
  
  
      
        
          Playing Rough

          A Lesbian BDSM Bundle

		      
          Ari Foxsmith

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025 by Ari Foxsmith 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 
All characters are 18 or over.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Stretching Routine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        In the Basement
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Just 10 Minutes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Paint it Red
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Happy Birthday
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Stretching Routine


Yvonne’s gift had been taunting me all morning. I tried being a good employee and get some coding done, but it’s not easy staying focused when you have a giant butt plug lying on your desk. 
Since I’d figured out a month or two ago that anal wasn’t all that bad actually, Yvonne had lost no time exploring how deep that particular rabbit hole (no pun intended) went with me. The answer: Surprisingly deep. By now I happily took plugs that would have made me balk in terror at the beginning, and it had come to the point that I was even a bit disappointed if Yvonne didn’t fill me up in some way during one of our sessions.
This plug was different. At a straight five centimeters in diameter it was twice as big as the largest insert we’d experimented with so far. I know there are people out there who’d call that baby numbers, but to a beginner like me it was very much a case of “Oh my God, how is that thing ever gonna fit inside me?” And since it was made of smooth stainless steel, it was going to have zero give going in. Yvonne had assured me that there was no safety concerns and I believed her, but that didn’t help much against my trepidation.
Still, I was determined to give it a shot in the evening once Yvonne was home. She’d promised to eat me out if I managed to get it in, and that was too rare a treat to pass up on. We both agreed that I was much more adorable and sexy when I didn’t get to release the tension too often, but that didn’t mean I’d say no to an extra orgasm from time to time. Also, while Yvonne wasn’t all that keen on giving head, she was crazy good at it.
I didn’t rate my chances of success all that high, though. It was still a bit of a struggle to get our (until now) biggest plugs in. Maybe I should loosen myself up a little in preparation. Or maybe I shouldn’t? Was it a good idea to play with sex toys during work time? Probably not. But I was already distracted anyway, so I didn’t have much to lose.
During lunch break I got my trusty princess plug and a bottle of lube. My panties would not appreciate what I was about to do, but that problem could be easily fixed by leaving them off and putting a folded towel on my chair. The nice thing about working from home was that a clothed upper body was enough to keep up appearances during video calls.
I was still glad that there were no calls today. By now I was used to wearing the princess plug for extended amounts of time, but sitting down on it meant there was no escaping the pressure. I was also far too horny for my own good already. That wet spot slowly growing on the towel wasn’t just lube.
Needless to say, I didn’t get much done in the afternoon. Still, I was good enough at my job that even at my worst I was still producing passable code, so nobody should have noticed. It was one of the great injustices of life that I made more than twice Yvonne’s salary while working fewer hours and not even having to leave the house. At least she got an eagerly submissive girlfriend out of the deal, and since I could take care of all the bills, that left her free to use her money on such import investments as this weapon of ass destruction here.
When I took the plug out at the end of my work day I questioned the prudence of my little adventure. During the last three hours I’d been far too horny to realize how sore my ass was getting, and even the best lube didn’t stay slippery forever. I had to grit my teeth as the plug came out, and my ass kept throbbing with a dull ache. Yep, definitely not one of my better ideas, but it was too late to change it now. I relaxed my sphincter as much as possible while I cleaned up behind me so Yvonne wouldn’t see what a naughty girl I’d been. Maybe it helped, maybe it didn’t. Either way I’d have to work with what I had.
Yvonne came home around five, and while she noticed that I was giddier than usual, she chalked it up to my anticipation. All throughout dinner (I made us a light chicken salad; the last thing I needed today was a stuffed belly) she kept shooting me these hot sultry looks of hers and playing footsies under the table. When we were finally done eating I was so ready to become her perfect little plaything.
“I think it’s time we had a closer look at that present I got you,” she said once I’d finished cleaning up the dishes. “Your face was so adorable when I gave it to you this morning. You must be dying to finally get to play with it.”
“Yes, Ivy,” I replied, using the nickname that signaled I was ready for whatever games she wanted to play. As I washed the plug and carried it after her into the bedroom, I cursed myself for tiring out my ass with the princess plug earlier. It still ached a little with every step. This didn’t bode well, but I wasn’t going to disappoint both Yvonne and myself by not even trying.
When I came in, Yvonne already sat on the bed, pulling off the look of an Empress on her throne even though she’d changed into a baggy shirt and comfy pants. My thighs clenched involuntarily at the implication. Yvonne sometimes kept her clothes on during sex if she wanted to really lord it over me who was in charge here. As if to prove my point, she pointed at a hard wooden chair with her toes. “You know what to do.”
“Yes, Ivy,” I repeated and took off my clothes. We’d been together for a good half a year now, but I still couldn’t help getting a little self-conscious when she fixated me with such an intense stare as I undressed. I pushed through the awkwardness and made sure I didn’t cover myself or turned away as one piece of clothing after the other dropped to the floor. My body was great, my girlfriend was great, and they both deserved each other!
Once I was fully naked, I sat down. The familiar feeling of the cool, hard wood pressing against my skin conjured up flashbacks to all the other times Yvonne had made me squirm in this chair. We’d barely even started and I was already ridiculously horny. My thighs felt sticky as I spread my legs to give Yvonne a perfect view of my body.
“What are you waiting for? My present is still missing a nice layer of lube.”
I was about to get up again to fetch the bottle of lube, but Yvonne put a foot on my chest and pushed me back down onto the chair. “Stay! You already have all the lube you need at your disposal.”
Heat washed over me. Surely she didn’t mean… but no, that lecherous smirk was unmistakable. “It’s so big,” I pleaded hopelessly. “It’s gonna take forever.”
“Do you have any other plans tonight? Because I don’t.”
I didn’t argue any further. Yvonne had decided she wanted so see me squirm, so squirm I would. I reached between my legs and let out a little gasp when it hit me how horny I was already.
It was a sexy little game we’d come up with a couple of weeks ago. A fun way to make use of the particularities of my body. You see, I get wet easily. Like, really easily. It barely takes any foreplay at all to open the floodgates, especially when the tension has had several days to build up.
In the beginning Yvonne had struggled with feelings of jealousy and inadequacy because her body wasn’t as cooperative. She’d half-jokingly told me that this ability was wasted on me since I didn’t like penetration anyway (never managed to make it feel anything other than kinda weird and uncomfortable; a major contributor to why my bisexuality had shifted further and further towards the lesbian end of the spectrum over time). I’d said something along the lines of “at least I’m a good lube dispenser” which had let to some curious experimentation and the result that, yes, I can be a lube dispenser. Not a good one, mind you, as I need to tease myself forever to get the quantity needed for anal play, but with the right mindset that bug can be made into a feature.
I slowly circled my fingertip around my clit. Better pace myself now, or it would be so hard later. Hell, it would be plenty hard whatever I did. By the time I’d finally produced enough wetness to fully cover that monstrosity, I’d be delirious with need.
At first I tried running the plug between my folds. For about a microsecond or so, before I shrieked and ripped it away again. Fuck, that thing was cold! It had felt pretty normal in my hand, but that didn’t count for much once you placed it onto more sensitive places. 
“That was kinda adorable.” Yvonne chuckled. Well, at least my blunder had been good for something, even if that something was just Yvonne’s amusement. I closed both my hands around the plug to warm it up. It was crazy how much space it took up between my palms. This monster was supposed to fit inside me?
When I’d finally gotten the steel up to a comfortable temperature, I ran it between my legs again. It didn’t feel half bad to drag that big, smooth thing between my folds, but predictably all my available wetness barely put a shine on it. I was going to need more. Much more. I put the plug down on the chair (its cutesy heart-shaped base was flat enough that it could stand upright on its own) and got back to circling my clit.
It didn’t matter how much I tried to pace myself. Yvonne’s intense stare at my hot, naked body and the knowledge that I’d have to tease myself for God knew how long drove my arousal through the roof. Already my clit had started with those sharp throbs that left this weirdly floaty ache as a signal that it was getting oversensitive. Every time my finger brushed over it directly, the sensation made my head swim for a moment. Despite the room being warm at best, I was already sweating. At least my heightened state brought with it copious amounts of wetness.
From time to time I stopped to gather the sticky fluids up with my finger and smear them over the plug. It was starting to get a nice shine, but it wasn’t even halfway to a point that I’d call a good coating. And I needed at least a good coating if I was to stand any chance to slide it inside my sore ass. Distracted by this thought I slipped up and rubbed my clit much harder than intended.
“Careful there, we don’t want any accidents,” Yvonne teased me as I tried to calm myself down with slow, deep breaths. Fuck, that had been close! I’d already felt the first contractions starting, and now that my clit realized there would be no release after all, it punished me with a hot, almost itching sensation. The need cornered my mind. Had it really only been four days since my last orgasm? Usually it took me at least a week to start getting desperate, but I was already tempted to just give up and beg Yvonne to let me finish.
Not that I would actually do it, of course. I was a good girl after all, and good girls didn’t complain about their sexy punishments. So I gritted my teeth and tried not to let the burning need take over my mind as I very carefully traced my fingertip around my clit again.
“Are you close?” Yvonne asked innocently. She was looking down at her nails, knowing perfectly well what her feigned disinterest in my plight did to me.
“Yes,” I moaned. I was so incredibly close. Every little touch was becoming torture, but I kept going anyway, and not just because Yvonne had told me to. Teasing myself was intense, but it was also the only outlet I had. Stopping all touch and suffering the frustration with zero stimulation would be so much worse.
“Aww, you poor thing. It must be so hard, having to edge yourself just for a few drops of lube.”
I groaned and briefly slowed down to a stop. Yvonne’s mock-sympathy had almost sent me over again. It was just too hot when she was this sadistically cruel to me. And she was far from done yet.
“You look like you could use a little help. And I know just the thing that never fails to get you all drippy.” She stood up from the bed and leaned over me, closing her lips around my nipple.
I almost died right then and there. My nipples are crazy sensitive, and Yvonne sucked like it was a drinking straw and she wanted to get the very last drops out of her cocktail. I clasped my hands over my mouth so I wouldn’t scream as I felt my nipple stretch under the force of the suction.
“Don’t stop touching yourself,” Yvonne said, taking a quick break from torturing me. “We want to go for maximum production, don’t we?”
“Yes,” I managed to get out. Yvonne had stopped sucking, but the way she ran her tongue all over my breasts and nipples was no less mind-melting. I reached between my legs and yelped when the sensations hit me. The combined assault on my breasts and pussy was too much. I bit down on my other hand in a desperate attempt to get a grip on myself and not explode right then and there.
“You’re far too tensed up,” Yvonne teased me. “Aren’t you having fun?”
“I am,” I mumbled through my hand. “But it’s hard.”
“Of course it is. It wouldn’t be fun if it was too easy.” Yvonne licked one nipple and flicked the other with her finger at the same time, making me yelp. “Just try to relax. And don’t forget to breathe.”
Right, breathing. Maybe I should start doing that. I took my hand out of my mouth and forced myself to take deep breaths. It helped, at least a little. My other hand was still between my legs, barely moving because any sudden touch of my clit might send me over. The need was no less intense than before, but I slowly felt myself getting in control again.
“Good girl!” Yvonne’s smile made me melt. She, too, reached between my legs and I sighed with bliss as she ran her fingers between my folds. When she brought her hand up again, glistening strands of my juices hung between her fingers like the world’s sexiest spider net. “Look, it’s working!”
She wiped her fingers on my chest. It took me a moment to realize what she’d just done. That was so much lube she’d wasted there! “Hey!”
“Is there a problem?” she asked in her sweetest voice.
“No,” I said, quickly gathering up my remaining wetness before that, too, could be taken away. Yes, Yvonne was being unfair, but she was also right: It wouldn’t be fun if it was too easy. Even if it meant that that I’d have to keep edging myself even longer.
Several more hot, sweaty minutes passed. My nipples were tingling from Yvonne’s skillful tongue, and the tension was absolutely killing me. As much as I tried to keep my breathing steady, every time my clit twitched it threw me off balance. I had become so sensitive that I could barely touch myself at all, and my whole lower body was throbbing with need.
It was effective, though. God, was it effective! My pussy was gushing continuously. As much as I tried to gather everything, there was a big stain on the chair already that I’d have to clean up later.
At least the plug was coming along nicely. Its surface sparkled evenly as I rotated it in my hand. Even with gravity against me and a good part of my juices uselessly flowing down to the base, there was a thin slippery coating over the entire thing. Not as much as I might have used if Yvonne had allowed me the industrial lube, but every time I’d used a similar amount of my juices on the princess plug it had popped in without much struggle.
Of course the princess plug was much smaller and I needed all the help I could get here, but the thought of milking myself even longer made my stomach churn. My clit was absolutely killing me, and I could only pray that I’d get the plug in and earn myself the reward. I doubted that I’d last more than a minute once Yvonne started to eat me out, but that didn’t matter. The orgasm would be glorious either way.
If, on the other hand, I failed… no, I couldn’t allow myself to even think about it. I needed that orgasm. If I didn’t get any relief from that acidic burn in my clit, I might just die.
“Let’s do this!” I tried to feign confidence, but I couldn’t even fool myself. My voice had to sound just as desperate as I was feeling.
Yvonne returned to her vantage point on the bed. I thought it would be a bit easier to think straight now that she wasn’t teasing my nipples anymore, but my breasts didn’t like that sudden absence of stimulation either. My nipples were uncomfortably hard and the need to grab my breasts, play with them, really dig my fingers into them, was only topped by how desperately my clit screamed for more when I stopped touching it.
No matter how desperate I got, though, I would never finish myself off without permission; Yvonne’s good girl wouldn’t do that. But if I didn’t get that orgasm, I wasn’t going to get much sleep that night. There was no way I’d be able to keep my hands to myself in bed, even knowing that it would only make things worse.
I got off the chair, intimately aware of the squelchy sound it made as I lifted my hip. That was no stain anymore, it was a little puddle. My thighs were all sticky, and it didn’t help that the ordeal had heated me up to the point of sweating all over. I’d so need a shower later.
I got down on all fours, my back to Yvonne so she’d have a perfect view. Theoretically it might have been possible to try and get the plug in while sitting on the chair, but it always felt so much easier when I was in this chest-down-ass-up position, and I needed every advantage I could get. Also, I doubted that Yvonne would mind the extra eye candy.
It felt like in the few seconds since I’d left the chair, the plug had lost at least half of its lube. Or maybe it was just my nerves playing tricks on my mind, because I was one hundred percent convinced that I’d never manage to fit that thing inside me. However, I’d felt the same way about the first plugs we’d tried, and those were so small that I barely even noticed them anymore. So maybe, just maybe, Yvonne was right and I was actually ready to graduate to this big boy. Well, I had to be. My reward, and by extension my sanity, depended on it.
I wetted my finger between my legs again before reaching down to tease my back entrance a little. Just as I’d feared, I was still sore from my earlier escapades and my ass didn’t appreciate being played with again so soon. Still, my finger slid in without much issue. I slowly pumped it in and out a few time, trying to spread my juices as evenly as possible.
Then it was time. I couldn’t stall any longer, especially since the plug was only going to get less slippery. I placed it right against my hole and slowly started to apply some pressure.
Fuck, that thing was big! I barely made any progress, and already my sphincter felt like it was reaching its breaking point. The princess plug felt similar, but only for a second or so before it popped in and my ass could relax around its thinner base. Here, however, there was no end in sight. That thing was only going to get wider and wider until my ass exploded.
It brought back vivid memories to the first time Yvonne had used a plug on me. It had been so tiny in hindsight, and yet it had felt monstrous, and there had been this weirdly uncomfortable feeling, something between a dull ache and the need to take a big shit as my body was unsure what to make of this new sensation. This plug was turning me into an anal virgin again.
I allowed myself to relax for a moment, even if it meant that the plug slipped all the way out again, losing what little progress I had made. It wasn’t like the attempt would have been successful anyway.
“Looks like there’s still too little lube.” There was a mocking tone to Yvonne’s words that cut deep into my soul. She knew exactly how to push my buttons.
“Please!” I wasn’t even sure what exactly I was begging for. All I knew was that I didn’t have the willpower left to edge myself any more. As much as I wanted to be her good girl, I was far too close, and my pussy throbbed and clenched already like it had a mind of its own. If I started playing with myself again, I’d go over for sure, disappointing both of us.
“Don’t worry, I’ll help you.” I heard Yvonne standing up again, and a second later she took the plug from my hand. I got ready for her to try and stick it in, ideally after a little help from the lube bottle, but instead she crouched down beside me and leaned in until her lips brushed against my ear.
“You’ve been such a bad girl,” she whispered. I gasped as she briefly gnawed on my earlobe before she continued. “Making such a mess of my chair. You’re going to lick it all up with that slutty tongue of yours. Every. Last. Drop.” Between each word she flicked her tongue against my ear, finishing off by licking in a long, wet line from my ear over my jaw all the way down my neck.
I was shivering like crazy. Yvonne was so hot when she fully embraced her dominant persona. “Yes, I’m sorry,” I whispered back before I crawled over to the chair.
While I didn’t mind tasting myself in general, there was nothing pleasant about licking the cold, sticky remains of my juices off the hard wood. But in a way that only made the whole situation even hotter. I wasn’t doing this for my pleasure, I was doing it because Yvonne had told me to do it, and I wanted to be her good girl. Also, I was far too horny to really mind anything right now. I would have been ready to lick far worse things if Yvonne had commanded it.
“Someone’s enjoying herself. What a naughty, dirty girl you are.”
Something wet and smooth slid between my folds, making me gasp. “Oh God, please don’t rub the lube off,” I whined. There was a reason I only used this method at the very beginning. The point where the plug and my pussy were both kinda wet was reached pretty quickly, and from there you were just aimlessly moving my juices around instead of deliberately lubing up the plug.
“As if it could get dry when you’re gushing like a waterfall,” Yvonne teased. “But if you’re worried you’re not wet enough, we can change that.” The plug slid a bit further down towards my vagina and her hand took its place on my pussy, right at my clit. I gritted my teeth, steeling myself against the pleasure. There was no way I could hold on for long if she rubbed me there, but maybe I could delay the inevitable for a few more seconds.
The expected spike of pleasure didn’t come. Instead there was a little prod, right at my sensitive button. And another. And another.
Oh no, no, no, no, no! She couldn’t be doing this, not after I’d already edged myself for so long! Clit taps were the worst! They didn’t even feel good. It was just one infuriatingly short, sharp sensation right after the other.
Yvonne knew how much I hated this technique, and she only used it when she wanted to really get under my skin. It never took more than a few minutes until my clit was burning and itching and I was ready to do absolutely anything as long as she promised to make it stop. Right now, when I was already oversensitive and close to the edge, it was pure torture.
“Oh God, please, please, please!” I begged, my whole body shaking. It felt like all the nerve endings in my clit had been laid bare and Yvonne abused my vulnerability with gleeful sadism.
“Please what?” Yvonne asked in her sweetest voice. “I’m just helping. Look how effective it is!”
She mercifully stopped tapping my inflamed clit for a moment, though I kept shaking, the phantom sensation of her fingertip still keeping me on edge. Instead she ran her hand between my folds, the sudden pleasure making me moan as I felt how ridiculously wet I’d gotten again. Hopefully she was using it on the plug, but by this point I didn’t even care anymore. I was too deep into subspace to worry about anything except the onslaught of sensations my girlfriend subjected me to.
“You’re not licking, by the way. I don’t care how much lube you produce, the tapping will only stop when the chair is clean.”
“You’re evil,” I said with an exhausted chuckle.
“And you wouldn’t have me any other way.” She waited a few seconds to give the truth of these words time to sink in. “Also, I’m not all bad. You get the stick, but you also get the carrot. Here’s a little reminder of what you’re fighting for.”
She ran her tongue between my folds, so, so, heavenly slowly. My mind swam with pleasure. There was nothing in the world that compared to the feeling of a hot, wet tongue on my equally hot, wet pussy. It didn’t matter that she was wasting my juices. In fact, nothing mattered except for that deep bliss washing through me, taking the edge off the worst of the tension. If her tongue had so much as flicked over my clit, I would have exploded in the most glorious orgasm ever. But of course she left it at that one single lick. After all, it was only supposed to be a taste of what was to come.
This moment of bliss almost made up for all the agonizing clit tapping. Almost. Yvonne granted me a few seconds to bask in the afterglow of the lick before she went right back into sadistic torture mode. All that nice satisfaction evaporated immediately, only to be replaced by frustration and irritation of the most infuriating kind. I quickly got back to licking the seat of the chair, anything to make this torment end sooner.
Cleaning stuff with your tongue is one of those sexy roleplay classics that don’t serve any actual purpose. You don’t make anything cleaner, you simply replace one kind of stain with a different one, and once the scene was over you’d have to clean up for real anyway.
For the same reason it was hard to tell when this state of “cleanliness” was reached. I licked until it didn’t feel sticky anymore and I could taste nothing except for the wood before claiming that I was done. Nobody could say that I hadn’t done my duty, and it wasn’t like Yvonne was going to check in detail. Also, if I’d have to take even a single additional minute of Yvonne tapping my clit, I’d bite someone, and very likely myself.
“Good girl. And look how productive you’ve been! You can be the perfect lube dispenser if you want to be.” Yvonne held the plug up in front of my eyes. There was no denying it: It would have been physically impossible for it to be any wetter. My juices slid over its surface in lazy viscous streaks and Yvonne’s hand was drenched just from holding its base. If this amount wasn’t sufficient, nothing would be.
I took the plug from her and got back down on the floor, ass up in the air. Yvonne returned to the bed, but not before wiping her hand on my face. She didn’t even bother to make me suck her fingers clean, she simply smeared my juices all over my cheeks, lips and nose. It was such a power move and felt so dirty; I moaned from how incredibly hot it was.
As nice as the extra lube was, it didn’t make the plug any less big. The tip slid in more easily, but that only reduced the time until I once again found myself at that point where my sphincter reached its limit, and the widest part was still coming up.
I took deep breaths. My ass ached, but it was almost drowned out by the hot burn in my clit and these maddeningly frustrating clenches of my pussy. My whole crotch area was one big source of suffering, but maybe I could use that to my advantage. I tried to relax and focus only on my burning need before abruptly increasing the pressure on the plug.
Oh God, oh God, oh God! My eyes widened and I stared at the floor unblinkingly, my mouth hanging open as I tried to deal with the sensation. The plug still wasn’t all the way in, but my ass was forced open wider than it had ever been. It didn’t exactly hurt, but my body flooded with adrenaline and every little bit of my awareness focused on my stretched asshole. My body screamed that it was impossible, that this thing was going to rip me apart. I tried to force myself to continue, but I simply lacked the willpower, and the plug was already sliding back out again.
“Pity. You almost had it there.”
Had I? It was impossible to verify because I could only feel the plug getting wider and wider. My ass, too, had started throbbing in complaint, but if Yvonne was right, then I might still do it. If there really was only the tiniest bit more to go before I could relax around the thin base…
I tried again. My ass ached as it had to stretch again so soon. It was one thing to suffer through a few intense moments before the plug slid in; it was something else entirely to have my ass forced open again and again. Once, at the beginning of our anal adventures, I’d suggested that Yvonne could try fucking my ass because it seemed as if that was a kind of penetration I actually liked. She’d only laughed and told me that I needed much more training before we could even consider it. Back then I’d thought she was overdramatic, because how much worse could it be than working a plug in? Well, it turned out she was oh so right. My ass needed more training. Much more.
I gritted my teeth as I once again reached what felt like the limit of what I could take. “How close am I?” I pressed out, struggling to keep up the pressure and not let it slip out again.
“Not as close as before, but there’s not much missing.”
Fuck! Apparently my ass was getting tired. I had to make it now, or I wouldn’t get another shot. I tried harder, but it was like pushing against a wall. The plug didn’t move the tiniest bit, and all I managed was to aggravate my sphincter even more. By this point it was starting to actually hurt. I tried for a few moments longer, before my sanity took over and made me stop. Yes, it would have been totally possible to get the thing in, but not now when I had already tired myself out. My chance had passed, and if I tried to push through with force, I was only going to hurt myself for real.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered as I put the plug down on the floor. “I can’t.”
“Aww.” Yvonne came over and crouched down beside me. There was nothing mocking in her voice anymore and it was clear that she was genuinely commiserating me. I was always fascinated by how quickly she could transform from sadistic Mistress to loving girlfriend. “Are you okay? Was it too big after all?”
I didn’t lie to make myself look better, especially when she already sounded a bit concerned about having pushed me past my limits. “It’s big, but I could’ve gotten it in. I just didn’t go about it the right way, and now my ass is tired. Next time I’ll be able to do it for sure.”
“That’s my good girl!” She leaned in and kissed me on the forehead, which was about the only spot on my face that was just sweaty, and not sticky in more naughty ways. “Think you’re ready to try again tomorrow?”
“Sure!” Usually one day was enough for my ass to calm down, and I wanted to put this failure behind me as quickly as possible.
“Perfect. I’ll even be nice and not count today as an attempt. You can still earn your reward tomorrow. Technically you’ve failed, but I had so much fun seeing you struggle, I can’t in good faith punish you for that.”
“Thanks,” I said with genuine gratitude. Until the festering itch in my pussy and the knot of tension in my stomach reminded me why I would have really needed that reward today. “Could I maybe get off anyway? For being such a good girl? You have no idea how much I need it.”
Yvonne’s chuckle made my stomach sink. “I think I have a pretty good idea. You were really cute with how much you squirmed. But since you’re such a good girl, I’m sure you can answer me this one question honestly: If I let you get off now, will you be able to produce enough lube tomorrow?”
She couldn’t be serious. Not only would the need keep me up tonight, she really expected me to edge myself again tomorrow, just to have a chance of relief? “Maybe?” I answered carefully.
“That’s not the kind of answer I expect of a good girl who knows what she wants.” Yvonne was already fully back into her role, and by the sound of it she was having the time of her life. “Tell you what: I’ll let you decide. You can get off now, but if you’re not wet enough tomorrow and don’t get the plug in because of it, I’ll tap your clit until I’m one hundred percent sure you learned your lesson, as a punishment for clearly not knowing what’s good for you. And since I know you can be a slow learner, that might take a long, long time. Or you show a bit of patience now and have a much easier time tomorrow. So, what’s it gonna be?”
Another wave of hot need washed through me. Of course there was only one option. As much as I needed an orgasm right now, I knew that it would leave me relatively dry for a day or two, and I couldn’t afford that, especially not with that kind of penalty on the line. “The second one,” I forced myself to say, my pussy clenching in desperation as I made myself complicit in my own suffering.
“Such a good girl!”
Yvonne kissed me on the lips and I melted into her tenderness. She really was my perfect cruel girlfriend.






  
  In the Basement


When Eve had taken the house over, her parents had talked at length with Alice and her about all the fancy things one could make out of the cellar. A small gym, an office, or even a walk-in wardrobe. They’d listened to it all, nodding and smiling along, already having made their own plans. Plans that required a lot less work than any of these suggestions, and would also be a lot more fun. 
Calling it a room was almost an overstatement. It was barely more than a sealed off hole in the ground. The walls were made of naked bricks with a floor of loam. Alice and Eve did the bare minimum when it came to cleaning, only making sure that no pests or mold would settle in, but leaving the dirt and grime mostly untouched. If not for the one naked light bulb, one could’ve taken the cellar for a medieval dungeon. An impression that was only helped by Alice sitting inside it, wearing nothing but heavy manacles that chained her ankles together.
It wasn’t the first time she was locked up down there. Also not the second, third or even the twentieth time. The giddy excitement from the first couple of times had settled down a bit, but sitting in this dirty hole never failed to get her in the mood.
Only that it was too cold to sit around naked for long. It wasn’t exactly freezing, but in order to stay comfortable, Alice had to keep herself moving. The clanking of the chains followed her with every step, another constant reminder of her place. She had no way of telling how long it was since Eve had locked her up, what with there being neither clock nor window, but it had to be an hour at least.
Walking up and down in a tiny room with no sense of time was surprisingly exhausting. In regular intervals Alice would get down on the dirt, hugging her knees, wondering how long Eve would keep her in her cell and what she’d do to her once she came back. These thoughts didn’t keep her warm in a physical sense, but they did keep her wet and excited. It was a vicious circle. Her sticky thighs made her feel even more like a filthy prisoner, getting her even more aroused and in turn more sticky. She was itching to take care of that urge, but as Eve’s prisoner she’d lost the rights to even her own body, and she was a good girl who didn’t take what didn’t belong to her.
When Eve finally returned Alice was shivering, although more from anticipation than from the cold. By this point the sorry state she was in had thoroughly seeped into her mind. Her soles had turned black from walking around on the dirty floor and she had grimy smears all over her body from her attempts to make herself comfortable. In the muted, dusty atmosphere of the cellar the wetness between her legs was even more obvious as it glistened in the harsh light of the naked bulb.
“What a disgusting little creature you are,” Eve greeted her. She wore her “warden outfit”, a former Halloween costume of the type “slightly slutty cop”, topped off with a belt that was fitted with innumerable eyelets to keep all the tools at hand one might need to subdue a prisoner, starting with handcuffs and a bright red ball gag and ending with crops and floggers.
Alice didn’t answer. The moment Eve had entered the room, she’d gotten on her knees, hands flat on her thighs. She kept her eyes to the floor as Eve walked over to her.
“Don’t try to hide it. Show me your filthy cunt!” Eve placed the thankfully flat heel of her boot between Alice’s breasts and pushed. Alice barely managed not to crash into the dirty ground by catching herself on her elbows. Before she had time to make herself somewhat comfortable on the cold floor, Eve was already kicking her thighs. “Open you legs!”
Alice’s cheeks burned as she was forced to prostrate herself in the dirt and show off the proof of her depravity. Eve crouched down and grabbed Alice between the legs. Two fingers slid into her soaking pussy. “What are you?”
Alice fought to keep her voice steady as Eve manhandled her. “I’m a filthy slut,” she muttered.
Eve grinned. She ripped her fingers out and wiped them on Alice’s breasts. “Oh yes, you are. And what do filthy sluts get in this place?”
Alice’s stomach clenched. No matter how often Eve made her do it, she’d never get used to debasing herself like this. “They get what they deserve.”
“Right.” Eve reached to her belt and took out the gag. “Do filthy sluts deserve to talk?” Alice shook her head. “What are they supposed to do instead?”
“They… aah.” Eve rubbed the gag roughly over Alice’s pussy, the sudden sensations cutting her off.
“I asked you a question, bitch!”
“I’m sorry.” Alice gasped. The hard rubber wasn’t exactly pleasurable, especially not with how violently Eve used it, but that only made it all the more demeaning. “They are supposed to moan.”
“Correct.” Eve lifted the soiled gag. “Open up!”
Despite the chilly air, Alice was burning up as she let Eve shove the shiny ball between her teeth. It was impossible to taste anything except for the foul rubber, but that didn’t erase the knowledge of what Eve had just done with it.
“You like that, don’t you?”
Alice nodded and mumbled something that wasn’t meant to be intelligible. She loved how the ball was so big that it made her drool almost immediately.
“Of course you do. Because you’re a dirty pig.” Eve grabbed Alice’s nipples and pulled her towards her, with no care for Alice’s pitiful groan. “My dirty pig,” she added when Alice was mere inches before her. She flicked her tongue over Alice’s lips.
Alice whined, torn between the wish to reciprocate the kiss and the raunchy delight that she was deprived even such a basic thing.
“What’s that, pig? Think you can complain?” Eve tightened her grip on Alice’s nipples, making her whine even more. “Think you’re entitled an opinion about what happens to you?”
“Mnnf-Nnpf!” Alice shook her head. The movement made a ribbon of drool fall from her chin onto her chest. Which meant that it also hit Eve’s hand.
“How dare you, bitch!” Eve let go of Alice’s nipples and slapped her across the face.
For a few seconds Alice could do nothing but stare straight ahead without really seeing anything. She felt strangely floaty as she slowly raised her hand to rub her stinging cheek.
Eve had never slapped her before. It wasn’t even the pain that had stunned her. She was no stranger to pain. But even though objectively it hadn’t hurt all that much, it was a far more crass, more personal kind of pain. Being put down like that made her stomach churn. It was a strange and weirdly intense feeling, and she’d have to spend some time to think about whether she liked it or not.
Eve had gone silent. When Alice looked up at her, she saw her girlfriend nervously biting her lip. Likely she was worrying that she’d gone too far and was about to pause the scene to check in with her. Alice loved her for being so concerned about her, but she didn’t want Eve to stop. She’d fallen in such a nice head space that she’d hate to drop out of, and while the slap had shaken her, now that she’d had a bit of distance she was sure there was no reason to stop the scene over it.
With the gag in place she couldn’t straight up tell her girlfriend that she was okay, but she could give nonverbal clues. Alice reached between her legs and brazenly rubbed her slick folds.
Eve’s giggle was far too cute for a warden, but it didn’t take her long to get back into character. “You’re a little horn dog, aren’t you?”
Alice nodded eagerly, dripping even more drool all over herself. She raised her sticky hand to her chest and smeared her juices over her tits. It felt so deliciously dirty and never failed to have an effect on Eve.
“You’re not down here to have fun. Do I really have to punish you?”
Usually Eve wouldn’t have bothered asking. Alice recognized it as her girlfriend offering her an immersive way to take a break. She could’ve just nodded to show that she had no problem continuing, but why settle for such a simple solution when she could go for a much more fun one and get herself into more trouble at the same time?
She spread her legs further so Eve wouldn’t miss as a thing as Alice reached down again. She made a show of moaning like a slut as she rubbed her clit. It would’ve been easy to finish herself off right then and there, but she deliberately slowed down enough to give Eve time to interrupt her. Prisoners weren’t allowed any pleasure after all.
“Your ass is so going to pay for this.” Eve kicked Alice’s hand away and reached for her belt. Alice’s heart beat faster as she saw that Eve went for the thin wooden cane. That thing hurt! “If your ass isn’t up in the air in five seconds, you’re not gonna be able to sit for a week! One… two…”
Alice scrambled to turn around on all fours and stick her ass out. When Eve reached five, she was basically in position and only needed the tiniest of corrections. Did that count as being in time? Or had she just condemned herself to a world of pain? Eve didn’t say anything, and Alice’s not knowing how severe the punishment was going to be only got her even more excited. It was hard to think straight, with her clit still throbbing angrily. Alice grinned, relishing her body’s complaints about being left on the edge like that. She really was a sucker for making things harder on herself.
Eve took her time. She used the cane to tease Alice’s cheeks with the gentlest of taps. Sometimes she’d get a bit quicker, increase the strength of the taps just enough that they became almost painful, before slowing down again. Soon Alice was groaning into her gag. With every slightly stronger tap she involuntarily clenched all the muscles in her ass and stomach to brace for the first real impact, only for it to never come. The constantly changing rhythm of the taps didn’t allow her to ever relax.
Soon her muscles were aching from the constant tension. It didn’t help that since she’d cut herself off right before her orgasm, her abdominal muscles were clenching in turn with her throbbing pussy. But as her discomfort grew, so did the trepidation of what would happen when Eve finally decided that playtime was over.
And then it stopped. Alice kept her aching body all tensed up, expecting the first real hit. It didn’t come. Instead Eve crouched down beside her. Alice realized that she’d been holding her breath, and forced herself to breathe out.
“The next part is going to hurt. A lot. Are you up for it?”
Alice shivered. When Eve double-checked it usually meant that she was planning something really nasty. If Alice said yes, she might actually thrash her with the cane until she was bawling her eyes out and her ass was so bruised and swollen that even wearing pants would be torture for the next couple of days. It wouldn’t be the first time, either, and with the weekend still ahead of them, Eve had no obligation to keep Alice in a state where she was able to leave the house tomorrow.
After only the tiniest of hesitations, Alice nodded. She was a low, dirty prisoner. It was her fate to take any abuse her lovely warden felt like dishing out.
“Good girl,” Eve whispered, sending a warm tingle through Alice’s body, before she changed her voice back into that of the domineering warden. “Well, slut, do you still want to get off?”
Alice nodded again. There was no sense in lying. Eve would have to be blind and deaf with a blocked nose to be fooled.
“Do it, then. Fuck yourself like the slut you are.”
“Mmpf? Mnngh!!” Alice’s confused hesitation earned her a strike with the cane. It was still far from the force Eve could put into it if she wanted, but it was already enough to draw a hot line across Alice’s ass that kept aching for several seconds.
“What are you waiting for? Get to it!”
Alice reached back. Getting off with her knees and elbows on the hard dirty floor was everything but comfortable, but to a horny masochist like her, that only made it hotter. It didn’t take long before she had to slow down again. Like a good obedient slave she kept herself on the edge, all the while moaning into her gag, only slightly exaggerating her lust for Eve’s sake. Moans that became a squeal when the cane kissed her ass again.
“Come on! Come already! And don’t even think about stopping before you’re completely spent!”
Alice surprise made her hesitate long enough to earn herself another strike. This was a punishment. Eve wasn’t supposed to let her have an orgasm. She did seem to mean it, though, and Alice wasn’t going to complain.
It only took a couple of seconds to get over the edge.
The orgasm lasted a lot longer than that. All the abuse and all the pleasure had coiled up inside her, waiting to finally explode. Alice rode out wave after wave of that glorious climax, only spurned on further by the knowledge of how much like a filthy whore she had to be looking. When the last spasms finally died down she was utterly exhausted, but also deeply, deeply satisfied.
Until her world turned red.
The pain was so harsh, so all-engulfing that she couldn’t even scream. Tears shot into her eyes and her whole body shook as if she was freezing cold. It took all she could do not to fall over. For a few seconds she felt she really understood the meaning of the word unbearable. It was utterly impossible to focus on anything except for that searing fire in her ass.
When the shock wore off she could finally scream to release the tension. Her ass still hurt like crazy, but it was on a level she could handle. That was until the cane cut through the air with a terrifying snap before it exploded every nerve in her ass again.
That day Alice learned a valuable lesson: Arousal made it much easier to handle pain, especially if one was already a raging masochist. Conversely, with all the arousal flushed out by an orgasm, there was no mental filter left, nothing to make it easier to bear that vicious wooden rod cutting into her bare ass. And Eve was a patient teacher who took a long time to hammer that lesson home. She only stopped when the angry red lines covered Alice’s cheeks several times over and it felt too cruel to keep beating that crimson ass when it had become so swollen and sensitive that even the soft touch of her fingers was enough to make Alice cry.
It took a lot of cuddles and many tissues for Alice to come down from her subspace trip, but by the time they fell asleep in each other’s arms, they both agreed that it had been so worth it. Sitting down wasn’t fun for Alice, though, in the following days. Or maybe it was fun. It all depends on your perspective.






  
  Just 10 Minutes


“What’s with that look? Regretting your cockiness already?” 
Monica bit her lip. Yes, there was a nervous flutter in her stomach, but there was no way she’d admit it. Not after she’d boasted so much. “No, just getting a little bored here. Does it always take this long to tie people up?”
Claire finished the chest harness with a sharp pull on the ropes that made Monica gasp. “I like to do things properly. And you want to look pretty, don’t you? But don’t worry, the rest is only going to take a second. I’ll even throw in a little spice just for you. Can’t have you get bored on my watch.”
Monica struggled to keep her breath steady as Claire grabbed her arms and roughly folded them behind her back so her lower arms lay on top of each other. This wasn’t the fumbling roleplay she’d dabbled with a couple of times; Claire knew what she was doing. Of course she did. She was doing this for a living after all.
It was thrilling, getting to see her craft first-hand. The chest harness was surprisingly unrestrictive, but even so the smooth ropes rubbed against her skin with every little movement, making sure she wouldn’t forget their presence. It was a pity there was no mirror in the room. What little she could see of the harness was nice enough, but she was sure that the whole thing looked stunningly sexy on her.
What the harness lacked in restrictiveness, though, was more than made up for by how tightly Claire wound the rope around her arms. Monica’s heartbeat quickened as she realized that there was absolutely no way she’d get out of these bonds on her own.
“That’s a lot of rope you’re using there. Are you that afraid of me getting away?” Once again Monica managed to sound a lot more confident than she actually felt. It was a great skill to have, even if it tended to get her into trouble.
“No, just making sure you feel what you’ve gotten yourself into.” Claire finished the final knot. She checked one last time that it was completely impossible for Monica to separate her arms before pulling on the ropes, making them go as far up as possible, until Monica’s shoulders started to complain.
Still keeping Monica’s arms in place with one hand, Claire reached around and cupped Monica’s breast with her other. “Last chance: Do you take it back that you’re a little bored?”
Monica’s breath caught. She had of course known that Claire was going to touch her rather intimately as part of this little game, but it still came as a surprise to be groped so casually. Claire’s fingers were rough, likely from working with rope all the time, but it was immediately clear that she knew how to grab a woman’s breast to maximize the impact. Monica’s chest wasn’t even that sensitive and she still felt the heat rise up as Claire’s nimble fingers dug into her soft flesh, sneakily trapping her nipple between her knuckles.
“You wish.” Was it smart to provoke Claire even further? Hell, no. But Monica couldn’t help it. She’d lost her freedom of movement, so she had to prove in other ways that she still felt in control.
Claire didn’t rise to her taunt. She just threw the ropes connecting Monica’s arms over her shoulders and wrapped them tightly around the base of her breasts. “That should help against the boredom.”
Monica realized her predicament immediately. Her lower arms were forced up unnaturally high behind her back, but if she tried to give her shoulders some rest, she invariably pulled on her breasts. Maybe this was the reason Claire had kept the harness comparatively harmless. It was just a pretty attachment point for the real ropes.
There was no way she was going to get bored now, that was for sure. As least this rope was a lot softer than the one for the harness, so she wouldn’t risk any rope burns as long as she didn’t struggle too much. That was only a small mercy, though, when her breasts already throbbed under that restrictive pressure. She trusted Claire that there would be no problems with the circulation, but it already felt like her boobs were crushed by the rope, and every little movement of her arms translated to another pinch.
“Time for the main event.” Clair put her hands on Monica’s shoulders and gently but firmly pushed her down. Monica did her best not to move her arms too much as she got onto her knees and sat down on the padded half-cylinder that had started this whole madness.
A sybian. Hyped up as this crazy intense sex toy that could apparently vibrate you much more intensely then even the best magic wand. At the same time too expensive and too bulky for the average person, but as a professional domina, Claire was no average person.
She had told Monica about how incredibly powerful this machine was, how it gave even her most hardcore clients a run for their money, and how most people didn’t even make it through five minutes on that thing. Of course Monica had to boast how she could easily do ten. After all, she abused her own vibrators so much that it had become almost impossible for her to get off without them. One might consider that a problem, but it made her confident that she wasn’t talking completely out of her ass. Claire had challenged her hubris, and that was how they had ended up here.
Claire ran a new set of ropes over Monica’s thighs, making it completely impossible for her to raise her crotch from the sybian. The machine had a little rubbery ridge on its top, at the perfect spot that Monica had no choice but to rest her pussy right on it. There was also the inbuilt option to mount a dildo, but thankfully Claire hadn’t been that cruel. This was going to be hard enough as it was. And that little bump where the dildo was supposed to go was already far too distracting with how it rubbed against Monica’s sensitive entrance. God, was she really this wet already?
“Any last words?” Claire asked as she picked up the control.
“Do it!”
It wasn’t just bravado, faked or otherwise. Monica’s stomach was clenching painfully in anticipation. They hadn’t even started, and already she was getting far too hot and bothered for her own good. Being strapped this helplessly to this unyielding machine fucked her up more than she’d have dared to admit.
“Okay, ten minutes. Counting from… now.”
Monica let out an embarrassingly high-pitched shriek. Fuck, this was intense! She was used to vibrators of all kinds, but this was something else entirely. The thing was ridiculously loud, roaring like a plane about to lift off. The whole room shook as it rumbled on the floor. If not for the ropes holding her in place, Monica might have fallen off immediately just from the shock of how much this thing moved beneath her. And that didn’t even begin to cover the devastating effect it had on her pussy.
The ridge drilled into her most sensitive spots with such powerful vibrations that at first they registered as pain rather than pleasure. Monica strained against the ropes as her body acted on instinct, trying everything to get away from these overwhelming sensations. However, Claire’s rigging had no give, and all her efforts only agitated her throbbing breasts even more as she pulled on the ropes around their base.
“Easy there. Don’t forget to breathe.”
Maybe Claire was mocking her, but even so it was actually good advice. Monica forced herself to take slow, deep breaths. It did calm her down a bit, and the mind-boggingly intense vibrations lost a bit of their edge, but it wasn’t clear if that was a blessing or a curse.
With the shock of the violent start behind her, her body quickly attuned to the machine. It was conditioned to equate vibrations with pleasure, and it was all too happy to have so much of them to work with. Her pussy almost got numb from how strongly this ridge drilled into every little part of it, but at the same time she already felt the familiar tension building up between her legs.
Claire had to shout to make herself heard over the roaring of the sybian. “I have to say, I’m impressed. Most first-timers beg me to stop barely half a minute in.”
Monica totally got it. The machine was relentless, giving her not even the tiniest break as it ripped far too much pleasure out of every nerve in her pussy. Her own weight worked against her, pressing her down further onto this crazily vibrating ridge. If she strained all the muscles in her thighs she could lift herself up a little bit, but it was incredibly exhausting, and even then she couldn’t escape the worst of the vibrations. If she hadn’t desensitized herself this much, she too would be begging for mercy already.
“Told you I could do it,” she shouted back. Now that she had made it through the initial shock, she actually enjoyed the intensity. It was such a rush to have her pussy get completely overwhelmed with pleasure. Despite there having been barely any foreplay, she was building up her climax. Who needed a gradual buildup when you could simply short-circuit your nerves and jump right to the good stuff?
“Getting close already?” Claire asked with a little giggle in her voice.
Well, Claire could laugh at her all she wanted. Monica didn’t care as long as she could keep feeling this amazing. She closed her eyes and got ready to let a short, but all the more explosive orgasm sweep her away.
“I wouldn’t do that if I were you. You’re barely four minutes in. If you think it’s intense now, just wait what it’s like after you’ve come.”
Fuck, she was right! Like every sensible person, Monica always turned the vibrator off once she was finished and any further touch became uncomfortable. However, here she didn’t have this luxury. She was going to stay seated on this machine with no way to stop it from absolutely destroying her oversensitive post-orgasmic pussy.
Monica strained against the ropes, but to no avail. The realization that there was no escaping the pleasure, that she was rapidly pushed towards her climax and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it, shot a new spike of arousal through her body.
She tried to breathe through it. It helped. A little. Her climax was pretty much inevitable, but as long as she focus only on her breathing, not on how that devilish machine violently massaged her pussy, not on how hot it was to feel completely helpless, only on her breathing, then maybe, just maybe, she could hold it off for a little while longer.
“Aww, are you struggling?” Claire crouched down behind her. Glee dripped from her every syllable. She reached around Monica and grabbed both her breasts.
Monica gritted her teeth. Claire’s fingers felt amazing. But no, she mustn’t allow herself to think about them. Only focus on her breathing, nothing else, just her breathing…
“I would’ve let you off easy, but after how much lip you gave me, I’m sure you can handle it if I treat you like my clients when they’ve been real bad girls.”
Claire leaned against her. Just a bit, but it was enough to make Monica lean forward in turn, crushing her clit between her entire weight and the relentless vibrations of the sybian’s ridge.
There was no breathing to distract herself anymore, because her throat had simply locked up. It was too much. No woman could have held on against this focused assault on her most sensitive spot. Monica’s mouth hang open in a silent scream as her orgasm ripped through her.
It was explosive all right, but it certainly wasn’t short. The vibrations kept going at the exact same insane intensity, and Claire was still leaning against her, making sure there was no escape for her poor clit.
Monica didn’t even feel the contractions and waves of a usual orgasm. The pleasure was so raw and unyielding, it was like continuous lightning shooting through her body. Like hot caffeine directly injected into her veins. A ringing in her ears drowned out even the deafening roar of the machine, and she was getting light-headed from the lack of oxygen. It took all she had to relax her muscles enough to get a few hungry breaths in before her throat locked back up in this silent scream as her body was unable to process the sensations.
There was no real end to the orgasm, only a gradual shift from pleasure that was painfully intense to pleasure that was intensely painful. Those relentless vibrations had milked her clit for all it was worth, but they still kept going. The machine didn’t care that she was ridiculously oversensitive and desperately needed a break. It kept drilling into her without mercy, and between the expertly knotted rope and Claire pushing against her back, she wasn’t allowed even the tiniest bit of relief from this torture.
“Oh God, oh God, fuck, fuck, fuck...” Monica’s head was fuzzy. Despite her eyes being wide open, she could barely make out the room anymore. This endless agonizing pleasure dominated absolutely everything else. “How long?”
Claire took her sweet time answering, knowing full well that every second was another jab at Monica’s sanity. “A good six minutes so far. I have to say, you’re holding on much better than I thought. You’re a tough one.”
Monica’s lips twisted into a crooked grin. Yes, she was a tough one. She could do it. It felt absolutely insane and she’d be sore for days, but she could do it.
And it wasn’t all bad. In fact, she was almost getting used to the intensity. It didn’t feel like her clit was being fried by a taser anymore. In fact, she barely even felt it at all. The powerful vibrations numbed her, turning her entire crotch into one homogeneous mass of dull, but suffocatingly deep pleasure.
Someone laughed, and it took Monica far too long to realize that it was herself. How had she ever thought that this was torture? It was absolutely amazing. Every nerve in her body was ablaze with a crazy rush of energy. Already she felt the tension of another orgasm growing between her legs. One that was shaping up to be much, much bigger than the first one.
Maybe she should have tried to fight it, but she had neither the strength nor the will for it. The relentless stimulation threw her over the edge once more, and this time her scream was everything but silent.
She couldn’t even tell if it actually felt good. It was just pure intensity that melted her mind as her body got wrecked by this relentless machine. She trashed around so violently that it made the sybian rock on the floor. The ropes had to tug at her breasts like crazy, but she didn’t even feel them. There was nothing except for her and her orgasm.
Until it ended, leaving her clit far, far more sensitive than it had ever been before.
“Oh God, turn it off, turn it off!” she screamed. There was nothing pleasurable about this pain anymore. Tears stung in her eyes as she felt like her clit was getting shredded to pieces.
Claire immediately switched the sybian off. Monica hungrily sucked in air as her body was finally granted relief. Without the ropes and Claire holding her upright, she would have simply collapsed.
“That was… that was...” Monica laughed maniacally. She couldn’t help it. Every single muscle in her body was sore from the tension, and her pussy ached like crazy despite still being completely numb. “That was so insane. Like, wheew.”
“Glad to hear you had fun.” Claire undid the ropes around Monica’s breast.
Monica remembered that her chest was also throbbing and aching from what she’d put it through, but that was just another entry in the long list of things that were out of whack with her body, and none of them mattered.
“Oh yeah, so much fun.”
It wasn’t even her boasting or faking confidence. Yes, it had been utterly unbearable, especially at the end where it had felt like she’d die if she had to suffer even a single additional second of this brutal assault on her oversensitive clit. But it had also been such an amazing rush, something unlike anything she had ever experienced before. She truly didn’t care if she spent the next days sore and unable to close her legs. It had been so, so worth it.
“You’ve gotta let me use that thing again sometime.”
Claire chuckled. “I can turn it back on right now if you want.”
Monica’s eyes grew wide. “You wouldn’t dare.” She had cooled down a little bit, but the mere thought of any more stimulation right now made her shiver.
“I totally would, so be careful what you say.” Claire chuckled again, and Monica couldn’t help notice that she wasn’t in any hurry to undo the rest of the ropes. “Don’t worry, I’m not unreasonable. But you’ll have to find some other way to pay for your hubris, then.”
Right, there had been some stakes to Monica’s challenge. She had completely forgot about them in all the excitement. “You sure that wasn’t ten minutes?” It had felt so much longer than that.
Claire held up her stopwatch. “Nine minutes thirty-seven seconds. Amazing for a first-timer, but sadly just a little short of what you promised me.”
Well, the clock didn’t lie. Or maybe it did. Monica had no way of checking if maybe Claire had fudged the time-taking a little. Not that she cared. It wasn’t like she minded paying the price.
She threw her head back so she could look Claire in the eyes. “What can I say? Guess I’m all yours for a little longer.”






  
  Paint it Red


It was Sunday evening, which made it the seventh time this week that Cindy was lying over Rose’s lap wearing only her top, getting her naked bottom reddened by her girlfriend. 
“I get the feeling that something about this isn’t working,” Rose said after a good ten minutes. She couldn’t quite hide her exasperation. Yes, Cindy’s butt was pretty hot (figuratively as well as literally) when it had this nice rosy color, and it wasn’t like she didn’t enjoy punishing her girlfriend for her bratty behavior, but it was more than clear that these spankings had zero impact. If anything, Cindy was getting more and more cocky each day, and with how much Rose’s palms stung, she even felt that there might be some truth to the old saying “This hurts me more than it hurts you”.
“What do you mean? I’d say this is working perfectly fine. Or are you saying I don’t deserve a little punishment for my behavior?”
No, Rose was definitely not saying that. Claiming that Cindy had been begging for a punishment would have been an understatement. They’d sat down on the couch after lunch to watch a couple episodes, but they hadn’t even made it to the decision of which show they were going to watch, because Cindy had started biting Rose. Repeatedly. And not that lightly either. Rose still felt the teeth marks on her arm.
“I’m saying that it looks like you’re enjoying these punishments a little too much. They’re certainly not doing anything to improve your behavior.”
“I told you at the start: I’m a brat. You decided that you wanted me anyway, so now you have to live with the consequences.” Cindy turned her upper body a bit so Rose could see her smirk as she poked her in the side.
Yes, Cindy had been very upfront about what kind of relationship she wanted, and Rose wouldn’t have her any other way. She’d had to break up with two partners in a row because despite being really nice people, they had been a total snoozefest in the bedroom. It was a nice change of pace to have someone constantly begging for some sexy attention, even if it could be a bit exhausting at times. Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was an integral part missing to how this dynamic was supposed to play out.
Rose gave her girlfriend another loud slap on her reddened buttocks, which earned her a little twitch but did nothing to wipe the smirk off Cindy’s lips. “Isn’t a brat supposed to be put into her place by the punishment? It looks to me that you’re just as cocky as before your spanking.”
“What gave you that idea?” Cindy pinched her in the side, causing Rose to shriek. Being exceedingly ticklish wasn’t exactly the most dominant trait in the world. “But if you think so, then maybe you’re not spanking me hard enough.”
“Maybe I am indeed.”
It was true to Rose had been holding back so far. She didn’t have much experience with pain play and she was afraid of leaving any lasting bruising. The flip side of this was, of course, that Cindy’s daily spankings didn’t have any real impact.
The first couple of times had been new and exciting, but Rose had already found herself wondering what it would be like if she silenced her worries and really made Cindy scream for once. Especially since by the looks of it, her girlfriend was more than ready to ramp up the intensity.
She looked around the room for something that would leave a stronger impression than her bare hand. Since her relationship with Cindy was still relatively fresh and she hadn’t had much opportunity to live out her sadistic side before, all of her sex toys were of the vibrating kind. Her bedroom was woefully bereft of crops, floggers, or wooden paddles with so many holes in them that you couldn’t help question their structural integrity. Which didn’t mean there weren’t any potential implements to find, though, if one was a little creative.
“Are you up for a little experiment? But I’m warning you right now, depending on how it goes, sitting might be a bit difficult for you tomorrow.”
“Good thing I have a standing desk at work, then.”
That settled it. Rose gave Cindy’s butt a last smack for good measure before telling her girlfriend to get off her lap. “Bend over the table there. I’ll get something to deal with little brats who don’t know how to behave.”
For once Cindy did as she was told with no snarky remark and no token resistance. Seemed like she was too excited to find out what Rose had in mind to delay it with her little games.
Rose left her girlfriend and her sexy glowing butt behind and took a quick trip to the living room where she kept her gardening equipment. She’d remembered her supply of bamboo sticks. They were meant to give the plants something to hold on to as they grew, but some of them had the right size and length to double as a cane.
She swung one of them to get a feel for it. It cut through the air with a startlingly loud swoosh. That thing had to pack quite a punch when it hit the skin at peak velocity. Rose hesitated for a moment, unsure if this was a little too hardcore after all, but she quickly thought better of it. There should be no issue as long as she ramped the intensity up slowly, and Cindy had proven time and time again that she could handle a little pain.
When her girlfriend saw her return with this new toy, her eyes immediately lit up. “Uh, spicy,” she said, wiggling her butt invitingly.
Rose took position beside her. Her heartbeat quickened as she rested her improvised cane against Cindy’s reddened cheeks. “You’ll let me know if it hurts too much, right?”
“Sure thing. And I’ll also let you know if it hurts too little. You know me. I’m a master of constructive feedback.”
Rose tapped Cindy’s butt a few times to get a feel for it, before taking a first experimental swing. It was a lot weaker than what she had tried in the living room, but there was already a very satisfying smack as it connected with Cindy’s cheeks.
“Constructive feedback burger of the day: Nice try. I definitely felt something. You still have a lot to learn about punishments, though.” Cindy looked back at her, her face shining with mischief. “Oh, I forgot. A feedback burger is supposed to end with something positive. Well... those panties of yours are pretty sexy. Not as sexy as if you took them off, but it’s a start. Kinda like your caning, really.”
“Okay, you only have yourself to blame for this.” Rose raised the stick again, and this time she didn’t hold back.
The impact was frighteningly loud. Rose flinched even more than Cindy did, and she immediately felt a pang of bad conscience when she saw the red stripe form on Cindy’s cheeks. It didn’t look as if she had broken the skin, but she hadn’t missed by much. That was going to bruise for sure.
“Yep, that’s more like it.” Cindy did her best to keep up her bratty attitude, but she sounded breathless and her whole body had tensed up.
“You okay there?” Rose gently stroked over the welt with her fingers. Cindy’s butt was glowing hot, and even that little touch made her girlfriend twitch.
“I’m okay, I’m okay. Just... Wheew!” Cindy shook herself as if she was hyping herself up. “Okay, I’m ready. Hit me again!”
Rose couldn’t help but laugh. Her girlfriend really was incredible. “I’m telling you, your ass is gonna be black and blue for days to come.”
“And I’m telling you that I don’t care. Come on, don’t leave me hanging here! Or do I need to bite you again to motivate you?”
“Thanks, but I’m good. I’ve had my fair share of biting already.” Rose took a deep breath, her lips were curled in a mad smile. “Okay, then. Here we go!”
She let the cane sing. Her strikes weren’t as hard this time, but she lay three of them down with barely any break, and they were still powerful enough to leave crimson marks. Cindy’s legs were shaking by the end of it, and she giggled like a maniac. “Now that’s what I call a punishment! You should’ve brought that thing out much earlier.”
“That so? You still sound like you’re enjoying yourself way too much.”
“Whatcha gonna do about it?”
This whole thing was absolutely crazy. Even when they had started introducing some kinkier elements to their relationships, Rose had always instinctively believed that things like this only happened in porn, or at these fetish parties that her imposter syndrome kept her from attending. Normal people didn’t completely destroy their girlfriend’s ass while said girlfriend urged them to go harder.
Rose put her strength into the next strike. It landed a bit lower than intended, connecting right where Cindy’s right butt cheek met her upper thigh. Cindy’s shriek made her flinch. That must have hurt like a bitch! But while her girlfriend was shaking from pain, she didn’t stop her manic giggles.
“Oh fuck!” Cindy exclaimed, restlessly shifting from one foot to the other. She had clenched her hands into such tight fists that her fingers were getting white. “Again!”
Cindy happily granted her wish. By this point, her worries had been replaced by the exhilarating rush of getting to experiment with a whole new side of herself and their dynamic. So far, spanking Cindy had been fun enough, but when it came down to it, it had just been some idle fun and games, and she wouldn’t have minded if Cindy had turned the tables on her at some point.
This here was something else entirely. Rose didn’t want to find out what this cane felt like when it was used with such ruthless violence, not in a million years. Maybe she should have felt bad about inflicting this kind of pain on her girlfriend, but how could she when Cindy offered herself so eagerly? And when it was so fun to see her jump and twitch with every strike, hear her yelp and scream, before immediately going back to demanding more?
There really had been no reason to be this afraid of leaving bruises. Cindy’s ass was turning into a work of art. The rosy color from earlier provided a nice background for the crimson lines where the cane had bitten into her skin. And just looking at the impact zones of the particularly vicious blows that were slowly turning blue was enough to make Rose’s mind feel all fuzzy.
“Think the lesson is getting through?” Rose asked when she paused after another ten or so strikes. By this point she only had to get her hand close to Cindy’s butt to feel the heat radiating from it. That ass had to smart like crazy.
“Absolutely,” Cindy said with another giggle. “If this is the punishment, I’m so deadly afraid, I’ll never bite you ever again.”
Her voice was dripping with sarcasm. Rose’s arousal spiked as she realized that this wasn’t the only way her girlfriend was dripping. She only needed to take a cursory look between Cindy’s striped red butt cheeks to see a sticky drop freely dangling down. Even knowing how much of a masochist her girlfriend was, she hadn’t expected the cane to have this much of an effect on her. That drop already reached down almost halfway to her knees, for God’s sake! How could someone get this hot from just pain? Then again, Rose really shouldn’t be judging anyone, with how wet her own panties felt.
“Somehow I don’t believe you,” she told Cindy as she caught that shiny drop with her finger. It was hard not to giggle herself. Sadism and dominance were one hell of a drug. “I don’t know what it is, but somehow I get the feeling that you’re still enjoying your punishment far too much. If only I could put my finger on it...” She reached up and touched Cindy’s soaked pussy with her now thoroughly wetted finger.
That little gasp her girlfriend made was the most adorable thing ever. And the way she immediately started working her hips to get a bit more stimulation out of Rose’s touch. Delicious! Rose was tempted to keep rubbing her until she was screaming for entirely different reasons. Cindy had a tendency to get loud when she felt good, and those shameless moans of hers when she came never failed to get Rose all hot and bothered herself. She resisted, though, and pulled her finger back. This was supposed to be a punishment after all.
“Do I need to punish you for lying to me about having learned your lesson?”
Cindy laughed. She, too, was clearly tripping on endorphins. “’Course you do. I deserve it for being such a bad, bad girl.”
The cane cut into her ass again. Once, twice, countless times. Rose held her strength back a little, but she quickly found that an endless barrage of little wrist flicks quickly added up to be at least as devastating as going all out with singular strikes.
Cindy’s giggles got increasingly frantic as the cane rained down on her without pause. The individual strikes might not be strong enough to leave marks, but together they didn’t take long to turn the rosy glow of her cheeks into a shining red. She was lying on the table with all her weight now, her feet having lost contact with the floor as she flailed around with her legs. The pain was clearly getting to her, but she never stopped laughing, and so Rose saw no reason to stop either.
Cindy was still laughing when Rose finally relented. It was a wheezing laughter, like someone might sound after getting tickled almost to the point of suffocating. Rose gave her girlfriend a bit of time to cool down and catch her breath while she took a closer look at her work.
This butt wasn’t going to cool down any time soon, that much was clear. When Rose gingerly touched it with her fingers, it felt like Cindy was running a very high, very localized fever. Also, just running her fingertips over the abraded skin was enough to make her girlfriend yelp. Those sounds she made were adorable and sexy as fuck, but also a sign that she had to be nearing her limits if she had become this sensitive. It was a bit of pity now that Cindy had gotten into the grove of her sadistic side, but it wasn’t like there weren’t other ways to have fun. After all, punishing Cindy had made her horny as fuck, and it was high time to do something about it.
“I’d say I’ve made my point clear. How about you make up for your brattiness some other way now? I could think of something I want you to do...” She let her fingers travel downward between Cindy’s legs, just in case her seductive tone had not been clear enough.
Cindy shivered and made a sound that could have been a whimper, could have been a moan, could have been a scoff. That Rose couldn’t see her face didn’t make her mood easier to interpret.
“What was that?” Rose asked. She removed her fingers to give her girlfriend a chance to answer without any distractions.
“But I haven’t learned my lesson yet,” Cindy whined. Like, she actually whined, in a petulant voice like a child demanding more chocolate.
Rose gave her a slap with her palm. It was barely even a spank, but it still made Cindy exhale sharply. “I’d say your butt is pretty finished for now. And it’s also just pretty in general. That color suits you.” This time she didn’t bother to suppress the giggles. She was having way too much fun.
“I’m pretty sure I can take a few more.” Cindy wiggled her butt. Subtlety really wasn’t her strong suit.
Maybe Rose should have stopped it there. They’d had a blast already, and there would be more than enough other evenings where they could continue their explorations down the rabbit hole of corporal punishments. If she was honest with herself, though, she really didn’t feel like listening to the voice of reason.
There was zero ambiguity about what Cindy wanted, and it was intriguing to find out if she could actually bring her girlfriend to a point where even her unshakable brattiness admitted defeat. Of course, Rose herself would have been crying and promising to be a good girl for the rest of her life already if her ass looked even half as bad as Cindy’s did right now, but they’d already established that they couldn’t have been any more different when it came to pain tolerance.
“I guess I can give you a few more. Because you’ve been that good at being bad.” Rose chuckled as she lined the cane up with Cindy’s cheeks. “How many more do you think you can handle?”
“As many as you want.” Cindy’s voice sent a hot tingle down Rose’s spine. She couldn’t remember her girlfriend having ever sounded this in love, not even when they’d first talked about getting more serious about their relationship. “Hit me with all you got! I can take it.”
“Let’s see about that.”
The next strike was frightfully loud again, and it left a fiery line across both of Cindy’s cheeks that stood out even against her already thoroughly reddened skin. Cindy thumped her fists against the table. For a few moments she sounded like she was choking, but her body quickly stopped trembling. “Again!”
Rose’s stomach fluttered as she brought the cane down again and again, each time making her girlfriend scream and jump as yet another red line cut into her tenderized ass. Some of the previous marks were turning darker, almost purple. But even when Cindy sounded like she was close to crying, she kept loudly begging for more.
When Rose went for an especially vicious strike that crossed over some of the previous welts, Cindy’s ear-piercing scream shook Rose out of her horny high. For a moment she thought the choking breaths following the scream were more of Cindy’s crazed giggles, before her insides froze as she realized that her girlfriend was sobbing.
“Oh God, I’m sorry! Are you okay?”
Rose reached out to hug Cindy, only to stop herself. What if her girlfriend didn’t want to be touched right now? But what she did? No matter what Rose did, there was a good chance she’d do something wrong and hurt Cindy. Or rather, hurt her even more. Why hadn’t she stopped when she’d felt it was enough? Would Cindy hate her for going overboard? Would she hate her if she didn’t offer the right emotional support now? But what was the right support?
It took barely a second for all of these thoughts and more to shoot through Rose’s mind. She could have really used a hug herself, but it would have felt real shitty to ask for cuddles before she even knew what her girlfriend needed.
Cindy wiped her eyes. “I’m okay,” she said between sniffles. “I’m okay, really.”
It was exceedingly clear that she was not okay. Her voice cracked as she fought hard to hold back more sobs, and she kept trembling all over.
“Are you sure?” Rose put the cane down on the floor and once again stopped herself from hugging Cindy unprompted. She really wished she knew what she was supposed to do.
Cindy nodded. Her eyes were wet and she was still sniffling, but she managed a crooked smile as she replied “Yeah. Don’t worry. I just… Maybe I overestimated myself a little bit.”
It was an immense relief that Cindy was somewhat stable and didn’t appear to blame Rose for anything, but Rose’s chest still had a tight knot in her chest as she fetched a tissue. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled as she handed it to Cindy. “I totally overdid it there.”
“Not your fault. I totally asked for it.” Cindy blew her nose. “Sorry I startled you. It was just- Ow, fuck!” She winced. The act of propping herself up on her arms must have irritated the skin on her butt.
“I’m sorry,” Rose repeated, biting her lip. “I didn’t mean to… I…”
She realized with a jab of guilt that her own eyes were getting wet. Why was she tearing up? She wasn’t the one who’d gotten hurt. She didn’t have a right to cry!
“Aww, you poor thing!” Cindy did a remarkable job of hiding her pain as she got on her feet and opened her arms. “Come here!”
Rose hated how needily she let herself fall into Cindy’s embrace. This was all wrong! Why was she the one being consoled here? She should have been the one to lend Cindy strength, and yet she barely managed to hold back her own tears while her girlfriend appeared perfectly fine again. Unless she just acted like it for Rose’s sake. That thought really didn’t help keep the guilt at bay.
“It’s okay. I’m fine. Everything’s fine.” Cindy kept speaking softly to her as she held Rose in her arms and gently stroked over the back of her head. “You didn’t do anything wrong. I got way too excited there and didn’t know my limits. It’s not your fault that I was stupid.”
“You’re not stupid,” Rose mumbled, painfully aware that she was sniffling into Cindy’s shoulder, but unable to stop it. “I should have seen it, but I got carried away, and I should have helped you, but I’m useless and…”
“You’re not useless. You’re amazing.” Cindy kissed Rose’s forehead and made her look her in the eyes. “And I had a lot of fun, even with that little hiccup at the end. Did you also have fun?”
Rose nodded. Yes, she did have fun. Lots of it. Even if it felt bad to admit it.
“Then there’s no problem. Next time we’ll be more careful, and then everything will be fine. Deal?”
Rose nodded again. She was glad that Cindy had brought up the suggestion of there being a next time, because she didn’t think she would have had the courage to initiate another session on her own. “I love you,” she whispered.
“Love you, too.” Cindy kissed her on the lips. It was rather on the wet side when it came to kisses, but this final confirmation that everything was fine felt far too good.
“Anything I can do for you now?” Rose asked, swallowing her last sniffles.
Cindy’s smile was almost back to her usual mischievous self. “Well, I could really do with some lotion right now. I’m gonna get a lot of use out of my standing desk the next couple of days.” She giggled as she leaned in and trailed a line of kisses over Rose’s cheek to her ear, where she gently nibbled her earlobe. That was something that never failed to get Rose going, even after this little emotional roller coaster. “And once you’ve taken care of me, I can take care of you. You mentioned something earlier…”
Rose couldn’t help but smile herself. Cindy really was unbelievable. And it wasn’t like Rose wasn’t at all horny anymore, the incident hat just pushed it to the back of her mind. “Only if you really want...”
“Oh, but I really, really want.” Cindy giggled as she bit down on Rose’s earlobe a little harder. “Today I wanna be your bestest girl. And maybe tomorrow as well. After that, though...” She giggled in the most adorably naughty way. “I hope I can count on you to give me more little reminders to stay on my best behavior.”
Rose snuggled up to Cindy, their cheeks rubbing against each other. She was still a bit overwhelmed by everything, but it was hard to keep doubting herself when she had such an adorably loving girlfriend by your side. There would be a next time, and they’d both have fun all the way through to the end. She’d make sure of that. “Of course,” she said. “You can always count on me.”






  
  Happy Birthday


Today was Julia’s birthday. The big party was scheduled for the following weekend. Ashley and her had already worked hard to get the house ready for the dozens of friends they’d invited, and to make sure that they were well-stocked when it came to snacks and alcohol. 
Today, though, they were occupied in other ways. More personal ways. Ashley had promised her a birthday session she would remember for a long time to come.
It started as it always did, with Julia butt naked while Ashley was dressed up in her black latex suit, the one that signaled that she was more than Julia’s loving girlfriend now. She had turned into her Mistress, equally loving, though often enough in a lovingly cruel way. The shining black latex looked absolutely stunning on her as it encased her entire body safe for her hands and feet, and of course her pretty head. While Julia still lamented that she couldn’t look at her girlfriend’s beautiful body during their sessions, she had to admit that this getup perfectly accentuated Ashley’s natural authority. Every time she saw Ashley dressed to kill like that, she got weak in her knees as her body remembered the countless past sessions and what she had experienced at her girlfriend’s mercy.
Julia knew that this would be more involved than their usual kinky roleplay sessions when Ashley took her into the basement. Normally their games stayed in the bedroom, unless her girlfriend had plans that required more space, or at least a space where it didn’t matter as much if things got messy.
Only a single lamp was turned on in the basement, but Ashley had arranged a giant collection of big white candles, their flickering flames playing against the electric light to bathe the basement in an alluringly lively orange twilight. The hot, slightly smoky smell of all these candles filled Julia’s nose the moment she sat foot on the stairs. It made her think of Christmas, although if Ashley was her Santa, than Julia must have been at the very top of the naughty list.
She couldn’t appreciate the pretty candles for long, though, because as soon as they were down the stairs, Ashley made her turn around and pushed her against the side of the staircase. Julia had never been a fan of how the stairs were right in the middle of the room, creating this awkward space beneath them that was too small and too weirdly shaped to use for storage, but still open enough to collect dust and dirt while being inconvenient to clean. But it seemed like Ashley had finally figured out a use for it, because mere minutes later Julia found herself strapped to the stairs’ rails.
It was one of the strangest bondage positions she’d ever been in. Ashley fixated her arms to the rails with three leather straps each, so she was pressed against the staircase with absolutely no freedom of movement. Her left arm went upstairs, her right one down, creating a distracting imbalance in her upper body. To throw her off even more, Ashley made her put her right foot on one of the lower steps where she fixated it with more straps, while her left foot was allowed to stay on the floor and remain free. It was a freedom that came with a hefty price, though. While Julia could shift her weight around a little, it was an exhausting process. She’d be stuck standing on only her left foot for most of the time, and she already felt the strain building up in her leg.
“Such a pretty birthday girl.” Ashley stood on the steps right before Julia, though the difference in elevation meant that she towered over her like the latex-clad Goddess she was.
“Your pretty birthday girl,” Julia said, stretching her neck so she could look up at Ashley with adoring eyes. The awkward bondage could have been annoying with how it made her stand in a way that was just a tad too uncomfortable to ignore, but she was already falling deep enough into subspace that this constant strain only registered as a spicy backdrop. She didn’t want to be comfortable. She wanted to fully experience everything Ashley’s wicked mind had cooked up for her.
“Is there anything my birthday girl wants for a present?”
“I already have the best present I could ever wish for: you.”
Yes, it was extremely cheesy, but Julia only said it half jokingly. The two of them had been together for a good two years now, and it still felt like they were in their honeymoon phase. Julia couldn’t have been happier to have found a girlfriend who’s weirdness perfectly matched her own.
“Aww, so sweet. You almost make me feel bad about the awful things I’m gonna do to you.” Ashley chuckled. “But I guess since you’re so cute, I can let you enjoy your present a bit before we get to the main part.”
From her position on the stair she didn’t have to raise her foot much to shove it into Julia’s face. A nice side effect of their party preparation was that they’d just cleaned all the floors, meaning there was no dirt no Ashley’s feet and no reason for Julia to hold back.
“Thank you, Mistress!” She placed a couple of gentle kisses on Ashley’s sole before running her tongue all over it.
For a moment she considered being a bad girl and going for some cheeky tongue flicks between Ashley’s toes. Her girlfriend was ridiculously ticklish, and it would have been so easy to make her shriek in the most adorably undignified way. Julia decided against it, though. Ashley had such a nice scene going, and she didn’t want to derail her plans. Also, everything suggested that she would suffer more than enough today, even if she didn’t provoke any additional punishments.
So she stayed the perfect good girl and ran her tongue along Ashley’s arches in slow, wet licks, the kind she’d learned didn’t risk any accidental tickles. And also the kind that were the quickest to fill her mouth with the alluring taste of Ashley’s skin.
She hadn’t been into feet at the beginning of their relationship, and she’d still claim that she wasn’t. While feet could be pretty in their own right, they were just another part of the body, and she could easily list at least five other parts that were much more exciting. Most of those were behind an impenetrable layer of latex, though, and while Julia had gotten used to the characteristic smell of that stuff, maybe even come to like it in that same Pavlovian way, its clammy taste was still a no-go for her.
Which was a problem since Julia absolutely adored being made to worship Ashley’s body with her mouth. It was such an intimate way of showing her appreciation for her girlfriend. And while Ashley gave her ample opportunity to indulge in this oral fetish of hers outside of their kinky sessions (for completely selfless reasons and totally not because it always ended with Julia eating her out to an amazing orgasm), Julia had learned to make the most out of what she got, and the only things she could get that weren’t covered with latex were, of course, Ashley’s hands and feet.
“You’re far too horny for this,” Ashley said as Julia closed her lips around her toes to suck on them. That was another way to show her love without risking any tickles, and it was so, so satisfying. Julia could have spent hours doing nothing but pampering Ashley’s feet with her mouth. And there had been times when she’d done exactly that, although both of them had been in a more comfortable position then. “I’ve always wondered, if I told you that for the next month you could either not come a single time, or you can’t ever have any part of me in your mouth, what would you choose? What of these two is harder for you to live without?”
“That would be cruel,” Julia said, her words barely understandable from still having Ashley’s toes in her mouth.
“I know. But being cruel is kinda what I do.” Ashley pulled her foot back only to shove her other one into Julia’s still invitingly open mouth. She pushed Julia’s tongue down with her toes, knowing perfectly well what it did to her girlfriend when she took such total control of her body. “Just out of interest: What would your answer be?”
The foot retreated a bit to give Julia a chance to reply, but not far enough to be out of reach to receive even more love. To gain some time, Julia leaned in and caressed Ashley’s soft pads with those same slow, wet licks she’d gotten so good at.
What would she pick indeed? Only hypothetically of course, because even her girlfriend in full Mistress mode wouldn’t be so cruel as to actually force her to make such a decision. With how high both of their sex drives were, one month without coming sounded absolutely horrible. Ashley had denied her a couple of times in the past as part of their games, but never for more than a few days at most, and even that had usually been enough to reduce her to a dripping mess who was ready to do pretty much anything for an orgasm.
Then again, she really loved exploring Ashley’s body with her mouth, and if she was forbidden from doing so, she’d be missing an essential part of her sexual world. Which wasn’t to say that an orgasm wasn’t an essential part of her sexual world as well, but was it really as essential as the breathtaking sensuality of experiencing her girlfriend in the most intimate way?
Ashley’s taste clung to her tongue as she kept licking her sole as a vivid reminder of what she’d be missing out on. Maybe thinking about this question while she was in the middle of worshiping her girlfriend’s feet skewed the results, but the more Julia considered it, the more she convinced herself that when push came to shove, her orgasms weren’t as essential by comparison. Sure, they felt real nice, but they were only the happy ending to round out the sex. If Ashley denied her access to her body, then the sex itself would be lacking. And wasn’t this also the right answer for a natural submissive as herself? To pick the option that brought her girlfriend as much pleasure as it did her, instead of the option that only she herself profited from?
Hypothetically speaking, of course, because again, Ashley wouldn’t actually make her choose. Even though Julia had to admit that imagining it was kinda hot.
“I guess the answer is that I couldn’t live without this,” she said as she once again took Ashley’s toes into her mouth and enjoyed their softness against her tongue as she sucked on them to her heart’s content.
Ashley laughed. “I should have figured. You really are hopeless.”
She let Julia indulge herself for a minute or so more before she put her foot down again. She bent down and gently wiped the droplets of drool from Julia’s chin that had splattered there when she’d first pulled her foot out. “But I think that’s enough of this for now. I have another present I want to give you, but first you have to blow out the candles.”
Julia nodded. She didn’t really understand what Ashley was on about, but that was fine. Not knowing what was going to happen was half the fun of these sessions. And of course she took this chance to kiss her girlfriend’s hand. Several times.
“Hopeless,” Ashley said again as she stepped down from the chairs and walked into the basement proper. Whatever she was doing happened behind Julia, and the awkward bondage made it all but impossible to turn her head to follow her girlfriend with her eyes. It sounded like she was picking something up.
Moments later Ashley was standing right behind Julia. Her body seemed to radiate much more warmth than usual. If Julia had thought about it for a moment longer she would have figured out what was going on, but Ashley didn’t give her the time.
“Make a wish.”
Julia shrieked in surprise and pain as liquid fire dripped down her back. She thrashed against her bonds, trying to shake the burning stuff off her, but it clung to her skin. At least it cooled off quickly. The flash of pain only lasted for a few seconds, but it left her skin tender and with some weirdly porous stuff sticking to her back.
“Don’t be such a drama queen. I tried it out before, and it’s really not that bad. Okay, maybe a little bad. And I guess I didn’t use quite as much on myself. Oh well.”
Another line of fire seared Julia’s back, some of it hitting the top of her butt cheeks. She sharply sucked in air as she tried to deal with the sensations. Her suspicions were confirmed when she turned her head enough to see one of the giant white candles in Ashley’s hand. The flame had burned an impressively big crater into it. The wick should have been swimming in a pool of molten wax, only that it wasn’t. Because all of that now clung to Julia’s back.
“How does it feel?” Ashley asked as she rummaged around in the back again, likely to switch the candles for two new ones.
“Hot.” Julia laughed. “And I gotta say, it hurts more than I thought.”
“That might be because I skipped the beginner ones and went straight for the good stuff. Still perfectly safe even if you don’t drip it from high up, but it feels like lava, doesn’t it?” Ashley was right behind her again. “Ready for more?”
Julia felt the familiar excitement rising, the one she always got when things were getting serious. “Bring it on.”
She had thought herself mentally prepared, but she hadn’t expected Ashley to splash the molten contents of both candles onto her back at the same time. The wax ran down her spine in viscous streams, setting her whole back on fire for several seconds. Julia couldn’t prevent herself from shrieking again. Between the embarrassment of having been caught off guard and the heat her body was forced to absorb, she was getting uncomfortably hot all over. It wouldn’t take much more before she started to sweat.
“You should see yourself. A real work of art.” Ashley put the candles down. “Such a shame that I have to destroy it.”
Once again the pain ebbed down almost as quickly as it had started, and Julia allowed herself to relax.
Big mistake.
Ashley clawed her nails into Julia’s back like a tiger attacking its prey. She kept her nails sharp because she loved to make Julia howl as she scratched her raw, but this was on a whole other level. It felt as if she was shredding her skin as she scraped pieces of hardened wax off her back on her way down.
“Oh fuck!” Julia tried to twitch away, but she was trapped between Ashley and the stairs. She kept screaming and cursing as Ashley’s infernal nails went all the way from her shoulder blades to her buttocks, leaving thin lines of pain in their wake that burned even worse than the wax had.
“Wow, that sounded intense,” Ashley said with an evil little chuckle. She picked some more pieces of wax off Julia’s back. Even though she didn’t aim to scratch her, each pick was accompanied by a sharp sting that made Julia flinch.
“What did you expect if you cut me open like that?” Julia panted. The worst of the pain was gone, but her heart was still racing, and like so many times before she couldn’t help but wonder how crazy she was that she actually got off from this. Given how much it had hurt, how cuttingly sharp the pain had been, she was sure that Ashley had broken the skin. It wouldn’t have been the first time, though usually it only happened after a lot of scratching. And yet her body only reacted with a fresh wave of arousal. Fuck, they had barely even started and she was close to dripping already. Still, she needed at least some assessment of the damage. “How bad does it look?”
“It looks absolutely fantastic. You’re not cut open, though. Like, not at all. That was just a little love scratch. Barely even got your skin red.”
“What?” That couldn’t be true. Yes, Ashley had a way to make sure that her scratching always bordered on being unbearable no matter how much force she really used, but still. That had hurt so much more than “just a little love scratch”.
Ashley chuckled. “Yep. I barely did anything. Except abuse how tender the wax made you.”
So that’s what was going on. Julia had already noticed how tingly and sensitive the hot wax left her skin, but she hadn’t expected the effect to be this devastating.
Ashley put her nails back against Julia’s shoulder blades. She leaned in to nibble her girlfriend’s neck, almost gently even. The soft ministrations of her lips and teeth made Julia moan, but the pleasure was undercut by the ten sharp prickles she felt in her back and the hot anticipation of the moment when they would once again turn into fiery lines of pain.
“You know, originally I thought that it would be such a bother to get you cleaned up. Like, all that wax is gonna take forever to get off you. But I figured, I really want to try it out, and its your birthday, so I can put up with some busywork if it means we get to do something special.” Ashley’s lips remained on Julia’s neck, periodically interrupting her words with more kisses and nibbles. “But now it turns out, cleaning you up isn’t busywork. It’s where the real fun is.”
She bit down hard at the same time that she increased the pressure with her nails and sliced down in one swift motion.
Julia screamed, tears stinging in the corners of her eyes. She struggled to breathe through the maddening itch of all these thin burning lines down her back while her pussy clenched in manic excitement. The pain and the accompanying arousal were making her lightheaded, and her precarious position did nothing to help. Her leg already ached from having to bear her entire weight all this time, but just like she could do nothing to soothe her back, she couldn’t find a more comfortable pose.
Ashley licked Julia’s neck one last time before she let go of her. “I’m gonna have so much fun with you later. But first, we’ve got lots of candles left.”
“Lots?” Julia repeated, only slowly getting her breathing back under control.
“Well, we used four candles so far,” Ashley said, already rummaging around in the back again. “And today is your twenty-ninth birthday. Do the math.”
“Oh fuck.” Julia laughed, because really, what else was she to do?

Somewhere after candle ten (she had tried to keep count, but having her already tender skin repeatedly splashed with hot wax shattered any semblance of focus) Julia was losing it. She trusted Ashley when she told her that her back was still perfectly intact, but by God, it didn’t feel like it.
Ashley would always just do a few candles before she scratched the worst of the wax off. Officially because otherwise the old wax would form a protective shield, but Julia doubted that it would have been necessary to clean her up this often. Her back had lots of surface to play around with, especially with how Ashley was targeting her butt cheeks much more intentionally now. But of course what Ashley was really out for were her anguished howls when she attacked the tender skin with her sharp nails. Julia’s back didn’t stop burning and itching, and every iteration only made her even more sensitive. She was sweating for real now, and as her whole body kept heating up, her tenderized back felt the hot wax more and more intensely.
“Oh God please,” Julia burst out when Ashley returned with fresh candles once more.
“Please what? Don’t tell me you’re getting tired already. You’ve got lots more birthday candles to blow out still.”
“Not tired,” Julia said, even though that wasn’t entirely true. Her leg had started shaking from the strain of holding her up. She had tried repeatedly to shift some weight onto her other leg, but the process involved bending her back, and her body punished any attempt to do so immediately by making all the scratches flare up even worse. “But fuck, does it hurt.”
“That’s kinda the point, yes.” Ashley laughed, but she did put the candles down for the moment.
Julia breathed out in relief at this little break, though she wasn’t kidding herself that her girlfriend might actually go easy on her. When Ashley was in full domination mode, she didn’t have the patience for breaks. She always kept pushing, reveling in Julia’s struggle to hold on as she tested her limits without mercy.
Ashley shoved her hand between Julia’s legs, roughly fingering her exposed pussy. “Seems like your body isn’t complaining.” She brought her hand up to Julia’s face, showing her how wet it had gotten with just a couple of touches. “Now look at that. And you really want to tell me that you don’t enjoy what I’m doing to you?”
“I am.” Julia’s arousal flared up hotter than her back. She always loved it when Ashley confronted her with how crazy horny she got from the abuse. “But fuck, it feels like you’ve cut my back open with knives.”
“Oh, it’s far from open. Pretty red, but nothing more. I could keep this up for all the rest of the candles and never break your skin. And you’d still scream the house down if I did it. It’s kinda amazing, actually. Maybe we should do this more often.”
Julia didn’t answer. She needed her mouth for something else, something that would make it so much easier to pull herself together. And if Ashley already put her soiled hand in her reach, it would have been a crime to let this chance go to waste.
She took two of Ashley’s fingers into her mouth and moaned happily as she sucked on them. She was no stranger to her own taste, to the point where they joked that Julia would eat herself out if only her anatomy allowed it. It was so deliciously raunchy to be made to clean up after herself, and she especially loved how the taste of Ashley’s skin meshed with her own.
“I knew it. The same horn dog as always.”
Ashley allowed Julia to keep sucking on her fingers as she grabbed her pussy with her other hand. She wasn’t gentle in the slightest as she rubbed over her drenched folds, but if Julia had wanted gentle, she would have taken a vanilla girlfriend. After the pain had already stoked the flames of her arousal so much, it didn’t take much of this violent pleasure to get her wantonly moaning. She closed her eyes, letting herself fall fully into the bliss of Ashley’s fingers, both those between her legs and those in her mouth.
“I told you that I have another present for you,” Ashley said, never stopping her rough rubbing. She stayed away from Julia’s clit to make sure she wouldn’t get too much out of it, but her skillful touches were more than sufficient to keep her shaking with need. “You know, I figured I could be romantic for once and give you a kiss for your birthday. A kiss on any set of lips you want.”
She slapped Julia’s pussy, making her gasp with desire. Being eating out by Ashley was a rare treat and something to be treasured. While Ashley made sure that Julia got her fair share of pleasure (and sometimes much, much more than that when she got carried away with their magic wand), it was always either as part of one of their kinky sessions where she had more dominant ways to make her scream, or it was a quick cuddly fingering when they were horny but too lazy for a real scene. Ashley wasn’t opposed on principle to returning all the oral favors she got from her girlfriend, but she wasn’t one of the lucky people who got something out of sucking and licking things. Julia respected that, and it made her appreciate the rare times Ashley went down on her anyway all the more.
“And since it’s your birthday, I’ll even be nice and leave your back alone from now on if you want. You’ll still get all your candles, though. I’ll just find different spots for them.”
Julia knew that this “nicety” was a trap. Everything considered, the back was still one of the toughest parts of the human body. There was a reason it was the prime target for being whipped. The rest of her body would have even less resistance to the hot wax. But the rest of her body wasn’t tenderized and scratched raw yet. She knew that this could only lead to her hurting all over, but she still had to go for it. By her estimation they were through barely half of the candles, and she’d lose her mind if Ashley’s nails sliced into her shoulder blades so many more times.
“Yes, please,” she said, her words garbled by Ashley’s fingers. There wasn’t even a trace of her own taste left on them anymore, but Julia kept sucking them with relish anyway. Until Ashley pulled them out, drawing a disappointed whine from her.
“So greedy!” Ashley wiped her fingers on Julia’s cheeks before she bent down to pick up the next candle. Only one of them, though, because her other hand, the one that had just teased Julia’s pussy so excessively, had a much nicer job. “Okay, you can have your treat if you want it this much. But you better show me your appreciation and sing for me,” she commanded as she reached around Julia and stuffed her mouth again.
Julia’s sang. First it was happy moans at having Ashley’s juicy fingers back, but the moans got a lot more frantic when the first drops of wax hit her raised thigh. Fuck, that really hurt more than her back had in the beginning.
Ashley made that candle last. Instead of pouring the whole collected pool of wax at once, she dripped one drop at a time, each one a sharp sting on Julia’s skin. Especially when Ashley made the drops hit the sensitive inner thighs. It never hurt for long since these little drops barely took a second to cool off and harden, but that didn’t help much. These little flashes of pain were infuriating in their own right, though they were admittedly much easier to bear with Ashley’s fingers as a distraction.
A distraction she was deprived off when Ashley switched the now empty candle for a fresh one. “Sing for me,” she said again as she splashed its entire content onto Julia’s thighs.
It turned out, the single drops hadn’t been bad at all. The burn was so much worse when it was this spread out, and because it was so much wax at the same time, it was able to keep the heat for much longer. Julia’s shrieks echoed through the basement. It was a good thing their walls were soundproof.
“Aww, you poor thing,” Ashley mocked her after she’d put the candle down again. “Look at you, all covered in that nasty wax. Let me help you.”
Julia’s eyes grew wide as Ashley hovered her nails over her leg, giving her a couple of seconds to really appreciate the anticipation. She instinctively tried to flinch away, but of course her bondage was too stringent. She couldn’t escape these sharp nails as they dug into her inner thighs and scratched at the spots of hardened wax clinging to her skin, making her shriek once more.
It could have taken only a minute or so, but it felt so, so much longer. Ashley dug in with both hands, showing no mercy. Julia couldn’t decide if it was better or worse that she could watch her own torment now. She couldn’t be surprised by Ashley’s claws this time, which definitely was a plus, but just like it was much easier to have someone else pull a splinter out while you looked away, watching Ashley scratch her tender skin put a spotlight on the pain, making her feel it even more intensely.
And to add insult to injury, she had proof now that afterwards it looked like nothing at all had happened. The wax had given her skin a faint pinkish flush, and Ashley’s nails drew lines of a darker red, but both of these marks looked as harmless as could be. It was so unfair that it hurt so badly without leaving any visible proof of how much she was suffering here. Ashley had to think she was a crybaby for making such a fuss about nothing.
She got a short rest to catch her breath when Ashley was satisfied with her work and went to get the next candles. Not that Julia’s thigh was clean again. Ashley had gotten rid of most of the wax, but little sticky crumbs of the stuff remained all over her leg. Julia could only hope that she’d be allowed to wash them off once they were done. If Ashley insisted of scratching every last little piece off herself, she’d go insane.
They went through another agonizing circle of setting her thigh on fire, followed by more excruciating scratches. At least Ashley wasn’t so cruel as to continue like this, although it didn’t feel right to call the alternative a mercy. The next candles hit Julia’s butt, and while she was no stranger to being spanked, this was a completely different kind of pain, one she didn’t yet know how to deal with. Especially when a big drop of molten wax found its way into the cleft between her cheeks. Thankfully it didn’t make it all the way to her back door, but fuck, was that gap sensitive!
Speaking about sensitive, getting her ass scratched was no walk in the park either. And just when she thought it was over, Ashley gave her cheeks such a resounding slap that the mix of surprise and pain made her scream out loud.
“That sounds fun.” Ashley had gotten more and more giddy with each further candle, fully immersing herself in the fun of torturing Julia. Just like Julia had sunken deeper into the submissive haze that made it so much easier to bear her girlfriend’s cruel games and turned all the lingering pains into smoldering arousal. “We should try that out some other time. Wax your ass a couple of times and then have a go at it with the cane. What do you think?”
Julia just moaned as an answer, unsure if the prospect was crazy exciting or crazy terrifying. Ashley was an absolute menace with the cane, which was the reason they used it so rarely. Sitting was a challenge for a day or two following these sessions, and it often took over a week for the bruises to fully disappear. Which was saying nothing about how much sweat and tears Julia shed when she was getting her ass striped. At those times it was really, really good that their walls were soundproof. And that was with her cheeks hardened from the countless other spankings she’d received in the past. If she imagined what it would be like to suffer through such a thrashing after her ass had been freshly tenderized by the hot wax…
But first she had to make it through this session. Her ass got a second coating as well, giving her immediate proof that, yes, it really got fucking sensitive in the process. After that Ashley went for the calf of her raised leg, and the soft flesh there really did not appreciate the heat and the scratches either. Although it wasn’t worse than the next candle, which splashed against the inner thigh of the leg she stood on, just barely low enough that her pussy wasn’t hit as collateral damage. Didn’t change how crazy sensitive that area was even so.
Julia was approaching hysteria, and this wasn’t even the worst pain Ashley had ever put her through by a long shot. The aforementioned canings, for example, hurt much more. But there was something so insidious about these hot flashes followed by these sharp scratches. This wasn’t a pain she could let herself fall into, especially not with how her precarious pose forced her to keep her focus on her body.
But as infuriating as it was, she couldn’t deny that her suffering got her hot, and not just in the literal sense that she was dripping sweat like the candles were dripping wax. Her pussy had joined the dripping, and when Ashley “accidentally” brushed over it in her quest to violently clean Julia’s inner thighs, the sensations made her shiver from bliss. She was so ready for her present! And it shouldn’t be much longer yet. Surely it had been much more than twenty candles in total already.
“Last two,” Ashley said, confirming her suspicions. “So we should really make them count.”
She walked around Julia with the two candles and went up the stairs, where she crouched down right in front of her. She had this wide, tooth-heavy grin of hers that always filled Julia with equal parts anticipation and trepidation. “Could you lean back a little?”
Julia couldn’t, or at least not much, with how tightly her arms were bound to the stairs. She managed to throw her head back a little, though she flinched right back when she realized what her girlfriend was planning. “Wait, are you…”
“I totally am,” Ashley said, her grin only growing even wider. “I’m gonna turn your nips into your personal birthday candles.”
Julia gasped. She didn’t want to imagine what that hot wax felt like on her sensitive breasts. But she also didn’t want to chicken out so close to the finish line. She wanted to be a good girl for Ashley and earn her present. Even if being a good girl was so hard right now. She wasn’t going to beg for mercy, but she needed some help to gather the courage needed to face the pain. “Can I have something in my mouth? Please?”
“Sure.” Ashley’s grin turned into a smile. A decidedly mischievous smile, but she must have realized that Julia was approaching her limit and needed some love to make it through the pain.
Ashley fumbled around a bit, but it was physically impossible to hold two candles in one hand so she had one free as a treat for Julia, and it was just as impossible to raise one leg while crouching.
“Wait a sec, I got this.” She put the candles down and sat down on the stair. It didn’t look all that comfortable, but it allowed her to shove her foot into Julia’s face and pick both candles up again.
After a couple of adoring kisses and licks Julia took Ashley’s toes into her mouth. This was going to get intense. Having something to bite down on would have been ideal, but something to suck on was a close second. And if that something was a part of Ashley, then it immediately jumped up in the ranking. It might require a little more willpower not to involuntarily bite her girlfriend, but given the choice Julia would choose Ashley’s toes over a proper gag every single time.
“Ready? Here we go. Happy birthday to you!”
Ashley’s foot barely muffled Julia’s screams as she covered both her breasts in molten wax with a single swoop.
It burned. God, did it burn! Those two candles had been lit the longest, and the copious amounts of wax they’d gathered took several seconds to cool off. Julia trusted Ashley that it was safe, but damn, in the initial shock it felt like she was getting burned for real.
“Such a brave girl.” Ashley allowed Julia to suck on her toes for a little longer, letting her fully calm down before she pulled her foot back and returned to a much more comfortable looking crouching position. “But we aren’t done yet, now are we?”
Julia whimpered as Ashley grabbed her nipples. The wax softened the touch into a dull pressure, but it wouldn’t stay like that.
“Ready to be a brave girl one last time?”
Julia bit her lip and nodded. She wasn’t sure if she really was ready, or if she would ever be truly ready for what was to come, but she was one hundred percent sure that she was going to see it through. She was Ashley’s brave girl, and she was going to prove that she deserved that title.
And prove it she did. Ashley didn’t go for the same brutal scratches as she’d done everywhere else, but these scraping movements of her sharp nails were no less excruciating, especially when she cleaned up Julia’s nipples. This time she was maddeningly diligent and patient, scraping and picking every last little crumb of wax off Julia’s breasts. By the time she was done, they were red and raw all over and throbbed in an absolutely infuriating itch. Julia’s nipples had turned rock hard and ached just as badly. Her breasts needed some lotion so badly!
“Since you took it so well, I think another present is in order.” Ashley lay down on the stairs so her face was level with Julia’s chest. She slid forward a bit so she could cover her breasts in heavenly kisses.
It might not have soothed the itch all that much, but Julia still couldn’t help but moan as Ashley’s soft lips explored all over her chest. And she gasped in pure bliss when Ashley took her nipple into her mouth and gently sucked on it. It didn’t stop aching, but the ache became so much sweeter, reminding Julia how insanely horny she was.
After another round of loving kisses Ashley gave her other nipple some love as well. When she got up again, Julia was shaking with need. The session had pushed her to her limits, and she was so ready for a fitting finale.
It barely took a minute to free her. Setting the bondage up had been a bit of a hassle, and holding the position even more so, but opening the leather straps was a triviality. Julia sighed in relief when she could finally take her weight off her left leg, but that wasn’t the relief she’d been most eager for.
“Ready for your present?”
Julia nodded. Yes, she was ready. So ready.
“Then close your eyes.”
She did, although it took her two attempts. Being tortured for this long in this exhausting pose hadn’t been kind on her circulation, and she needed to hold on the stairs so she wouldn’t collapse. Once she’d regained her balance and the flickering lights had stopped dancing before her eyes, though, she closed her eyes, spread her legs, and prepared herself for her present.
She heard Ashley kneel down before her, and seconds later she almost stumbled again as she felt her girlfriend’s soft lips on her pussy and the bliss made her legs shake. Would she be able to keep standing? After all this, her orgasm would be crazy strong.
And there was Ashley’s tongue, gently poking against her lower lips. Julia’s only regret was that she was so close already that she wouldn’t be able to enjoy this for as long as she would have liked.
But she’d still expected more than the ten seconds or so before Ashley retreated again.
“What?” Julia shivered, her pussy throbbing in need. She opened her eyes and saw Ashley smirk as she stood back up.
“I told you: Your present is a kiss. That was a kiss, and a very nice one at that, so you have no reason to complain.”
“Yes, but…” Julia pouted. She’d been so close!
“But you wanted more?” Ashley laughed. “Should have thought about that before you decided that worshiping my body is worth more to you than your orgasms.”
“Hey, wasn’t that just-”
“Just hypothetical? Originally yes, but I figured, why let our dreams be dreams? And it’s just one month. It will be over before you know it.”
Julia very much doubted that. She was already skeptical how well she’d be able to sleep this night with all the pent-up arousal inside of her. It wasn’t fair! If she’d know that Ashley had been serious… well, in all honesty, her answer would have been the same, but still.
“Too much?” Ashley tilted her head and there was a softness in her voice that signaled that this wasn’t part of the scene anymore. She genuinely wanted to know if Julia was okay with this.
Was she? One month without orgasms sounded like absolute torture. And it was pretty much the opposite of what a birthday present was supposed to be: Taking something away from her instead of giving her something. And to spring this on her after how much Ashley had riled her up and tortured her!
And yet she couldn’t deny that the thought of continuing to suffer for her girlfriend was pretty hot. And she couldn’t help but wonder what it would do to their sex life if she spent several weeks pretty much perma-horny. That had to be a recipe for some pretty wild adventures.
“No, it’s fine,” Julia said. She already knew that she was going to regret this, but that was okay. Regretting things could be its own kind of fun. “But you better be ready to compensate me. If you take one of the two away, you’ve gotta give me all the more of the other.”
“Oh no, how horrible. I’ll have to be kissed and licked and eaten out all day long. How will I survive?” Ashley’s grin was back. She pulled Julia into a kiss. A hot, deep one, with the faintest taste of Julia’s pussy on her lips to spice it up. “I love you.”
“Love you, too.”
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