was turning on and off the power supply. As I got closer I saw that Becky’s torso was jerking rather spasmodically and I quickly jumped to the cart and turned off the power supply.


 

 “Jeff?” Jacqueline turned to face me, an inquisitive look on her face as Becky let out a low wail and started to cry.


 

 I took a deep breath. “You can’t do that, Jackie! You could kill her!” I whispered violently, taking hold of her bare arm. Jackie’s eyes flew open wide. 


 

“What?” she gasped. “I thought direct current was okay!” 


 

I shook my head. “Not the way you’re doing it!” I pointed at Becky’s chest. “You’ve got the current going from one nipple to the other!” I hissed, “Across her heart! You could short circuit her nervous system and give her a heart attack!”


 

Tears sprang up to Jacqueline’s eyes and she mouthed a silent “ooh.” I moved closer to Becky and moved my hands to her chest. Both nipples were painfully crushed in the metal toothed bite of the alligator clamps. I opened one, squeezing the rubber coated ends and pulled it away. Becky let out a loud cry as the blood rushed back into the tooth marked nub.


 

I turned toward Jacqueline. “Now turn the power supply back on,” I ordered. Jackie gave me a look of confusion but nodded, flipping the little switch on the back. I leaned over Becky and tapped her on the forehead.


 

“Becky?” 


 

She blinked and it took a moment for her to register the fact that her boss was now standing over her, wearing nothing but boxers, holding a metal alligator clip, while she was tied naked to an air hockey table. Ah… the irony, right?


 

“Where are the keys and the camera, Becky? Please tell me?” I asked softly. She shook her head back and forth, turning away from me. I sighed. “Becky, please just tell me. If you don’t tell me what I want to know I’m going to have to hurt you.”


Her lips pressed together and I could tell she was steeling herself. Okay. Fine. I could play that game. There was still one alligator clamp chewing on her right nipple. It was a ground line and I brought the other clamp, this one juiced with 24 volts of direct current, down to her breast and touched it to her just a centimeter away from her clamped nipple.


 

In essence, I had just created a TENS Unit. Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator. Granted, it was rather crude, and generally TENS unit applicators aren’t made of alligator clamps, but the effect was close. The little jolt of electricity wouldn’t cause any damage, permanent or otherwise to Becky, but it would sting like the dickens. I was just hoping she didn’t have a high pain threshold. Becky yelped and jerked, straining the ropes binding her arms and legs.


 

“Where are the keys and camera and our clothes?” I demanded. She didn’t respond so I shocked her nipple again. Her chest started heaving and I turned to Maybelyn. “Can you please get me two more black wires with clamps?” I asked. May nodded and hurried off to the office, her bare ass only distracting me for a moment before I turned back to Becky and shocker her nipple again.

We had gone through maybe three or four more shocks before May got back with my other wires and I let the still suffering silent Becky rest for a moment as I attached the new black lines to the ground terminal. Then I turned off the power supply and went back to Becky.


 

“Becky, if you don’t tell me where the keys, our clothes, and the camera is right now, I’m going to put another two clamps on you. You won’t like where. Then I’m going to shock the shit out of you.”


 

“Fuck you, Jeff! And you to Jackie! Fuck you, May!” Becky shouted. 


 

“Jesus, Becky! Just tell us!” May said, a frustrated look on her face. Becky responded by making insulting finger gestures which would have been more effective had she not been tied down to the air hockey table.


 

I shook my head and grabbed one of the loose black ground wires. The end was another alligator clamp and I quickly attached it to Becky’s left nipple. The hell with the electricity. That had to hurt. I asked Becky again, on the off chance she had changed her mind. When she turned her head away from me I grabbed the third ground line and clamp and moved between her legs.


 

“Wait! Jeff! No, you can’t!” Jackie said suddenly. I ignored her. I was getting irritated. I closed the clamp on Becky’s clit, letting the sharp little metal teeth dig into the soft and slightly swollen protrusion. Becky let out a keening wail of agony, shaking like a leaf in a tornado as the pain ripped through her. I reached over, flipped on the power supply and lifted the hot line.


 

“Where are the keys and camera?” I roared. Anger flooded through me. Becky twisted, fighting both the bonds and the pain between her legs. I touched the hot alligator clamp to her skin, just below her clit and knew in a heartbeat that she felt the lightning. Her body arched and her eyes flew open.


 

“WHERE ARE THEY?” I demanded again. I didn’t wait for her to refuse. I shocked the living shit out of her. I yelled my question again and zapped her. After three more repetitions of what must have been excruciating torment I noticed her pussy pulsing, the labia actually trembling. Her hips pumped and she was clearly in the throes of passion. I pressed the hot wire to her clit again and watched in astonishment as she actually started to orgasm. What the fuck! I held the wire to her clit and just let the electricity zap her non-stop through the whole thing. She let out a cry that was part agony and part ecstasy and all sexual. As she came down from her heights I took the wire away from her clit.


 

I waited a moment for Becky to calm down enough. And then asked my question again. No response. With a sigh I moved to press the hot wire to her clit again and then heard a barely audible “wait. Stop.”


 

I froze, the hot wire an inch away from her still clamped and swollen clit.


 

“Where are the keys, the camera, and our clothes?” I asked, this time my voice soft. “Please, Becky. Tell me.”


 

She nodded, her voice a whisper and a little rough. “On one condition.”


 

I shook my head. “No conditions. You’re the one who tried to blackmail us.”


 

Becky laughed weakly. “How long can you afford to keep me tied here, Jeff?” She moaned slightly.


 

She was right. There was a limit, but it was still a few hours a way. I sighed. “What’s the condition?” I asked. It couldn’t hurt to listen, right?


 

Becky lifted her head, still obviously suffering the pain of the three alligator clamps attached to her breasts and clit. “I’ll tell you where the keys, the camera, and the clothes are if after I’m untied, Jackie gets up on the air hockey table and I can do to her what you’ve done to me for thirty minutes.”


 

I think we all sort of took a moment for that to process, and unsurprisingly it was Jackie who first made the first exclamation of astonishment.


 

“What? Fuck! No way!” Jackie said, glaring at Becky with an angry expression. “How dare you?”


 

Becky shook her head. “Either Jackie ends up on the table or you can hope you’ll find the keys, the camera, and your clothes sometime after you’re all fired! Plus I’ll tell the cops what you three have done to me!”


 

We all looked at each other for a moment, then May and I looked at Jacqueline. The petite red head stared at both of us. Tears filled her eyes and she stepped over to the air hockey table. She reached out to Becky and unclamped the bound girl’s right nipple. Becky let out a hiss and winced. 


 

“If I accept, this night never happened. No photos. No police. No mention of it, ever. Understand?” Jackie said.


 

“Jacqueline!” I hissed. “You don’t have to do this!”


 

Jackie looked up at me. “Yes I do. It will protect us. All of us.” She reached over and unclipped Becky’s other breast, eliciting another groan from the bound girl. 


 

“Jackie…” May whispered, clearly unable to come to terms with the red head’s sacrifice. Becky let out a little screech as the alligator clamp let loose of her clit. I could see the tiny teeth marks. 


 

Jacqueline started untying Becky and in short order the comely brunette was sitting up on the air hockey table. Becky slid to the ground, holding on to the edge and when I went to help her she pushed me away with a snarl. I held up both hand and took a step back.


 

“I want Jackie on the table and clamped before I say where anything is,” Becky declared. I looked at Jacqueline who nodded and the climbed up on to the air hockey table. Becky pointed at May. “Tie her down like you did me, bitch.”


 

May glared at Becky. “You don’t have to be nasty about it!” she declared.


 

Becky flipped her off. “You’re lucky me fisting you wasn’t a condition!”


 

Jackie raised her hands above her head in resignation as May began securing the long pale arms to the table. I watched in a sort of surreal fascination as the girls did their thing, except now it was my favorite lying on the table, her thin finely sculpted curves pulled taut to the corners of the frame. Once Jackie was bound Becky worked her way over to the supply cart, grabbed the various black wires, each one tipped with an alligator clamp, and went to work.


 

It was hard to stand there and just watch. Obviously Jackie’s pain threshold was much lower than Becky’s, because in seconds Jackie was crying and thrashing like you wouldn’t believe, and that was just from the clamps. No electricity. When the clit clamp went on I though Jacqueline was going to pass out for a moment, but no… she managed to hold on.


 

Becky turned toward May. “The camera, clothes and keys are in the reserve ball bucket in the play area.” 


 

Maybelyn blinked and then nodded. I watched her pad off toward the giant play area, her beautiful (and quite spankable) bottom swinging seductively. I felt my dick getting hard as Becky picked up the rubber covered hot wire, tipped with the alligator clamp. She held it up above Jacqueline’s clit even as Becky slipped a finger into Jackie’s wet hole. There was some serious finger fucking and then Becky touched the hot line to Jacqueline’s clit. Jackie cried out. Becky moved to Jackie’s nipple, then back to her clit, then up to the other nipple.


 

“Jeff? Your clothes?” May said to me, touching my arm. I turned away from the horrible scene and took my jeans and shirt. May was still naked, having bundled everything under her arm.


 

“Do we delete the photos?” she asked. 


 

I nodded. “Absolutely.” I took the camera and quickly deleted the photographs of the girl’s playing in the Big One, of me on my back, with Jackie straddling my face and Maybelyn impaled on my cock. In seconds the memory bank was blank. Becky turned and looked at me, nodding, one hand touching Jacqueline’s nipple. Jackie’s back arched.


 

“How long are you going to let her do that to Jackie?”


 

I took a deep breath. I shook my head. “I’m not sure.” I reached down and adjusted my cock through my boxers. May looked down at my tenting shorts, then reached out and grasped my prick through the thin cotton.


 

“Is it turning you on?” she asked softly.


 

I nodded. “I’m ashamed to admit it, but yes.”


 

Maybelyn dropped her clothes on the concourse floor and smiling, pulled me close. “Me too. I like hearing them scream like that.” Then she pulled me toward the Big One. Together we went in. I knew it wouldn’t lock behind us, I had made that impossible. May stood knee deep in stuffed animals and took my hand. I fell against her as she exposed my shaft and I found myself plunging not only head first into a crane’s worth of stuffed animals, but headfirst into May’s warm wet embrace.


 

We made love to the sound track of Jackie’s cries and eventually to her screams of orgasm as Becky made her cum.


 

And cum again.


 

And then again.


 


 

Epilogue


 


 

I’d like to say that everything worked out in the end. The night did at least. Maybelyn and I screwed with dark thoughts on our minds as we listened to Jackie’s torture. Eventually Jackie had experienced something like four or five orgasms and Becky let her up. Jackie had been zapped, fisted, and whipped. She had gotten a cut on her nipple, but a bandage and some antiseptic took care of that. Becky seemed to have suffered no damage from her abuse at all and left with a haughty look on her face after confirming that the camera had been cleared. May and I had to untie Jackie and help her up. The next day I repaired the door of the Big One, making sure that it was both lockable and escapable.


 

A week later, Becky quit. I got a single day’s notice, but that didn’t really matter. I had someone ready to take her slot. I had been expecting it. 


 

May and I became regular fuck buddies, with her either coming in early for an afternoon session, or I came back at the end of her shift. 


 

The only other interesting thing to note is that my power supply disappeared from my repair cart one day about two weeks later. It was a cheap one: twenty bucks, so it wasn’t a major loss. But something else went missing at the same time; four sets of wires, three black, one red, and each equipped with an alligator clamp.


 

I don’t know who took it. But I have my suspicions. I’m sure you do to.


 


 


In Their Hands
 

They made an odd troop as they wound their way through stands of evergreen and pine. Soft streams of sunlight glittered down between the needles in golden showers, lighting up the forest floor with warm sparkles. As they hiked, soft cool breezes flowed down from the mountains, cooling them ever so slightly. 
 

The boy at the front never hesitated as he led them upward, moving through the woods to the meadow. He wore a dusty pair of jeans and a faded tee shirt which announced his participation in Camp Peaten Soccer Camp. His boots had that scuffed, used look common to outdoorsmen. He looked like an athlete, strong but wiry, despite his still small height. He was prepared too, with a pocket knife dangling from a belt loop next to a small compass. 
 

In his left hand he held a walking stick, tall, strong, and smooth. It reached over his head by a good twenty four inches, almost six feet tall. He held it loosely, almost comfortably, as if the staff gave him some measure of confidence that only older men have. Despite his youth, his face bore a look of determination and courage. 
 

The boy behind the leader bore no resemblance to the first, being somewhat fat and stocky. Unlike Chris, the second boy seemed to be huffing as he plodded behind. His knobby knees poked out from under a large pair of khaki shorts that seemed to be perpetually in danger of falling. He wore a leather belt that cut into his pudgy waist, sinking into small rolls of fat and the waistband of his shorts. 
 

He mopped his forehead with a free hand, glancing about as if frightened. A large knapsack was slung over his shoulder, and he carried a cloth wrapped tube almost four feet long in his other hand. His face was splotchy from the exertion of the hike and he frequently reached down to his hip to pull a bottle of water from his pocket, sucking on it like a gerbil in a cage. 
 

The third hiker walked with light steps, following Chet, ignoring the fat boy's frequent pauses to drink. Her large blue eyes continually danced around, drinking in the beauty of the forest. Unlike the two boys in the front, and the one that followed her in the back, she bore no staff or packs, no water or compass, totally at ease with nature's grandeur. 
 

Each step she took sounded out with a light smack as the flip flops she customarily wore snapped upward to meet the soles of her tiny feet. Her shoulder length brown hair curled around her face, contrasting her pale freckled skin with its rosy coloring at her lips and cheeks. A tight pink cotton tee shirt, printed with flowers and smiley faces covered her shoulders, tucked tight into a small pair of gray shorts with the word "cheer" emblazoned across the back. 
 

The final boy walked on with a look all too similar to the leader. His eyes never strayed from the swaying bottom and bare legs of the girl in front of him, and looks of delight and mischief flashed across his visage like lightning. He too grasped a huge staff, so similar in appearance to the leader's pole that they could be identical twins, hued from the same tree. 
 

Eric had forgone the denim jeans favored by Chris, the leader, instead opting for the lighter denim shorts currently in fashion. He too carried water, but it was more for necessity, rather than as a crutch. He was slightly taller than Chris too, but still did not come close to topping the height of the pole he carried. 
 

On they walked, moving forward until they breached the edge of the forest, coming out upon a lush meadow filled with grass and dandelion. Angie immediately jumped forward, running through a blizzard of butterflies, dancing above the clover. She laughed as she held out her arms, letting the tiny angles land upon her arms and even her freckled nose. 
 

"Let's get set up," Chris announced, turning to the other two boys. 
 

Chet looked around fearfully at the surrounding woods. "Are you sure about this Chris? I mean, someone could be out there watching us." Chet's eyes showed a glimmer of panic. Chris glared at the boy. 
 

"Show some courage, Chet. You agreed to this. This is exactly what you wanted. Remember?" 
 

Eric just looked on as Chet hung his head. 
 

"Look, Chet, just go set up the rocket, okay? We'll handle the frame." 
 

Chet nodded, walking away into the meadow toward a large stump of some forgotten tree and a small cleared space and dumped his pack on the ground, rummaging through it. 
 

Eric glanced at the fat boy. "You think he'll go through with it? It's a little extreme, even for you." 
 

Chris shrugged his shoulders. "We'll find out, won't we? It's a test, Eric. I'm always testing." 
 

Eric nodded, still looking serious. "This test will have some serious repercussions though, if he has the balls," he paused and looked at the girl. "Angie's having fun though, isn't she?" 
 

Chris actually laughed. "Yeah. Butterflies, nutterflies. But she'll get to fly with them soon enough. Come on. Let's get the poles done." Chris beckoned to Eric and they walked to the clearing, grabbing precut lengths of hemp from Chet's pack. 
 

Chet was setting up a wire frame work, running wires from the base and stretching them out to the stump where he connected a small black trigger box. Angie, looking curious, approached him, studiously watching. 
 

"What are you doing, Chet?" she asked suddenly, startling him. 
 

"Uh…I'm setting up the model rocket," he said, looking away from her, obviously not wanting to say more. 
 

"Is that the rocket there?" Angie asked, pointing to the cloth wrapped tube. "It's a pretty big rocket isn't it?" 
 

Chet nodded, his mouth dry. "Uh…yeah. It is." 
 

Angie sat down on the stump, bringing her long legs upward and tucking her knees under her chin. She was much taller than any of the boys, and her long limbs made her look slightly elfin. Chet gazed up her with undisguised longing. 
 

Chet turned back to his work, becoming clumsier than usual under her intense gaze, taking numerous attempts to finish the stand. Finally he stood, squatting down to retrieve the rocket while unwrapping it carefully. 
 

It was tall, almost a full three feet, and a glistening white. Its multi-finned body, stood proudly erect, like the surrounding trees. Chet carefully attached it to the wire stand. 
 

"That's a big rocket." Angie said again. 
 

"It's a three stage rocket." Chet replied, concentrating hard on connecting it to the upright. 
 

"What's that mean?" 
 

"Well it means that there are three little rockets in one big one. Each rocket has its own separate engine. Here, here, and here," Chet said, pointing to portions of the rocket. "The engines ignite at certain moments." 
 

"Did you build it?" Angie asked. 
 

"No, Chris did. I just helped him a little on the tube. We had to reinforce the tip a little." Chet's eyes widened. "Uh…he did the engines though." 
 

Angie smiled. "It looks like a fun hobby. Are we going to launch it?" 
 

Chet swallowed. "Um…yes." 
 

"How many times?" Angie's eyes sparkled with anticipation. 
 

Chet's voice faltered. "It can only go up once. After that the motors will be burned out." He stared at her, his mouth slightly parted. 
 

Angie stared back at him, still grinning. "Do you think I'm pretty, Chet?" she asked suddenly. 
 

Chris stepped up, interrupting before Chet could think of a response. "That's enough, Angie." Then he smiled softly. "Why don't you come right over here where Eric and I have the poles.?" 
 

"Okay." Angie replied, hopping down off the stump. 
 

Together they moved a few feet away from the rocket, Chet's eyes still burning as he watched them. Both of the long poles lay on the grass and Angie took a moment, standing between the two, looking at the lengths of rope tied to the tops and bottoms. Chris and Eric had tied two long strands to the top of each pole and stretched them out and downward, like the taut lines of a tent. Four smaller lengths stretched inward, one from the top and bottom of each pole. 
 

"Nice knots," Angie said, pointing to one of the poles. Chris smiled. 
 

"Angie, you need to take off your clothes," he said strongly, but with warmth. 
 

Angie looked surprised. "I do?" she asked. 
 

Chris nodded. "Yes. You do," he replied. 
 

"All of them? Everything?" she asked again, still uncertain. 
 

Chris chuckled. "Yes, Angie. Everything." 
 

Angie shook her head. "I don't think so, Chris. It's very nice up here, but the grass is sharp and it will hurt my feet," she looked down at her pink painted toe nails. 
 

Chris frowned. "Would you like to keep your flip flops on?" he asked. 
 

Angie's eyes brightened. "Yes! That would be great," she said. 
 

"Well then, take everything off but your flip flops, okay?" 
 

"Okay, Chris," Angie said brightly. 
 

Angie took hold of her tee shirt at the waist and pulled it upward. Chet rose from his stand, approaching with a strange hunger on his face. Angie's shirt bared a pink sports bra that encased a small but firm pair of curves. She carefully folded her shirt in quarters, laying it down gently in the grass. 
 

Chet's breathing came in hoarse gasps as Angie peeled the sports bra from her body with little concern for her audience. Her skin was a delightful cream, sprinkled with tiny brown flecks, smooth and tender like a lamb. She turned, totally indifferent, seemingly ignorant of the effect her body was having on Chet. Her breasts were small but firm, young and perfect. 
 

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and yanked them downward over her calves. Her bottom was covered in pink cotton, with only the barest of dark over her sex. She carefully pulled her sandals through the shorts, once more folding her clothing and piling it carefully together. 
 

Chet's fists were clenched as she removed her panties, lifting each foot delicately through the leg holes, baring her deepest secrets to the gathered boys. Chet, Eric, and even Chris, watched in rapture as she unconcernedly finished unclothing, allowing them to see her body au natural. 
 

Chris smiled. "You're very beautiful, Angie," he said. 
 

Angie smiled back at him. "Thank you. I'd like a kiss please." 
 

Chris nodded and stepped right up to her. He leaned forward and touched his lips to her mouth, softly, and tenderly. Angie closed her eyes as he touched her, smiling. 
 

Chris moved backward, and then leaned downward, picking up one of the ropes and taking hold of Angie's wrist. She didn't resist or even question him as he wrapped the rope around her arm, tying it securely. Eric moved forward and repeated the procedure on the other arm, while Angie alternated her curiosity between the boys. 
 

The poles had moved closer during the tying and the boys went to the bottom end of each pole and took hold of the two other short ropes. Bending down on knees, they wrapped hemp around each of Angie's ankles, tying her legs off to each pole. When they were finished, they grabbed the poles, lifting them upright and bringing them close to Angie's body. Her arms hung limply at her sides as she stared at the ropes and the poles and the smiling boys beside her. 
 

"Let's go over to the rocket, Angie. I want you to be able to see it when it goes off," Chris said. Together, they walked toward Chet, whose eyes had widened. He stumbled backward out of the way as the trio stepped right up to the rocket. 
 

Angie stood only inches away from the rocket and Chris and Eric pulled her forward until the tip almost touched her belly. Then, with a quick glance at each other they began to back away from her, pulling the poles with them. Angie felt the slack in the rope tighten and she raised her arms outward, letting the poles pull her. The ropes on her ankles began to tug at her feet and she quickly spread her legs to avoid falling over. The boys pulled her tighter and she relaxed her body as the poles kept her upright and spread wide next to the rocket. 
 

"Chet. Get the stakes," Chris ordered the sun struck fat boy. 
 

Chet nodded rapidly, a look of wild intensity flashing across his face. He rummaged in the knapsack and held up four yellow tent stakes and a rubber mallet. Chris just glared at him until he quickly took the guidelines still hanging from the pole tops and began hammering in the stakes through the loops tied in the dangling ends. Soon Chris let go, the guy wires handling the strain of keeping Angie upright and spread apart. 
 

Chris stepped in front of Angie and admired her body once more. Her nipples were smallish and pink; the perfect size for her body, and the soft down of dark hair above a still bare slit was almost mesmerizing. And yet for Chris, it was the thin but delicate folds of her sex, the deep and inviting depths of her body that held the attraction. 
 

In no time at all, Chet finished staking the other pole, and Eric joined Chris in front of Angie. Finally Chet gathered the courage to look at the smiling girl, stretched wide apart like a cross. Angie's eyes glittered as she looked back at the trio of boys, admiring her. 
 

"Are we going to launch the rocket yet?" Angie asked. 
 

Chris laughed suddenly. "In just a moment. We have to get it positioned just right." 
 

He moved forward as Chet watched, his head shaking. Eric quickly came forward to help as Chris took the rocket and stand, tipping it toward Angie. With careful movements, he moved the rocket forward until the rounded tip touched the slightly parted folds of her sex. Slowly, he pushed it through her slit, rubbing it over her clit until the nose cone glistened from the juice of her body. 
 

Angie closed her eyes and moaned, pushing her loins forward as the boys rubbed the rocket against her. Soft sighs escaped her lips and she pulled against the ropes holding her. As the tip caught her clit, she gasped, opening her eyes to see Chet rubbing the bulge in his shorts, staring at her. 
 

Chris pressed upward on the rocket, pushing the top five inches deep into Angie's flower, the folds of pink enclosing the white phallus in a wet envelope. Angie cried out in pleasure, arching her back and standing on her tip toes, as the two boys positioned the rocket directly under her, its launch path straight up and through her body. 
 

They stood up, moving away from her as she began to pump herself up and down upon the rocket. Over and over she groaned, while little rivulets of juice ran out from around the cone down the sides of the rocket. Finally, she whimpered, shuddering as the orgasm exploded inside her like a starburst. Her body tensed, hard, and tight, and then relaxed again, sagging in its bondage. 
 

Chris smiled at Angie, who stood still tied and happy above the rocket. He stepped forward and planted another kiss on her pliant lips. 
 

"It's time to launch the rocket, Angie," he said. 
 

Angie nodded, looking down at her own dripping sex, still wrapped around the white missile. "It's going to hurt. Isn't it?" She said calmly, her body bouncing ever so slightly. 
 

Chris nodded. "Oh yes. It's going to hurt. He pointed at Chet. "Chet is going to launch it." He looked back at Angie. "You want it to launch, don't you?" he asked. 
 

Angie nodded. "Yes, Chris, I want it to go up and up and take me away." 
 

Chris raised a single finger and stroked one of her nipples, making it harden. "I can't promise that, Angie." He backed away. 
 

"Chet, it's time to launch. Come here," Chris ordered. 
 

Chet groaned and pressed hard against the bulge in his shorts. A growing wet spot had appeared and the huge lump of his shaft began to shrink. 
 

"Uh Chris…we can't. I mean, we can't launch it like this. Inside her I mean." 
 

Chris' eyes grey hard and he grabbed Chet's shirt, yanking him over to the control box. "Damn you, I told you to launch the rocket! I told you before we ever came up here what we were going to do. I explained how she would fuck it before we launched it right up into her pussy! You were so desperate to see it! You talked and talked about what you would do to her! Well damn it, there she is! She's got it right where you wanted it! Now press the god damn button and do what you said you would or we go home, right here and now." Chris threw Chet to the ground in disgust. 
 

Chet began to cry, looking at Angie who watched with him with pity in her eyes. Slowly he crawled over to the control box, picking it up and looking at it with desperate hopelessness. 
 

"Just remember, you will be the one who killed her," Chris said contemptuously. Chet burst into tears, blubbering through them at the bound and helpless girl. "I-I-I'mmmm sorry A-A-Angie…I w-w-wanted to see you and h-h-have you. A-a-and Chris s-s-said I could l-l-like this. I d-d-didn't k-know he would really d-d-do it too you." 
 

Chris leaned down to Chet while Eric watched impassively. "You said you wanted to see her fucked and killed, not me. Well, she's been fucked, so kill her like you promised you would if I made this happen." 
 

Chet bit his lip and reached out to the control box. His hand wavered over the button and all of them, Angie, Chris, and Eric watched as he hesitated. Then he cried out and slammed his hand down upon the button. 
 

There was a loud pop and cloud of smoke and a sizzle. Angie screamed out loud, not in pain, but in surprise. Eric had jumped backward and Chris grabbed Chet by the shirt, dragging him forward toward the cloud surrounded girl. 
 

Slowly the smoke cleared and they all saw Angie. She was tugging hard on the ropes, tears streaming down her face, her mouth tight. Her whole body was shaking and she was bucking her hips wildly. The rocket, still sputtering at the bottom, was embedded deeply in her sex, much farther in than it had been before. Streams of wetness flowed down from around the pink folds surrounding it. 
 

Chet's eyes widened. "W-w-what happened?" he asked, bewildered. Chris pushed him to the ground. 
 

"Idiot. I removed the second and third stage engines after we finished the model, and I replaced the first stage engine with such a small one that it wouldn't lift that monster higher up than four or five inches. I wanted to see if you would do what you promised. This was a test, Chet. One which I must say, you passed, despite your blubbering." 
 

Chris stepped up to Angie, stroking her as she began to calm down. 
 

"Angie just had a tremendously powerful thrust, from a unique phallus." He stroked her cheek. "Did you come, Angie?" 
 

Angie nodded weakly. 
 

Chris chuckled and patted her hip. "Good. Did you enjoy the rocket launch?" 
 

Angie smiled, still weak. "I thought it was supposed to go all the way up," she asked. 
 

Chris laughed lightly. "You were standing in the way, dear heart." 
 

Angie frowned ever so slightly. "I still wanted it to go all the way up." 
 

Chris began to untie Angie's wrists and Eric stepped up to help. Chet remained collapsed on the ground as the two boys cleaned up the site, helping Angie back into her folded clothes. Finally, Chet stood up, still unwilling to look at Angie. He packed up the stand and picked up the rocket. Its tip had fallen in the grass, picking up an assortment of debris, but Chet could still smell the sweet scent of Angie, soaked in. He sighed deeply and followed them out of the meadow, leaving the rocket as a silent testament to her ordeal. 
 

In single file they made their way downward, through the pines and the crimson light of the sunset behind the mountains. The warmth of the afternoon sun disappeared as did the sparkling rain of sunlight. The leader, calm and thoughtful, chose their path, as he always had. His faithful companion brought up the rear, following closely, mind linked with the former. Chet walked on in a daze, unable to comprehend the choices he had made and their consequences. And Angie, still giddy with the pleasure of butterflies and rockets, delighted in the trees and the sun, and the boys, of being in their hands. 
 


 


The Dinner
 

 Melanie smacked her pink lips and checked her makeup in the rearview mirror quickly before getting out of her sedan. Her knee length black skirt swirled around her thighs with a soft whisper as she stepped out on to the heat baked sidewalk, and approached the little French café. A green enshrouded veranda was gated off to either side of the entrance but no afternoon diners sat in the heat. Melanie tossed her hair back over her shoulder. An afternoon of shopping and play, a visit to the salon and spa, and Melanie had decided to try the new café she had heard raved about. The food was magnificent, as was the Chef, a Frenchman, acknowledged to be a master at pleasing the palate. 
 

 It was hard to choose which entrée to try, but Melanie decided afterward that dinner was excellent, sipping a fine light red wine. Melanie relaxed, enjoying her dinner and merlot, despite eating alone. Her thoughts surrounded work, her hobbies, and her cat, but they kept returning to the taste of the meal. 
 

 When she finished, the waiter brought her check, his smile betraying a nervous attitude that confused Melanie. She pulled her credit card from her purse, inserting it into the proper sleeve of the booklet, and watched as the waiter carried it away. 
 

 A few moments later, the waiter reappeared, a disturbed look upon his face. "I'm sorry Miss, but there seems to be a problem with your card. If you would please step this way, the manager would like to discuss your payment for the meal in private, away from the other guests." 
 

 Melanie gaped in astonishment. "I don't understand what's wrong with my card. I have plenty of credit. Heck, I've used that card several times today!" 
 

 "I understand, Miss, but please, you must come with me to speak to the Chef. He will make everything right." The waiter held out his hand, entreating her to follow him. 
 

 Melanie nodded quickly, snatching up her purse. The waiter had not returned her card and she intended at least to get it back and call the credit company’s customer service number listed on the back. She smiled. Certainly this was just a minor error. 
 

 The waiter weaved his way through tables and Melanie saw other patrons looking at her and despite their ignorance, her mind felt those eyes upon her. Her face flushed scarlet as she quickly followed the waiter, almost pushing him forward in front of her. 

 

 The huge swinging doors to the kitchen loomed ahead, two frosted circles of glass betraying the harsh illumination and contrasting to the cherry paneled doors. As Melanie got closer, delicious aromas filled the air, a cacophony of scent that would have set her taste buds tingling had it not been for the meal she had just finished. 
 

 The waiter pushed open the door, holding it as Melanie followed him into the intense activity of the kitchen. Melanie hesitated momentarily as the assorted cooks, helpers, dishwashers, and busboys all stopped for a second to stare at her. Once more her face flushed and she imagined that these men were looking at her in a hungry way. 
 

 She shook her head and turned to the waiter. "Please, let's just talk to the manager. I'll call my credit company and get this straightened out." 
 

 The waiter smiled softly and nodded. "This way please." Melanie followed the man across the kitchen past a huge wooden butcher block table. A collection of garden vegetables lay washed and peeled, ready to be cooked or used raw in some upcoming dish. Once more her nose was teased with scents, detecting a delicious bubbling concoction on a stove, flavored with herbs and olive oil. 
 

 But the distractions of the kitchen did not slow her as she and the waiter approached a regular door to one side of the kitchen. The waiter knocked twice and then once more and the door opened with a click. Melanie could see two men inside, one wearing a white jacket and hat, the other in a dark suit. The Chef sat on the corner of a large oak desk, his hands fiddling with a spool of poultry trussing string, his face a smile. His short raven hair was clean, sparkled with slight bits of gray, and his mustached curled upward as he smiled at Melanie. Melanie smiled back, nodding politely. 
 

 The other man was a hulk, his body huge and powerful. He stood slightly behind her next to the door. For a second Melanie's eyes widened and she wondered what this man would look like in nothing but a Speedo swimsuit. He was easily a candidate for Mr. Universe. She looked at both men, wondering who to address concerning her card. The waiter let the door close behind them, staying in the room just behind Melanie. 
 

 "Bonjour mademoiselle, I am the Chef. I hope you enjoyed the meal?" The Chef's accent was pronounced and his pronunciation of the word "the" sounded more like "zee". Melanie smiled. 
 

 "Oh yes, sir. The meal was wonderful. I'm terribly sorry about the problem with my credit card. If I could just have the card back and the use of the phone, I think I can get the problem sorted out. It's probably just a technical glitch. You know how that is," she gushed. 
 

 The Chef smiled again. "Oui, I know it, of course. Here is your card." He held out a small piece of colored plastic and Melanie stepped forward to take it. As she raised her arms upward the waiter and the body builder suddenly grabbed each limb, holding tightly to it. 
 

 "What the…" she started to say. The Chef leaned forward, pulling a large white napkin from his jacket and crammed it into Melanie's mouth. Her eyes went wide and she aimed a solid kick at the white clad Chef, but it landed in the bodybuilder's outstretched leg. She might of well as kicked the wall. 
 

 "Now, now, Cheri, we will discuss your payment problems in just a moment. Donald?" The body builder moved behind Melanie, grasping both arms and locking Melanie in a strong hold. He turned her around and pushed her arms behind her back. The Chef took the trussing string and quickly began to wrap the course twine around each of Melanie's wrists. Tears formed in Melanie's eyes as she wondered what this cruel Chef had in mind for her. She would pay! She knew she could! 
 

 After just a minute her wrists were bound tightly together, brown hemp forcing her clasped hands together at the base of her spine. The unnatural position forced her breasts forward. The waiter handed the Chef a huge carving knife, causing a momentary surge of panic in Melanie, only to watch the Chef cut the twine and give a small piece to the waiter. Melanie cringed as the waiter wrapped the loose strand around her head, holding the huge napkin in her mouth. 
 

 The waiter moved beside Melanie as did the body builder, each wrapping a single leg around her own supporting limbs. The body builder kept hold of her tied wrists as the Chef approached, still holding the knife. 
 

 "Do not worry, Cheri. This knife is only to prepare you." He reached out with the gleaming blade and began to slice the cloth of Melanie's blouse. The Chef was quick and controlled as he skinned Melanie of her white cotton blouse, followed by her skirt, shreds of material falling to the parquet floor. 
 

 Melanie's tears flooded down her cheeks as the men gazed in appreciation of her lace covered breasts. She watched in disgust as the Chef studied her physique as if studying a quail for delicacy and plumpness. 
 

 "Mon ami, you have chosen well," the Chef said to the waiter with a grinning smile. "See how her curves are so perfect? Oui, it is well chosen." The Chef slipped the cold steel of the carving knife through the front of the bra, slicing through the lace binding like butter. 
 

 Melanie groaned, feeling the tension of the bra dissipate and the Chef's hands came up, pulling the cups of her bra apart. Her breasts barely needed the support, despite their size, and she flushed red in embarrassment as her nipple hardened. She felt a flash of wetness between her legs. 
 

 The Chef continued with his knife and soon she felt the last straps of her bra fall shredded to the floor. It was then that the mad Chef slid the knife through the sides of her panties. 
 

 "Do not move, mon cheri, for I do not want to slip and cut you," said the Chef carefully. Melanie froze, letting the Chef cut away the silk panties without incident. The man stepped back, admiring her exposed body. 
 

 "Mon cheri, you are magnificent!" The Chef turned toward the waiter and the body builder. "She is prepared, monsieur. You may take her to kitchen." Melanie's eyes widened in horror. Thoughts of being ravished here in the office had been coursing through her mind, but to be taken and humiliated in front of the entire staff? She shook her head, screaming her resistance through the napkin that muffled her. 
 

 The waiter pushed open the office door as the body builder dragged Melanie forward. Her eyes darted around as the kitchen staff watched her. Their looks were hungry, almost animal like and fresh waves of tears poured downward, soaking the string against her cheeks. The body builder pulled her forward to the butcher block table she had passed earlier, pushing her to the narrow end and forcing her downward until her breasts pressed against the wood, her bottom exposed. 
 

 She felt fingers on her ankles and her legs were pulled apart. More string was wrapped around her and she realized that the waiter and one of the other kitchen helpers had tied her delicate legs, spread and vulnerable, to the bottoms of the table supports. 
 

 "Can you lift yourself up off the table, cheri?" asked the Chef. Melanie just lay there, not responding, tears dripping to the heavy wood. 
 

 The Chef laughed. "Of course you can mon cheri. And you will when we need you too." He turned to the rest of the staff. "Get on with your duties. This is no more than a regular meal preparation for a guest!" 
 

 Melanie lay trussed on the table, her body trembling as she watched the dishwashers sumptuously glancing at her. Her body lay bent over the table, her feet, still clad in the toeless high heels she wore that day, wrapped to the legs of the table. She knew she could have lifted herself off the table, her breasts dangling, but she knew with her legs tied and her arms behind her back, she would have little chance to balance, and besides, the table offered some protection for her rounded bosom. 
 

 Suddenly she felt a rope stretched across her back and under her tied arms and she pushed upward. She rose almost six inches before the rope pulled taut, stopping her ascent. Her breasts dangled below, just an inch from the wooden table as she strained. 
 

 "Now, now, mademoiselle, please do not strain. It will mark you!" said the Chef slightly. The man turned away and moved through the kitchen. 
 

 The Chef began speaking to his assistant, his voice soft and Melanie tried to focus on what the man was saying. "No, no. She is perfect. Look at the curves, and the way her body reacts. Trust, mon ami. Of course! No. First we must chill our ingredients, no?" The Chef walked across her vision, motioning to a man on the other side of the kitchen. "Carlos! Yes, please get the tray from the freezer please!" 
 

 Melanie watched as a dark skinned man, obviously Carlos, stepped to a heavy metal door and opened it. A cloud of mist escaped and Melanie imagined she could feel a cool breeze across her back. She felt the goose bumps rising along her arms and sides. Carlos disappeared into the freezer, returning with what looked like a cookie tray, coated with frost. He hurriedly brought it closer and closer until Melanie was staring up into his eyes. 
 

 The Chef smiled, taking the tray from Carlos and turning toward her. Melanie began thrashing, pulling away from the Chef and his tray when she again felt the hands of the body builder on her. His calloused fingers gripped her shoulders, his hip pressing against her buttock, as he steadied her and pulled her upward. 
 

 He pulled until the rope was pressed into her back and she watched in horror as the chef lowered the tray. A thin sheet of white ice lay frozen across the metal pan, and he slipped it under her chest. She trembled as she felt the cold air rising from the ice and her nipples hardened almost painfully. 
 

 Suddenly the body builder let her go and she tumbled downward, mashing both creamy breasts into the smooth ice. Her cry was so shrill that it escaped even through the napkin and she yanked herself back upward, coming to halt mere inches from the frigid torture below. She strained against the rope holding her downward, trying desperately to move her body upward or sideways away from the pan, but it was useless. Her nipples could still feel the residual cold wafting upward, caressing her breasts, dangling only an inch above the ice sheet. 
 

 Her mind was yanked downward to her sex as she felt a gentle touch. Her loins trembled as slow fingers slipped upward through her moist slit, caressing and spreading the petals of her flower. She groaned, her mind heaving with the multitude of sensations, her aching back, her frozen nipples, and now the hot pleasure flooding upward. 
 

 "Excellent. She is properly lubricated. Hand me the cucumber please," she heard the Chef say. 
 

 Suddenly the fingers were replaced with something huge and hard, moist, yet cool. It pressed upward, filling her so completely that she thought she would burst. It twisted inside her and she moaned, pushing backward against the vegetable phallus that was slowly penetrating her. A twinge in her back sent a different, conflicting signal to her brain, and she gritted her teeth as her strength failed, dropping her already cooled breasts back down upon the ice tray. 
 

 As the searing cold bit into her, she felt the cucumber push deeper, sliding inward and out with a steady rhythm. Her nipples felt as if they were on fire and her whole body quivered. Finally she rose upward again, her breasts white with cold and dripping the icy water she had melted back down to the ice tray. 
 

 Her eyes closed as the cucumber seemed to throb within her, pushing and pulling at the taut and stretched sides of her well. She felt her body tensing with an indescribable need, an urge, and she pushed backward again, trying to force the cucumber deeper. She felt her body tiring again and lowering, until once more her nipples touched the film of glacial water that coated the dissolving ice. 
 

 She arched her back, yanking upward again, crying outward, almost unaware that the cucumber had been removed, leaving a gaping void demanding to be filled. She dropped back downward into the ice, her body ravaged with exhaustion. Her feeble efforts to lift herself back up merely exposed half of each breast to the warming air before plunging them back down to be mashed into iceberg filled seas. 
 

 Melanie's mind began to overload, her breasts numbing to the pressures and frost chilling them. Her sex tingled once more as she felt a thin object inserted deeply, its cut edges soft yet strangely firm. Another and another was slipped inward, slowly filling her up and she realized that the cut carrots, squash, zucchini, and other vegetables were being slivered and dipped into her sex. 
 

 "Her breasts are done now, mon ami. Please lift her up," the Chef said to the body builder. "Where is the marinade?" he called out. 
 

 Melanie barely registered the hands pulling her upward, her nipples sensitive to even the slightest waft of air. She cried out again, her sounds muffled by the napkin and she turned her head to see the Chef motioning to one of the cooks. Another pan, deeper this time, was laid upon a counter top and Melanie watched as one of the pots from the stove was tipped into the pan, pouring a thick oily sauce downward, flecked with the greens and reds of spices. 
 

 The Chef picked up the tray and brought it over to the butcher block table, smiling like an artist pleased with his project. Small streams of steam rose from the pan and he placed it on the table to her side. She watched as he dipped one long elegant finger into the sauce, swirling it around. He bent down to whisper in her ear. 
 

 "This is one of my special marinades, mon cheri. I hope you will enjoy it. Its base is the finest cold pressed olive oil, trod out by virgins in the moonlight." His eyes flickered with laughter. "I jest of course. I'm sure some machine in Italy presses it, and at all hours of the day. But, we must indulge our little fantasies, oui? Do not worry, mademoiselle, for the marinade is not too hot, merely the temperature you would find in your own bath." 
 

 The Chef slid the pan under her, replacing the icy tray. Melanie's eyes widened with alarm as the first waves of heat bathed her still dripping breasts. The was a sharp tingling as the frozen creamy globes were subjected to the heat; what felt like lukewarm bathwater to the Chef, felt to her as if she had been suspended above boiling lava. 
 

 The body builder pushed downward and Melanie once more screamed. Her breasts sank into the dark steamy oil, pressing downward deeper and deeper. Unlike the ice water, which had never covered more than her areola, the marinade rose upward, covering her entire bosom to touch the cleavage between. She tried to rise up, but the body builder held her down. 
 

 Melanie's tears flooded down her nose as her breasts throbbed and tingled with heat and pain. Her nipples contracted hotly as her breasts cooked in the warm oil. Her breath came in ragged gasps and she shook on the verge of sensorial terror. Her body was no longer rationalizing or communicating with her reason, every touch, every nerve, firing off on its own instinctive path. Her sex gushed with a sudden wetness and she longed for the stuffed vegetables to move or plunge deeper. She began to pump her hips as her breasts adjusted to the warmth surrounding them. 
 

 "It is time to cook her bottom, my friends. We will all take turns. Pierre! Please bring the peel!" Melanie's eyes opened once more to watch as one of the cooks took a large wooden paddle from the wall next to the wood fired oven. Its blade was huge, easily large enough for loafs or even pizza, with a long handle that stretched out for feet. Pierre brought it to the Chef smiling and grinned as the Chef stepped back away from Melanie, motioning for Pierre to begin. 
 

 If the body builder had not been holding her down, Melanie would have shot upward, knocking the marinade tray off the table with her force. The paddle had been swung, hard, striking her bottom just above her vegetable stuffed flower. A second blow stung her more evenly and she quivered and jerked under the unyielding hands holding her. 
 

 Pierre walked away with a smile and the Chef motioned another forward. Two more blows followed causing ripples to shudder their way from her beaten bottom forward to her breasts. Another cook's helper stepped forward for his turn. 
 

 Melanie quickly lost count, her bottom quickly outstripping the heat of her breasts. The time between each kitchen helper, invariably spread the deep heat downward into her loins and she could feel the vegetables slipping upward or downward. Twice, the Chef stopped the paddling long enough to reinsert a fallen carrot or slice of zucchini, only to let them resume once she was restuffed. Melanie groaned with desire. 
 

 "Hmmm…" the Chef hummed, running his fingers over her red and swollen bottom. “She feels done; however it is necessary to check her temperature." He turned and waved at one of the cooks. "Michael, please. The meat thermometer." 
 

 Melanie felt the cheeks of her buttocks being spread and then a cool metal probe being slowly pressed into her anus. She clenched, her bottom still on fire, as it slowly twisted inward, deeper and deeper. It stopped, sitting inside her for a moment before the Chef clucked his tongue. 
 

 "Not quite. Three more should do it," he announced. Melanie gasped as the probe was yanked outward, leaving her bottom empty. 
 

 The Chef picked up the paddle and brought it quickly and strongly across Melanie's bare bottom. The edge of the paddle caught the vegetables, mashing them upward into her body. She continued her jerky dance as the Chef finished the last two blows. Her tears streamed downward and then she felt a cool touch being run along her inflamed skin. She realized the Chef was basting her bottom. 
 

 "Merely butter, mon cheri. Merely butter," said the Chef. 
 

 Melanie quivered as the body builder let go. She didn't raise herself out of the marinade however, her body exhausted and too accustomed to the warmth. They let her lay there, stuffed with vegetables, her breasts soaking in spice scented oil, her bottom still suffering the roasting she had endured. 
 

 Minutes passed and she opened her eyes, raising herself up to look around. The kitchen help were all busy, each carefully preparing some special dish, glancing at orders, cleaning various pots and pans, each glancing at her cooked body with relish. Suddenly the face of the Chef was at her cheek, smiling. 
 

 "Ah!!! Mademoiselle is ready for the final preparation before being served! She has been chilled, stuffed, marinated, and cooked. Only the skewering remains." 
 

 Melanie stiffened. The Chef turned and pointed at another helper who opened one of the counter doors and pulled yet another tray from the depths. Melanie strained upward to see what was in it, what would her poor breasts endure now? 
 

 Her eyes widened with fear as the Chef dipped the tray to her eye. Hundreds of tiny tacks lay strewn across the metal pan, each pin short and stubby. She jerked up and away from the tray and the Chef set it down as the body builder once more took hold of her shoulders. 
 

 "Now, now, mon cheri, you need not fear. These pins are so short that they will not pierce your delicate skin. They will merely tenderize it. The pinching will be delicious. No marks will remain. That I can promise you, cheri," the Chef said. 
 

 The body builder lifted her upward as the Chef slid the tray beneath her, pushing the marinade to the side. She was prepared this time when the body builder let her go, her body only falling so far as to feel the first tiny prick on her sensitized and erect nub. Oil dripped downward from her breasts, pooling into a scented morass of glittering spikes amongst the spices. No one touched her as they awaited her strength to fail once more. 
 

 It was not long in coming. She slowly, gently lowered herself downward, voluntarily resting her bosom on the bright tiny spears, her breasts shaking with aching need. Her sex clenched, squeezing the vegetables, as she felt the hundreds of pin pricks digging ever so slightly into her. 
 

 Once more she lifted up, taking her pressing weight off the oily pins, but some were embedded too deep to drop free of their own volition, bringing their own biting pinch upward as she rose. Over and over she dropped and rose, sending each wave of needles into her abused nipples. Her loins pumped and quivered until she laid still, her breasts mashed downward into the tray, embedded with tiny glittering stars. 
 

 Melanie felt the rope across her back being removed and her body being lifted. Her eyes rolled as the Chef took a brush and knocked loose the fifty or so pins that had remained in her skin as she was pulled upward. Melanie flinched as each was knocked loose. Her eyes glanced down to see her breasts and she wearily noticed that despite the irritating pinches, not a single penetration had caused her to bleed. Her breasts were dark with marinade still and she felt pressure at her ankles. 
 

 The body builder tipped her backward and she barely resisted as she was laid upon a silver platter across a cart. Her arms felt like lead as her wrists were freed and she was placed face up. Her mind screamed at her to rise up, to flee, but her body couldn't respond. She could still feel the vegetables stuffed within her. 
 

 The waiter and the body builder began to tie her once again, this time with her arms up over her head, a welcome stretch for her sore muscles. Her legs were pushed upward, her knees parted and tied to the sides of the platter, the soles of her high heels placed together and then bound. 
 

 The Chef held up two plastic strips, each two inches wide and seven long, curving the ends of each together to form two loops. Each he placed over one of Melanie's breasts, cupping and pulling the tender flesh upward into the loop. A soup tureen was brought forward and a ladle full of steaming sauce was poured over each breast, filling the loop like an above ground pool, Melanie's nipple standing like a desert island in the middle of the ocean. 
 

 Melanie could feel other dishes being placed around her and between her legs. Some hot and some cold, but nothing more was done to her body. Her breasts, already heated from the marinade felt hot, but not scalding. 
 

 "Magnifique!" shouted the Chef. "Drape her and take the meal to the special dining room. Our guests arrived about twenty minutes ago." He bent down to Melanie's face. "A proper meal is served together, the ingredients prepared at the proper moment. It is all about timing, mon cheri." The Chef waved at the waiter to remove the cart. 
 

 A white cloth was draped over Melanie and she felt the cart moving. The doors of the dining room swung open and she could hear the muted rush of speaking voices, the clinking noise of forks upon china, the chime of glasses and ice. Her mind rushed, trying to decide if she should try to attract the attention of the diners when another door opened and the roar died out to be replaced by the voices of a few men. 
 

 The cloth was whisked away and Melanie looked up at the waiter. He and the body builder lifted the platter onto the table and Melanie saw the diners of the private party gazing at her in undisguised longing. Candles were lit, soft music playing. 
 

 "Now this is what I call a meal!" said one voice. "Tell the Chef he is a master." 
 

 The waiter bowed. "Of course, sir. I will pass on your appreciation. The Chef is an artist. Enjoy your meal, gentlemen. 
 

 An hour later the waiter helped Melanie off the platter, her arms and legs sore, her pink flower empty of the sliced vegetables, and her nipples tender from the countless dipping of forks into the sauce. The waiter led her to a large floor basin, pushing her gently into a warm drizzle of clean water, washing away the marinade, the sauces, and juices that had come so greatly during the dinner. 
 

 Melanie obeyed like a little girl, following blindly, letting the waiter care for her, even to letting him rub special lotion into her skin. She followed him, draped and covered with a terry cloth towel into the office where he gave her a garnished cardboard box. She opened it to find a new dress, elegant, sexual, and incredibly expensive, with matching shoes, stockings, and even a pair of silk panties, low cut. The waiter helped her into the dress, zipping the back upward, even helping her with the dangling glittering earrings. It all fit perfectly, her body filling in the appropriate places fully and exquisitely. 
 

 Lastly he handed her a new purse, filled with her own belongings. It's tooled leather matching the rhinestones on her dress. Lastly the waiter handed her a small plastic card and her check. 
 

 "Compliments of the management miss. The Chef has expressed his desire for you to consider the bill paid. Thank you for coming to our establishment, and we hope you will give us a good recommendation, or if I'm not being presumptuous of my own desire, for you to return for another engagement." He smiled. "Now, let me show you the way out." 
 

 Melanie followed the waiter out of the office, past the butcher block table. It had been cleaned of the bits of twine and marinade that had splattered its surface and a new collection of vegetables were prepared, lying on a corner. 
 

 The waiter pushed open the doors of the kitchen and Melanie stepped out into the dining room. The crowded murmur dropped as the diners gaped in astonishment at the sparkling beauty that emerged from the kitchen. Her dress glittered, sparkling in the light, and countless men in the dining room wished they knew the luminous girl. 
 

 Melanie ignored them. Her body still on autopilot, she followed the waiter through the restaurant, disregarding the hungry stares of the men, and even some of the women. As she approached the door, she noticed the Chef hurrying up, a smile etched upon his face. 
 

 "Mademoiselle? I am glad that everything worked out so well. We enjoyed having you for dinner. In fact, we hope you can come again sometime." He paused suddenly and leaned forward, a mischievous grin upon his face. "However, I wanted to ask you if you were interested…in dessert?" 
 

 Melanie paused, her face inscrutable, the Frenchman's grin beaming at her. She felt another strange sensation, this time deep within her. She smiled, her eyes glittering in anticipation. 
 

 "I'd love to stay for dessert, monsieur." 
 


 

The Staircase


The light from the window cascaded downward into a thousand glittering fragments, spilling out across the dark stained steps of the staircase. It was the light, and the knowledge that he was at work, that almost gave her the courage to descend into the half-lit darkness below. Her fingers tightened on the carved banister and her knuckles whitened under the pressure. What dark secret did he possess so utterly that the very though of broaching the borders of his sanctum turned her quivering with fear and away?
What does he keep down there? She thought to herself. 




The apple she had been eating was forgotten and it rested in her hand like a pool of blood. Its skin matched the shade of her lips and the small dress that covered her body. She felt a small draft slip up the stairs, caressing her toes through the high heeled sandals that accentuated her legs so perfectly. Her lips turned upward in a small smile at the thought of his eyes widening with longing whenever he saw her like that. 
What does he keep down there?




But secrets were meant to be discovered and her eyes narrowed. What did he keep in that forbidden basement? Why did he have her swear never to descend into that realm? What did he keep behind that door. She giggled nervously. She didn't even know if it was locked! Her eyes glanced round at the fluttering golds of sunlight and suddenly the apple dropped from her hand, thumping and rolling down the flight in a complicated dance of chaos.




Her mouth parted in a gasp, half realizing what she had done and why. Her fingernails dug into the wood as she berated herself.




What does he keep down there?




Her mind pictured an ancient bachelor pad, with faded leather sofa, beer cans rusting in pyramid like piles on side tables, the room smoky from endless cigarettes. She saw in her imagination young girls, runaways, being brought there to be used and discarded like tissue, in an ecstasy of flesh. Her mind turned toward the memories of his hands on her own body as she lay across the couch in his study. No! Her breath became more rapid and she felt herself ripening.




What does he keep down there?




She thought of his demanding presence, his ever conscious control, and she saw in her imagination the maniacal restraints and tools he must keep hidden below. She examined his wooden rack, and the slanted table. Her fingers glided over the polished wood of the open stocks, and her eyes widened as she saw whip upon whip, of every style hanging in its proper place on the wall.




And then suddenly she felt his fingers encircling her arm and he was there. His face an angry mask at her disobedience. With sudden ferocity he ripped her dress from her, baring her chest to his eyes. He flung her forwards toward the open stock and her stomach rippled in fear as he pushed her body downward into the holes. Her wrists and head were caught in the mouth of oak and she felt him kicking her legs apart. Her skin prickled as the leather manacles were strapped around each ankle, high above the last strap of the sandals. 




Her ears heard the metal clinking and as he stepped away she tested the bonds on her limbs, pulling against the links of chain holding her legs apart, and the long heavy beams of wood holding her wrists and head. Her heart fluttered against her chest and her breathing came in long rasps like the sound of dried newspapers being blown along the gutter.




She felt his presence behind her and tensed as the cool touch of metal slipped between her skin and the crimson red lace panties she wore. The sound of the material parting, of thread being severed, was like a hushed whisper in the dark, felt more than heard. The air wafted over her thighs and then she could see them, lying on the floor below her like the fallen flag of a defeated enemy.




The sting of the crop as it landed on her buttocks shot through her like a cannon. She cried out suddenly, filled with shock and pain. She pulled against the stock, feeling the soft touch of the cotton padding on her skin, but she could not move and she felt the second blow more firmly that the first. It had landed with a ringing crack, like the report of a gun, and her body jerked forward. Her voice broke from her throat, a thin high pitched moaning as the reality of her degradation seeped deep with in. 




The crop came again, and then again, in a succession of biting swings that brought tears to her eyes and the flushed look of hot skin to her buttocks. She felt herself squirming, involuntarily swinging her hips from side to side, and trying to cool herself. Then she sensed his hand touching her, up between her legs, exciting her and bringing the calm luxury of pleasure to her ravaged nerves. She ripened, becoming moist and tender and swollen against his light touch.




And then it was gone, replaced by the cold inhuman feeling of leather and she tried with all her might to close her legs and raise her body upward. But the chains held and the crash of the crop against her swollen sex brought a stab of pain that radiated upward from between her legs and swelled upward until it seemed to escape through the tips of her breasts.




He swung again, and the crop landed wetly in the folds of her flower. Her mind began to tremble, closing down against the intense sensations. And then his fingers were there again, touching, caressing, and feathering her. She closed her eyes and moaned loudly, full of uncertainty but with the hope of promise. She felt him part her and slip his thumb deep into her body, filling her with just enough to bring a wave of gratification to her nerve ravaged body.
She felt the long nimble fingers of his other hand slide up her body to her dangling breasts, caressing the curves and slopes of her torso as he found the small and tender nub of her breast. She bit her lip lightly, expecting a pinch, but he merely flicked his nail back and forth across her nipple, eliciting a gasp and causing her body to respond with a swelling rise.




She moaned as the torture continued, his finger grazing the swollen nipple and his thumb moving imperceptibly inside her body. The stocks creaked as she stressed the wood, pulling on it with more and more force as he continued his pleasuring. A breaking snap filled the air and the top of the stocks came askew, freeing her hand.




He growled loudly and pinched her nipple hard, bringing streams of salt-laden tears to her eyes. He took her wrist and she felt the cold encircling bite of handcuffs and then she was free and he yanked her up, his fist entwined in her dark hair. She teetered in his grasp, balancing on her heels, still locked to the floor. 




The steel cuffs clinked loudly, chinking their way tighter on her other wrist, locking her arms behind her back. He held her upright, letting her find her balance and then moved in front of her, frowning deeply at her attempts at freedom. She glared at him rebelliously and he snatched at both of her nipples, yanking her creamy mounds outward in anger. She cried out, pulling backward, and she felt her skin pulling, almost tearing as he held on tightly. Her back arched and suddenly she was falling backwards. She screamed as her world toppled.




She slammed down hard onto the slanted table, the cuffs digging into the small of her back. Her breath exploded out of her and she sucked air back into her lungs. His footsteps sounded loudly in the room as he walked to the side of table and tilted her to her side. She felt the metallic embrace of the cuffs releasing one tender wrist and then her hands were drawn upward by his strength.




Her arms were stretched outward, drawn so far up she thought they would pop from their sockets. Each tendon in her shoulder was taut and tight, tuned like the high string of a violin. Her feet had come up off the floor, held down only by the clenching of metal and leather. She saw his head bend downward and the tension eased. She pulled herself upward onto the slanted table, her sandals scrabbling for a hold on the smooth end. But then her legs were yanked apart again and she felt her master locking each ankle restraint to the extended eyebolts on each side of the table.




He returned to the wall, eyeing the numerous whips and crops that hung like the strange tableau of a maniacal jockey. He pulled a murderous looking whip from the wall, its long knotted cloth strands dangling like the yarn hair of a child doll. He flung it over his shoulder with a flick and the sound of its passage through the air swished through the room.




She tensed. Her legs pulled upward at the knees and her arms tightened. She held herself ready, wondering what part of her was to be subjected to the fierce bite of the cloth whip. Her warmly stung bottom snuggled against the cool wood below her as she closed her eyes.




The sound of the whip was not enough warning to prepare her for the spurt of pain that shot upward from her breasts. A wave of cool air brushed her face from its passing, unnoticed in the overwhelming juice of sensation that flooded into her mind. Her body danced on the table, jumping with the overload of feeling, not even settling enough to prepare for the next blow.




Over and over the strikes came, pounding into the soft flesh of her bosom like an unrelenting rain. Her breasts ached and stung and her skin steamed hot and swollen. He dropped the whip and returned into view with a dripping rag. He swung it through the air, whirling it madly as tiny droplets of water spun from it, sprinkling her skin. Her body rippled with spasms and then he slapped it downward over her breasts, coating them with the cold and dripping cloth.




She arched her back upward, feeling the intense coolness sear into her inflamed flesh like ice. Her mouth opened and shut, trying desperately to give voice to a feeling she could not describe. But as she writhed against the table's bonds, the pent-up heat of her beaten breasts warmed the strip of cloth, quickly relieving the frigid temperature.




Suddenly she felt the soft touch of his thumb between her legs, pushing upward into her body, rolling her tender flesh from side to sire with his forefinger. She moaned loudly, feeling the exquisite feelings of pleasure surge forward through her loins like the fire that had fed upon her bosom. She arched her hips upward into him, surging forward.




And then she opened her eyes and saw she was still standing at the top of the stairway. She looked downward and realized that she had pushed her sodden panties aside and slipped her own fingers into her body. She quickly removed her hand, unconsciously straightening the pulled up hem line of her dress. Her mind flashed back through the memory of her day dream and she looked back down at the fallen apple core as it lay against the wooden door at the bottom of the stairs. 




Her head jerked upward at the sound of the garage door opening and she knew his footsteps would be echoing down the hall in moments. Her heart fluttered and she took a single step downward. Her mind screamed out in question and she set her mouth firmly, steadily descending the steps toward the fallen core. She picked up the apple at the base of the steps and she looked at it, dusty in the golden sunlight. She started back up the stairs. Just as she stepped onto the main floor she felt the strong grip of his fingers encircling her arm, his face a strong mask of anger at her disobedience.




And she smiled.





The Painter


 

 I remember so well that late autumn, in the heart of Italy, with the music surrounding us like blown leaves. The air was cool and sweet. The kalamata olives were ripe and rich and the sweet taste of gelato pure upon the tongue. All these memories still come to my mind’s eye as if it were yesterday.


 

I remember sitting on the plaza, a breeze circling round us endlessly as we drank the steaming espressos outside the small café. The looming landscape of Rome silhouetted behind her head was a regal sight, bringing to mind all the wonderful treasures of the Mediterranean. I looked back at my Painter. Perhaps I too had become as wealthy as the emperors of old, at least when I considered the wonderful talent and beauty of the woman sitting across from me.


 

 The rich coffee delighted our pallets and she spoke of her latest painting, finished, and on display in the Il Fiore Rosso Gallery, deep in the center of the city. I had seen it, in an unfinished state many times. This is perhaps shocking to other painters who never allow another soul to view their work before it is done. But I am her muse, her inspiration, her Hunter. I fuel her talent, for it is dark and mysterious. I believe, in my heart, that it is the eyes. The eyes in her paintings are so unusual, so deep. I have only seen that ability before in the art of Rembrandt, whose skill still impresses me; the skill to so capture the soul of a person in the eyes.


 

 I sat back and sighed. The critics so enjoy analyzing her art, critiquing it, molesting it, destroying its purpose with the opposing dramas of light and dark, of anger, and pain, and love. I remember the nudes so finely drawn, with such haunted looks. Who would ever guess that each sketch, each painting, each portrait was a fantastic transformation of what the eye had seen and places on paper and canvas. 


 

 Perhaps you can tell that I am deeply in love with my Painter, my amore, my amorata. But it is her need, her desire, to see that look on another’s face, the look of pleasure, of pain, of love, and of hate, that first drove me to her side. It has haunted me since the inception, and even today I wonder if I shall ever enjoy the chance of bringing that same desperate and haunted look to her porcelain face.


 

 That autumn day I had to admit to myself that her latest painting was a masterpiece. Despite what some critics had said of her work, it wasn’t technique or talent they objected too, but the content, the passion her paintings expressed. This time, a phenomenal portrait of a young girl, eyes closed in pain, yet with an illumination on her face of utter ecstasy. Sitting at the café I brought it to my mind’s eye, as she excitedly told me of Jeanette Pierre La Sons’ critique of her showing for d’Art Internationale.


 

 I listened to her, yet I remembered back to the night when I brought little bedraggled Annette to her studio through the pouring rain. The girl’s hair had been ravaged, soaked with dirt and drizzle, and her makeup had run in streaks down her marble cheeks. I remember wondering whether it had been the sweet water from above, or the salty river of tears that had flowed down the sides of her face.


 

 My Painter’s eyes had widened as I brought the disheveled girl in, leaping up from her sketchbook and taking the girl in hand. As they disappeared up the stairs I found my way to the bar, pouring myself a glass of Merlot. My Painter’s studio is a huge room with floor to ceiling windows, topped with arches, only lightly framed with twenty foot long curtains. The bedroom is in the back, up a flight of stairs that stops at the landing and entry before disappearing into the darkness above. Time seemed to stop and I watched the water pour down the windows, dancing with the rain.


 

 It was not long before they came down the stairs and I congratulated myself as I saw the undisguised beauty of the girl. She was eighteen, fresh and beautiful. She would make a stunning model for my Painter. They stepped down the staircase chatting and giggling, arm in arm, and I felt a wave of warmth and pleasure flow through the studio. 

 Cleaned and fed, Annette’s eyes ranged over the studio, drinking in the stacked canvases, the easels draped with cloth, and the mounds of pillows in one corner, draped over and around a crimson hued French settee. I followed her gaze as she saw a small copy of “Dying Gaul” by Epigonos, the “Exposure of Luxury” by Bronzino, and countless other small works of art that served as foundations of muse for my Painter.


 

 Sexuality is so different for men, compared to women, and it always amazes me that those divergences can mesh and combine in such explosive and powerful ways to create a beautiful and living thing. Annette drank in the soft lighting, the mellow sounds of the rain, and the bright coloring of my Painter’s studio. I saw her face flush and her breath quicken and I knew I had chosen well.


 

 My Painter took her by the hand and led her through the private collection on an impromptu tour, explaining each piece and its creator’s desires. It ended in front of one painting, mounted upon the back wall in a place of honor, lit with small spot lights. Annette’s mouth opened as she drank it in, her eyes moving over the oil and canvas like a starved soul presented with a banquet.


 

 “What is it?” she asked softly.


 

 I suppressed a chuckle, not wanting to break the spell my Painter was brushing.


 

 “That one is entitled Pandora’s Punishment.” My Painter told the girl.


 

 She stared up at the astounding painting. Its dark billowing clouds edged the frame and in the center, the brilliantly lit image of the mythical Pandora. Her lithe body glowed in the light, bound by the silver glint of chains. Her tormentor, with muscles rippling, swung the whip against her bared breasts, already tinged crimson. A golden box lay empty at her delicate feet.


 

 But it was the face that one was drawn too; the look upon the tortured woman’s face as she bore the punishment for unleashing the evils upon the world. Her eyes half closed, her mouth drawn and tight, and yet there was the look of sensuality, of pleasure, drawn into it. In the depths of one’s mind you asked yourself if the punishment she was enduring was truly punishment.


 

 Annette stood enraptured by the painting, her rose colored mouth open as she drank in the meaning of the painting. Her eyes widened as she realized that Pandora was experiencing one of the released evils, and finding it desirable. The girl turned toward my Painter.


 

 “Yes. I painted it.” she said. “It took a very long time. And I think it has been one of my best works.” My Painter glanced at me. “The model for that painting was brought to me by my hunter.”


 

 Annette’s eyes narrowed, frightened. “Your hunter?” she asked timidly.


 

 My Painter laughed. “Oh not like that, little one. He finds my models for me. And he creates that perfect expression on their porcelain faces, that I place into my painting.” My Painter smiled at the girl.


 

 “This is my latest canvass.” My Painter said, stepping to the side and showing Annette the unfinished painting. Annette turned and looked at the easel, seeing the dark rich reds of fabrics and the dark architecture of cathedral stone, the small illumination of candles and the wispy grey of incense. 


 

 And in the center lay the girl across the steps of the dais, before the altar. The demons danced round her, one holding a brilliant red candle laced with gold. His face was dark and malevolent and the candle tipped above the girl’s naked bosom. Blood red claws encircled her ankles and wrists, holding her still in her agony as the fiery paraffin poured from the candle down upon her breast.


 

 Annette’s eyes widened as she looked at the painting. But then a look of confusion, of bewilderment effused her face and she stared at the unfinished oval of the girl’s face.


 

 My Painter saw it before Annette asked, smiling in her bemusement. “Yes. I know. It’s not finished yet. I have completed most of it, but there still is the girl’s face. I just need the perfect model to paint from.”


 

 Annette accepted this with what appeared to be complete understanding, and yet I wondered if she truly knew what was happening.


 

 “How do you find a model?” Annette asked softly, still marveling at the delicious erotica of the painting before her.


 

 My Painter sighed deeply and walked out toward the settee. “It’s very difficult, Annette. I have to find just the right person.” She sat down upon the satin. “I require a certain light and look, one that I can’t hire. You see, I have to find someone who is willing to let the look I need cross her face.”


 

 Annette’s mouth opened with realization. “The look…” she said softly.


 

 My Painter turned and smiled. “The look. Yes. You understand, don’t you?” She turned and looked at me. “And that is why I love my Hunter so much. He finds models for me. Belles who are willing to experience something of what my painting is about. To cross that threshold where pleasure and pain and longing and desire cross and become something great.”


 

 Annette shook her head. “But how?”


 

 My Painter smiled. “Hunter takes them there of course, while I paint. It is romantic, exquisite, and erotic. It is my muse.”


 

 I watched as her magic worked upon the young woman before us. I saw as Annette’s mind flashed through the images on the painting, seeing it in a new light as she imagined herself the young woman suffering at the hands of the devils. I could sense her arousal, her depth of feeling and desire. I knew I had chosen well.


 

 “C-c-can I be your model?” Annette asked in a halting voice.


 

 My Painter stepped back and looked at her. “Annette? Are you quite sure? I mean, you are beautiful of course, and would be perfect, but do you understand what I am asking you to endure with my Hunter?”


 

 She looked at me seriously and the back at my Painter. She nodded.


 

 My Painter smiled sweetly. “Very well then. Come. We’ll talk and prepare you”.


 

 The two women left the studio through a side door to a small dressing room. I finished my drink, preparing myself for the obligation ahead of me. Perhaps you think me a lecher, or abominable, taking this young girl in such a way. But understand, it is not this girl, or any of the others that quicken my blood, or arouse my desires. They are beautiful yes, but they are not my Painter. It is she I wish with all my heart to hold, to touch, bringing to her face that same look she has captured again and again with tempera on canvass.


 

 They emerged and Annette was dressed in a silk dressing gown. Her shapely legs and delicate naked feet moved fluidly across the floor and I watched with admiration. They reached the settee and my Painter lightly pushed Annette down upon the French sofa. Annette glanced at me, across the room, and I could see the pulse in her throat quicken.


 

 My Painter’s deft fingers untied the knot holding the gown closed and I watched as the silk parted, baring the resplendent human body. My eyes traced the soft curves of Annette’s breast, her abdomen, the dark triangle of hair at the cleft of her legs. Her nipples were delicate and small, tiny specks of heart color amid a sea of marble.


 

 “La mia bellezza, you are beautiful.” I said softly.


 

 Annette rewarded me with a nervous smile. My Painter bent down and kissed her upon the cheek. Annette lifted her hands and allowed my Painter to wrap the dark strands of silk around each wrist. Each hand was bound and then they were brought together, as if praying, before being linked as one. My Painter stood and pulled Annette’s hands up over her head, tying the loose strands of the silk rope to the back of the settee.


 

 As a man, it is always hard to deal with and control the physical reactions of desire. Before me was a beautiful woman, bound and open and willing for my touch and my taste. But my heart could never be given, and so I knew that this was for Annette’s pleasure, and for my Painter’s muse.


 

 My Painter had taken the black strands and looped them around each leg at the knee, spreading Annette’s legs and bringing them off the settee. The dexterous fingers of my Painter had bound the girl tightly spread open and ready for my touch.


 

 Annette’s face held the nervous tension of fear and longing and I realized she expected me to love her, to take her body and to use it. I sighed and stepped to the settee as my Painter removed herself and moved to her paints.


 

 I sat on the end of settee and watched her tighten, her breath held deep.

 

“Annette, child.” I said. “I’m not going to take my own pleasure with you. That is not my purpose. I dislike the most intimate sharings between two people, unless they are given in love. My entire purpose is to bring a level of pleasure you have never dreamed of to your senses, and then allow that pleasure to cross all boundaries. I will show a place where pain and pleasure have no meaning. Where desire and demand are but whispers in the gale of an incoming storm. That is my purpose.”


 

 Annette seemed to understand and I watched her relax. I reached down behind the settee and removed the small glass bottle that I kept there. I poured a small amount of the oil into my hand, warming it, and carefully spilled it across her bosom and stomach, down through her spread sex. More oil I dribbled along her leg, until it began to seep down the sides of her body.


 

 It seemed like a spark of electricity when I touched her. She jumped in shock as she felt my hands touch the smooth beauty of her belly. I carefully rubbed in the oil, feeling it warm to my touch and motion. I watched as Annette purred with pleasure and I slid my hands down her legs and up her thighs in circling movements. I brought my hands back up the sides of her body, caressing her hips and then arms and shoulders. Finally I moved my hands to the slopes of her breasts, cupping each delicate mound in my oiled palms. I lifted my fingers, my hands circling as each nipple was delicately rubbed by soft palms.


 

 Annette gasped and I saw the lips of her sex ripen and the scent of her desire touched my senses. My left hand traveled downward, through the glistening strands of her triangle, and then downward into the cleft of her sex. As my finger slipped easily over the tip of her clitoris she pulled on her bonds, her throat allowing the soft mewing sounds of desire and pleasure to croon forward.


 

 I slipped a finger, and then two into her body, feeling the soft wet warmth surround it like nothing else. It is the ultimate pleasure a man can have, experienced with a willingness and openness unlike any other.


 

 I began to caress her deeply, stroking the insides of her body. My fingers danced along the walls of her well and my other hand caressed her arms, her bosom, her belly. Slowly I felt the heat well up deep within her. I felt her sex struggle with need and her body began to strain against the bindings. I saw her eyes bore deep into mine as I brought her past the point where the relevance of who I was no longer held meaning. Need became a factor more intense and inescapable than any other.


 

 I glanced up and saw that my Painter was ready. Her paints were mixed and she stood near us, watching Annette intensely. I caught the slight sent of a match lighting and then the warm cinnamon of the candle. My hand sought the special point within a woman that brings her to the edge and I found it with Annette. I touched her, causing her to arch her back upwards against her bonds. Her eyes closed with intense feeling and I let my other hand take hold of the candle.


 

 It was nothing to bring her to the shattering edges of orgasm. It was almost inescapable. Her body rocked with tension as the pleasure rose and rose. It was then that I raised the candle above her body, my hand still buried in the warm cleft of her sex. I watched as the liquid heat fell from my hand, by my hand, splashing across the oil glistening marble of her breasts.


 

 Annette cried out as the heat seared her, but my movements inside her caused the sensations from the heat to combine with the pleasure and I watched as she moved to that place where pain and pleasure combine and become the same. My Painter had moved to her easel and was painting with a fury, letting the strokes of the brush create what the eye saw.


 

 I continued to pour as Annette writhed and twisted under the straps. And then it happened. That one magical moment and I saw my Painter stop to stare. The flooding moment came and the look of agony and pleasure crossed the bound girl’s face together as one. My Painter gasped in amazement and furiously placed what she had seen upon the canvass. I allowed only one more, fiery drop to fall, before placing the candle upon the floor.


 

 Her body was spattered with the droplets of wax, striking a contrast so much like the painting’s demon red claws that I paused momentarily. I kept my rhythm between her legs and began to slowly let her down. Finally as she relaxed into the exhaustion of sex, I pulled myself free of her and kissed her ever so gently upon the cheek.


 

 I remember standing up and looking across the girl at my Painter.


 

 “Did you get it?” I asked her.


 

 Her eyes sparkled. “I got it.”


 

 I walked around the settee and looked at the painting. Dark and foreboding, yet at the girl’s upturned face, bright light illuminated a face that understood that dark and light was the same thing. Two sides of the same coin. I saw the face of Annette, in agony.

And in ecstasy. 


 

 Sitting at the wire mesh table, watching my Painter, I am bound by love. My memories of that night long ago are no less vivid for my reliving them. Annette had been released, fed, housed, cleaned, and paid for her modeling. And I had gone on lusting in my heart and soul for my true love, my Painter.


 

 And I wonder, will I ever be allowed to bring my Painter to that point were Annette and countless others have gone? Will I ever be allowed to satisfy not only her needs, but my own? And who will paint us?


 

The Spa


 




 

Author’s Note: This story is radically different from the many others that I have written, and even radically different from those normally found on the BDSM Library. There is no torture, no pain, no non-consensual sex, no bondage, and not even any spanking. This is merely an intense sexual experience, light in taste, and totally consensual. So why read it? Because I think that almost every man will tell you that this fantasy is one he would want to live. 


 


 

 Richard Nicholson squinted down at the small handwriting scribbled across the tiny paper in his hand. His eyes darted continuously between the rain lashed roadway and the directions, trying to maintain some semblance of safety as he twisted the leather bound wheel back and forth. He was certainly nervous, a ridged tenseness that echoed through him like a tightly strung harp.

 His hair was thinning on top, but still a dark brown that had once been sandy blonde, and even longer before had been the stark white of childhood. He wore a thick mustache as well, trying to look wiser and more mature, a tactic that more often failed. He was of average height, and average weight, neither fat nor thin…the perfect non-descript man.

 “There it is!” He muttered to himself, flipping on his turn signal and moving over, raising a wash of water that cascaded over the curb. He glanced at the bright lights ahead and slowed to turn into the small half hidden strip mall hanging beneath the massive concrete bridges where two interstate highways met.

 Richard had heard of this place several weeks before while having lunch with several of his coworkers at the office. The idea of it intrigued him and despite the extreme cost, he began to think maybe the experience was worth the money. It had taken all his courage to finally make the decision, but once it was made Richard set out with determination.

 He had always been timid around women, shy and uncommunicative. In a world where women expect to be pursued and turn down countless men, no female had ever noticed Richard hiding in the background. His own insecurities had always kept him from striking up conversations and except for one disastrous experience in eighth grade that still embarrassed him, his knowledge of female anatomy was gained primarily in front of his computer.

 The front of his car tilted up as he entered the lot. A small Irish pub sat at one end of the strip mall, a forgotten shamrock tackily hung on the front door. Further down was a tobacco and pipe shop, no doubt languishing under the city’s new public smoking ban. Then was the 24 Hour News and Video store…another triple X rated location taking advantage of a loop hole in the city ordnance by displaying a few moldering newspapers and pop culture magazines in a tiny book case at the front.

 But that wasn’t where Richard was going. It was the last storefront on the strip, the one with the darkened windows and the red neon light. Slowly he turned into a free parking space. His heart thudded as a roll of heavy thunder shook around him. The rain pounded onto his windshield and he almost put the car in reverse. He glanced at the clock…almost seven p.m….right on time.

 He parked and turned off the engine, watching little wafts of steam rise from the hood. He put the keys in the pocket of his blazer and patted both pockets, making sure the heavy folds were right where they were suppose to be. He almost pulled them out and counted them, but he knew they were both the correct amounts.

 Richard gritted his teeth and yanked the door handle open, darting quickly out into the pouring rain. He slammed the door shut as the cascading water soaked him to the skin. Three steps took him to the sidewalk and the covered auspice where he shook the excess water from his shoulders and hair, slicking it back.

 Slowly he turned and looked at the door in front of him. With a trembling hand he opened it, ignoring the “24 Hours” sign to the left. He entered the store front, his body shaking and his heart beating. He swallowed and moved forward into the reception area.

 The room was sparsely furnished. A fake looking plastic tree stood in one corner next to an old leather armchair. A small coffee table stood in the center of the room covered with magazines obviously purchased from next door, several years before if their thumbed look was any indication. A modern looking automatic teller machine stood opposite the service window which was covered with frosted glass. A large cheap plastic clock hung on the wall next to several official looking business documents mounted in a cheap plastic frame.

 Richard approached the window and cleared his voice, raising his hand to rap on the glass. It slid back however, startling him. A small diminutive woman sat on the other side behind a counter. Her long straight black hair cascaded down her back and the angled arch of her eyebrows gave her oriental cast the same exotic cast all females of her race possessed.

 Richard jumped as her jaw moved and a loud snap came from her chewing gum. She smiled at him as he stared apprehensively, and then blew a large bubble. It exploded and her red lips managed to retrieve the burst balloon and return it to her mouth in an oddly appealing way.

 “Hi…are you Richard?” She asked, her voice a soft lilting soprano.

 Richard swallowed hard and nodded. “Uh…yes ma’am.”

 She smiled again. “Payment is due before services.” Her gum clacked again, an ignoble insistent irritant.

 Richard nodded and dug his fingers into his pants pocket, digging out a wad of twenties held together by a rubber band. He didn’t bother to count it, merely handing over the entire sum. The girl behind the counter quickly removed the money from the window sill, the rubber band snapping like her gum as she ran through the bills, counting. 

 Finally she nodded and tucked the money under the counter, looking up at Richard. “Why don’t you come on back and choose a girl, sir. We’re a little overstaffed cause of the storm.” There was an electronic buzz and Richard saw the inner office door pop open. With a few tentative steps he broached the inner threshold.

 He found himself in a dimly lit hallway and the office girl suddenly appeared, motioning him to a small room immediately to his left. He entered it, his heart hammering, expecting…something. But he found a large easy chair and a few lamps.

 “Please wait here. The girls will be with you in a moment.” The receptionist smiled and exited, closing the door behind her.

 Richard gripped the arms of the easy chair tightly, his throat tight. He looked around the room, noting the Oriental art and prints hanging from the walls, the tiny pot of bamboo, and the cork silhouette in a black frame. There was a pleasant scent in the room, of incense and musk, and Richard found himself breathing deeply. It seemed to alleviate some of his fears and he found himself starting to relax.

 A moment later the door opened and he stiffened again as four young girls entered the room. Each had the same glorious oriental cast the receptionist possessed, as well as the diminutive size and shape that so many found desirable in oriental women. Richard’s heart skipped a beat as he stared at each of the girls.

 The first was the tallest, her thick black hair almost touching her shoulders. Her lithe body was covered in the thinnest of silk chemises, and oddly European contrast to offset her Asian heritage. His eyes drank in the sight of her, smiling, seeming to pose for him.

 The second girl was a bit older than the others, easily into her early twenties and Richard supposed she was probably much older than that. Almost all oriental women looked younger than they were, and these four girls were no exception. Her silk robe was parted down the front, showing a flash of white cream colored flesh that rose too two blue silk covered bumps. It was short, showing off a pair of long ivory legs that ended in a pair of high heels. Richard swallowed again, but this time from desire, rather than nervousness.

 The third woman was the smallest, but her face seemed cruel to him. Like the first, she wore a chemise the color of lime green and Richard was able to move his eyes away from her quickly, despite the shapeliness of her body. The final girl stood demurely, her eyes downcast. She was dressed in the traditional silk kimono of her homeland, a white background with red flowers imprinted on it. The bottom of the kimono hung at her ankles, baring the tiniest feet Richard had seen on a grown woman.

 But it was her face and hands that caused his heart to thump and his loins to quicken. Her fingers were long and delicate, each painted with the lightest shade of red on the nails. Her face was that of a teenage girl, though her body held the full curves of a grown woman. He dipped his head trying to look into her eyes and he saw into the dark liquid russet eyes, despite her attempt to turn away.

 The receptionist had watched the entire process from the doorway and she stepped forward after a minute. She looked expectantly at Richard, who finally nodded.

 “Uh…um…I like her.” He pointed toward the final girl, the one dressed in the kimono.

 The receptionist nodded. “I’m sure Anh will be perfect for you sir.” The other three girls gave slightly chagrined looks and left the room, talking to one another in the odd angular language of their homeland. The girl in the kimono stayed still and silent until the others had left.

 Richard waited. Finally she lifted her head and flashed a gorgeous smile at him, soft and exotic. She took a step forward. Her tongue ran across her lips as she wet them and then knelt down before Richard. Her face turned up to his as she began to remove his shoes.

 “What are you seeking tonight, sir?” She asked, her voice a series of soft musical notes.

 Richard’s eyes flew open. “Well I…uh…I…I made arrangements.” 

 Anh laughed softly. “Oh yes, your massage will be totally within those arrangements, sir. I know about that.”

 Understanding dawned on Richard. “Oh! I’m sorry. I’m kind of new at this.” He leaned in the chair and dug into his right pocket. Another wad of cash, much smaller and without the rubber band came out. This one was made of fifties. He held it out to the young woman. “I’d like everything, please.”

 Ahn smiled, looking pleased as she accepted the money. Her thumb dug through the cash and then she slipped the entire bundle into a pocket sewn onto the inside of the kimono. Richard watched as a sliver of creamy flesh was bared.

 “I will be happy to serve you.” She rose and moved his shoes to a small table to the side of the room behind the chair. “Come, sir.” She held out her hand. Richard stood and grasped it as she pulled him through the doorway.

 Together they walked down the hallway, Richard feeling a little stunned and a trifle embarrassed at his wet clothes and bedraggled appearance. Anh’s body seemed to move like a sirens under the kimono and she led him past several closed doors. Finally Richard seemed to smell incense and soap and the scent of heated water. Anh turned a corner and Richard saw a tub half sunken in the floor. Anh pulled him up several steps and he felt the heavy bamboo flooring under his feet. The water in the tub was bubbling and steaming and a heavy ceramic tray carrying several terra cotta pots stood next to the edge of spa.

 Anh turned to Richard and helped him remove his coat. The idea of the warm spa relaxed him, and he felt less threatened. Anh took his blazer and hung it on a small clothes rack at the side of the room. She returned quickly, her small feet padding on the rush padding and her fingers began unbuttoning the small white buttons of his shirt.

 Richard sucked in his gut, despite the lack of the usual middle age beer belly. For some reason, he felt he needed to look his best for this petite girl. Her fingers trailed down his chest, feeling the black curls before she pulled his shirt tails from his pants. Her arms rose and she pushed the shirt off his shoulders, her fingertips trailing down his arms. Richard shivered as goose bumps rose and he felt a delicious tingle.

 Once more Anh moved to the clothes rack and hung his shirt. Richard watched as she moved back and forth, her body swaying enticingly under her kimono. Finally her fingers found the silver buckle of his belt and he let her pull it from his pants and drape it over her shoulder. The sound of his zipper sliding caused another twinge of anxiety, but the totally trusting look in her eyes quelled the feeling. He felt her fingers slide along his shaft, still covered by a set of boxers he had purchased just for this trip. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of the soft cotton boxers and she sank before him, pulling his trousers and boxers downward, baring his loins.

 Richard felt awkward stepping out of his clothes, standing there only in his socks. Anh took his pants and boxers and placed them with the rest of his things and turned to find Richard’s cock standing straight out. Richard looked embarrassed and moved his hands over his ridged member.

 Ahn came forward again and took his hands, moving them to the side. Gently, she cupped her fingers around the soft skin of his hardened rod and slid them up and down, lightly stroking the skin. Richard let out a groan as he felt his cock tremble. He bit his lip and desperately tried to keep from exploding in a white cream.

 Ahn laughed a tiny giggle of mischief and she sank to her knees before him. Her fingers trailed down his legs to his feet and she removed his socks as he lifted each foot for her. As the second sock was pulled off, she leaned forward and placed her mouth over the tip of Richard’s shaft, sucking the tip into her tiny rosebud mouth. Richard moaned, clenching his fists as he felt her tongue sliding round the edge of his shaft. 

 There was a spasm and then Richard felt his control falter and there was a tiny burst. Ahn seemed to sense it coming and one hand enclosed the base of his cock, her mouth taking him in deeply. Her other hand came up and slowly made a single caress of his sack and he emptied himself into her mouth.

 It was a shuddering orgasm and Richard felt the tremors all the way up to his heart. He stared down at the petite girl whose mouth formed a perfect circle around his shaft. Her eyes were bright as she sucked down the entire contents, stroking those sensitive tissues that pleasured him immensely. The wave ebbed and then ceased and Richards cock slowly softened, still locked in Ahn’s soft mouth.

 Finally she released him, smiling and she stood up with not a drop upon her ruby lips. “Do not worry, sir. This will make it easier for the rest of your stay.” Richard nodded.

 Anh took his socks over to the clothes rack and then returned. Holding out her dainty hand, she led him to the sunken tub and helped him step into the bubbling water. It was very warm and Richard felt his body adjust to the temperature as he sank to his waist. He felt an odd pedestal in the center of the tub, rising to just a few inches below the surface of the water. A bench surrounded the edge of the tub, deep under the water and he sank until the water lapped at his chin.

 Anh stood at the steps leading into the tub and she smiled at him. Slowly she untied the sash of her kimono, opening it until the flash of white at her neck became a long strip between her breasts. She pulled at the silk and Richard saw her entire body for the first time. Her breasts, two perfectly formed mounds of cream stood upright, tight and tipped with the smallest pink buds. Her stomach was flat, with barely a ripple of baby fat. Her skin seemed perfect, almost air brushed perfect, and Richard felt a new stir of life from his loins.

 Her sex was shaven, a bare slit without even a small sliver to guide the way. She wore no piercings except for the two tiny diamond studs in her ears. For some reason, this seemed more elegant, more fashionable to Richard, who was certainly used to seeing pictures of girls with navel, clit, and nipple piercings.

 The kimono fell to the floor at the edge of the tub and she entered the spa. For a second, Richard marveled at her feet, so tiny, as they entered the water. She slid into the water like a sylph, sinking to her shoulders, not even wetting her short straight schoolgirl hair.

 He wasn’t sure what to expect as she came into the water, but she moved directly to him. He felt her legs against his and suddenly she was straddling his lap, kneeling on the bench to either side of his body. Her breasts rose from the water, inches from his face. His cock once more hardened, despite the heat of the water, and he felt it press up against her flesh.

 Ahn smiled. “You like me much.” She laughed once more and then leaned into him, her arms reaching behind his head. He let out a pleasurable gasp as his face was encased in the soft pressure of her full breasts. The scent of her was intoxicating; a soft aroma of flowers and fruit intermingled. Her skin was like ivory, a delightfully supple experience that he merely wanted to continue, on and on.

 She pulled back and Richard saw that she was holding one of the terra cotta pots in her hand. He turned his head and saw the ceramic tray directly behind him, still holding a collection of unguents and soaps. She unstopped the jar and dipped in, removing a thick white glob of the contents. 

 “You sit in center please.” Anh said, moving off his lap and motioning to the center pedestal.

 Richard rose and stood, feeling the pedestal. It was easily wide enough to sit on, so he lifted himself up, feeling the heat of the steam replace the warmth of the water. His back, arms, and chest were completely exposed, as was the tip of his now hard cock. Ahn moved behind him and he felt her hands begin to move against his back. They seemed to glide and he felt the soft spread of the soap.

 Her hands made circular motions, long wheels of caresses that seemed to tingle. Her knowing fingers slid from his neck to the base of his spine and he felt himself relaxing, softening under her motions. He looked down and saw that the heat had caused his hardness to melt, once more making him impotent.

 She slid her arms around him and he felt the press of her breasts on his back. Her fingers slid from his shoulders down to his fingers and she swayed behind him, using her breasts to rub him, sliding around in circles. Her hands found their way to his chest and he felt her fingertips encircle his nipples, tantalizing them as they rubbed the soap over and around his abdomen.

 A long loud sigh of pleasure came from his mouth as she moved around to his front. Once more he enjoyed the sight of her breasts, this time covered in the soft suds of soap. She pushed his legs apart and moved between them, standing with her belly pressed against his cock. She leaned inward and began twisting her body against his, rubbing his chest with her breasts.

 Richard wrapped his arms around her, feeling her body writhe inside his embrace. It was like nothing he had ever felt before and her tiny form seemed to know exactly what to do to cause pleasure. He even began to feel himself harden again.

 Ahn seemed to notice too and she disentangled herself and went to the ceramic tray. “You sit on edge?” she asked him, pointing to the edge of the tub and Richard obediently moved, lifting himself up and sitting with his calves still in the water. It was a different bottle she carried this time as she moved between his legs, spreading them. She knelt on the bench and slowly poured a generous amount of the liquid into her palm. Carefully she reached up and grasped his shaft, sliding her palm up and down against it.

 Richard groaned and immediately his rod sprang to life, hardening as she touched him. There was a spicy scent that mixed immediately with the soap and Richard inhaled deeply. Anh seemed to concentrate, making sure that every fold of skin was coated and that his entire cock was oiled. Her fingers then found their way to his scrotum and gently caressed him there as well. Richard closed his eyes as her hands massaged him, kneading and stroking him until he felt his cock swell once more.

 “You lean back please?” Ahn asked, her hands sinking beneath the water and grasping the soles of his feet.

 Richard complied, placing his hands behind him and leaning back. Ahn lifted his legs and spread them, one leg going to the side of the spa, the other she placed upon her shoulder. Richard, totally aware, tried to keep as much of the weight off her as possible.

 “No no!” Ahn said. “Relax leg. I hold up.” 

 Richard nodded and let the tension slide from his muscles. Ahn seemed much stronger than her diminutive form looked and her hands once more filled with oil. He felt her fingers move up his thighs and then back to his balls. His body clenched however, when one delicate finger moved downward to his bottom. Slowly, she massaged his prostate, working the oil around in even slightly into his sphincter. Richard groaned, never have experienced something so intense. Her other hand suddenly wrapped around his cock, squeezing it and stroking it quickly as she pressed her finger inside him.

 Richard tensed as he felt himself rising once more, a primal throb that threatened to break loose. He groaned and tensed when Anh let go, moving away and out into the water, taking hold of his foot. Richard looked up and felt her grasp his ankle. He felt the shudder go through his loins as his rod stepped back from the precipice of orgasm. Anh lowered his soap covered foot until the sole was pressed against her breast. He felt a slight tingle from the bottom of his foot as she began to rub the arch of his foot against the tight button of her nipple. He felt the hard bump and it tickled and tantalized him, but in ways he had never dreamed of.

 She used the soft curves of her flesh to massage the bottoms of both his feet and then pulled him back into the warm and comforting embrace of the water. As he settled once more onto the bench, Anh slipped into his lap, taking his hands and placing them on her breasts.

 “You like?” she asked him as he held her, his thumbs almost involuntarily stroking the tiny nipples.

 Richard nodded, his face filled with the scent of her hair. “Oh yes. You are totally incredible.” Ahn seemed to wriggle for a moment and then she turned and smiled at him. “You soft again.”

 “It’s the heat in the water, I think. I know that I get hard when you touch me.”

 Ahn nodded as if contemplating Richard’s explanation. She slipped off his lap and pulled him forward until his arms rested on the pedestal. Richard relaxed as she took a small pitcher from the ceramic tray and dipped it under the water. Slowly, she poured the contents over Richard’s head, wetting his hair. Another jar yielded shampoo and Richard sighed as Anh leaned her body against his back, running her fingers through his hair as she washed him. Once more she rinsed him, letting the suds seep from his hair into the water. Her fingers rubbed his temples, his neck, and then his shoulders.

 Richard sighed happily. When he had heard about this place he had wondered how such wonderful things could happen to a man. The little naïf who stroked his body, stimulated him in such erotic and exotic ways was more than he could have dreamed possible. He shook his head, wondering how he could have missed this.

 Anh seemed to take a moment to pause, resting herself across his back and shoulders. He could feel her heartbeat, the softness of her breasts, and even the pressure of her loins pressed into his buttocks. Her cheek lay softly against his neck and for a moment, they merely enjoyed each other.

 “Come.” Ahn said, rising and moving toward the steps. Richard rose from the pedestal and stood, stepping toward the stair and taking the glistening dripping girl’s hand. Together they stepped from the spa and Ahn took a large cotton towel from a pile and began drying him. His body felt relaxed, totally clean, and he watched as the little oriental girl toweled him dry.

 When she was finished, she handed him a terry cloth robe, holding it open so that he could slip his arms into the garment. Quickly, she dried herself, dumping the used towel in a basket near the door. She took his hand, still totally naked, and led him toward the door.

 Anh padded out into the hall, her hand holding her charge as she led him to a new room. This one had a door and she opened it, letting his eyes adjust to the soft lights and candles. The room was full of scents, complimentary and very exotic. In one corner of the room a mattress laid upon the floor, covered in soft sheets, pillows, and an oriental spread. More art like what he had seen in the reception area stood on small corner tables, except for the table by the bed, which was littered with a collection of vials and bottles so much like the ceramic tray in the bathing room.

 A large silver mirror embedded in the wall was at one side of the room, and Richard paused momentarily to wonder if it was two way. His mind churned as he realized it had to be…so that someone could check on the safety of the petite girl with him. He shoved the sudden thoughts of a video camera out of his mind, as the lighting in the room would create such a poor image that the film would be useless except as a voyeur tape. 

 “Please? I take robe? You lay down.” Ahn said, her English still broken and sparse.

 Richard smiled and raised his arms as Ahn tugged the terry cloth robe off his body. She hung it on a hook screwed to the back of the door and she turned and led him to the mattress. She pushed him down, rolling him over onto his stomach.

 “You relax. Me work.” She said to him, the clinking sound of a bottle coming to his ears. 

 Richard pillowed his face with his arms as he felt the mattress shift. A heavy warmth straddled him across his bottom and he turned enough to see Anh sitting, her knees to either side of his hips. The pink slit of her sex was spread across his rear. She lifted the bottle and poured a liberal amount of oil into one hand. Richard expected her to begin massaging him, but instead she brought her oiled fingers to her own breasts, rubbing the thick scented oil across her bosom. Richard shifted as he felt the now familiar stirrings in his shaft and she smiled at him.

 Her hands trailed down to her slit and Richard couldn’t see what she was doing to herself, only feeling the slight movements of her fingers above his rear. Suddenly her hands were on his shoulders and he felt her drop, lowering herself down upon his body. Her weight was negligible, a few pounds of pressure that Richard accepted easily.

 She began to move, sliding up and down across his back. Richard sighed as he felt her limbs and breasts caress him, gliding over his spine in soft spirals. She moved like smoke, like a wraith, like a spill of oil across water. Tingling feelings arose through his entire body as she stroked him, massaging away every last tension, every last fear and concern from his mind.

 He felt her legs part and the soft wetness of her slit slide down his leg. All the way down to the heel of his foot her body went, leaving a trail of moisture. The spicy scent of the oil mixed with Anh’s own lubricants hung in the air, a heady aroma, enthralling.

 Back and forth she moved until every inch of his body had felt either her breasts or her sex. She lay back down upon him once more, pressing her breasts into the space beneath his shoulder blades. Her soft breaths were like a soothing balm and a feeling of peace and docile pleasure descended.

 “Turn upside down please.” Anh said, her voice a huskier whispering beast. Her eyes danced as he turned over, his ridged cock springing upward quickly. Once more Anh straddled him, but this time over his chest, the wet and splayed petals of her sex glistening inches from his face. He watched as she poured another handful of oil into her hands and then let the oil dribble downward, over her breasts and belly, to pool on Richard’s chest.

 Slowly she leaned down, letting her ample bosom touch his collar bone. Slowly she slid downward, dragging both of her breasts down across his chest. He moaned as he felt the soft globes against him and he clenched his fists, resisting the impulse to reach out and grasp the young girl, pulling her too him.

 His shaft pulsed once as something struck the tip and he gasped as he felt the soft flesh of her sex seem to part and spread around the tip of his cock. He looked downward and saw her face. With deep concentration she moved, letting only the first inch of Richard’s cock enter her pliable well.

 Richard couldn’t take it and pushed upward, trying to drive himself into the tiny girl who sat astride him. His hips lifted and he felt his cock move deeper, pushing aside the soft wet folds of her sex. But Ahn lifted herself as well, pulling herself off the rising shaft and avoiding the impending penetration. 

 She gave him a knowing smile and slid downward toward Richard’s knees, once more pressing her sex against his leg. Richard sighed in disappointment, but relaxed once more as her breasts came in contact with his abdomen, moving in swirling circles. His shaft throbbed as finally the soft globes of her bosom moved to surround him, encasing him in billowy softness.

 Ahn propped herself up on her elbows, her delicate hands pushing the sides of her breasts, squeezing Richard’s cock between them. Back and forth she moved, letting her creamy mounds massage the entire length of Richard’s manhood. He moaned, arching his back as he experienced the oily softness of Anh’s chest. Back and forth she rubbed him until he felt as if he was only moments away from exploding.

 Once more she lifted her body, allowing his cock to fall away, glistening with oil, ridged with desire, and in total desperation as her willowy touch stopped the intense stimulation. She slid downward and Richard wondered if she would take him into her mouth. Instead she began massaging his legs, her own thighs, breasts, and belly sliding along his muscles. 

 Richard tried relaxing, but the throbbing in his cock kept him completely focused upon her body. He felt her wetness trail down his leg until his left foot was locked between her legs. He watched with desire as she swayed, then lifted up and lowered her moist sex directly onto his outstretched toes.

 Richard felt her warm folds surround his large toe and for a moment marveled at the sensation. Anh began bouncing slightly, slipping him inside deeply. Her face became inscrutable, taut and tense and then she let out a tiny sigh. Richard watched as a miniscule tremor shot down her body from her breasts to her slit, still penetrated.

 Ahn rose, and moved back upward to the top of Richard’s other leg. Slowly she repeated her descent, rubbing her now sopping sex down his leg. Once more Richard found her breasts encasing his shaft and he moaned as the intensity brought him right back to his previous plateau of pleasure, a pulsing urge that made it difficult to maintain control. He knew that if Ahn took him in her mouth, or even stroked him; his fragile power over his sexual functions would be stripped from him.

 Ahn’s sex dipped again and Richard sighed as his other foot received the same slow caress. Feeling playful, Richard wiggled his toe, causing Ahn to gasp and dip down deeply. The throes of lust had ebbed slightly from his cock and he felt himself relaxing.

 Ahn moved off his body and knelt beside him, right at his hip and her oiled hands once more took hold of his shaft. With long delicate strokes she rubbed him, paying special attention to the base of his shaft, dragging her long fingers upward toward the tip. She never grasped his cock like a hammer, instead always creating a hand hold that made her palm rub the tip of his shaft and the long fingers stroke the sides.

 Richard felt himself swell again. His body cried out for release. He wasn’t sure, but he knew that she had brought him close to another orgasm at least another three times. Her hands played with him, creating waves of intensely strong pleasure. His shaft beat in time with his heart. Her thumb began sliding around the edge of his shaft and he felt himself rise.

 Ahn pulled her hand away and began rubbing his chest. Richard groaned, only barely stopping his own hand from finishing the job. Ahn seemed to sense his desire and took his hand in hers, pulling it to her breast. For a few moments, Richard concentrated on the soft fullness of her breast, its tiny nub a delicate button to push and press.

 The sensation of tightness in his balls and the familiar ache of need waned, receding like the tide. The two full moons of Ahn’s breasts loomed over him once more and she slid her hands down his body, finding his still hard shaft. Once more she began stroking him, the soft flesh of her palm caressing the tip of his rod, her fingers swirling around the entire length.

 Richard groaned. It was too much. The driving need she pulled forth from his cock was like a building tsunami. Her fingers danced, sensing his need and Richard’s hands tightened in to locked fists as he struggled with the fire in his loins. Ahn quickly stopped, pulling her hand away from his cock. She moved rapidly, straddling him at his chest, her hands grabbing for his arms as he moved. 

 Richard felt his cock close to bursting but the weight and movement of Ahn stopped him. Her eyes spoke of vast knowledge, as if she knew exactly what sensations cascaded through his body. Her face spoke of wisdom and age, if only for a moment, casting a pale illusion of triumph and possession over her childlike face.

 Once more the wave retreated. His body began to ache from the tensions and stresses of the repeated waves of pleasure. His breathing came fast and hard, his muscles tense in ways he had never experienced. Ahn cupped his face, running her fingers down his chin and neck, soothing him. She rubbed his shoulders, stroking his skin as if she were stroking his cock.

 He was still hard. He knew that. Nothing would change the ridged pole that stood upright like the mast of a ship. Ahn dipped her breasts down once more to his face and began to slide downward. Richard felt the tip of his rod once more touch the soft wet opening of her body.

 Ahn smiled and nodded, pushing, until finally Richard gasped. His manhood slid deep into her sex, encased in the warm wetness that had enticed him from the beginning. Ahn leaned back, changing the angle of his penetration. With gentle rocking, she began to massage that part of him deep inside her. She rose and dipped, allowing her sex to complete the process that had begun in the spa.

 Richard felt the tsunami return and like that great wave which began hidden and silent so far beneath the depths of the ocean, his began, hidden from even himself. He felt his heart begin to race as energy poured into his loins. His cock, still teased and pleasured in the sucking embrace of Ahn’s body, seemed to shudder and tremble like a caged beast.

 Ahn’s face had changed. Still cognizant of Richard’s needs, her own body had begun responding, sending waves of pleasure through her. Richard’s face tightened as the impending explosion rose to the surface, overwhelming him. He cried out, reaching for the beautiful girl astride him, pulling her down to him, clutching her in a strong embrace.

 Ahn melted against him, letting him suck her down as his shaft erupted with jackhammer force. She rose slightly as his hips slammed upward. She splayed her legs, swinging them back over his, letting her body rest upon him as he released. The pent up energies of her teasing cascaded into her through their connection, an immense ejaculation that conveyed excitement, pleasure, and the total abandonment of restraint. Ahn let out a small squeal and shuddered.

 Richard’s cock trembled inside her. For that one long moment it became a concrete like pillar, hard as granite. Ahn groaned, gyrating her hips as she felt the onslaught. It washed over her like a wave of heat and she gave the tiny gasp of relief as her own body answered with an orgasm of her own.

 Together they collapsed in an oily heap, her head against his shoulder. Together their heart beats slowed as their bodies began to soften. Richard felt normalcy returning slowly, and he wrapped his arms around the tender nymph above him. He felt his body receding from her depths, slowly shrinking away from her and he held her tightly.

 After a few moments Ahn looked up at him, a caring smile on her face. She rolled off him, still moving slowly, and knelt beside him. Once more her hands touched him and he found himself nodding sleepily as her fingers massaged his chest and arms. She pushed at him to roll over and he found himself obeying. Her hands rubbed his back up and down to his buttocks until his entire body felt loose. Finally she laid beside him, running her fingers down his back while Richard sighed in happy fatigue.

 It was many minutes before she stopped and even more before she rose. Richard watched as she padded to the door, taking his robe down from the hook. She turned, holding it out to him.

 “Come. You wash.” She said softly, a smile in her voice.

 Richard rolled off the mattress, feeling as if he were made of gelatin. Gradually he got to his feet, allowing Ahn to help him into the robe. For a moment he admired her physique. Her creamy alabaster skin was luminescent with oil, reflecting the soft lights of the room. Her brown eyes and slanted expression were exotic, and Richard realized that her physical beauty was something he never expected. 

 “Come. We go to spa.” She said, her broken English as attractive as her body.

 Richard followed her from the room, back down the hallway. Once more he entered the steaming room. His clothing was gone from the side but Richard paid it no mind. Anh led him to another one of the large tubs, taking his robe and discarding it as she led him into the steaming water.

 Ahn became businesslike, lifting his arms. She rubbed pumice flecked soap against his skin, lathering him. Richard leaned back and let the girl strip the oil from his limbs. Every once in a while he snuck a delicate hand over her rounded limbs, earning him a little frown and a sparkle in her eye.

 The combination of the water and soap cleaned him completely. Finally Ahn stood, taking his hand and pulling him from the bubbling water. Once more she toweled him off, drying his skin with gentle pats. Lastly she fell to her knees before him, taking his soft manhood and kissing it gently once, a final parting.

 Richard smiled down at this waif of a girl. Her breathtaking beauty, her incredible skill at playing him like a virtuoso his instrument, her undeniable energy, all created a desire in Richard. It was more than just sexual. It was deep. He caressed her cheek as she once more rose.

 Slowly, Anh escorted Richard back to the first room he had entered. A deep look of contentment filled his face as she opened the door, still naked, still erotic, still lovely. Hanging from a small hook on the wall were several hangers which held his clothes. Each had been dried and even pressed and Richard remembered the one hour laundry behind the strip mall. Ahn smiled one last time and then bowed. 

 “Thank you.” Richard said. Ahn turned and quickly left, moving down the hall. Richard opened the reception room door and found himself back by the modern ATM and dilapidated furniture. The sexually explicit magazines earned not the slightest bit of attention from him as he took a deep breath and headed out the door.


 


 


 

Angie’s Experiment


 


 

Day 0 10:36pm


 

Hi. My name is Angie. I’m twenty one years old, almost twenty two in a month or two. I’m five foot five, one twenty eight pounds, with shoulder length cropped blonde hair, which admittedly comes from a bottle. I’ve lived in Texas all my life, and have enjoyed every minute of it. 


 

I have to admit, I feel a little trepidation about this “experiment”. While appealing on the short term, I worry about the physical effects it might have. I almost wish I could consult my doctor, but how do you broach a subject like sex toys? Perhaps I shouldn’t have agreed to this, but I gave my word, and like my father taught me, my word is my bond.


 

The experiment is simple. Beginning tomorrow morning at seven a.m. I am to keep inside myself a rotating variety of sexual novelties (as they’re described in Texas). I am permitted my ben wa balls for my regular morning activities, so that the experiment doesn’t interfere too much with my classes. Afternoons I am allowed either my vibrator, or my vibrating bullets. Either toy must be in and vibrating for a total of one hour out of every three, except when I am sleeping, though I have been requested to at least try to sleep with the vibrator on. I am allowed to masturbate as many times as necessary to relieve myself, however I am not allowed to remove the toy. I am to follow these requirements for four days, possibly five depending on my reactions.


 

I am to keep a journal during the next four to five days. I will carry it with me everywhere so that I can document my feelings, my responses, and my desires. I will do my best to catalog everything, no matter how small, that relates to my sexuality.


 

I am already, without the benefit of this experiment, rather a sexual person. I usually masturbate at least twice a day, sometimes three depending on circumstances. I have a wide variety of sex toys, ranging from vibrators to dildoes to even a bottom plug. I currently do not have a boyfriend, but that isn’t so unusual, since school has always taken precedence over relationships. My online relationship with Master Michael has been an entertaining diversion, non-demanding, and on my own terms, until this experiment. Though I feel a certain curiosity, not to mention sexual eagerness at the thought of being tormented for so long.


 

I worry that my own sexuality may not be up to this. Remaining in a state of arousal for five days is more than anything I’ve ever had to deal with. I’ve been tied up for an hour or so, even had all sorts of “toys” used on me, but to deal with this never ending stimulation…I’m just not sure. But I’ve agreed to this, so I will. One last night of decent sleep.


 

Day 1 7:15 am


 


 

I woke up this morning and used the rest room. After cleaning up a bit, washing my face and so on, I returned to my bedroom, removed my panties and lay back down. Usually, I like to masturbate in the morning, but I was so eager to begin that I immediately grabbed my vibrator, turned it on, and then slid it in. 


 

Surprisingly (or maybe not), I was already soaked, my body totally in tune with what I was doing. I lay still for a minute; my legs pressed together, the buzzing inside me driving me mad. I stood up and then began the difficult operation of pulling my panties on and up with the vibrator still inside me. I didn’t want it to slip out. After a minute or two I succeeded, and then made my way to the kitchen. It was distracting, trying to make breakfast with a buzzing sex toy inside myself. I kept experiencing little waves of pleasure. Not orgasms mind you, but tiny little sparks. 


 

Right now as I write this, I can feel my panties soaking, the buzzing going on and on. I thank God that I don’t have to keep this on for the entire five days, much less wear it to school. I could never function and would draw tremendous attention. It’s very loud. 


 

I don’t think I can stand it much longer and writing this has taken forever because of my errors and cross outs. I was wrong. I can’t stand it. I’m going back to my room to masturbate.


 

Day 1 8:04 am


 

I’m feeling much better. Masturbating helped a lot. My desperation isn’t so intense. I’m also in the process of getting ready for school, so I have removed the vibrator and inserted my ben wa balls. These are not nearly so difficult to deal with. They move inside me, but do not create the same feelings of immediate need the vibrator does.


 

I’ve worn the ben wa balls out before. A friend of mine and I used to wear them (different sets of course) to the mall, walking and shopping. It was always fun to see which one of us showed the effects first. Usually it was me. An hour or so of brisk walking would churn my sex up into a frothing well of lust. Thank God the walk between classes should not be as intense.


 

Master Michael has also instructed that I note what I wear each day. I’m tempted not to wear a bra or panties, but doing this automatically excites me, and considering my current condition, I don’t think this would be wise. Of course I’m wearing a skirt, a green short pleated skirt that is very loose and swirls around me. I will lift it up to make sure I don’t sit on it, because I’m worried that my juices might leak. Very unsexy to contemplate, but this is a scientific experiment.


 

My top today will be a simple red tee shirt. I’ll look very Christmassy, despite Christmas being a month and a half away.


 


 

Day 1 8:55 am


 

I’m sitting in my first class of the day, and I have to say the walk across campus was difficult. It wasn’t the constant rotation of the ben wa balls, but more a mental stimulation. The balls served as a constant reminder of what I was doing, this whole experiment, and I found myself ripening instantly. My hand kept going to my sex, pushing hard on my clit in an attempt to rid myself of the desires flooding through me. I’ve already had a sex toy inside me for almost two hours. Even as I sit here, I can feel them inside me. I must concentrate on my class. I have to, but I’m not sure if I can.


 

Day 1 10:04 am


 

The walk from my first to my second class was as distracting as the walk to my first. I imagine that this would be similar to having someone suck on your cock constantly, without interruption for several hours, with no chance of orgasm. That must be what this feels like. It was so tough to pay attention in class, and here I am again, my pussy tingling, soaking wet, hot, and I’m stuck in a tiny desk chair at the very front of the class. And it’s a big class too, no empty seats. I wish I was alone on the back row, hidden from view. My hand would be buried in my pussy right now. Instead my legs are clamped together and every once in a while I find myself pressing down hard on my mons and clit, trying to suppress the feelings. One more class to go.


 

Day 1 11:09


 

Everyone thinks I’m taking notes, so this journal is working out well. I was late to class because I couldn’t take it any more. It started with me needing to use the restroom. I went to the ladies room and removed the ben wa balls, took care of my bladder requirements, but then as I was reinserting the balls, I couldn’t control myself. My fingers, slippery, were gliding in and out, the balls buried inside me, and suddenly I found myself legs splayed wide, sitting on the toilet, ramming my fingers home. I think that’s the fastest I’ve ever came. Less than a minute. I cleaned my hands with toilet paper. Rearranged my clothes. Washed my hands, and then went to class, the ben wa balls still ringing inside myself, but with the overwhelming need that had been building up since this morning gone.


 

Day 1 12:42 pm


 

Lunch time and I am in a state. Upon getting home, I immediately stripped, removed the ben wa balls and reinserted the vibrator. That was part of the conditions. The ben wa balls are for public areas. The vibrator or bullets are for home. I have elected not to use the bullets yet since I KNOW those drive me crazy. Inserting the vibrator and turning it on immediately made my sex drive increase and I found myself pounding away, ramming my vibrator into my body over and over. Perhaps my bullets would be better. The long cylindrical shape of the vibrator is too much like a cock. 


 

In any event, sitting at the kitchen table, totally naked, trying to eat lunch and write in my journal while I have a vibrator buried inside me, turned on low, is difficult, even after an intense orgasm. I’m beginning to feel the first vague sensations of sensitivity, tenderness inside my body, perhaps from my last masturbation. I also feel thirsty, and I’ve been drinking a bit more than I usually do. The constant presence inside me has also been troublesome. It serves as a constant reminder as to my condition, this experiment, and my sexual side. It’s like a string tied around the finger to remind you of an important fact. Except of course it’s a sexual presence as well.


 

Day 1 1:04 pm


 

I had to turn the vibrator off. I was getting tender. I’m keeping it in, my panties holding it deep inside me as I attempt to function like a regular person. I’ve now kept a sex toy of some kind inside me for six hours. I never imagined it would be this difficult.


 

Day 1 3:26 pm


 

I’m lying naked, face down on my bed, as I write this. There is a small white elongated control box, wires running out of it, sitting next to me. A small dial on the side indicates that the objects this control operates are currently running on “fast”. 


 

I can attest to that. I can feel them. My thighs are clamped together right now. I’ve got two plastic shiny purple egg shaped bullets in me right now. I can feel them clattering against each other. I was right in one way. Not being in the shape of a cock is helping, but the thought that I must endure another hour or so of their vibrations before being allowed to turn them off is enough to almost make me cry. It’s been eight hours and the only times I have not had something inside me was for the few minutes when I’ve used the restroom. I’ve gone twice, and frankly it is a relief to remove whatever sex toy is in me and urinate. Almost as pleasurable as removing a rock from your shoe after you’ve walked twenty miles with it in.


 

My hips are thrusting. It’s involuntary, just a physical reaction to my desires. I feel like a humping dog, thrusting myself down upon a pillow. I’m desperate. Oh God I want to be fucked. This is nuts. I’m gonna masturbate.


 

Day 1 3:45 pm


 

I feel a little better, and I’ve turned the bullets off. I know that I’m supposed to leave them on for an hour, but I can’t. They’re still inside me of course, and I will turn them back on in about thirty minutes or so. Master Michael did not say I couldn’t break up the one hour of activation time in the three hours. Masturbating felt fantastic. My fingers played with my clit, and I managed three orgasms. 


 

I’m actually glad I’m multi orgasmic. It’s a great skill. Its too bad guys can’t do it. 


 

I’m thinking about showering, but I know the bullets would have to come out. I can’t put my ben wa balls back in, but the vibrator would slip out. I think I will have to break the rule about the ben wa balls only being for classes. I think Master Michael won’t mind. Shower time.


 


 

Day 1 4:10 pm


 

I feel much better. Showering helped. I was all sticky from earlier. I’m still wet, but at least there is a cleanliness that I didn’t have before. The ben wa balls were perfect for the shower. They stayed in except when I washed myself. Hygiene is a definite issue when it comes to sex toys. I usually wash them in soap and water, and then pour some rubbing alcohol over them afterwards. Of course, usually I don’t leave them in. I’ve taken care of the ben wa balls and my vibrator. Right now I’ve got the bullets back in. I’m wearing panties, shorts, bra, and a tee shirt. The control for the bullets is in my back pocket, with the wire running up to my waistband and then down into my panties. It really isn’t noticeable. Of course, I don’t have it on either. My pussy is still wet a bit, and a bit tender. It only takes half the usual time to get me revved up when ever a toy is vibrating.


 

I’m handling the psychology of this a bit better as well. I guess I’m getting used to having something up inside me. I can almost ignore it, as long as nothing is vibrating. 


 


 


 

Day 1 7:28 pm


 

I’ve endured another vibration session. I used the bullets. I at least was smart enough to retire to my room and strip though. It was difficult to wait. I sat there, trying to watch television as the little tremors shook me. So distracting…


 

I think I made it halfway through my show before I couldn’t stand it. Fifteen minutes of vibrations and I had my fingers buried under the blankets and between my legs. I’ve gone twelve hours with something inside me and I’ve masturbated four times.


 

Tonight at eight I have to get online with Master Michael and report how my day went. We both know that I will be sitting there, my legs spread to either side of the chair, the vibrator buried inside myself, turned on high. It will be difficult to type. Distracting.


 


 

<Excerpt from Instant Messaging.>


 

Michaelalexander7575: Good evening, Angie. How are you feeling?

Angiefun: I’m good. Thank you for asking sir.

Michaelalexander7575: So how is our experiment coming?

Angiefun: I think cumming would be the better word sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Really? How many times today?

Angiefun: four sir.

Michaelalexander7575: And no undue side effects? Are you sensitive?

Angiefun: Yes sir I am. When ever the toys vibrate it’s very tough for me to concentrate and I find myself needing to orgasm quickly. 

Michaelalexander7575: What else?

Angiefun: Well…its tough walking to class with my ben wa balls in.

Michaelalexander7575: lol

Angiefun: and frankly, I think I’m spending much more time with my fingers in my pussy.

Michaelalexander7575: Good. That’s exactly what I want to hear.

Angiefun: Sir? I need to ask for an exeption.

Michaelalexander7575: An exemption? Or an exception?

Angiefun: Both, either, I don’t know. I just need to ask for permission to use the ben wa balls while showering. The vibe won’t stay in and the bullets aren’t supposed to get wet.

Michaelalexander7575: lol. Sure. I think that will be fine. 

Angiefun: Thank you sir. I really appreciate your consideration.

Michaelalexander7575: Not in the least. I appreciate you doing this for me. Did you scan your journal?

Angiefun: Yes sir. I made eleven entries.

Michaelalexander7575: Eleven? Fantastic. Send it to me at my email address.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: What do you have in right now?

Angiefun: My vibrator sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Is it on?

Angiefun: No sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Turn it on.

Angiefun: Yes sir. Just a sec.

Angiefun: It’s on now sir.

Michaelalexander7575: On high?

Angiefun: Yes sir, uits on high.

Angiefun: I mean it’s.

Michaelalexander7575: Don’t worry about typos. I understand what you’re going through.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Were you embarrassed today, Angie?

Angiefun: A little sir, especially when I was walking to and from class. I kept feeling the ben wa balls move around and it drove me crazy. I actually had to go to the restroom and masturbate once. 

Michaelalexander7575: Excellent. Would you say that the feeling of embarrassment and humiliation heightens or dampens your sexual stimulation?

Angiefun: Heightens sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Hmmmm. We might need to explore this avenue later on during our experiment. Maybe day three. What are you wearing right now?

Angiefun: Nothing sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Excellent. I like a girl who comes to the internet with nothing on and a vibrator buried inside of her.

Angiefun: Thank you sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Did you endure two hours of vibration this afternoon?

Angiefun: Yes sir, kinda.

Michaelalexander7575: Kinda? What does that mean?

Angiefun: Well, it became a little too intense with my bullets sir, so I stopped the vibration after about thirty minutes, took a break and then started again.

Michaelalexander7575: So you didn’t do the entire hour at one time?

Angiefun: no sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Angie, that’s very bad.

Angiefun: I’m sorry sir. I just couldn’t take it.

Michaelalexander7575: But you have to take it. You agreed to this. I need to know what your reactions are, precisely.

Angiefun: I’m sorry sir. I’ll make sure not to break it up next time.

Michaelalexander7575: That’s right, and I think you need a reminder. Get your toy box and a candle. Turn your microphone on.

Angiefun: Please sir, you don’t have to punish me!

Michaelalexander7575: Yes I do. I told you when we started what the consequences for disobeying me would be. Let me guess, you’ve already taken a shower with your ben wa balls too, haven’t you?

Angiefun: Yes sir. I’m sorry.

Michaelalexander7575: You will be. Get that mic on now.


 

<End excerpt from Instant Messaging>


 

Day 1 10:31 pm


 

It’s been almost fourteen hours since I started this insane experiment. I can now say I’ve masturbated six times, each time reaching climax. I’m exhausted. I’ve never cum so much on one day ever. At least not solo. I’ve had some great sex before, but not like this, where its my own actions that bring me to climax.


 

I endured my punishment, legs spread, vibrator inside myself. Master Michael didn’t actually do too much to me. A little bit of heating cream on my nipples and clit, about ten minutes with clothespins, and the ramming of the vibrator into myself with the mic at my groin so he could hear the sounds of it going in and out until I came. That was it. Not shabby for breaking his rules.


 

I could have taken more, a lot more. LOL I shouldn’t even write that here in my journal since tomorrow I will have to scan it again and send it to him. But knowing that…Master Michael, you can punish me harder next time! If there is a next time for me breaking the rules! 


 

I’m about to go to bed. I took another shower, ben wa balls included, before going to bed. I’ve decided to wear panties, tee shirt, and gym shorts tonight. Right now the vibrator, turned off, is rammed up into me, with my panties holding it in snuggly. I almost wish I had one of those little pocket rockets to use. Something a little smaller. I’d put in the bullets, but with two little eggs knocking about inside me, I know I can’t take that. I think I might be able to handle the vibrator. 


 

Master Michael asked me to try to sleep with it on. I know that isn’t going to work. But to please him, I will try. He said I could leave it on low, just so long as it was on. He asked me to try for at least an hour. I don’t think I have the strength for another orgasm. More likely I will just lie there, unable to sleep, staring up at the ceiling, while the buzzing goes on.


 

Day 1 11:04 pm


 

I was wrong. I had the strength to orgasm. I can’t sleep like this, but have to try for another thirty minutes.


 

Day 1 11:44 pm


 

God! Tie me down with my hands above my head if you want me to relax enough to sleep like this! I can’t! I can’t sleep with this thing buzzing! It’s going off. I have to sleep.


 

Day 2 7:31 am


 

Good morning. I slept just fine after I turned off the damn vibrator. Right now it’s still in me. I’m eating breakfast and writing in my journal. Right now it’s more of a distraction than a sexual stimulation. Kind of like having a bandage wrapped around your thumb while writing. You can do it, its irritating, but doesn’t do anything to facilitate your writing skill.


 

Okay bad analogy. I’m sorry.


 

My first class isn’t till 9:30 this morning, so I’m kind of relaxing right now. I’m so glad Jamie is on that week long trip with the student council right now, because I would have an awful lot of explaining to do. 


 

I’m trying to decide what to wear today. I think I can get away with jeans and a tee shirt, provided I wear a maxi pad in my panties. I know…gross. But considering the results of yesterday, it might be the smart thing to do, rather than walk around looking like I’ve wet myself. That would be totally humiliating, and not in the good way.


 

Master Michael mentioned arranging my clothing choices in a way that would embarrass me. I hope he remembers my limits. I specifically stated “nothing that will get me arrested or expelled.” To be honest, I’ve known Master Michael for over a year and he has never broken my limits. I admit to a bit of curiosity. Will I be going out in a mini skirt and no panties? I hope not. Sitting in a mini skirt like that would result in a wet spot that could be seen from the rear. Maybe a sweat shirt to wrap around my waist? I could care less about the top. I’ve gone braless a lot over the years. Guys (and even a few girls I could mention…Kat…I know you will get to read this) go crazy over the sight of me in a tight tank top. I love doing that to guys.


 

So far, I’ve had a sex toy inside me for over twenty four hours. I’m doing a lot better than I though I would be. Last night was difficult, but only with the vibrator on. Just having it inside me is something I can handle relatively easily. It’s gotten to be almost as if I were chewing gum, or was wearing a choker necklace. Its there. I notice it. But it has little effect on me.


 

I have noticed that I’m thirsty a lot more. I suppose it has a lot to do with my hydration levels and the copious amounts of lubrication I am forcing my body to produce. Other than that, I haven’t really noticed any other major differences occurring.


 

Day 2 9:34 am


 

I’m sitting in my first class of the day and I’m thankful that I’ve only got two. I think I can make it. They’re relatively close together, and not all the way across the campus like my classes were yesterday. Just walking from my apartment to the campus was rough, the ben wa balls giving off their distinctive but muted ringing. But it was enough to start my juices flowing. It was as if someone’s fingers were inside me, at least two but more like four, wiggling, softly and steadily. Or as if someone were licking me up and down, never slowing, never stopping, and yet never actually striking my clit. It has been maddening. I’ve only regained enough of my composure to write, and that’s because I’m sitting down in class and not walking anymore. Yesterday I made it through two classes before ending up in the restroom masturbating. I will try to make it home instead.


 

Day 2 10:58 am


 

Made it. Sitting down now. I’m breathing hard. This was tough. Thank God I didn’t have to go farther. Another twenty yards and I would have been heading to the nearest bathroom. These things are maddening! Rolling around inside me. This is not what I expected when I agreed to do this. I can’t think of anything except what it would be like to be spread eagled, tied with my legs apart, while every guy who crosses my path lowers his trousers and rams me hard. I’m certainly not paying attention to what’s being said in class. I’m supposed to be taking notes right now and all I can think about is my pussy! Think think think! TAKE NOTES NOW!


 

Day 2 1:15 pm


 

I didn’t make it home. I was half way and I stepped behind a bush, snapped my jean shorts open, and rubbed my clit till I came. I think it took all of a minute and a half. First masturbation of the day. In public. Well done, Angie. I stepped out from behind the bushes with a wet finger and two guys eyeing me as they walked down the street. There is no way they could have known what I had just done behind the bushes, but I thought they knew. I turned scarlet. I could feel the heat on my face. And right behind that was the new rush of lust. I stood there, not wanting to take a step, knowing that the torment of the ben wa balls would begin immediately, but not wanting to just stand there while these two boys looked at me, knowing I was a slut. The ben wa balls won and I hurried home.


 

I’m sitting her now at the kitchen table. As soon as I got home, I removed the ben wa balls, grabbed the vibrator, turned it on, and masturbated a second time, all the while dreaming that those two boys had found me behind the bush, my shorts and panties down around my knees, my fingers buried in my pussy. In my dream their cocks were out and I was sucking on one cock as another buried itself in my ass. I came in moments, gushing all over the vibrator.


 

It’s still in, but off right now. I’ll turn it on after lunch. I don’t think I can handle an entire hour of it, but I am going to sit and watch a movie with it on low. It’s just a fact of mind over matter right? I’m strong and I can take anything Master Michael can dish out.


 


 

Day 2 3:26pm


 

I was right. I can take it. I left it on for the first hour of the movie and even an extra ten minutes! On low. I kept my legs together, my hands on top of a pillow which sat in my lap. I watched Steel Magnolias, an old movie my mom introduced to me. It’s sad and has very little to do with sex, so I was okay through most of the movie. God help me if I had watched a porn tape! (I have some too, but I’m not that crazy!)


 

I think this is the first time I’ve managed not to masturbate after being vibrated. I’m soaked of course, and to be honest, I WANT to masturbate, but I’m trying hard not to. Having had the vibrator off for the last hour has helped. I just need a cold shower. Of course, I have another hour coming up, don’t I? Maybe I will try the bullets instead.


 


 


 

Day 2 5:52 pm


 

It’s been almost thirty six hours. I replaced the vibrator with the bullets for my hour of torment, which is what I’m now calling the time when I have to endure the vibrations. You would think that I would be getting used to it, but the truth is that the constant sexual stimulation is making me crazy. I’m thinking about sex so much! In any event, it has become evident that I can’t go for two torment hours without masturbating. I was thirty minutes into the second hour with the bullets and I couldn’t stop myself. I spread my legs, twisted on the bed, had my shorts off in seconds followed by my panties. I had one finger buried in my slit, touching the bullets, pushing them in deep and hard, while my other hand rubbed my clit. I closed my eyes and imagined Master Michael whipping me on the clit and nipples, tormenting me. In seconds it was over. I was sticky, wet, tired, and totally limp. Limp as a guy’s cock after sex. But I left them on. I kept the bullets on. Low speed, a soft ongoing rumble that kept me on edge until I turned them off a few minutes ago. A whole hour Master Michael. No punishments tonight!


 


 


 

<Excerpt from Instant Messaging.>


 

Michaelalexander7575: Evening, Angie. How is our experiment going? Handling the sensations okay?

Angiefun: I think it’s going pretty good sir. I’ve become a little more tolerant and used to the feeling of having a toy inside me all the time, and I can actually make it through an entire hour of vibration with out masturbating as long as I’ve got something else to concentrate on, like television or something.

Michaelalexander7575: Really. I’m surprised. I would have thought that you would have become more sensitive to sexual stimulation, not inured against it. Hmmm. 

Michaelalexander7575: Do you have your journal scanned and ready to be sent to me?

Angiefun: I’ve already sent it sir. Should be there in just a moment.

Michaelalexander7575: Good. Give me a moment to read it.

Angiefun: Yes sir. 

Michaelalexander7575: Well your entries are certainly interesting reading. So you felt that the punishment I inflicted on you was light?

Angiefun: Well…

Michaelalexander7575: lol

Angiefun: I suppose so sir. I’m not trying to be naughty, it’s just that some of the things I’ve done before last night have been much more painful and much more naughty.

Michaelalexander7575: Yes I know. I was going light on you because of your day. I realize now that I should have been harsher. My apologies.

Angiefun: Sir, there is no need to apologize. I still came.

Michaelalexander7575: Having an orgasm wasn’t the goal, Angie. The goal of my punishment last night, and of this entire experiment, is to see how much unrelenting sexual stimulation your body, the female body, can handle.

Angiefun: Yes sir, I understand.

Michaelalexander7575: I’m not sure you do. What toy do you have in you right now? 

Angiefun: The vibrator sir.

Michaelalexander7575: I hope it’s on right now?

Angiefun: No sir. I had it on an hour or so ago, for an entire hour, so I didn’t think I needed to have it on for our conversation.

Michaelalexander7575: You are in error. I expect whatever toy you have in you during our conversation to be operating at full power for the entire duration. Turn it on immediately.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Angiefun: It’s on now sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Legs spread to the sides of the chair?

Angiefun: yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: What are you wearing?

Angiefun: I’m wearing a pair of flip flops, gray gym shorts, panties, a bra, and a tee shirt sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Good. But I want you to remove all your clothes except for the panties.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: So you had to wear a maxi pad today?

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Was it soaked?

Angiefun: Yes sir, I soaked it.

Michaelalexander7575: Did it embarrass you?

Angiefun: Not my maxi pad sir. Today was a lot easier because I only had two classes. It was the walk home that humiliated me.

Michaelalexander7575: Almost being caught?

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Maybe we need to risk your exposure a little more since it seems to excite you.

Angiefun: I’d rather not get arrested sir.

Michaelalexander7575: I’m aware of that. I will not risk you in that manner.

Angiefun: Thank you sir.

Michaelalexander7575: According to your journal, you seem to becoming used to the presence of the sex toys.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Well, considering the goal of this experiment, that doesn’t suit our needs. From now on I want you to have the vibrations on every other hour.

Angiefun: But sir! 

Michaelalexander7575: Do you think you can’t handle that? You said you were getting used to it.

Angiefun: Well, yes sir. I am, but every other hour? I can barely handle having the vibrations on for an entire hour! 

Michaelalexander7575: Angie, this experiment is all about your responses. I need to know.

Angiefun: I’m sorry sir. 

Michaelalexander7575: You will do as I say, won’t you. I need to know what your reactions are, precisely.

Angiefun: Yes sir. Every other hour.

Michaelalexander7575: That’s right. Now, I want you to try sleeping with the vibrator on again.

Angiefun: Again? But sir, I thought I explained to you that it just doesn’t work!

Michaelalexander7575: I know you did. But I want you to try again. A hour and a half. Keep the vibrator on for ninety minutes at least. See if you can sleep. 

Angiefun: All right sir, I’ll try again.

Michaelalexander7575: I’m glad. I appreciate you going through all this for me.

Angiefun: You’re welcome sir.


 

<End excerpt from Instant Messaging>


 


 

Day 2 11:17 pm


 

It’s getting harder. Handling the sensations I mean. Master Michael kept me sitting at the computer with the vibrator on for over an hour. I masturbated once on the microphone for him near the end. I was a wreck, a pleading animal that needed nothing more than permission to touch herself. Its bed time now and I dread the next hour and a half.


 

I’m lying in my bed right now. I’m nude except for a pair of purple colored bikini style panties. The cotton of the crotch is stretched and if my legs were spread you would be able to see the round outline of the base of my vibrator. It’s on right now. A slow rolling thrum that is driving me crazy. I’m trying to write while I endure this hour and a half of torment, in an effort to distract myself from the sensations. Despite my last orgasm at the computer, I can feel my body reacting to the stimulation. A glass of water sits on the bedside table and I find myself drinking more and more. 


 

I showered right before my evening conversation with Master Michael, and admittedly it was a gentle respite from the onslaught of sexual stimulation I’ve been experiencing. Now I can’t wait for tomorrow. The almost peaceful ringing of the ben wa balls should be nothing to experience. Except of course, Master Michael had some very specific dress requirements for tomorrow. Knowing what is expected of me, I feel the same feelings of embarrassment I felt today at the bush creeping upon me. I almost wonder if the ben wa balls will be MORE difficult.


 

Its time to sleep. I’m tired. I’m at least going to try. Turn out the light, clutch my pillow and attempt to sleep. No more sexual thoughts. Good night.


 


 

Day 2 12:47 am


 

I tried Master Michael. I really did. An hour and a half. I’ve had to masturbate again. I just can’t take it. I can’t sleep like this. I’ve turned them off and it’s only been my promise to you that’s keeping the damned vibrator in me at all. Tomorrow night I sleep with my bullets in. OFF.


 


 

Day 3 7:19 am


 

I have a nine o’clock class this morning. I’m wearing a tee shirt and panties right now, sitting at my breakfast table. When I sat down I heard the clack of the base of the vibrator striking the wooden seat. I felt it ram up into me. My thighs buckled at the sensation. Every little movement inside me I feel now. I can feel my muscles tightening and relaxing around the vibrator. I need to masturbate again.


 

I’m gonna turn it on. I know I don’t have to, but would you believe I want to? Yes. Right now, while I’m eating. I’m going to keep it on until I shower.


 

It’s on. Can you believe I’m writing in a journal with a buzzing vibrator inside me? I must be a sight to see, or even imagine; some poor fool of a girl, blonde hair a blazing, trying to eat her little whole wheat bagel while inside her, like some mad insect, a buzzing tormenting little stick drives her insane. LOL. 


 

My bagel is done. Now its time to go back to bed. I’m going to take this vibrator and fuck myself silly with it. No. Wait. Not my bed. Right here in the living room. And I’ll crack the shades so if someone looks in and looks straight down they will see me on my back, legs spread, my hand holding the vibrator. Oh God the thought is making me so wet!


 


 

Day 3 8:57 am


 

Got to class early despite my little adventure this morning. Cracking the blinds was fun and exciting, but I don’t think anyone saw me. At least if they did, they didn’t stop to watch. I would have seen them.


 

I feel totally exposed though. I’m wearing another skirt, a loose one at least, just as Master Michael requested. Yet the feeling of the chair on my bare bottom is very…distracting. No bra or panties today. The ben wa balls were good this morning. Not as demanding as the vibrator or the bullets. Walking to class this morning was not anywhere as difficult as it was yesterday or Monday. In fact, I made it all the way to class with out going nuts. I’m wet of course. Its tough not to be considering the fact I have two large golf ball size spheres inside me, each with a tiny bell of mercury rolling around inside.


 

I’m beginning to think my vibrator isn’t enough for me. Oh, not for this experiment, but while laying on the floor this morning, I began to wish that I had something a little bigger. Like a large rubber dildo. Something that would be soft, yet firm. Maybe something I could warm up. Hmmm…maybe I need to go to the toy store today?


 


 

Day 3 10:01 am


 

Still not having any problems walking around with the ben wa balls. Kat will be so jealous. Our little game of walking the mall, seeing who has to go masturbate first in the women’s rest room is now a sure thing for me. I’ll win. I can tell they’re there, but they aren’t bothering me.


 


 

Day 3 11:04 am


 

Last class. Walking to class was still not a problem. It’s like the ben wa balls now only provide a minor touch of stimulation, certainly not the same effect as having the bullets or vibrator inside me. They’re quiet, and feel good rolling around inside. After three hours of them inside, I feel sexually liberated, even aroused, but not screaming lustily. Sorry Master Michael, but the results are kinda in. Constant sex toy torment results in a lessening of response.


 


 

Day 3 12:55 pm


 

Lunch time. I made it past my bushes just fine. I’m horny. I want sex right now, but I’m handling it. I’m eating, then I’ll put in the vibrator and endure my first hour of torment. Actually, I’m kind of looking forward to it. I want to orgasm right now. This morning has been a soft sensual foreplay session, even with my clothing selection. Well, my tuna fish and crackers are gone now…so on to the bed room.


 


 

Day 3 2:35 pm


 

Note to self: Don’t masturbate at the BEGINNING of your hour of torment. Sure, it’s an easy way to spend ten minutes, but it doesn’t really lessen the impact of having a vibrator, turned on to the max, rammed up inside you. I tried to read. I tried watching television. I rolled on my bed. I even tried listening to music. Nothing helped. Sexual frustration. I ended up masturbating two more times. I just can’t help it. The vibrations are driving me crazy. While the ben wa balls don’t seem to drive me over the edge, anything that buzzes does. I’ll spend the next hour of torment with my bullets. Hopefully they will be a little less…intrusive.


 


 

Day 3 5:57pm


 

Okay first of all, I need to say that I just put my bullets in and they’re on. I’m laying on my bed, naked, my thighs together, and I’m writing to keep my thoughts concentrated elsewhere than between my legs, which is where they want to be right now.


 

Well…I had an interesting afternoon. I’m still not sure if I’m shocked and disgusted, or whether I’m intrigued. I still don’t know what to make of it. But I guess I should explain from the beginning, right? 


 

First of all, I had a brilliant idea. The ben wa balls are for public wear right? So instead of enduring another hour of torment with my bullets or my vibrator, I decided to go out. Don’t worry Master Michael, I wore the outfit you selected for me at the beginning of the day. Of course, that was some of what got me into trouble. The other thing was my idea of getting a large rubber dildo. So in went the ben wa balls and off I went to my toy store.


 

I go to a place called MegaAdultFunHouse, which is this huge building in an industrial section of Dallas. Lots of videos, and a huge selection of different toys, everything from bondage whips to cuffs to well…large rubber dildos. So here I am, blonde stupid 21 year old girl, standing at a wall of dildos wearing a short skirt and a tee shirt with no bra. Now that’s dumb. 


 

Of course, it was a yuppie place. All the men inside politely ignored me while staring the whole time. This of course turned me on and I ended up selecting a huge nine inch rubber dildo with a flesh tone and real skin texture. Three inches wide. It’s huge. Oh God, I’m so wet right now. Just the thought of it…damn it I’ll be back in a sec.


 

Day 3 6:15 pm


 

Sorry about that. God, I’m tired. I can’t even remember how many orgasms I’ve had in the last three days. This is insane. Where was I? Oh yes…okay I was at the video/toy store and I went up to the counter with that dildo. There was a nice attractive older gentleman there, kind of plain looking, but not in a bad way. He rang up my purchase and handed me the bag. Then he said in a low voice that if I wanted to take my purchase into the arcade, he would make an allowance for me. Now I had never been back there. I looked over at the door leading to it, smiled, and thanked him. I think he realized that I was about to leave and then he said that if I wanted to earn some money, that he had an opportunity for me.


 

Okay, yes I’m stupid. I heard the word “money” and I nodded eagerly. That’s when I got shocked. He told me that the last stall on the left in the arcade had a glory hole. He told me I could earn twenty dollars a blow job. I guess I didn’t look that shocked because he just continued on as if that was a normal proposal. Then he offered me two hundred bucks an hour if I were willing to perform every Saturday night in the middle of the sales area demonstrating a product, which I then could keep for free!


 

I think I stammered a “thanks for the offer. I’ll think about it.” Response and left in a hurry.


 

I know, I know. I shouldn’t have been so stupid. Yet, part of me is thinking about it. A little roped off section of the sales floor. Me naked and masturbating right there in the middle of the room…what an idea! It turns me on. It’s making me want to orgasm again. Imagine trying new toys, one every week…I’m so tired. I can’t take this. 


 

Day 3 7:32 pm


 

I’m sore. I think I masturbated too much this evening. I even used my new dildo. It’s a sex toy right? I shouldn’t have made myself come that last time, especially knowing I have to get online soon. The bullets are just sitting inside me right now. I think I’ll scan my journal and email it to Master Michael.


 


 

<Excerpt from Instant Messaging.>


 

Michaelalexander7575: Hello Angie. How are you?

Angiefun: I’m very tired sir. This is really beginning to get to me.

Michaelalexander7575: Well I can’t think of a better qualified person to endure it. I really do appreciate your assistance. Have you emailed me your journal?

Angiefun: I’ve sent it sir. 

Michaelalexander7575: Excellent. Describe to me your current state of attire as well as your physical position and condition while I read it.

Angiefun: Yes sir. 

Angiefun: I’m currently nude sir. I am sitting on my chair at my desk, with my legs spread to either side. I currently have my vibrator inside myself and it is on. Right now I feel exhausted. I’ve orgasmed more times that I can remember and I’m sore. I can feel it right now. Having the vibrator in me hurts.

Michaelalexander7575: Well, I’m not too concerned. Your journal is very interesting today. You had quite an adventure at the toy store.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Are you seriously considering the man’s offer?

Angiefun: Not really sir. I can’t imagine stooping to that level, despite my fantasies.

Michaelalexander7575: Well, this is certainly a decision that you must make for your self. But I can say that there are two things to consider.

Angiefun: And they are sir?

Michaelalexander7575: While performing on the main sales floor, as you call it, will earn you good money and a free sex toy, you will be totally exposed, including your face to any man who has a camera cell phone.

Angiefun: Oh my God! I hadn’t thought of that!

Michaelalexander7575: Exactly. However, the gloryhole option could be utilized to earn extra money without exposing your identity. Do you enjoy sucking cock, Angie?

Angiefun: To an extent Sir. I’ve only sucked on cocks that I know.

Michaelalexander7575: There can be a stimulation from acting with a complete stranger. Still, it is your choice.

Angiefun: So you think I should do it?

Michaelalexander7575: Yes. At least once. Try it for an hour and see what happens. Lock yourself in the room, strip naked, keep a little post it note pad and a pen. Write a “$20” on a piece of paper and then hold it through the hole. If you get a cock and no money, give it a kiss and then leave it alone. If you get the money, you need to suck it until it comes.

Angiefun: Do I have to swallow sir?

Michaelalexander7575: Your choice Angie.

Michaelalexander7575: Just remember no sex with out protection.

Angiefun: yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Now, let’s discuss your journal entries about the ben wa balls. It’s become obvious that these balls of yours are no longer serving their purpose.

Angiefun: I’m still experiencing sexual stimulation from them, sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Yes, but not extreme stimulation. That’s what we are looking for here. I need to you experience extreme stimulation. So, starting tomorrow we retire the ben wa balls. You will wear shorts, panties, and a tee shirt. No bra. You will wear the bullets to class. You will turn the bullets up to high for your walks between, to and from class, but may turn the bullets off during class.

Angiefun: But sir! The bullets are loud enough that anyone standing next to me will hear them!

Michaelalexander7575: Good. Then the added embarrassment will bring your arousal to a higher state. That’s the point.

Angiefun: Please sir, don’t make me do this.

Michaelalexander7575: You have too. You agreed.

Angiefun: I realize that sir, but this is going too far.

Michaelalexander7575: No it isn’t. It doesn’t violate a single one of your limits. That was our agreement. Now, no more objections. The only choice you have before you is whether you will be going to your toy store tomorrow. Oh, and by the way, if you do go, you have to wear the bullets, and keep them on every second you’re in the store.

Angiefun: Sir I don’t think I can do this.

Michaelalexander7575: You can and you will. I told you no more objections. Now I have to punish you. Get two clothespins, put them on your nipples.

Angiefun: But sir! PLEASE!

Michaelalexander7575: Now you need a dozen clothespins. One on each nipple and then five on each side of your pussy.

Angiefun: Sir…please…

Michaelalexander7575: Thirteen now. Because you need one on your clit.

Michaelalexander7575: Do it. And get your mic on.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: And don’t think you’ve gotten out of having to sleep with your vibe or bullets on. I want another hour and a half.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Good. No more arguments. I want to hear you’re your voice. I like your little squeals of pain when you clip your nips.

Angiefun: Yes sir, I’m turning on my mic right now. 


 

<End excerpt from Instant Messaging>


 


 

Day 3 11:57 pm


 

I’m so tired. I hurt. I’m sore everywhere. He kept me online over an hour. Tortured. He hot waxed my breasts, made me masturbate for him twice. But he’s right. My limits haven’t been broken yet. I’m going to try to sleep with the vibrator tonight. So tired…


 


 

Day 4 7:57 am


 

I did it. I didn’t think I could, but I did. I slept with my vibrator on. I had the most incredible dreams. Lots of sexual dreams, and I suspect that I even orgasmed once or twice. At least when I woke up this morning, I was sticky, hot, and very horny. I immediately masturbated which provided some relief.


 

Right now I am sitting at the table eating breakfast. Honey Nut Cherrios. I like the idea of an unsinkable O. I eat it with bananas.


 

I’m wearing my denim shorts, a red tank top, panties, a maxi pad (I’m not stupid), and of course my bullets. Both little balls are up inside of me. They’re off right now, but I can feel them. Not as stimulating as the ben wa balls when they’re quiet. 


 

I admit I’m a little concerned about this. I know the effects the bullets have on me. I almost would have preferred the vibrator, except getting to it to turn it off and on would be troublesome. Well, I have to deal with it no matter what. I still can’t believe I slept with my vibrator on!


 

Day 4 9:32 am


 

Master Michael, this is the hardest thing I’ve ever done. I want you to know that. I was late getting to class because I had to stop at a restroom and masturbate. Can you even contemplate that? Being so aroused that you just have to stop what you’re doing and whack off? Does that happen to guys? I don’t even know. I know that this is going to be a difficult day. Thank God my next class is just in the next building over!


 


 

Day 4 10:57 am


 

That was a quick walk and I survived it. Four and a half minutes with the bullets on. The walk home will be harder. It takes almost twenty from here. Will I make it? Or will I be behind the bush again?


 

Day 4 1:07 pm


 

Well the answer to the question is that I made it home. Oh, I needed to masturbate when I was at the bush, but I bit my lip and kept going, promising myself to fall to my knees the moment I got home and let myself cum. Of course, I did the moment I got home. I feel a lot better now. I’ve still got the bullets in me, and my shorts are on. Right now I’m eating lunch. Whole wheat pita, crab salad, and a big glass of cranberry juice. 


 

What I’m really doing is trying to make a decision. Do I go back to my toy store? There are so many things to consider. Master Michael seemed to really want me to try it. But there is the fact that I have to have the bullets in and on for the entire time. I’m worried that I might get a little carried away.


 

Sucking a stranger. It sounds daring and provocative. It sounds dangerous. It sounds fun.


 

I need to go shower.


 

Day 4 4:01 pm


 

I need to go shower. Again. I’m gross. I’m sticky all over my face and chest. My hair has cum in it. My shorts and shirt are ruined. They’ll probably stain. There is cum all over them. But I need to write first. I have to write this down while it’s still fresh. I’m sitting here in my car outside the toy store. I was in there for an hour and a half, in that back room with the hole. I was in there all of a minute before there was a cock sticking out through the hole. I did what you said sir. I wrote twenty on the paper and gave the cock a little rub and wrapped the paper around it. The cock left and a twenty dollar bill came through. I took it and the cock was back. I forgot to take off my shirt, though I admit I remembered to turn on my bullets. I took that cock in my hand and then my mouth and I felt my orgasm coming. Just the thought of squatting like that, sucking on someone I couldn’t even see or know was incredible. I came in seconds, without even touching myself. The cock I was sucking on didn’t last either. He popped quick and caught me right in the face. It dripped every where.


 

I took off my shirt when the cock disappeared. It took maybe two minutes before a new hard cock was in the hole. I passed another twenty note, which got sent back with a bill. Ten minutes. Forty dollars. Two orgasms. And on it went. I ended up kneeling on my shirt while I sucked. The only reason I stopped is I got tired. My mouth ached. I’ve got three hundred and forty dollars.


 

That was the most embarrassing thing I’ve ever done. I can’t believe I did it. Going home now. Got to shower. I can’t believe I did that.


 


 

Day 4 5:32pm


 

I’m about to start another hour of torment. I’ve decided to use the vibrator instead of the bullets. I need something long and hard inside me. I will try to hold off masturbating as long as possible, but I think my memories of this afternoon will dictate the timing. Turning it on now.


 


 


 

<Excerpt from Instant Messaging.>


 

Michaelalexander7575: Hello Angie. You’re on a little late tonight. It’s already 8:15. Are you okay? 

Angiefun: No sir I’m not okay. I can’t take another day of this. Not even this night. I’m sore, I’m tired, and I’ve orgasmed so many times that it hurts to think about it. 

Michaelalexander7575: Did you wear your bullets instead of the ben wa balls today? 

Angiefun: Yes sir I did. It made a dramatic difference. I’m so sensitive right now that I’m having to keep the vibrator on low just to keep from screaming. 

Michaelalexander7575: Really? Your body is that sensitized?

Angiefun: Yes sir. I’m going crazy right now. The slightest touch sends me over the edge. My clit is swollen and poking out constantly. Even wearing panties seems to hurt or irritate me.

Michaelalexander7575: Well, these are certainly interesting descriptions. I presume you’ve emailed your journal to me?

Angiefun: Yes sir, I did.

Michaelalexander7575: Excellent. I will read it right now. Since you just mentioned the vibrator, I presume you are sitting appropriately and are nude?

Angiefun: Yes sir I am. Through great force of will sir.

Michaelalexander7575: I appreciate that. I’m impressed with your courage and willpower. Let me read your journal now.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Angiefun: I hope you find it satisfactory sir.

Michaelalexander7575: So you chose to be a slut today. My goodness, what an adventure you had! You even managed to sleep with the vibrator on! I’m terribly proud of you right now. I presume you masturbated during your “last hour of torment”? 

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: Have you used your new dildo? 

Angiefun: Yes sir, I have. Yesterday.

Michaelalexander7575: Did you enjoy your experience at the toy shop?

Angiefun: Yes sir, kinda.

Michaelalexander7575: Kinda? Explain.

Angiefun: It was an intense sexual experience, having those guys just shove their cocks at me. And with the bullets, I was the one cumming. But I was so embarrassed, walking in and especially walking out. I was dripping with cum. It was all over me. I looked like one of those porn stars you see on video, or one of those characters in one of your stories.

Michaelalexander7575: LOL. You never know when you might end up in one of my stories, Angie.

Angiefun: God, I hope not sir. I would die from the humiliation.

Michaelalexander7575: Now why do you say you can no longer continue? Technically the four days are not up until tomorrow at 7 am.

Angiefun: Because my body hurts now sir. It’s painful to masturbate this much. I can’t take it.

Michaelalexander7575: Well, you have to at least go tonight. All the way through till tomorrow morning. No exceptions. You promised me four days and you will deliver. Tonight I want you to try to sleep with either your vibrator or bullets on and inside you. 

Angiefun: Please please please please please sir…please don’t make me wear them tonight.

Michaelalexander7575: Argue with me more and you’ll be punished.

Angiefun: Sir…please understand my concern. 

Michaelalexander7575: Oh I understand. Far to well. You are bailing on me.

Angiefun: No sir, I’m not, I’m just trying to help you understand what I’m going through.

Michaelalexander7575: You’re pleas will not work with me young lady, and if I hear one more of them you will be punished right now, on that swollen clit of yours. 

Michaelalexander7575: I will take your silence for acquiescence.

Angiefun: Yes sir. I will wear my vibrator tonight.

Michaelalexander7575: Good. I expect at least one more journal entry tomorrow morning.

Angiefun: Yes sir.

Michaelalexander7575: And Angie, I’m very proud of you. I’ve never heard of anyone managing to last four complete days stuffed with sex toys. And you haven’t just been stuffed, they’ve been active inside you so much of the time. You’ve done fantastic. And because you’ve done fantastic, I want to make you to really think hard about trying to last one more day.

Angiefun: Sir, there is no way I’m going another day.

Michaelalexander7575: Yes I realize you have said that, however I want you to think about what kind of person you are. Think about the things you crave. I know you and I know that deep down you want these things to happen to you. 

Angiefun: I’ll think about it sir. I’ll let you know tomorrow morning.


 

<End excerpt from Instant Messaging>


 

Day 4 11:03 pm


 

I’ve come again. Sitting there, obscenely spread by this online dom. Can you imagine what it’s like, trying to type and talk and chat and think when you’ve got a vibrator rammed up inside you?


 

I will make a decision tomorrow, based upon how I feel in the morning. Right now, I’m tired and sore. And one last time, the vibrator is going on…good night.


 


 

Day 5 7:14am


 

I managed it. I had to masturbate once, which was painful yet oddly satisfying. And of course I woke up hornier that a mad longhorn steer playing a trombone. That of course required me to masturbate. Except this morning I used my new dildo. Oh wow. That was so much better. I’m going to keep the dildo inside me during my “down” times today. Soft, yet firm, filling in a totally different way.


 

Oh. I guess that kinda decides it, doesn’t it?


 

I’ll email Master Michael and let him know I accept.


 


 

<Email from Master Michael to Angie>


 

To: Angiefun@yahoo.com

From: michaelalexander7575@yahoo.com

Date: 10/21/05 

RE: Your experiment


 

Dear Angie,


 

I’m fully aware that you plan on continuing the experiment through today. How do I know this? It is because I know your character so thoroughly. We have known each other for two years, my dear girl. You’ve been a part of my life. I’ve enjoyed your company, your complaints, and certainly your squeals, moans, cries, and gasps over the years. 


 

I know you will continue because of your very nature. I know you to be a true sexual masochist, or in the terms of laymen, a pain slut. I know you crave the sexual epiphanies that come with discomfort and pain at the moment of climax. I know you enjoy being embarrassed, humiliated. I know you like nothing more than to tied, bound, whipped, stroked, tormented, and then allowed to orgasm. I know these things about you.


 

Even now, while you’re reading this, I’m willing to bet you are sitting at your computer naked, the vibrator inside you buzzing away. I would bet that if I told you too, you would have your nipples clamped in a heart beat. I know you would insert ice cubes into your body for me. I know these things about you.


 

If it were up to me, I would force you to keep a sex toy inside yourself for good: a permanent reward for a true pain slut. It would remind you of your place in my life, of your own needs and desires. It would remind you of what you want, and bring those satisfactions you crave.


 

Today, in class, the bullets need to stay on. On low if necessary, but I want them on. Your purpose is not to be the test of my experiment, but to suffer the sexual torment I want to inflict upon your body. If I could, I would have you go naked. Today, the bullets, or the vibrator stay on the entire time. I don’t care what you have to do to survive it, but they stay on.


 

I will know if you violate my orders. I will know because you can not lie to me. And if you do violate my orders, your punishment will be swift and painful, and will not satisfy you. 


 

I will speak with you tonight at our regular time


 

Michael


 

<End Email from Master Michael to Angie>


 

<Email from Angie to Master Michael>


 

To: michaelalexander7575@yahoo.com

From: Angiefun@yahoo.com

Date: 10/21/05

Re: Your experiment


 

As you wish sir.


 

<End Email from Angie to Master Michael>


 


 


 

Day 5 7:32 am


 

I’m sort of dreading this day, and welcoming it as well. An entire day with the bullets or my vibrator on. I’m trying to decide which to wear. The vibrator I could wear with a skirt. Oh. Master Michael said I had to wear the bullets didn’t he? Damn. All right I guess I’ll wear the bullets. I need to get dressed. My mini skirt, my halter top and nothing else. First class is at nine.


 


 


 

Day 5 8:56 am


 

I’m desperate. I can barely hold my pen. I can hear them right now, buzzing. No one’s asked me yet what that noise is, but I know they can hear it. I can hear it. I can feel it. I’m so bothered. I need to fuck right now. I can’t. Its class right now. Walking to school was so hard! The buzzing didn’t stop when I got to class, I just turned it down. Can I rub my clit under my desk? Would anyone notice? My other hand is down there now, pressing on my clit. I’m so sore. I’m swollen. The controller is tucked into my waist band right up front. Anyone seeing it can probably figure out what it is. I can’t believe I’m doing this. It would be so easy to slip a finger into myself. I want to. I have to. Oh god yes. Quiet. Bite my lip anything so I don’t slip up and let everyone know. Oh yes that’s it its perfect…


 

Thank God no one is sitting next to me. I just came right here in my seat while the prof drones on. I don’t even know what he’s talking about. All I know is that my pussy is burning. I need it. I’m soaked. I can feel my juices running down my leg. My skirt is wet under me.


 

Class is almost over. I can survive just a little longer. Than I can cum again.


Almost there.


 


 


 

Day 5 10:04 am


 

I feel like I’m about to hyperventilate. My thighs are quivering constantly. The muscles of my pussy are constantly contracting and relaxing, over and over, squeezing the bullets. I’m leaking. Copious amounts of fluids seem to be pouring out of me. I can feel my wet thighs. 


 

There is a longing, like a dehydrated man dying of thirst. A desperate need that I can’t explain. Its right inside me, being…poked and prodded and tormented on and on by the bullets. I want nothing more than to be lifted, spread, and plugged, deep. Now. I can barely hide it from the class. The boy next to me knows. Suspects. He looks at me strangely. 


 

So thirsty. I want a soda. Vending machine out in the hall. After class, if I can make it that long. My body needs sugar. If my finger touches my clit I have to scream so I can’t touch. Can’t touch Can’t touch.


 

Please hurry. I need this class to be over now.


 


 


 

Day 5 11:32 am


 

I missed my last class. I couldn’t go to it. I was in the bathroom. Exploding and exploding over and over. I’m so tired. I ache and I hurt everywhere. I drank two sodas. The whole bottle on each one. I think I’ll just go home. Will I make it?


 


 

Day 5 12:04 pm


 

I’m home. I’ve already masturbated once again. I’ll take a shower. I need a break. I can’t take this. I’m so sensitive and sore that touching myself hurts, yet the bullets and vibrator don’t hurt…they just drive me to touch myself. I feel like I’m in some sort of hellish cycle of pain and ecstasy. 


 

Can you even understand?


 


 

Day 5 3:04 pm


 

I took an hour and a half bath. I’m better now. The ben wa balls did very little to stimulate me during my time. I barely felt them. Even now as I sit here at my desk writing, I wonder which I should put in, the bullets or the vibrator. I will go with the vibrator now.


 

There, it’s in. Feels so different from the bullets. Large and long and driving up into me. Like a granite rod rammed deep. Impaled by Vlad. Buzzing away like a busy busy bee inside of me. Can you imagine what its like? Being impaled? There is no way for a man to understand this. No way to understand what you’ve done to me. I need it now, all the time.


 

I’ve decided what to do. I need help. I can’t face this alone. I’m going to call Kat and beg her to come over.


 

I told her everything. She’s coming. Thank God. If I can only hold on.


 


 

Day 5 6:04PM


 

Hello, this is Kat. I thought I needed to explain what is going on and why the handwriting changed in Angie’s journal. I’ve read the whole thing. I’m a little amazed my darling girl agreed to this, but then she has always been a glutton for punishment. When I got here I found her sitting on the couch, half naked, ramming her little vibrator in and out, eyes closed, not even caring that the slant on the blinds was open enough that anyone walking by could see her. I let her finish while I read her journal and then I took things in hand.

 First of all, she is currently lying down in her room, on the bed. She still has the vibrator inside of her, however a set of ankle cuffs and two leather belts around her knees and upper thighs are keeping it nicely in place. Her wrists are bound together and I tied them to the bed frame above her head. She’s been like this almost two hours.

 I’ve tied up Angie before. She has always been supple and perfect for long tortures. I admit never having conceived of such a cruel activity for her to participate in though, and I blame myself for her getting into this. We’ve had a parting of the ways since we got to university, and perhaps if I had kept her under my thumb, the way I did in high school, she would never have sought out another person to torment her.

 She is currently moaning into her ball gag. Tears are running down her face and her entire body is writhing. Its actually fun to watch. If she weren’t so paranoid about cameras, I’d be snapping pictures and setting up a video camera. Now, I’m fully aware of her upcoming meeting with Michael.

 I will put Angie’s headphones on and just let her speak. Of course, I’ll have to take the gag out. I haven’t wanted to listen to her beg these last few hours. I know she wants the vibration to stop. But considering what she agreed too, there is no way I’ll allow it. As a domme I know what is required of our subs.

 


 

Day 5 7:32PM


 

She looks incredible right now. I’ve oiled her, so her body glistens and shines. She is just laying there, twitching, as little nervous shocks are sent from one end of her body to the other. She relaxed somewhat at one point and I asked her if she had orgasmed. She indicated positively, so I am pleased. The rub was a reward.

 I’m hoping that Michael allows me to continue playing with her after their conversation as long as I keep either the vibrator or the bullets inside her. I’m having an idea that is bursting to come out. It’s been a long time since I took Angie, and she is so beautiful.


 

<Begin transcript excerpt from online audio conversation>


 

Michael: Well, well Angie. I can hear you moaning. Was it so difficult to endure, dear heart? Did you really have to call Katherine over to assist you? I’m disappointed in your willpower, but I appreciate you arranging the meeting between your Kat and myself. We’ve had quite a conversation. She also took care of scanning and emailing your journal to me.


 

Angie moans and makes a muffled noise due to the gag.

Michael laughs out loud.


 

Michael: That is a pleasing sound to me, however I need to hear your voice. Katherine? If you would please remove Angie’s gag. I would like to hear her beg for release.


 

Kat laughs.


 

Kat: Certainly Michael. 



 

Angie: Oh God! Please please please stop. I can’t take it. Please…(interspersed sobbing). Please stop.


 

Michael: Angie, as much as I would like to make it stop, you did agree to this. All the way till tomorrow morning. Katherine has already advised me of her desires to see you through till seven am tomorrow and I find her…plans mesh nicely with my own. I’ve released you to her provided she continues the experiment through.


 

Angie: Please sir, don’t make me. I keep coming but I’m so tired! I can’t take this. It’s like a water torture, or constantly being poked. I hurt. It burns in places I can’t even describe!


 

Michael laughs.


 

Michael: Katherine, why don’t you reinsert Angie’s gag. I’m finished listening to her pleas. I would punish her, but your description of what you intend to do to her after our conversation more than suffices. 



 

Katherine: I’m glad you approve, Michael. 



 

<End Audio Transcript>


 


 


 

Day 6 7:37 am


 

I have survived. It’s been a complete five days and I’ve made it. I ache all over. Last night, Kat punished me. She left the headphones and mic on, so that Master Michael could hear. She loosened the belts around my legs, unclipped my ankle cuffs, and then spread my legs wide to the corners of the bed. The vibrator slipped out, but she was totally prepared, inserting my bullets in record time. She didn’t bother with the low setting either.


 

I have to tell you that the four or so hours I spent bound like that were hellish. The constant arousal, Kat touching me, rubbing me with the oil, it was like fire all over my body. Inside it as well.


 

Master Michael was particularly pleased with my screams through the gag when Kat whipped me. She had brought one with her, unbeknown to me, a thick leather multi strand cat of nine tails. It walloped loudly against my breasts as she struck. But it was when she removed my gag and straddled my face, forcing me to lick and suck on her, that her normal cruelty came out. As I licked her, my body burning in pain and desire, she whipped my pussy. Hard. And she didn’t stop till after she came, and after I came. Even now, my pussy stings and is sore to the touch from that whipping, with the bullets inside me. 


 

But I did manage to sleep after that, and with the bullets going inside me. She kept me tied up all night, only to wake me with her tongue on my swollen clit, a finger in my bottom, and the buzzing of the bullets. I came in seconds.


 

I survived this experiment, Master Michael. You now know exactly what happens to a girl when stimulated for so long. It is my prerogative to remove any sex toys and not have anything inside me again, for as long as I want.


 

But I want you to know that as I’m sitting here, naked, with Kat across from me at the table, there is a long cylindrical object, purple in color, tapered at the point, containing a motor and two AA batteries, that is buzzing away on high, and right now it’s buried inside of me. I know it won’t be coming out for awhile. And that’s the way I want it.


 

The End


 


 

Author’s Note:



 


This story has been long in the writing for a variety of reasons. First of all, let me personally thank Breanne Erickson. Not only did she serve as my editor for this piece, but she also willing submitted to a two day “experiment” over one of her weekends. Her insights and descriptions were invaluable.



 


That said, I have to assure my readers that all of the above journal entries are fictitious, as are the emails and audio transcript. My decision to include Angie and Katherine as my characters should be obvious, since they have been well introduced in prior works. I hope you enjoyed “Angie’s Experiment”.



 


Yours faithfully,



 


Michael Alexander



 

Three Sets


 




 

*CRACK*


 

The sound of her purple gum popping seemed loud in the tiny bedroom as Megan flipped through the pages of the teen fashion magazine. Her trim jaw line worked at the gummy substance between her teeth as she occasionally paused, examining some latest clothing concept, or the different cosmetics each model seemed to be sporting. Her shoulder-length brown hair was pulled back in a loose pony tail, hardly matching the coiffed styles in the magazine, but its simplicity belied a beauty that Paris’ best models would have trouble matching. She wore a gray tee shirt, emblazoned with “Arten High School Track & Field” across the chest, the lettering almost difficult to read due to the curvature of her bosom. Megan also wore a pair of red running shorts, which barely covered her rear as she sat on the floor leaning back against the bed of her best friend, Erika.

“Will you look at this?” Megan asked suddenly through her gum, holding up the magazine. Erika, who lay across the bed, glanced down at the opened pages suddenly thrust at her. Her long blonde hair hung loose, pulled back behind her ears. Her crystalline blue eyes examined the picture Megan held up and Erika laughed. 

“You can’t be serious” she replied.

Megan sighed. “I suppose.”

Erika was propped against a pile of pillows at the end of the bed, her long legs stretched out toward the end, slowly going through her own magazine. Her Saturday attire was no less casual than Megan’s, but she opted for a less athletic look, having donned a pair of khaki chinos and a blue halter top. Both girls were barefoot, thanks to a rigorously enforced “no shoes” policy that Megan’s mother had adopted to “spare the carpet.”

“I don’t get this. How are we supposed to choose a dress for prom by looking at these? Half these dresses are either a million bucks or will get us arrested for indecency.” Megan sighed, slapping another page over, exasperation written clearly across her face. Erika laughed.

“I can just imagine the trouble I’d be in if I got arrested,” she replied.


Megan made a small grunt, as if ignoring her best friend. “Like your mom would do anything.”


Erika shook her head. “Not her. My step-dad.”


Megan looked up, twisting her head around to look at Erika. “Really? Your mom is letting your step-dad punish you? That’s a little freaky.”

Erika nodded. “You have no idea.” Her voice seemed a little shaky, but filled with an odd tone. Megan turned around, going to her knees as she leaned against the bed.

“What do you mean, freaky?” She asked.

For a moment it seemed as if Erika wasn’t going to answer. “Like spanking freaky,” she finally said.

Megan’s eyes widened and her mouth opened in surprise, giving Erika a view of the brunette’s chewed piece of gum. “You’ve got to be kidding me! He’s SPANKING you? And your mom LETS HIM?” 

Erika nodded, licking her lips, her expression still inscrutable.


“Geeze girl, how do you stand for it?” demanded Megan.


“It’s hard to explain” said Erika oddly. Megan couldn’t believe her best friend was being so blasé about this.


There was suddenly a knock at the door and both girls jumped slightly in surprise. Megan turned and found herself looking at Erika’s step dad, who stood there with a deepening frown upon his lips as he looked down at the two girls. 

Pete Shore was a handsome man, something that Megan had known ever since she had met him almost half a year earlier. It was easy to see how Erika’s mother had fallen for him. He was tall, dark, and handsome, a robust thirty five that spent a good amount of time lifting weights between bouts of racquetball. He too was wearing athletic style clothing, almost matching Megan’s track outfit, except replacing the red running shorts with something a little more masculine.

“I’ve a bone to pick with you young lady,” Pete said, his tone menacing. “I think it might be best if Megan heads home.”

Megan shot a glance at Erika, whose face had flushed red. The blond girl’s chest was starting to rise and fall rapidly, her breasts seeming to expand under the tension of the halter top. Megan put one hand on the floor, preparing to push herself up when she felt Erika’s fingers on her shoulder, gently pressing down. It was clear that Erika wanted Megan to stay. A thought strayed across Megan’s mind. If Erika was getting spanked by Pete, then maybe she wanted Megan to remain, thinking that her presence might prevent it from happening. 

“What did I do?” Erika asked, her voice contrite. Pete reached behind his back and pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket. He held it up, unfolding it. 

“I’d like you to explain this progress report from your math class. It seems you aren’t turning in your homework on time. Right now Dr. Cook says that unless you make a drastic change in your behavior, you won’t pass this six week period.” His eyes seemed to flare. “And add to that your failure to get the garbage out Friday morning has resulted in me having to take the entire load in my pickup to the dumpster.”

“I…I…I’m sorry, Pete,” Erika said, her voice submissive in a way Megan had never heard before. To Megan’s surprise it was this comment that brought Pete Shore’s anger to life. He glared at his step-daughter and entered the room.

“What did I tell you! What are you supposed to call me!” He yelled.

Erika looked up at her step-father, her face an oddly composed mask of acceptance and …something else, something Megan couldn’t identify. Megan’s eyes narrowed in confusion at her best friend’s behavior. Megan had never known Erika to be submissive, much less a pacifist. It almost seemed like she had deliberately riled her step-father.

The blond girl swallowed, looking up at the handsome man above her. “Sorry. Dad,” she said, her voice practically withering.

Pete grabbed her wrist and yanked her up off the bed. “Get to the living room now, and get ready. You’re getting three sets.” He pushed Erika toward the door. The teenager stumbled once, but quickly moved through the doorway into the hall, disappearing from Megan’s view.

Pete turned and looked down at Megan. “I’m sorry you had to witness that. I think it best if you leave,” he said, his voice like iron. Megan frowned and glared at her best-friend’s step-father. She stood up, her will hardening into steel and she crossed her arms. 

“Actually, I think I’ll stay. If you’re planning on punishing Erika then I’ll witness it. And if you do anything I think is improper, you’ll answer for it!” she declared.

Pete gave her a calculating look. “Fine. If that’s what you want.” He held out his hand, motioning toward the door. “Let’s go.” 

With an icy glare Megan turned and practically stomped from Erika’s bedroom. She turned and quickly marched down the hall that led from the bedroom area of Erika’s house to the living room. Erika’s mom had decorated in an eclectic style of modern and contemporary designs that lent a conservative, yet stylish air to the house. The living room was no different, with a black leather corner sofa and ottoman sitting in front of the large LCD television.

But the sight that met Megan’s eyes was beyond surprising. A white towel had been laid across the ottoman, contrasting starkly with the black leather. Megan’s gasp of shock had come from seeing Erika. Her best friend was kneeling on all fours, on top of the towel, and was completely naked.

“Erika!” Megan said, aghast.

Erika didn’t reply, her long blond hair streaming down around her head. Her perfectly formed figure stayed perfectly still, unresponsive to either her step-father’s entry or Megan’s outburst. The sight of Erika naked delayed Megan’s notice of the three implements laid out on the end table next to a large ebony satchel. It wasn’t until Pete picked up a black leather paddle that Megan saw the small sap and the multi-headed leather whip.

Erika’s step-father wasted no time, stepping up to the naked blond beauty with purpose. He swung the paddle fast, letting it impact squarely across both cheeks of Erika’s bottom, eliciting a sharp cry from the teenager. Megan’s shocked expression at finding her best friend naked didn’t ebb as she witnessed the first blistering stroke that left a red imprint of the paddle across Erika’s rear.

The next swing sounded loud in the room, a sharp crack that reminded Megan of her bubble gum exploding. Erika let out a loud moan. She rocked as the slap moved her forward, her heavy breasts swaying, the dark nipples raised as if excited. Pete swung again, catching Erika a little lower, almost on the undersides of her thighs, and Megan thought she saw the lips of Erika’s sex swell. Erika let out another indistinguishable cry and pitched forward even more, but corrected her position, almost coming back to meet the next stroke. Pete made no pretense this time, angling the paddle to kiss not just Erika’s buttocks, but the swelling and exposed petals of the blond girl’s sex.

Megan licked her lips and stepped forward, planning resolutely to stop Pete Shore’s abuse. But the unexpected sound from Erika made her pause, looking intently at her friend. The thud of the next stroke was followed by a cry, but a cry filled with something other than pain and humiliation. Megan moved around the living room as two more strokes landed on Erika, until Megan could get a better glimpse of Erika’s bottom. Sure enough, Erika’s pussy was leaking copiously, wet streaks of fluid dampening her thighs.

Pete swung again and this time Erika almost fell, her body beginning to react to the onslaught of swipes. Pete paused as Erika got back into position and reached out, grabbing her hair and pulling up her head.

“Do you need the clips to keep you in place? Is that it?” He demanded. Megan stared on in astonishment, not sure what she was seeing. Erika didn’t answer, but Megan thought she saw the blond girl’s head dip in agreement.

“Obviously you do. This is getting to be a regular thing with you, isn’t it?” Pete demanded. He swapped the paddle to his left hand and leaned over to dig into the strange black satchel. A shiny silver chain was withdrawn, and Megan could see that each end was attached to a metal clamp. Pete bent over, pinching one of the steel pincers open. It took only a second to position it properly and then it closed tightly on Erika’s right nipple. She gasped in pain, twisting slightly as Pete dragged his fingers down the silver links to grasp the other clasp. Megan watched in silence as he attached the second clamp. Erika whimpered loudly, her body shaking as she dealt with the new sensations streaming from the tips of her breasts. Pete turned toward Megan and gave her a withering glare.

“Since you seem to want a better view, why don’t you come over here and hold the chain for me” he said. “Usually I have to attach it to the underside and that pulls hard on her tits. If you hold it, then it won’t be so bad for her.” 

Megan stood silently for a second, wondering what she should do. Should she cooperate, easing her friend’s suffering? Or should she stay out of it, protecting her objectivity and making it easier to report Pete Shore’s abusive parenting style afterward. Erika whimpered and Megan’s heart melted and she moved forward. Helping ease Erika’s pain was more important than reporting Pete.

Megan knelt down on the floor next to Erika, reaching under her best friend and grasping the chain.

“Now pull it down toward her knees. Get out all the slack. It is too prevent her from rocking too far forward. That’s it. Tighter” Pete said. Megan dragged the chain back until Erika’s breasts were pulled downward and back. It looked painful.

Pete didn’t hesitate, raising the paddle again and swinging. Erika careened forward again, but this time let out a mixed cry of passion and pain as the chain on her breasts tugged harshly, matching the explosion of sensation coming from her bottom. A flurry of strokes landed as Megan lost count of the impacts.

Erika was crying, but Megan could also see the long streaks of wetness that glistened on both of the blond girl’s thighs. Pete took a step back, dropping the paddle on the end table with a clatter. He turned and looked at the girls.

“I’m getting a drink. Get ready for the next set, and NO TALKING!” He ordered. He turned and left the room.

Megan quickly let go of the chain and reached up, wrapping her arms around Erika’s shoulders, hugging her friend. The words poured out of her in a hushed whisper.

“Oh my God! Erika! How can you let him do this to you?” Megan demanded. Erika looked up at her friend, her eyes glistening. She lifted one finger and placed it over Megan’s lips, quieting her. Slowly, Erika lifted herself up, ignoring the long chain that dangled from her breasts. Megan made a move toward the clamps, intending to remove the heavy steel pincers, but Erika shook her head, indicating that she needed to keep them on.

Erika slowly rose from the ottoman, her red bottom a bright contrast to her usually pale and perfect skin. Megan stared, clearly aghast at the damage Pete had done to her friend, yet there were no welts or bruises on Erika’s rear, only the bright redness that came from a hot spanking. Erika stepped over to the end table and opened the ebony satchel, pulling out two bungee cords, each about three feet long and equipped with broad plastic hooks. Megan watched in bewilderment as Erika turned and pushed the ottoman against the couch, creating a broad platform. She climbed up, taking care not to kneel on the steel chain that dangled from her breasts, and leaned over the back of the couch, taking each of the bungee cords and hooking them to something. Megan quickly got up on the couch, seeing that Pete had installed a metal ring into the wall behind the leather sofa.

Erika left both bungee cords dangling across the back of the sofa as she carefully moved back to the black bag. To Megan’s surprise, two black leather cuffs were drawn out, the insides covered in soft tan fleece, obviously to protect the wearer from chaffing. An assortment of metal studs and loops decorated the outside of the cuff. Erika lifted one foot to the ottoman, moving slowly against the still smarting heat from her bottom. Megan watched as Erika fitted the cuff to her right ankle, buckling the thick leather tightly. As Erika moved the other leg up, Megan snatched up the cuff, kneeling down to assist. Erika smiled her thanks, still unwilling to risk speaking. As soon as the cuff was on, Erika pointed Megan to the side and climbed up on the ottoman. Megan watched as Erika positioned herself, lying back so that her bottom was perfectly positioned on the center of the ottoman, while her back and head lay upon the sofa. Megan could see Erika wincing slightly, but imagined that the cool leather felt good against her cooked derriere. Erika adjusted the chain so that the majority of the weight was on the sofa, tugging only lightly on her breasts.

Suddenly Pete reappeared. He was holding a tall glass of ice tea, only half full and he looked at the tableau before him. He deposited his drink on the side table and stepped forward. He moved with confidence, striding up to Erika’s outstretched body, reaching down and grabbing her ankles. He pulled upward, bending Erika in half as her legs were brought up over the blond girl’s head. With a movement that seemed experienced, he reached out and snagged both bungee cords, pulling them taut and hooking each one to a separate cuff. Megan gasped, clearly only understanding the strange setup at that moment. She hadn’t even really noticed the metal loops on each cuff, thinking they were decorative, rather than functional.

Pete released Erika’s legs. For a moment, they stayed together, the long clean curves of Erika’s calves ending in the still inflamed redness of her bottom, but then they parted, falling outward until caught by the bungee cords, spread open like a flower. Megan blanched as Erika’s sex became not just visible, as it was with the spanking, but readily available, her legs held almost completely upright by the stretchy bungee cords. The puffy and swollen labia parted, exposing a small opening of dark depth, the moisture of arousal a palpable scent in the air. Megan could see the damage of Pete’s spanking, the tender redness on the edges of each side of Erika’s flower said clearly that Erika’s bottom hadn’t been the only target.

“Time for set two,” Pete announced, returning to the end table. He took a sip of his ice tea and picked up the black leather sap.

Megan had never seen anything like it before. It was like a small paddle, yet flexible, like a leather belt. Pete smacked it into his palm once and it made a sharp little crack that sounded like a pistol shot. He moved forward, going down on one leg right before Erika’s outstretched loins, and lifted the leather sap.

In seconds Megan understood the nature of this next punishment. While the spanking had covered a broad section of Erika’s body, the sap was designed to punish just one small part. With cruel precision the small implement struck Erika’s clit, her mons, and almost the entire length of her sex. Erika gasped, her body tensing as her hands tightened into fists and her hips gave a wild involuntary thrust. Megan looked on in amazement as Erika dealt with the punishing strokes willingly, her hands unfettered. It didn’t take long for Erika’s pussy to match the sunset coloring of her bottom, even though Megan noticed that Pete’s strokes were nowhere near as robust.

Even more fascinating was Erika’s face. While the shooting pains of Pete’s strokes were totally evident, there was something else there, a desire, a longing, something that made Megan uncomfortable, and it came as a total surprise to find that she was becoming as wet as Erika. Megan squirmed in her seat, trying to imagine the sensations Erika was enduring. As Pete concentrated on Erika’s clit, the poor blond girl began to moan, thrusting her hips upward as if in supplication, meeting each smack. Erika’s movements became even more intense and Megan watched in amazement as it appeared her best friend was supremely close to experiencing an orgasm.

Pete stopped, evidently as aware of Erika’s arousal as Megan. He dropped the sap and stood up, clearly ignoring Erika’s whine of longing despair. Erika brought her hands to her belly, running them down toward her enflamed clit. 

“Don’t you dare,” said Pete, quietly stepping around the ottoman to catch hold of Erika’s right leg. The blond teenager clenched her fists, but managed not to touch herself. Pete released her ankle from the bungee cord, but held onto her leg, letting it down upon the ottoman gently. Megan moved over to the other ankle, her eyes looking up at Pete, who nodded. In seconds Erika was free, her body trembling with sexual longing and the heat of her beating. Megan sat down on the sofa next to Erika’s head, and softly stroked the blond girl’s hair.

“As soon as you can stand, you need to get the chair and get ready for the last set,” he ordered. Erika looked at her step-father and nodded, still overwhelmed. Pete grabbed his glass of ice tea and moved once more into the kitchen. Erika lay there for a moment before attempting movement.

“Let me get the chair, Erika,” said Megan, pushing a few stray locks out of Erika’s face. Erika sighed, nodding. 

“It’s the wooden one in the corner, the one with the pillow on it,” she whispered. Megan turned and looked at the corner of the living room and saw the wooden chair. It was a straight backed chair, one that looked like it belonged with a cheap dining room set, and it was clearly out of place in the stylish home. The only thing that matched was the pillow which didn’t quite fit the width of the chair, making Megan suspect that the cushion was an addition. She stood, moving across the room to pick up the chair. Carefully she brought it back over to the center of the room, placing it near the ottoman just as Erika summoned the energy to sit up.

“Don’t move, honey” Megan said softly, reaching out to steady her friend. Erika shook her head.


“Not much time,” she replied.


“Then tell me how to help.”


“You’re sweet, but I can do it.” Erika slowly stood, grasping Megan’s arm as she wobbled slightly, the chain from her nipple clamps swinging. With a few steps she moved over to the end table and opened the same black satchel that she had removed the bungee cords and ankle cuffs from. She rummaged inside the dark depths for a moment and then extracted a pair of wrist cuffs. These matched the ankle cuffs that she was still wearing and she fumbled as she buckled the heavy leather cuffs on. Megan jumped forward to help, getting the two bondage devices perfectly attached to Erika’s limbs. Erika smiled her appreciation and then reached back into the bag.

Megan was unprepared for the next item Erika removed, but its dramatic length and width, and bright pink color made the device immediately identifiable. To make it even more intense, a small arm jutted out three quarters of the way down from the tapered tip, turning inward at the perfect angle.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” muttered Megan, as Erika took the giant vibrator and moved to the wooden chair. She flicked the pillow off, exposing a small round hole that had been drilled almost completely through the wooden seat. The inside of the hole held a rubber gasket, which seemed like it could hold the vibrator. Erika twisted the base of the vibrator and the intense humming sounded extremely thunderous to Megan. The blond teenager slipped the vibrator into the hole, where it stood like some obscene phallus, waiting for its first virgin sacrifice.

Erika didn’t even wait for Pete. She turned around and slowly sat down, allowing the tip of the vibrator to part the hot petals of her sex. She slid down its length with ease, evidently soaked far beyond Megan’s expectations, until the second arm of the vibrator was pressed against her clit. Erika gasped, rocking, and she spread her legs wide, straddling the chair in an obscene posture.

“I’m ready,” Erika called out. Megan turned to see Pete coming back into the room. He too stopped at the black satchel and pulled out two small chains, each fitted with D link climbing brackets. Megan stood aside as Pete moved to Erika, quickly latching one ankle and pulling it backward, running the chain behind the chair. He grabbed Erika’s other ankle, tugging it as well, and locked the other end of the chain to her cuff. Megan realized that the new position changed how Erika sat on the phallus, driving it deeper and making the clit stimulator press harder against the bound girl’s flesh. Her legs were spread even farther apart and Erika was already moaning, her eyes closed at the intense sensations. Worse, the new restraints prevented her from moving up and down, the rolling movements of her hips betraying her desires. The second chain secured Erika’s wrists behind the chair, completing the bondage tableau. 

Pete moved around to Erika’s front as Megan sat down on the ottoman. From that position she had a clear view of Erika’s outstretched groin where Megan could see the pulsing need that was driving her friend. Pete reached up and squeezed one of the nipple clamps, removing it from Erika’s breast. As the blood rushed back into the freed bud, Erika gasped, shaking. Megan had no idea how it felt, but experienced another surge of wetness from between her own legs. She blushed, wondering what Erika would think if she knew that her best friend was getting turned on by what she was seeing.

Pete removed the other clamp and Erika’s breasts hung free. They were practically perfect, two round globes of soft tenderness that were kept high and firm with youth. Even both nipples, which had been cruelly bitten by the metal clamps, seemed like little pink islands in a sea of light coral. Erika was not a tanner, preferring the white pale look that came with high SPF ratings, making her body creamy and giving her a milk-maid complexion. Megan had often imagined her friend in twin braids, and knew that Erika’s Scandinavian name was no accident.

Megan’s eyes tracked Pete as he moved back to the end table. His fingers found the handle of the leather whip and he picked it up, swinging it through the air negligently. Megan sat transfixed as Pete moved to Erika’s side, raised the whip, and brought it flashing against both of Erika’s breasts with a hard swing.

The sound of the impact was clear and it took Erika’s breath away. Megan watched her friend blink back tears as the whip fell from her bosom, exposing a series of light pink lines that crossed across the entire front of Erika’s chest. Pete didn’t even pause, letting loose another stroke that caused each soft melon to shake. Megan’s hands clenched in fury, fueled by the pain and humiliation her best friend was enduring, but tempered by the now roaring desire she felt within her. Megan’s mind was a riot and she suddenly pictured herself in the wooden chair, trying to imagine what Erika was feeling.

But the pain of the breast lashing was obviously subsiding under a new sensation. Erika’s face contorted as the heat from her breasts intensified and enhanced the vibrations exploding between her legs. Her thighs rippled as her body struggled to close it self, to pull away from the vibrating onslaught on tender parts, to protect her breasts from the punishing strokes, to plunge her own hand down between her legs and bring herself into orgasmic bliss.

But Pete ignored Erika’s supplication, continuing the harsh whipping until Erika’s breasts were a riot of pain and color. Erika tensed on her seat, straining with all her might against the bonds of her punishment. She made a high keening sound, as if she were nearing the end of her endurance. Pete dropped the whip, moved behind Erika, and then with deliberate intent, flicked both nipples hard with his forefingers. 

It was too much for Erika. She cried out, shaking, practically screaming as her body finally yielded to the pressures. Her hips jerked wildly, managing to finally provide some up and down movement to match the intense feelings between her legs. There was a spurt of wetness that seemed to explode from around the pink vibrator and Megan sat enthralled as Erika cried out, finally achieving the orgasm that had been building for so long. The blond girl slumped in the seat, as if every ounce of strength had been leached out of her. Pete didn’t hesitate for even a second, moving quickly to release both ankle and wrist cuffs. He was so fast that Megan didn’t even have time to help him. Pete moved around to the front of the chair, pulling Erika up and off the still buzzing vibrator. Erika was like a limp doll in his arms and he scooped her up and gently deposited her on the sofa, her sex leaking juices onto the leather seat.

With a sigh, he turned back toward the seat and pulled the vibrator up out of the hole. Ignoring the slippery juices of his step-daughter’s arousal, he turned it off, then grabbed a towel from the black satchel and cleaned his hands and the device. Megan moved over to Erika, stroking the poor girl’s hair. She turned and glared at Erika’s step-father.

“I can’t believe you just did that!” Megan declared. “That was sexual abuse if I’ve ever saw it!”

Pete turned and looked at Megan with a patient eye. “I see. So if I told you that Erika was deliberately managing to get in trouble twice a week, you would still think that?” Pete asked.

Megan looked confused, glancing down at Erika, who was still trying to recover.

“You’re serious? She’s asking for it?”

Pete nodded. “I’m not a harsh man. I’ve no interest in her sexually, especially since I’ve done this to her mother, and trust me, that was much more intense. But Erika here saw one of our little trysts and managed to convince her mother that she needed the discipline as well. Erika keeps coming back for more. So don’t lecture me about abuse.” He turned away and began jamming the paddle, whip, and sap back into the bag. Even the towel on the ottoman was pushed into its depths.

Megan didn’t know what to say and she settled for holding on to Erika, gently stroking the exhausted teen’s hair. It wasn’t long before Pete left the room, disappearing into the depths of the house and as soon as he left Megan turned and tried to rouse Erika.

“Erika! Erika! Are you all right?” she asked, bending down to look at Erika’s face. Megan moved a few strands of hair out of Erika’s eyes and was surprised to see the large smile beaming up at her.

“Hmmm? What?” Erika asked, her voice dreamy.


Megan glared at her. “What do you mean what? You were just beaten red by your step-father!” 


Erika gave a sensuous moan. “Yes…” she said. Slowly, Erika lifted herself up, giving Megan a slightly embarrassed smile.


“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Megan said, her temper rising. “Is it true you’ve been trying to get in trouble on purpose?” 


Erika bit her lip as she sat upright, reaching over to one end of the sofa and picking up her halter top. Finally she turned to Megan and nodded.

“You just don’t understand what its like,” Erika replied. She carefully began pulling on the red halter top. Megan just stared at her, still trying to comprehend what Erika was trying to tell her. Finally Megan stood, grabbing hold of Erika’s chinos and panties, handing them to the blond girl.

“Was it really that good?” Megan asked, her voice thick as Erika took her chinos and panties and laid them aside.

Erika looked up at her best friend with a smile. “Absolutely.” Erika began removing the ankle and wrist cuffs, nodding toward the black satchel. “My life has changed since the black satchel came into my life.” Then she grinned. “And what you saw was only a few things from that bag.” 

With a sigh Megan nodded and grabbed hold of the bottom of her track & field tee shirt, pulling it over her head and exposing her black Lycra sports bra. Erika looked at her in confusion, watching as the stunning brunette removed her shorts, exposing a pair of pink panties. Megan turned and took a deep breath, giving the still astonished Erika a resolute glance.

“Don’t put those cuffs away.”

Erika’s eyes widened in surprise at Megan’s words. “Why?” 

Megan turned and looked at the door way where Erika’s step-father had disappeared. “Because I’m about to confess to Pete how bad I’ve been.” She gave Erika a mischievous smile. “I know what I deserve.”

“What do you deserve, Megan?” asked Erika, her voice soft and full of understanding.


Megan headed for the door but Erika heard her reply clearly.


“Three sets.”


Check out Michael Alexander’s 


BDSM Blog at www.michaelalexanderstories.blogspot.com!


 

Also visit Michael’s personal website! www.michaelalexanderstories.com!
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