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		Friday could not come fast enough. Not only because I was looking forward to the weekend, but my best friend Beth was remaining tight-lipped about something and tonight was the night she was going to reveal what it was. After work I went home for a quick shower and then headed over to her place. When I got there she let me in and immediately began pacing the length of the living room.

		“Out with it. What’s the big secret?”

		“Not so much a secret as a favor,” she said with a nervous glance in my direction. “I know what you’re going to say but please hear me out before shooting me down. You know what I do for a living and I know how you feel about that but I’m in kind of a tight spot right now and I desperately need your help. The dungeon I work at is bringing in some new toys and equipment that we are required to master. I already know how to use most of them but there are a few pieces I need practice with and that’s where you come in. Please, Angie, I need your help and I’ll get on my knees and beg if that’s what it takes.”

		“You know I’m not into bdsm. Why don’t you ask one of the women you work with?”

		“Because like me they’re dominant and aren’t going to submit to me even if to learn how to use the new stuff. Besides, you’re the only one I can trust to give an unbiased opinion on how I’m doing.”

		She was right about that. Best friend or not, I always spoke my mind and right now was no different. “I’m sorry, Beth, but there are two problems with your request. First, I’m not into bdsm even in the slightest. And second, I’m not into women.”

		“You don’t have to be. All I need is for you to give me your honest opinion on my performance as a Mistress, the effectiveness of the equipment and how well I use it on you. You have my word I will not do anything overtly sexual unless you give me permission to do so.”

		“Meaning?”

		“Meaning I’m not going to tie you up and take advantage. I won’t lick or finger you unless you say that I can.” Walking over to me, she took my hands in hers, got on her knees and looked up at me with the most desperate eyes I’ve ever seen on anyone. “Please help me.”

		“Dammit Beth! What is this equipment you want to use on me?”

		“That would ruin the surprise. So, does this mean you’ll do it?”

		“I swear to god you better not make me regret this.”

		“You won’t. Um, I know I’m asking a lot, but do you think you can follow a few rules?”

		“Such as?”

		“First, when you enter the dungeon I need you to say ‘hello Mistress, my name is Angie and I’m here to submit.’ Can you do that for me?”

		“Fine. Anything else?”

		“Throughout the scene I need you to refer to me as Mistress. And since this is a scene I need you to agree to being disciplined if you fail to do so.” I opened my mouth to protest, but she held a hand up. “I know what you’re going to say, but a few of the toys are of the spanking variety so you’re going to get a red ass anyways so please agree.”

		“Fine.”

		“One last thing before we head down. There are two safewords you need to know. The first is yellow and may be used to slow the scene or to take a short break before getting back to it. And the second is red which, when used, will end the scene entirely no questions asked. Understood?”

		“Yes, but I have one question. I thought I was just going to help you out with a few pieces of equipment. What’s with all the talk about scenes and following rules? Are you trying to train me, Beth?”

		“Of course not. I can just use the stuff and ask your opinion, but for the best results I figured we could do it in the form of a scene between Mistress and submissive.”

		“I really don’t see the difference. Either way you’ll be using a bunch of stuff on me, right?”

		“Yes, but…okay, I’m going to give you an example. Please don’t freak out too much.” Standing, she gave me a quick peck on the lips. “How was that?”

		“You know I’m not bisexual, Beth.”

		“I understand, but please tell me what you felt when I kissed you.”

		“Embarrassment. Upset that you would kiss me knowing I’m not into that sort of thing with women.”

		“Yes, but how was the kiss itself? And I need the truth, Angie.”

		“Quick but nice.”

		Dropping back onto her knees, she looked up into my eyes. Desperation had been replaced with lust. Her hands gently grabbed my hips and she pulled me closer. Lips pressing to the denim crotch of my jeans she kissed my vulva. Fingers slipped under my shirt and pushed it up. She kissed my exposed belly. Higher. Higher. She pulled the garment off. Her teeth bit into the fabric of my bra and she yanked it up. She kissed my left nipple and then the right while I stood there in shocked silence. Her right hand on the small of my back she pulled me close and gently cupped my cheek in the left. After staring into my eyes for a long moment our lips met and my clit suddenly throbbed with excitement. As my apprehension faded and I returned the kiss, she took a step back.

		“And how was that kiss?”

		“I…it was…wow!”

		“And that, Angie, is the difference between just using the equipment on you and doing it in the form of a scene.” Reaching behind my back, she unhooked by bra.

		“W-What are you doing?”

		“If we’re going to be doing a scene together you need to dress the part and this,” she said motioning to my jeans “isn’t it.” Grabbing the straps, she pulled my bra down my arms and dropped it on the floor. Next, she unbuttoned my jeans, knelt and tugged them and my panties down. She gave me a wink and then I inhaled sharply as she kissed my throbbing clit. “Mmmm, someone’s excited,” she purred.

		“I’m not…”

		“The clit doesn’t lie,” she grinned, giving it another kiss. I placed my Hands on her shoulders for balance as she pulled my pants and panties the rest of the way off. She kissed my clit a third time and then pushed her tongue into me. I gasped, but to my humiliation, instead of jumping back in shame and anger I grabbed her head and pulled her closer. She licked and then playfully nibbled my inner labia before peeling back my hood and flicking my clit with the tip of her tongue.

		I had been licked by a few different men, but all of them combined could not compare to my best friend’s tongue. The reality of the situation suddenly catching up to me, I gasped and then took a huge step back. “OH MY GOD!”

		“I know, right?” Beth looked up at me with a grin. You’re every bit as sweet as I imagined. Be honest, how did it feel?”

		Bending over, I grabbed my clothes from the floor. “I think I should go now.”

		“There’s no need to be embarrassed for liking another woman’s tongue.” Standing, she grabbed my right hand and pulled me behind her in the direction of the bedroom. I stopped and yanked my hand free.

		“I am not having sex with you, Beth.”

		“I’m not asking you to. The clothes are in the bedroom. Unless you want to enter the dungeon butt naked that is.”

		“You licked me!”

		“And you liked it so just accept it as a part of who you are and let’s go do our first scene together.”

		“You might not think it’s a big deal, but Jesus Christ, Beth, I just stood there and let you lick me!”

		“And I’m beyond thrilled to be your first, but considering there are tens, if not hundreds of million lesbians and bisexual women in the world you’re part of a rather large crowd. Besides, you don’t have to identify as either to enjoy playing with other women so you can maintain your straightness.”

		“How can I be straight if I liked what you did?”

		“Do you want to have sex with me, Angie? Do you want to get on your knees and lick my pussy?”

		“No.”

		When we got to the bedroom she stripped out of her clothes and then kissed me. I wanted to pull away, but her lips pressed to mine made my love button throb. After a very long moment she pulled away and sat on the edge of the bed with her legs spread open. “Kneel,” she said, pointing between her legs.

		“I’m not…”

		“Just do as you’re told.” Reluctantly I got on my knees between her legs and gulped back my fear. Leaning in, I let my tongue slowly slide along her slit. “Mmmm…and I didn’t even have to ask you to do it. Don’t stop. Keep going. Push your tongue in deep. Suck my clit. This is your chance to experiment so use this opportunity to discover something about yourself.”

		I paused with my tongue in her pussy and thought about what I was doing. After a moment I realized it was moving in and out of its own accord and the juices coating it were far more delicious than I cared to admit. Hands on her thighs, I pushed her legs open then shoved my tongue deeper. I was doing it. I was licking my best friend’s pussy. She was not holding me hostage or forcing me by any other means. Pulling my tongue out, I sucked her clit and her legs clamped tight on either side of me head.

		“Mmmm…keep going babe…uhn…uhn…you’re doing great,” she purred.

		Encouraged by her compliment, I continued licking and sucking my best friend’s pussy until, several minutes later, my mouth was filled with her succulent orgasm which I happily swallowed. Her legs slowly parted and I sat back on the heels of my feet. “I…I can’t…I don’t know what to say.”

		“I do. Thank you. That was absolutely amazing.”

		“Really?”

		“God yes. The question is, did you enjoy it?”

		“More than I care to admit.”

		“Well, admit it anyways. I want to hear the truth Angie.”

		I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled before answering. “The truth is…I wanted to hate it, but the longer I did it the more sure I was that I…that I loved it. “My entire body turned pink at the confession. “I love the taste of your orgasm, the feeling of sucking your labia and clit. I love the way my tongue made you squirm and writhe with pleasure and the way you rocked your hips to keep my tongue going deep.”

		Leaning down, she gave me a passionate kiss on the lips. “I know it couldn’t have been easy, so thank you for being honest. Come on, let’s get dressed so we can experiment some more.”

		“Y-Yes Mistress.”
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		I had been in my best friend’s dungeon only one other time and that was five years ago when she told me what she did for a living. Back then, at the age of twenty, I thought it was a passing phase but here we were all these years later entering as Mistress and practice submissive. She went in ahead of me and I slowly counted to one hundred before giving the heavy wooden door three hard taps of the knuckles.

		“Enter.”

		Pushing the door open I stepped into the dungeon and took a quick look around. A lot had changed in five years. “Hello Mistress. My name is Angie and I’m here for my first lesson in submission,” I said, flinching as the door closed behind me.

		“We’ll go over the rules of the dungeon in a moment, but first, what are your limits?”

		“Limits, Mistress?”

		“Boy, you are new to this aren’t you?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“There are two types of limits, Angie. The first are called soft limits and are those things you would not normally do but will if certain conditions are met. For instance, let’s say you would normally not do needle play, but would do it if tied up. The second type of limit are of the hard variety and they are the things you wouldn’t do under any circumstances short of a threat to your life. With your permission soft limits may be pushed in this dungeon, but hard ones will be avoided completely. So, I ask again, what are your limits?”

		“I honestly don’t know, Mistress. Like I said, I’m new to all of this. Until now the kinkiest thing I’ve ever done was eat my friend’s pussy for the first time.”

		“I see. Are you familiar with any kinks at all?”

		“I’ve heard of a few, Mistress.”

		“Such as?”

		“Um…bondage of course. I’ve also heard about spanking, fisting, golden showers and oh, what’s the word I’m looking for…um, the one where people like pain and humiliation.”

		“Masochism?”

		“That one, Mistress.”

		“Are you a masochist, Angie?”

		“I never thought so until tonight.”

		“Oh? And what happened tonight that changed your mind?”

		“I ate my best friend’s pussy, Mistress. I felt completely humiliated as it was my first time with another woman and did not want to stop even after swallowing her orgasm, but she made me stop so I wouldn’t be late for my first lesson.”

		“Sounds like you have a very lucky friend.”

		“You have no idea, Mistress,” I said with mischievous grin.

		“What about the other fetishes you mentioned? Any interest in trying them?”

		“I’d rather not be stretched enough to take a fist on my first go and while being pissed on doesn’t sound all that appealing I am willing to give it a try if that’s something you’re into. Light spanking is okay and I just assumed bondage was all part of learning the lifestyle so I’ll do that as well.”

		“So you’ll drink my pee if I ask you to or will you need to be tied up first?”

		“I’ll try it, Mistress, but I make no promises that I’ll be able to get or keep it down.”

		“Trying is all that I ask. What about needle play?”

		“I’m not sure what that is, Mistress.”

		“Needle play is the use of thin needles all over the body. Some Dominants just put then in at random but I prefer to make intricate patterns with them.”

		“Does it hurt, Mistress?”

		“Depends on the area pierced, the length and thickness of the needles used and your tolerance to pain, but most I’ve worked with describe it as something akin to getting a flu shot to being stung by a bee. You have pierced ears. Did they hurt?”

		“My mother took me to get them done when I was four so I don’t remember, Mistress.”

		Why don’t you take your clothes off and we’ll see if it’s something you’re interested in pursuing?”

		“H-How Mistress?”

		Walking over to a sink, Beth washed and dried her hands. She then went to a set of cabinets built flush into the left wall. From one she grabbed a pair of purple gloves and from another a sealed package. Putting the gloves on as she walked over to me, she smiled and held up the pack. This package contains a dozen twenty-two gauge hypodermic needles. I would like to use a few on your breasts if that’s okay. If the pain is too much we’ll stop and move on from there.”

		Reaching back, I unzipped the form-fitting latex dress she let me borrow for the occasion and peeled it down my body. I then stepped out of the heels I was wearing and finally my panties. “I’ll try, Mistress.”

		“Stand with your legs spread shoulder width apart and your arms behind your back, hands holding opposite elbows and don’t move.” Laying the needles on a table, she went back to the cabinets, opened another door and came back with two items. The first was a red plastic biohazard container and the other a box of alcohol wipes. Sitting them on the table with the needles, she opened one of the wipes and used it on my left breast. She then opened the package of needles and held one up for me to get a good look at. “Ready?”

		“Y-Yes Mistress.”

		She pinched a small area about half an inch above my areola and then quickly pushed the needle through. I winced, but the pain was manageable. “How did that feel?”

		“About like getting the flu shot, Mistress.”

		She picked up another needle. This time she pushed it through the base of my nipple. It hurt a little more, but still within my pain threshold. Opening another alcohol wipe, she squatted in front of me and used it to clean my vulva. I gulped back the fear as she picked up another needle. “May I?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		The needle slid through my hood purposely slow causing me to yelp and jerk back. “Okay, that one hurt, Mistress.”

		“I’ve placed them in three very sensitive locations to give you an idea what you would experience should you decide to go further. The question is: Will you?”

		“I think I can handle it Mistress. You may use more on me if you want, but aren’t there rules to go over first?”

		“Do you remember the rules I gave you during our previous chat?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“The only rule I think I may not have mentioned involves being disciplined. If such a thing occurs you may not use the safewords to get out of it. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Since needle play can be very time consuming and there is always a risk when blood is involved, I will hold off doing more until the end.” Tearing open another alcohol wipe, she pulled the needle from my hood, dropped it in the biohazard container and then cleaned the area. There was a slight stinging but I managed to get through it and the removal of the ones in my breast and nipple without much complaint. “So tell me, Angie, what do you hope to get out of this session?”

		“I don’t understand, Mistress.”

		“Are you here to learn about the lifestyle and your place in it, or do you just want a cheap thrill?”

		She told me there would be a fair bit of ad-libbing during the scene so I went with it if only to see where it would lead me. “I’m here to learn about the lifestyle and my place in it, Mistress, but more than that I’m doing it for my best friend. She’s been wanting to dominate me for years and tonight will determine if I grant her greatest wish.”

		“Lucky friend indeed.”

		“Me or her, Mistress?”

		“Both,” she replied with a knowing grin. “Very well. In order to ensure we can work together I require all new submissives to participate in multiple scenes over the course of an entire weekend. Is that something you can do, Angie?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Then we’ll start with the basics and progress from there.”

		“I’m looking forward to learning, Mistress,” I said with far more excitement than intended. Or maybe not. Considering the maelstrom of emotions coursing through me it was hard to tell one way or the other.
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		“Are you going to use all of this stuff on me, Mistress?” I asked as I looked around the room.

		“Not over one weekend, but if you find you enjoy submitting I think we can arrange future sessions. If your best friend is willing to share you with me that is.”

		“I don’t think she’ll have a problem with it, Mistress. So, what now? You mentioned something about basics?”

		“I did, but there’s just something about you that tells me you want more so I’m going to try a few different fetishes and make the basics homework which you’ll be tested on first thing in the morning if that’s okay with you.”

		“I will do whatever you ask of me, Mistress.”

		“Careful what you say. I am a very perverted woman and you might not like what I put you through.”

		“There’s only one way for me to know whether I like something or not, right, Mistress?”

		“True. Very well. I’ll go all out and if things become too overwhelming you may always use the safewords.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Stand with your legs shoulder width apart, hands clasped behind your head, chin up, eyes down and posture straight.” As I got into position she continued. “That is the inspect position but will work for what I have planned.”

		“Which is what exactly, Mistress?”

		“You’ll just have to stand there and find out,” she replied on her way across the dungeon where several machines sat against the wall. She picked up one consisting of a small box with a vertical rod sticking out of it ending in a long, tapered dildo. Carrying it over, she placed it between my spread legs and pushed the dildo about three or four inches into my pussy before turning it on using a remote. Stepping back, she pressed some buttons and the rod started moving up and down.

		“Uhn…uhn…oh god!”

		“Something the matter?”

		“The dildo is a lot bigger than I’m used to, Mistress.”

		“Just relax and let it do its job.”

		“Uhn…and what job would that be, Mistress?”

		“To stretch that tight pussy of yours open,” she answered with a sadistic smirk that sent shivers down my spine. Going to a pegboard hanging on the wall to my left, she grabbed two items. The first was what looked like a riding crop and the other a bamboo cane. Walking back over to me, she slapped the crop against my hooded clit causing me to flinch more in shock than pain. “We’re going to see if you can orgasm from the pain.” Giving my breasts a few light taps of the cane, she drew back and landed the first swat.

		“Aahhgghhh! Jesus fucking hell that hurt, Mistress!”

		“Did you miss the part where I said we’re going to see if you can orgasm from pain? I’m going to keep going until you orgasm or use the safeword,” she said, giving my breasts another hard swat as the dildo pushed deeper into my already stuffed pussy. I grunted and ground my teeth together but did not say either safeword. She adjusted her position and used the crop on my nipples. The small tip stung, but not nearly as much as the cane which bit painfully across my ass. Looking down, I saw the welts already forming and wondered how much I could actually take before calling it quits. With a press of a few buttons the machine sped up and fucked deeper and I know without asking that she was not going to stop until the extremely thick base of the dildo was stretching me open, or I said the safeword.

		Breasts. Belly. Legs. Ass. Back. Arms. Clit. Nothing below the neck was spared as my best friend turned Mistress delivered one painful swat after another as the machine wrecked my pussy. Five. Ten. Twenty. Forty. The seventy-sixth swat of the cane landed hard across my nipples. The dildo slammed into me and I experienced the most mind-blowing orgasm of my life. My vision blurred. My knees went weak and I dropped onto my hands and knees – the dildo still fucking in and out as the free-standing machine went down with me. Rocking my hips back, I lowered my head to the floor panting and moaning. The cane stung my back for the umpteenth time and I was rewarded with a delightful little after shock of an orgasm.

		Beth turned the machine off and pulled the dildo from my pussy. I looked back with the intent of begging her to put it back in, but saw her hand push in instead. She made a fist inside of me and pushed deeper. Opening her hand, her fingertips lightly tickled my cervix eliciting another orgasm. She pulled back and shoved in with a twisting motion that quickly had me writhing in ecstasy. The safeword to slow things down was on the tip of my tongue but I bit it back along with what remained of my pride.

		“Uhn…Uhn…ooohhhh god, Mistress! Fist…mmmm…please fist me harder, Mistress. Stretch my pussy open. Use me as your fuck puppet!” I purred as I felt another orgasm rapidly approaching. She must have as well because instead of doing as I asked she pulled her hand out and slapped it hard on my welt-covered ass.

		“I think you’ve had enough orgasms for one day. So, I guess you’re a masochist after all. How does that make you feel?”

		Taking a deep breath, I sat back in a kneeling position and looked up at my best friend. “Part of me feel humiliated and angry for what you did to me, but I can’t help feeling…at ease. You’ve opened up something inside of me I never knew existed and for that, I thank you, Mistress.”

		“You are very welcome, Angie. To be honest, I fully expected you to use the safeword after the first swat so imagine my surprise you took seventy-six and the entire dildo. That thing is three and a half inches thick at the base by the way so if you could easily take a man’s fist right now if you wanted to.”

		“I only want your hands in me, Mistress. So, what’s next in my training?”

		“Eager to get back to it already?”

		“Yes Mistress, but what I really want to do is have sex with you.”

		“Won’t that make your best friend jealous?”

		“When I tell her my only desire is to become a better lover for her, I think she’ll understand, Mistress.”

		“So you want to be her lover, huh?”

		“I love her more than anyone in the world and if my brief time having sex with her taught me anything it’s that we have a lot more in common than I ever cared to admit.”

		“But you admit it now?”

		“Happily, Mistress.”

		“Then I would like to hear you say the words.”

		“I’m a pussy loving submissive, Mistress,” I said with undisguised glee. “And I want you to train me to be the best I can be at both. I…I want you to train me, Mistress,” I repeated if only to reassure myself I had actually said the words. “Wow. It sounded just as crazy the second time.”

		“You want to learn how to be the best muff-diver you can be? How about I invite a few friends over so you can get all the practice you can handle?”

		“I’d prefer to keep it a little more…intimate, if that’s okay with you, Mistress, but if you think it will help I’ll do as you command.” I knew whom she planned on inviting and that she was doing so to test whether or not I would come out as bisexual in front of our mutual friends. “Before you call your friends over can we take a short break, Mistress?”

		“Of course. We’ll take an hour so you can collect yourself and freshen up.”

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Leaving the dungeon we walked back up to the kitchen. Beth went to the fridge and grabbed two bottles of water, one of which she handed to me. “So, what’s running through that pretty head of yours?”

		“You don’t need help with any new toys and equipment do you? You lied to get me in the dungeon. You lied just for the chance to train me didn’t you?”

		“Of course I lied, Angie. I’ve been a Dominatrix for over five years now. I’ve done thousands of scenes with hundreds of submissives. There isn’t a toy or piece of equipment I haven’t mastered. I’m sorry I lied to you, and understand if you want to get dressed and go home, but you said it yourself, I’ve opened something up inside of you and we both know I’m not talking about your stretched vajayjay. The question is: did you mean what you said in the dungeon or were you just saying what you thought I wanted to hear?”

		“I meant every word I said, Mistress,” I said without hesitation. “I want you to train me, Beth. I want to be your lover. Or more if you want to…” the rest of my comment was cut off when she kissed me.

		“I love you, Angie, and I really want us to be together, but I think we should take it slow and see how you feel after a few weeks of training.”

		“I’ll go as fast or as slow as you like, Mistress. So, are you going to call those friends of yours or do you want me all to yourself?”

		“If there’s one thing you need to know before we get too serious it’s that I prefer open relationships. Men. Women. If we’re together you’ll have sex with both, but know as long as we’re together my primary focus will be you. If that’s something you can live with then I’m willing to take our relationship to the next level.”

		“I’m willing to give it a try, Mistress.”

		“Then I’ll call my friends and we’ll continue the lessons when they get here.”

		“Do I know any of these friends, Mistress?”

		“You might know a few of them and they’re going to be trilled for the opportunity to have sex with you. Now, before I make the calls I need to know you’re really okay and you’re not just doing what you think I expect from you.”

		“You know me, Beth. You know I’m not afraid to speak my mind. That being said, I’m ready to embrace this new life with everything I have and I’m not just saying that because you’re my best friend. Call them and I’ll gladly participate in my first lesbian gang bang. Actually, it’ll be my first gang bang of any type and I’m honestly looking forward to it, Mistress. And just so we’re clear, I still like dick so I’m not going full lesbian.”

		“Then that’s something else we have in common. That being said, I want to surprise our friends so after I make the calls we’ll take a shower together, get you in the appropriate gear and then head back down to the dungeon where you’ll wait in silence. I want to see the look on your face when we finally reveal who’s been pleasuring them.”

		“They’re going to know as soon as they see me, Mistress.”

		“Trust me, no one is going to know who you are. Also, no talking until I give you permission or you’ll be severely disciplined. And this time I promise you won’t have several orgasms.
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		I was kneeling in the middle of the dungeon in an open bust and crotch latex catsuit, hood with built-in penis gag and a tailed plug stretching my asshole when the door opened and I heard several people enter. I wanted to look up, but was under strict orders to keep my eyes on the floor. “The rules are simple ladies,” Beth said. “My new submissive is here to learn how to better please other women. To that end she will lick, suck and finger each and every one of you to orgasm. You will to the same for her minus the orgasm part. Her suit and hood remain on until I say otherwise, but feel free to pull the plug whenever you like. As far as her very limited training is concerned, she is a masochist in every sense of the word and has been fisted in her pussy.”

		Walking over to me, she removed the gag from my mouth and then offered me her pussy. Keeping my hands on my knees as commanded before she left me alone to wait, I pushed my tongue into her pussy and licked while letting my eyes drift to the women moving in. Of the nine I recognized our mutual friends Kara, Tiffany, Sarah and Lisa – all of whom I knew to be bisexual and open to the bdsm lifestyle, though this was the first time I’ve heard about them actually participating.

		“So, what are her limits?” Tiffany asked as she walked around us.

		“We’re still working on that so feel free to do whatever you want and if she used the safe signal we’ll know she’s not into it,” Beth answered. Since I was not allowed to talk she gave me a signal to use – crossing my arms over my chest and bowing my head, which would bring the entire evening to an end. “Oh, and as a note, until I give her permission to speak you are not allowed to restrain her arms in any way what so ever.” Taking a step back, she cupped my right cheek, stared into my eyes and smiled. “She’s all yours ladies. Enjoy.”

		“If you’re not permitted to talk, let’s see if we can make you scream,” Kara said as she grabbed a cane from its hook.

		“That will give away her identity so…” Mistress started to say when I held up my right hand and then gave her a nod of the head indicating I would remain silent as she caned me. “You know the price for failure.” I nodded, knowing that if I let out even the slightest peep she would put me through hell for as long as we remained friends.

		“Assume the punishment position,” Kara commanded.

		“When I say she’s new to submission I mean she just started her training a few hours ago,” Beth said. “I might also remind you she’s a masochist and I know that by using a cane and crop to give her the welts on her breasts and ass.”

		“Scream in pain or orgasm, it’s all the same to me,” Kara shrugged. “Standing punishment. That’s standing with legs spread and arms out at the sides.”

		Steeling myself for the inevitable, I got to my feet and into position. Not holding back, Kara struck my breasts hard. Biting my tongue, I did not let even a peep escape my lips. THWACK! The next swat struck below my nipples and I closed my eyes against the pain. After a third swat to my breasts, the thin length of wood bit into my pussy causing me to jump, grab my crotch and yelp. “GOD DAMN IT!”

		The cane stopped mid-swing and all eyes turned to me. “Angie?” Kara gasped. The cane hit the floor and she walked over to me. Reaching behind my head she unzipped the hood and pulled it off. “HOLY SHIT it is you! What…how are you…when did you become submissive?”

		“A few hours ago. Sorry, Mistress, I tried staying quiet but she caned my freaking clit.”

		“Is she forcing you to do this, Angie?” Sarah asked.

		“What? No! I’m here of my own free will. In fact, I asked her to train me. And since the cat is out of the bag early we’re also dating. Now, I believe you’re all here to teach me to be how to be a better lover for my girlfriend.”

		“We’ll talk about the price for your failure later,” Beth said. “You heard her ladies, use her to your heart’s content. Oh, and since she’s talking feel free to bind her however you want, but if you do make sure her mouth is free to use the safewords if she chooses to do so.”

		One of the women I did not know came out of nowhere, pinched my right nipple and pushed a thick needle through. I don’t know if it was the pain or the shock of the sudden piercing but it sent me into instant orgasm. Dropping to my knees, I lowered my head and pounded my fists on the concrete floor.

		“WOW! So it’s true then?” Lisa said. “You’re a masochist.”

		“Mmm hmm,” I moaned. The woman grabbed my braided hair and yanked me into a kneeling position. Grinning, she pushed a needle through my left nipple. Unlike the short, thin ones my best friend used on me hours earlier, these were longer, thicker and hollow at one end. These were designed for the placement of jewelry. But instead of barbells or rings I got another needle running vertically through each nipple.

		“I’ve always wanted to do that,” she said as she removed the first needle. The second followed and I thought maybe she had a change of heart but then she placed a little platinum ring over my right nipple and pushed a barbell through holes in either side and then top and bottom. She then did the same to my left nipple before screwing the beads on the ends and taking a step back to examine her work. Horny as hell, I scoot forward on my knees and licked her pussy. She lay on the floor and I crawled between her legs. Kissing her pussy, I looked up at her. “I would like to know the name of the woman I’m about to lick.”

		“My name is Jennifer and it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

		“Likewise. Now make yourself comfortable and let me know if I’m doing anything wrong.” Kissing her clit, I slowly licked along her slit and then jerked forward as my clit was zapped. Screeching, I rolled over to see Beth holding a violet wand and giving me that same sadistic grin she did when earlier caning me. The mushroom shaped electrode pressed against my inner left thigh and it lit up. Stepping between my legs, she bent down, pushed the tip into my pussy and with a wicked grin turned it on. Thankfully, the current was much lower than previous shocks, but it still hurt enough to make me jerk back and roll away. “Jesus Christ, Mistress, are you trying to fry me?”

		“I lowered it to a safe setting for internal use. Trust me, Angie, I have a lot of experience using this particular device.” Walking over to me, she zapped my right nipple – the metal piercings amplifying the current to excruciating levels. My back arched, hips rocked as the orgasm tore through me like a bolt of lightning. “There’s my sexy little pain slut. I do believe you were practicing on Jennifer?”

		“Y-Yes Mistress.” Getting on all fours, I crawled back between Jennifer’s legs. Tiffany lay on the floor and shimmied her way underneath, pulled my ass down and pushed her tongue into me. Mistress raked the violet wand down my back and to my surprise Jennifer and Tiffany both squealed as if they too had been shocked. The tip went along my left side and they reacted again. It was then I also noticed that no matter where she used the toy the current seemed to be drawn to the barbells now adorning my nipples. Slowly tracing a line down my spine on a thankfully low setting that gave me a strange sense of euphoria, Beth suddenly increased it higher than ever when reaching my ass causing me to and Tiffany both to yelp.

		“Jesus, Beth,” Tiffany cringed “Turn it down a bit will you?”

		“Where’s the fun in that?”

		“Wait, so, you’re getting zapped as well?”

		“Of course I’m getting zapped. I have a wet tongue, you have a wet pussy and electricity travels. That last one actually hurt.”

		“I’m getting it too,” Jennifer said. “Not nearly as bad as you and Tiffany, but I still feel it.”

		“That thing is safe to use, right, Mistress?”

		“I wouldn’t use it if it was dangerous,” Beth answered. “And before you ask, I have hundreds of hours of practice using this particular toy so I know exactly what I’m doing which is why I’m going to ask you to prove your commitment to learning the lifestyle in the most extreme way possible.”

		“W-What do you mean, Mistress?”

		“I want you to let me give you a violet wand branding.”

		“WHAT!? Are you serious, Mistress?”

		“Very. You claimed you wanted me to teach you to be the best. You also said you would pay any price if you spoke before I gave you permission and this, Angie, is the price I am asking. The question is: are you willing to pay it?”

		“I gave you my word that I would pay whatever price you demanded of me, Mistress, and I’m nothing if not a woman of my word.”

		“Then after you’ve made everyone orgasm you’ll be restrained and branded.”

		“Yes Mistress,” I replied with an eerie calmness. Without another word I lowered my head and went back to pleasuring Jennifer while Tiffany sucked my clit and my best friend turned Mistress continued using the violet wand on various parts of my body.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		It took until just after midnight, but with the use of only my tongue I managed to make each and every woman present orgasms at least once. Which was amazing for two reasons. First, I gave ten women orgasms with my tongue. And second, I managed to make it through without stopping longer than it took to crawl between another pair of legs despite the ache in my jaw.

		After taking another shower, Beth tightly secured me to a Saint Andrews with my right foot on a short platform so she had complete access to my entire thigh without me being able to move it more than a few millimeters in any direction. She then thoroughly cleaned the area to be branded with several alcohol wipes, and then carefully placed the template in the form of a bridal garter with a triskelion on the front and a Celtic knot pattern wrapping around my thigh. Once everything was to her satisfaction, she changed the tip of the violet wand, pulled up a chair and looked up at me.

		“I’m not going to lie, Angie, this is going to hurt, but not nearly as badly as a traditional heat strike brand. In fact, I’ve been told the pain builds slowly and releases a lot of endorphins so you might actually enjoy it enough to orgasm. That being said, if you orgasm without permission I’ll add another brand on your mound. Understood?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Holding the wand steady, she got to work on my first ever brand – my dedication to serving her and learning the lifestyle permanently cemented in everyone’s minds as the first intricate line took form. Trying to focus my mind on anything other than the exquisite pain, I managed to hold out until the triskelion and the front right part of the Celtic knot were finished before the blissful pleasure consumed me and I gushed in orgasm. Thankfully, I was well-restrained to the large metal ‘X’ and unable to move, but at the same time I was restrained to a large metal ‘X’ which drew the current throughout my entire body. One orgasm became two, three and then five, but instead of stopping, Mistress continued with her work as Tiffany knelt between my legs and lapped up every drop of my juices.

		About halfway through the branding I had to take a serious piss. I tried holding it back, but the harder I tried, the more I needed release. “Um, Mistress, now is probably a very bad time but I really need to use the bathroom.”

		“You may use me,” Tiffany said. Leaning in, she covered my vulva with her mouth.

		“You want me to pee in your mouth?”

		“Get used to the idea because you’ll be serving as our toilet when we need to go,” Mistress answered.

		Unable to hold back any longer, I let loose and to my surprise, Tiffany did not bat an eye as my pee flowed right down her throat seemingly without resistance. It was quickly followed by another orgasm which she eagerly swallowed before licking me clean. “Okay, give someone else a turn,” Lisa said.

		Tiffany gave her a smile and moved out of the way. “Enjoy.”

		Four hours and three more orgasms later, Mistress finished the bdsm garter brand and then politely asked Sarah to move from between my legs so she could place the second – the words OWNED MASOCHIST, on my mound. Putting the violet wand down, she gently cleaned the area with anti-bacterial soap and covered it with a gauze pad. “Given several factors your new brands will last about a month or two. You have that long to decide whether you want to make them permanent.”

		“And how do you make them permanent, Mistress?”

		“Additional passes of the wand at periodic intervals. But you’ve done enough for one night and I don’t want the brand disturbed so we’ll end our session here and pick up tomorrow with some basics of submission.”

		“Yes Mistress. And I don’t need time to think about it. I want you to make the brands permanent.”

		“Then I’ll go over them once a week for the next few months. Now tell everyone goodnight.”

		“Yes Mistress. Turning to friends new and old, I grinned ear to ear. Thank you all so much for coming and giving me the most wonderful night of my life. I sincerely hope we get to play with each other again.”

		“You can count on it,” Kara replied. “Before we go, I need to use the bathroom.”

		I got on my knees and put my mouth over her vulva. She peed enough to fill my mouth and stopped. It was warm, salty and a bit bitter but really not all that bad. Gulping it down, I nodded my head and she resumed and did not stop until finished. I did the best I could to keep up, but it came too fast and some spilled from the corners of my mouth.

		“Not bad for a first-timer,” Kara said as she gently caressed my cheek. “We’ll work on getting it all down in future sessions.”

		“I’m looking forward to it.”

		“Then you may drink mine as well, Sarah said as she put her bra on.”

		“I said that’s enough for one night,” Beth said, grabbing my arm before I could get on my knees. “You may use her as a urinal another night. Go on up to bed, Angie, and I’ll see our guests out.”

		“Yes Mistress.” Still overcome with the feeling of euphoria, I gave them each a hug and kiss and then went upstairs to the bedroom, but sleep was the last thing on my mind.

		

	