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Pleasure Spikes


Embroidery might not be the most adventurous or exciting
pursuit, but since my girlfriend, Emma, and I were well into our
40s and our days of hard partying and drinking the nights away were
long behind us, there was nothing we liked more than snuggling up
in front of a roaring log fire with a bottle of Merlot and a our
sewing kit. In fact, it was through a sewing club that we first
met, having fallen in love with each other’s floral patterns in the
annual competition. I was a new member but she soon made me feel
welcome and that flirty first encounter stemmed into a life of love
and the steamiest sex of my life. It wasn’t difficult to fall for
her, either. Even the most red-blooded heterosexual women in the
group couldn’t deny that Emma was a stunning natural beauty, from
her head of long, fiery hair that flowed down her back like drapes
that had been set ablaze to her adorable, gleaming white smile. The
tiny speck of her dark mole an inch to the right of her lips was
the icing on the cake for her mesmerising good looks and I knew
from the second I laid eyes on her that I wanted her. Thankfully,
when I got chatting with her I realised that her personality was
equally as vibrant as her appearance and together we formed quite
the cute couple.

Anyway,
as usual we were enjoying our wine with the TV muttering softly in
the corner of the room, barely even paying attention to whatever
crap happened to be beaming into the room. We were focused very
much on the task at hand – emblazoning badges onto our netball
team’s new uniforms. We had taken on the task rather than having it
done automatically by a machine, thinking that it would be so much
fun. We hadn’t quite reckoned on it taking up quite so much of our
time, though, and we’d been working on them every night for the
past few days. We had only reached half way through the box of
kits, each of which required a separate badge on both the tops and
the shorts. Emma was handling it fine, finding no difficult in
sewing the same pattern over and over again. However, despite my
usually gentile nature, I found myself gradually becoming more and
more impatient with the frustrating repetitiveness of the task. I
could feel my fingers shaking as the rage slowly brewed inside me.
My skin felt like it was crawling and becoming more and more
unbearable with every stitch that I sewed. My pace quickened as I
tried to hurry through each badge, but with the added pressure of
my trembling fingers, it was inevitable that I would make a
mistake.

“Ouch!”
I suddenly yelped, almost sending Emma’s glass of wine soaring
through the air as she sipped from the rim, “Goddamnit!”

“What on
Earth’s the matter?” she asked in her ever gentle tone as I sucked
on the tip of my left forefinger.


“Nothing...” I replied, inspecting the skin to find the prick
mark, “I just caught myself!”

“Idiot!”
she laughed, leaning over to take a look. She held my hand steady
and stared at it as a tiny red dot appeared in the centre and
seeped a droplet of blood. I sucked it again, frowning to myself as
a strange realisation swept my consciousness.

“What
now?” she asked, taking another sip of her wine. Like a hawk, she
had spotted my concerned expression and wanted to know what I was
thinking.

“I
just...” I started, but I had no idea how to vocalise what I meant,
“I... erm... it’s weird.”

“What
is?” she replied, tapping my shoulder with the back of her hand,
“Come on, you’re freaking me out!”

“It
felt... good.” I replied. I didn’t know how else to express it.
From the moment the needle had struck my skin, I had felt the most
incredible twinge between my legs, although the sharp pain had
initially masked any feeling of arousal. However, as I sat there
rubbing the sides of my finger, the tingling sensation around my
clitoris grew stronger and dimmed whenever I stopped massaging the
tiny wound.

“What do
you mean?” she replied incredulously, “How much wine have you
drunk?”

“That’s
got nothing to do with it!” I insisted, although I had indeed
knocked back more than I should have if I wanted to sew the badges
correctly. I wasn’t drunk, though, so I knew it was something else.
I picked up the needle from my lap and held it, pointing the sharp
tip at my finger again.

“What
are you doing?” she asked, “Are you crazy?”

“Just
give me a second!” I said, pressing the needle to my finger tip
just enough to cause a little stabbing twinge, but not enough to
break the skin.

“What do
you mean it felt good?” she asked, trying it herself with her own
needle, “Ow! What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I can’t
explain it...” I said, “But every time I do it, it feels really,
really good...”

I
lightly jabbed my finger a couple more times, increasing my state
of arousal with each prick while Emma looked on in
exasperation.

“What
the devil has gotten into you?” she asked, but she could plainly
see from my expression that I was incredibly turned on. She knew
that whatever I was feeling, it was definitely real and was having
a tremendous effect on me. I had no idea why it was happening, as
I’d pricked my finger countless times in the past. Maybe it was the
alcohol or maybe I was just horny to begin with, but something was
happening to me and I couldn’t resist exploring it a little
further.

“Do it
to my leg.” I said, holding her hand closer so she could prick me
with her needle. At first she pulled herself away, but she couldn’t
resist the enormous button pupils of my begging eyes.


“Alright, just once...” she replied, moving the tip of the
needle a little closer to my leg. She pressed it quickly against my
thigh, passing it through my silk pyjama bottoms to stab my leg,
instantly sending a jolt of pain up to my clit. I gasped both in
horror and ecstasy, triggering a spate of apologetic cries from her
mouth. However, I assured her that I liked it and after a few more
pricks of the needle she was convinced that I wasn’t joking around.
Suffice to say, we didn’t get any more sewing done that evening. In
fact, the only thing being prodded with those needles was my clit,
as we quaffed back the rest of the wine and experimented with my
sudden, new found fetish. It didn’t take long for Emma to become
more comfortable with it, as in a strange way we had been searching
for a kink that I liked for quite a while. I had played along when
she asked me to pee on her one evening, so it was only fair that I
got to explore a twisted aspect of my sexuality with her as
well.

That
night was incredible, but the real story was what happened a few
nights later. We had been experimenting with all sorts of items
around the house with Emma quickly taking to her dominant role. I
never had any idea that I would like having so much pain inflicted
on me, as we played around with not just needles, but also squash
racquets, clothes pegs and even some rope we found in the airing
cupboard. At first we had no idea what we were doing, but we soon
learned the ropes, so to speak. We had a few nights of fooling
around like that as she spanked and pinched me, but it was all
quite light hearted and lacking in intensity as she teased rather
than tortured my body. However, I had no idea that while she was
acclimatising herself to her new role, she was secretly plotting a
far grander night of sadism and suffering.

It was a Friday evening and I’d had to work late, as usual. My
boss was a bastard for keeping us behind and I didn’t arrive home
until after eight. Luckily for Emma, though, it gave her ample time
to set up the twisted games she had in store for me. I walked in
the door and hung up my coat like any other day, expecting her to
greet me with a passionate kiss. However, what I found was her
standing in the living room with a shot of vodka in one hand and a
blindfold in the other. Plus, she was wearing a saucy corset that
I’d never seen before. She must have
bought it today, I thought, chuckling to
myself and wondering what she was up to as I stepped closer. She
remained silent, grinning like an idiot as she held out the shot
glass.

“You
read my mind!” I said, snatching it from her grasp and downing the
contents in one, “I needed that after the day I’ve had!”

As the
alcohol warmed up the inside of my throat, she moved around behind
me and held up the blindfold over my head, slipping it down over my
eyes so I couldn’t see. Then, she took my hand and led me towards
the stairs, slowly guiding me up to the landing. I turned to walk
towards the bedroom, figuring that she had dirty thoughts on the
mind, but instead she tugged on my arm and pulled me into the guest
bedroom. This was strange as we had only just wallpapered the room
and it contained nothing; not even a bed or furniture. Little did I
know that she had kitted it out with a whole host of items just for
my pleasure.

“What
are we doing in here?” I asked, almost making the blindfold
useless.

“You’ll see!” she replied, closing the door behind me. I had
been rather calm up until that point, but as she clattered around
behind me and prepared whatever surprise she was planning, I could
feel the beat of my heart increasing its pace, thudding against the
inside of my ribcage. My hands were trembling nervously and my
clitoris had started to firm up, tingling more and more prominently
down between my thighs. I desperately wanted to take off the
blindfold and see what she was hiding, but not knowing was half the
thrill. The things whirring around my mind were almost certainly
worse than anything she could possibly have come up with.
Or are they? I wondered.
The endless teasing was becoming unbearable and thankfully she
didn’t take too much longer. The room fell silent and I felt her
fingers stroking over my shoulders as she approached from my front.
Her fingers moved down over my white office blouse and proceeded to
pop each of the buttons open one by one. The waiting was almost as
tortuous as anything she could have organised, but I waited
patiently anyway and tried to calm my heart. No doubt she could see
its effect on my jiggling cleavage as she peeled the shirt away
over my shoulders.

She
unzipped my skirt and tossed it aside, seemingly speeding up a
little as the anticipation proved too great for her as well. I
stood shivering in my underwear as she leaned in close and unhooked
my bra, allowing me to absorb some of her warmth as her breasts
pressed against mine. It fell to the floor around my feet and she
crouched down, gripping the sides of my lace frilled panties to
pull them down as well. Every single jerk and judder of her fingers
as she undressed me sent a fresh gush of juices to my pussy and by
the time I was fully naked, I could feel the droplets of moisture
running down the inside of my thighs. Finally I was ready for her
and she led me forward by a few steps. What followed was a whole
lot of rigmarole to get me into position, but it was worth
it!

“Climb
up...” she said, pulling me forward onto a cushion surface roughly
a foot off the carpet. I did as she asked, blindly shuffling
forward on my hands and knees atop what felt like a narrow bench or
a very low couch.

“Lie on
your stomach and keep your arms up high above your head.” she
commanded, so again I did as I was told and stretched out with my
bare breasts squashed against the padding beneath me. I wondered if
she was filming me for some sort of candid camera show, or if the
room was filled with people who were laughing their asses off at
how stupid I looked. Whatever the case, obeying her will was the
biggest turn on of all and deep down I knew she would never
embarrass me like that. No, he desires were far more sadistic and
after having seen how much loved the pain she’d dealt me over the
past few days it was inevitable that she would try to up the ante
somehow. Some would argue that she might have missed a few steps
out, though.


“Good...” she said, holding on to my hands at the end of the
bench, “Now roll onto your back.”

I took a
deep breath and pushed myself to my right with my knees, rolling
sideways to lie on my back as she asked. However, as soon as my
skin pressed down on the surface to my side, I realised it was not
as padded as where I had just been lying. It was a bed of sharp
spikes; hundreds – possibly even thousands of them – that instantly
dug into the delicate flesh all over my shoulder blades, my back,
ass and thighs.

“Oh my
God!” I yelped, instantly feeling the intense pain of the spikes
jabbing at my flesh while an abrupt surge of pleasure shot through
my whole body. I clenched my teeth so as not to cry out too loudly
and winced so hard that the blindfold almost dislodged from my
eyes. She kept her arms pressed to my chest, restricting my
movement so I couldn’t get up. I doubt I would have been able even
if I wanted to, as the spikes seemed to encompass the entire area
beneath my body. Everywhere I moved my hands they were there,
digging into my flesh and stopping me from climbing away. Even the
bench where I had been lying just moments earlier seemed completely
out of reach, like I’d been swept out to sea by the current with no
hope of rescue. Still, once I had calmed myself and stopped
wriggling so much, I was able to digest the pain that was soaring
through my body and felt the persistent throb of my clitoris
working its way to the fore of my senses. She let me go, allowing
me to lie on the spikes unassisted while she picked something up
and walked around the room. It was ingenious; she didn’t even need
to tie me up or hold me down. I was held in place by my own
reluctance to stab my own limbs. With my body weight distributed
across the bed of spikes, they poked my skin just enough to cause a
relentless twinge to my body but not enough to actually pierce the
flesh.


Suddenly, I felt a curious tickling sensation above my left
hip that trailed across my stomach and ever so lightly grazed my
flesh. I shuddered and tried to move out of its way, but it was no
use. It was surely a feather duster or something with equally kinky
potential, with which she was tickling my ultra sensitive skin. I
giggled, but the murmur of my diaphragm contracting just caused the
spikes to jolt against my back and my ass. I couldn’t help it,
though. She knew that I had always been extremely ticklish ever
since I was a child and she couldn’t have dreamt up a worse torture
for me. I was powerless to resist and had to take every little
movement of the feathers as they barely touched my skin. She moved
it up over my breasts to my collar bone, causing me to shiver as a
rash of goose bumps washed over my body. Then, she moved it even
higher and tickled my neck, which was impossible to ignore. My head
lurched involuntarily to the right to avoid the duster, but she
kept it in place, following my neck as I tried to move aside. I
might have been giggling, but I had never felt pain like it.
Everywhere I moved my arms the spikes were poised and ready to
puncture my skin.

“Roll
again!” she commanded, tickling the feathers against my side to
force me over even further away from the safety of the bench,
wherever it had disappeared to. I slowly eased myself onto my side
and pressed the front of my body down, cringing in agony as the
metal spikes dug into the supple flesh of my breasts. They were
close enough together that a few of them pressed directly onto my
nipples, injecting my sensitive, dark areolas with a sharp pang
that set my whole body juddering to cope with the pain. It came in
waves that rolled over the entire from of my body followed by a
second wave of pure ecstasy, like my body was extinguishing the
pain with euphoria. The only part of my body that wasn’t being
jabbed by the needles was my pussy, which was slightly above due to
the gradient of my crotch rising between my legs. I tried to relax
but my body continued to spasm, jerking endlessly against the
spikes and overwhelming my senses with more pleasure and pain than
I knew how to handle. I heard a strange clicking sound behind me,
like a lighter being ignited. Emma remained silent, though, no
matter how much I begged to know what she was doing. Moments later
I caught the scent of cinnamon wafting through the air.


Something splashed down over my bare back and for the
briefest of moments I felt nothing. My body was already so engulfed
with pain and my skin was prickling with numbness from the hundreds
of tiny needle marks littered across my back that it actually felt
like ice water. However, as the heat penetrated my flesh I realised
that it was one of her expensive winter candles, which she had lit
just for my torture. The cinnamon aroma grew stronger, as if the
scent was infiltrating my body through my skin as the wax set atop
my back. She flung the candle again, sending a second lashing of
searing hot wax crashing down over my exposed ass cheeks. I
squirmed in place even more violently than when she had been
tickling me with the duster, causing the needles beneath me to dig
even harder into my skin. I was sure I would be impaled at any
moment, but somehow my skin remained intact as I wiggled around on
top of the spikes. She waited for a fresh pool of hot wax to form
beneath the flame and then tilted it, slowly dripping a long line
down the middle of each of my legs from my ankles up to my ass. I
quivered and shook, groaning noisily as I tried to control myself.
Every heaving breath caused my breasts to push against the spikes,
making the stinging heat of the wax that much less
tolerable.

“Squeal
for me!” she cried, seemingly loving the sight of my distressed,
wax-caked body as I writhed in agony before her eyes. She reached
down and peeled my ass cheeks apart with the fingers of her left
hand, keeping them spread open as she thumbed the puckering rim of
my ass hole. I thought she was about to insert her finger, but
usually she would spit on it before she tried to penetrate me. This
time, however, she moved her thumb aside and left the hole wide
open as she tilted the candle over once again. Another heavy splash
of scalding hot wax poured down onto my anus, eliciting the most
ear-splitting scream that I could muster. The heat shot through my
ass and caused my arms and legs to tremble with such force that I
caught my skin on one of the spikes, drawing a tiny dash of blood.
I could barely feel a thing as the slight twinge paled in
comparison to the sheer unadulterated torture being done to my ass
hole. As it dissipated to a chilly numbness, the never-ending
tingle of my clitoris grew stronger than I’d ever felt and with
even needing to stimulate it I realised I had reached the verge of
a climax.

“I’m
gonna cum!” I cried, gasping for air as the pleasure soared through
my veins, completely beyond my control.

“Not
yet!” she barked, spanking my tender ass cheeks harshly and causing
my hips to jolt down onto the spikes again.

“I have
to!” I pleaded, already feeling the overwhelming itch taking hold
of my hips.

“NO!”
she bellowed, grabbing my arms and tossing me over onto my back
again. I slammed down against the spikes, temporarily dampening the
incredible feeling of arousal building between my thighs. She
raised the blindfold up off my head, finally allowing me to see her
beautiful face once again as she leaned over my body. She spread my
legs apart, hoisting my knees into the air and resting my feet flat
against the spikes. I was so hypnotised by her beauty and dizzy
from the vodka that I didn’t even notice the huge strap-on dildo
she had attached to her waist or the protective mittens and pads
she was wearing around her hands and knees. She leaned above me and
rubbed the head of the dildo up and down over the throbbing,
exposed pink nub of my clitoris before splitting my labia apart and
massaging my glistening vulva. I could feel my juices seeping out
and dripping down over my sore, scalded anus, making me shiver;
sandwiched between her and the bed of spikes.


“Please!” I begged her, tugging on her waist to her to her to
penetrate, “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

She
didn’t hang around, thrusting the entire shaft of the thick rubbery
dildo deep inside me as my pussy lips stretched wide around it. I
could see my clitoral hood extending sideways as it passed in and
out of my vagina, slowly at first but then harder and faster as she
became more confident. The last thing she wanted to do was to hurt
me, but since that was turning me on so much she didn’t have a
great deal of choice. She slammed her hips against my crotch,
pounding me and forcing me to thud against the spikes repeatedly. I
was sure they had burrowed into my skin and were grinding against
my bones as my blood streamed down the sides of each prickly metal
barb. All I cared about was the impending explosion of pleasure
that was rapidly building inside me as our hips writhed together.
The sight of her cleavage jiggling beneath the tight bust of her
saucy corset was enough to finally tip me over the edge and I
squirmed and bolted violently between her and the spikes as she
mercilessly fucked me until the last second. My hips convulsed and
shot up to meet the thunderous pressure of the dildo and I could
feel my vaginal muscles contracting around the firm ridges of the
shaft as it plunged in and out, taking long trails of my juices
with it.

I
collapsed on the spikes, twitching endlessly with the aftershocks
of my orgasm while she retracted the slippery shaft of the dildo
from my pussy. She allowed me to lie there for a little while, but
eventually she insisted she I allow her to pull me up and inspect
my body. To our surprise, although I was covered from head to toe
in tiny little red indentations, none of them had pierced the skin
at all. I was numb all over and I could barely stand, but I wasn’t
truly hurt in any way. In fact, as she held my body and guided me
towards the bathroom for a relaxing, warm shower together, I
couldn’t stop rubbing my fingers around between my legs. It felt
almost like an involuntary reaction, as if my mind had turned to
some primeval state and was satisfying my most basic urges. The
memory of the spikes was permanently engrained in my consciousness
and I hoped more than anything that she didn’t have to take the bed
of spikes back at any point. Thankfully she didn’t, and from that
day forward the guest bedroom became our den of sadistic delights;
locked and bolted so no guest could ever learn our disturbing
secret. They’ll have to sleep on the
couch, I chuckled to myself,
the guest room is taken!

THE
END






Thank you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you
enjoyed it. Please will you do me a favor and review
“Pleasure Spikes”
so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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