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  What Bad Girls Deserve


“One bad girl, reporting for punishment!” 
Yana couldn’t hide her grin. She knew that being cocky was only going to get her into even more trouble, but she was hard-pressed to see that as a negative.
“You seem awfully happy about it. Almost as if you misbehaved just to get a date with me.” While Amalia was just as naked as Yana, everything about her, from her self-assured pose to the way she looked at Yana, made it unmistakably clear who was higher up in the hierarchy.
“And what if I did? I’m always up for some kinky one-on-one with someone as sexy as you.”
Truth be told, Yana had misbehaved very much on purpose. Not with the intention of being sent to Amalia specifically, though that was a nice bonus.
No, there just hadn’t been much going on in the mansion lately, so Yana had decided to spice things up a little. Quite literally so. During her latest kitchen duty, she might have let her hand slip when adding the chili powder.
There was no way she would have gotten away with this stunt, of course, but the sight of all her fellow slaves sweating and frantically scrambling to get something to drink, it had been well worth whatever punishment she’d earned herself.
“I should tell you that flattery will not make me go any easier on you. Just the opposite, really.”
Yana kept grinning. It was hard to feel threatened by Amalia. Despite her air of authority, there was an undeniable cuteness to her. She looked the kind who’d kiss you rather than bite you. And yet this adorable face allegedly hid a fiendishly sadistic mind.
“Are you well rested?” Amalia asked.
“Rested and ready for action.” An exited tingle went through Yana’s body as she remembered what the other slaves had told her. “Is it true that you’re gonna pinch my nipples all night?”
“I wouldn’t say pinch. Just play with them.”
Yana knew that if her punishment would have only been some harmless sensation play, they wouldn’t have given her the entire afternoon and evening off to rest and gather her strength. And now that she was here, brimming with energy, she hoped that the punishment wouldn’t go to waste on her.
Compared to most other slaves, Yana’s nipples were pretty boring, far too unresponsive to have much fun with them. Sure, she wasn’t gonna complain that a hottie wanted to fondle her breasts, but she felt there were better ways to teach her what a bad girl she’d been. Like a juicy over-the-knee spanking for example.
Amalia led her to something like a leather chairs with two long extensions going diagonally up from the seat. Yana had gotten to know this kind of contraption quite intimately. Once you sat down and had your legs strapped to these extensions, they were spread wide open with no way for you to close them. The top of the backrest sported two cuffs to fix your wrists over your head. Compared to most other bondage devices, this one was comfortable to a fault. And that was precisely what made it so fearsome.
Since there was no safety concern with having a slave strapped in for pretty much as long as you felt like, it was the default device for sessions that wouldn’t be over quickly. And even the most comfortable bondage in the world didn’t help much when you were forced to present all your sensitive private parts, and had no way to protect them from whatever abuse they were made to suffer.
“Take a seat.”
It sounded more like an invitation than an order, but Yana still knew better than to refuse. She sat down, and soon her legs and wrists were inescapably fixed to the chair. It made her feel deliciously exposed. Hopefully Amalia would find time during her nipple play to give her pussy some tough love, too. The anticipation of being at Amalia’s mercy had gotten her pretty hot already.
Amalia let a shiny red ball gag dangle over Yana’s face. “Remember: The safeword is three hums in regular intervals.”
“Isn’t it always?” Yana asked, slightly confused. These reminders were usually only for the newer slaves. Once you’d been to the mansion for some time, you knew all the safety protocols by heart, and there was no need to interrupt play time for a reminder.
“It is. I’m just telling you because you’re going to need it.” Amalia smiled deviously. “In fact, so far every girl I’ve punished this way has safeworded at some point.”
Yana’s stomach clenched. The others had told her that Amalia’s punishments were intense, but not that they were literally unbearable. Then again, if there was someone who could make it through some nipple torture, it was her. And knowing that Amalia had a record of breaking slaves made it all that more exiting to be helplessly bound before her. “Guess I’ll have to be the first then.”
Amalia giggled. “Maybe. I wouldn’t get my hopes up, though. Mistress is so sure you’ll fail, she’s already issued a backup punishment.”
Yana tried to play it cool, but she couldn’t stop her voice from shaking a bit when she asked “So… what happens if I safeword?”
Amalia caressed Yana’s cheek with the hand that wasn’t holding the ball gag. “Well, first of all, I’ll release you and cuddle you until you feel better, of course. And then, in the morning, you’ll go to Mistress and she’ll give you two options. You can either have your nipples clamped for half an hour, or get a CBC”
“What? Why would I ever choose a CBC? That’s, like, a million times worse.”
“Let’s see how you feel about that once I’m done with you.”
Yana didn’t argue back, but she very much doubted that anything could make this choice even remotely balanced. A CBC was one of the most excruciating punishments you could earn at the mansion. It was short for “complete backside caning”, which summed it up well enough: Mistress (this punishment was always carried out by Mistress personally) would take a cane and get to work on your backside. On all of it. And she wouldn’t stop until every square millimeter was beaten raw.
It hadn’t even been two weeks after Yana had moved into the mansion as a slave that she’d gotten to witness this spectacle first hand. Not as the punished one, but close enough. A CBC was so intense that the victim was allowed to pick another slave to serve as a so-called cuddle toy to stay with her and care for her until she’d fully recovered. And at the time, a slave called Livia had asked Yana to be her cuddle toy.
In all her life, Yana had never seen a woman as resistant to pain as Livia. She was the type to take a tit whipping without even flinching. She was the one who’d once sat down in a patch of nettles and then stuck her tongue out to an overseer, just because she’d wanted to see what it felt like to get spanked on a blistered ass. There was no shortage of pain sluts in the mansion, but no one could hold a candle to Livia.
Yana vividly remembered how Livia had been almost high from excitement. They’d shackled her wrists and bound them to a beam in front of her, but that was the only bondage involved. Slaves were supposed to hold their posture on their own when they were beaten.
Mistress took out the special cane she reserved for this very occasion: A shiny rod, maybe a tad thicker than usual, made from hard, yet sufficiently flexible wood. It had a padded grip, so the wielder wouldn’t risk any blisters, even if the session took longer.
“Get her ready, cuddle toy!”
It was the first time Mistress had addressed Yana directly, safe for the introductory conversations they’d had before she moved in. Yana got down on her knees in front of Livia. The smell hit her immediately. Even in her short time as a slave she’d learned the smell and taste of female arousal well enough. She didn’t need to see Livia’s shaking legs or her glistening pussy lips to recognize her state. Livia was more than ready for her, and Yana dug right in.
One of the jobs of the cuddle toy was to edge the punished slave with her mouth during the caning. When she’d first heard this, she’d assumed that this was to add yet another layer of agony to the ordeal. In reality it was a much needed act of mercy. Pain became far more bearable when in a state of heightened arousal, especially if one was already a masochist.
It took only a few licks on her tasty pussy to get Livia moaning. The anticipation alone had been enough to almost send her to the edge. Yana stopped licking for the moment to instead tease that swollen clit of hers with soft kisses, when Mistress landed the first strike.
The cane cut the air with a scarily loud swish, and it hit Livia's shoulders with such a sharp crack that Yana was sure it had broken the skin. Livia didn’t make a sound, but the shock went through her whole body. Yana flinched in sympathy as Livia shook again. And again.
There was no break between the strikes, no opportunity for Livia to catch her breath or to steel herself for what was to come, just an endless shower of blows raining down on her upper back. She still managed to stay silent, but from the sound of her breaths it was clear that she was clenching her teeth with all her might. The pain got her sweating all over within minutes, and the salty smell of her muscular body mixed deliciously with the heavy taste of her dripping pussy.
Yana quickly got hot herself. Prompted by the deafening blows, her mind went back to her own first caning, on her second day as a slave. It had only been twenty strikes across her naked ass, but she’d screamed and cried, and been sure that no human had ever been in this much pain. Her ass had stung and burned so badly afterwards that she hadn’t even dared to touch it, but at the same time she’d been horny like never before.
The overseer, amused by her violent reactions, had jokingly offered to eat her out if she managed another twenty strikes. Yana’s screams must have echoed through the entire mansion, and for the next three days she couldn’t sit down without tears shooting into her eyes, but she didn’t regret taking the offer. She’d never felt so satisfied as that night when she lay in bed, her ass still searing with barely faded pain, her mind floating in the afterglow of the best sex she’d ever had, and the ecstasy of the realization that this was her life now.
It was hard not to reach between her legs and rub one out to these memories, but Yana wanted to prove to Mistress that she could do a good job as a cuddle toy, which first and foremost meant putting the needs of others before her own.
And Livia deserved her full attention. She was incredibly brave, taking this many strikes with barely a whimper. Yana knew that she’d never be able to do this. What she could do, though, was to keep teasing these glistening folds in front of her, hopefully making it more bearable for Livia by keeping her in a sexual frenzy where the distinction between pain and pleasure faded away.
The sound of wood kissing skin came closer, but so slowly that it was barely noticeable. Yana had known that a CBC took time, but she hadn’t been prepared for how grueling the seconds dragged on when you were in the thick of it, doing nothing but kneeling and eating pussy while the cane never stopped its scary song.
She couldn’t even begin to imagine what it had to be like for Livia. The poor girl hadn’t even gotten five seconds of break from the pain since the start. Her back had to be red and swollen all over already, but Mistress still brought the cane down on it with the same monotone rhythm that gnawed at your sanity just listening to it.
Suddenly the sound of the cane was a lot closer. Yana flinched, and the first shriek escaped Livia's lips. She managed to cut it short, but from that moment on she couldn’t keep her breath steady anymore. It took Yana a few seconds to realize what had happened. Mistress must have skipped the lower back, so she wouldn’t risk any injuries to the kidneys and such, and moved on straight to Livia's ass.
It was unnerving having the cane so close to her face, and Yana couldn’t even really distract herself with her task. Usually she could get completely lost eating another woman out, but the endless teasing and torture had overloaded Livia to the point where even blowing on her clit might have been enough to make her explode. All Yana dared to do was gently lap at Livia's folds, collecting all the incessantly dripping juices with her tongue, while her own crotch tingled at the thought of what agony Livia's ass had to be in.
Those weren’t just the twenty strikes Yana had received. They’d passed even the forty she’d gotten all in all. And she’d at least had some chance to compose herself between strikes. Endless minutes dragged on during which Mistress abused Livia's firm ass without a sliver of mercy.
Livia had started sobbing, and when Mistress moved her assault to the tender flesh where the cheeks met the thighs, something wet hit Yana’s forehead. She looked up to see a steady flow of tears rolling down Livia's cheeks, collecting under her chin and finally dripping down on her.
“Please, don’t stop,” Livia whispered between sobs.
Yana immediately brought her lips back to Livia's twitching pussy. She even gave her clit a quick flick with her tongue to make up for the pause. Despite all the pain, that spike of pleasure forced a deep moan out of Livia's lungs.
The tears didn’t stop as the cane moved down to torture Livia's upper thighs. Yana didn’t mind. She knew how good crying could feel when it all got to much. If anything, she was grateful that Livia had chosen her as her cuddle toy.
Before that day, she’d been a bit afraid of Livia. Or rather, of the standards she set as a slave and a pain slut. Standards that Yana would never be able to measure up against. Seeing her in this vulnerable state took some of that fear away. It was reassuring that not even Livia could keep up her strong act forever.
Yana’s knees ached from kneeling on the hard floor for so long, but she wasn’t going to complain when Livia suffered a million times more right in front of her. The punishment wasn’t even over once Mistress had colored every last bit of Livia's thighs an angry red. Instead she bent down and caned the back of her calves with the same stoic cruelty. Yana cringed at the mere thought of what that had to feel like.
Finally, after what felt like an hour of nothing but Livia suffering under the cane, Mistress stopped. She poked Yana’s side with her foot. “Stand up!”
Yana obeyed and found herself face to face with a very distraught Livia. Her eyes were swollen and red, her hair stuck to her cheeks, and her entire face shone with sweat and tears. Before Yana could offer any solace, though, Livia bent forwards and kissed her.
It was the wettest kiss Yana had ever experienced, but at the same time it was beautiful in how wild and earnest it was. Livia kissed her as if it was the only thing holding her together, and Yana gladly offered herself for support. She would have hugged Livia as well, but touching Livia's backside couldn’t be a good idea.
Mistress opened the cuffs, and Livia all but fell against Yana. She slung her arms over Yana’s shoulders, barely keeping herself steady enough to continue her onslaught of hungry kisses.
“Already getting along so nicely. I’m sure you’ll make a great cuddle toy over the next couple of days.”
Yana broke the kiss for a moment to say “Thank you, Mistress.” It was hard to keep her voice steady with Livia sucking on her neck hard enough that it had to leave bruises. That girl was completely high on pleasure and pain. “Mistress, am I allowed to make her orgasm?”
While slaves could do pretty much whatever they wanted with their sex drive most of the time, punishments were often followed with a chastity sentence to “give the slaves time to reflect on what they’ve done”. However, Mistress’ warm smile told Yana that Livia's punishment was over. “Of course you may. A cuddle toy’s job is to selflessly provide whatever she needs of you.”
Yana’s loins tingled at the word “selflessly”. She was all turned on herself, but it seemed like she’d have to funnel all that pent-up energy into giving rather than receiving. She wasn’t going to complain, though. Livia had been incredibly brave. She deserved all the affection in the world.
“I will. Thank you, Mistress.”
The following week was one Yana would always remember fondly. Twice a day she’d carefully treat Livia's backside with a special cooling balm, but most of the time they’d spend in an endless loop of horny wholesomeness: Livia would lie on top of Yana, since that was the only cuddling position that didn’t cause her too much pain. They’d talk for a while, until they couldn’t bear their proximity anymore and the talking turned to kissing. Inevitably the kissing would turn to more. And once Yana had helped Livia let off some steam, they’d go back to cuddling and talking.
For Yana it was the first time that she’d experienced this much sex without her own needs getting taken care off. Livia never offered to reciprocate, and Yana never asked her to. She didn’t want to be a selfless cuddle toy, especially when pretty much all movement was uncomfortable for Livia.
To distract herself from the ache between her legs, she showed herself from her most irresistible side, provoking Livia into even more kisses and tongue play. The frustration got a lot sweeter when she could see, hear, and taste how much pleasure she brought her friend.
She received her reward on the last day of their little vacation. Livia’s bruises had healed completely, and to thank Yana for her services, she sent her off with an entire evening’s worth of spoiling her with as much sex as she could wish for. But as nice as that was, Yana wouldn’t have minded not getting anything. To her, the time she’d shared with Livia was enough of a reward.
But all that didn’t change the fact that a CBC, while unquestionably exciting, was a terrifying punishment, and Yana doubted that she’d ever have the guts to choose it for herself. For the moment, though, she had another punishment to worry about, and as long as she managed to endure it, that question would never even present itself.
“Are you comfortable?” Amalia asked. “If not, say it now. You’ll be in this position for a long time.”
Yana just nodded and opened her mouth like a good girl. The gag was small enough that it shouldn’t put too much strain on her jaws, and her position, while utterly immobilized and exposed, was pleasant enough that she would have been able to sleep like this.
“Very good. Then relax and… enjoy.” With a smirk Amalia grabbed Yana’s breasts and got to work.
Yana did enjoy. Very much so, in fact. Amalia had strong, but pleasantly smooth fingers that were a delight to be fondled by. When Yana had first heard of her punishment, she’d imagined an endless series of painful pinches, but Amalia’s touches were nothing but gentle. Gentle and titillating.
For obvious reasons Yana had never gotten much out of nipple play, but she’d also never had sex with someone who could stroke her areolas this meticulously, who would trap her sweet buds between her fingers and knew how to apply just enough pressure to get her juices flowing, while leaving her aching for more. If her nipples had been as sensitive as they were supposed to be, she would have already been squirming.
Most likely that was supposed to be the punishment. Amalia would stimulate her all night with nothing but gentle breast play, and make her desperate for some real sex. Yana saw how that could get agonizing in its own right, but it still seemed tame compared to some of the other punishments she’d endured.
For example, it definitely didn’t hold a candle to the time they’d edged her for an hour with a stiff-bristled brush. Even though she’d been allowed to finish herself afterwards, she hadn’t dared touch her clit because it was so raw and hypersensitive. Instead she’d traded some cooling balm for a week in chastity, and it had taken more than a day before she’d recovered enough to regret making that deal.
Or the time they’d made her spread her butt cheeks and forbade her from clenching her asshole when they tickled it with a feather. That session had taught her the real meaning of willpower, and she’d been trembling and half insane by the time they decided that she’d suffered enough.
Reminiscing about her past punishments only got her aroused even faster. Yana forced herself to think of something else. Since her mind refused to come up with any non-sexy thoughts, and the room didn’t have much going on, she focused on the only thing she could: Amalia.
Her tormentor was completely enthralled by her job. The tip of her tongue stuck between her lips as she rubbed her thumbs over Yana’s nipples in slow, maddeningly uniform circles. While Amalia’s breasts were pretty average in size and shape, she had remarkably big and dark nipples. The puffy areolas made them stand out even more. Maybe that was why Amalia liked playing with nipples so much. Her own ones constantly screamed at the world to be pinched, licked, bitten, used and abused in every possible way.
If their roles were reversed, Yana wouldn’t be this gentle. She’d grab those nips and twist them between her fingers until Amalia squirmed and squealed into her gag. Maybe after the punishment she should ask Amalia what she thought about a quick role reversal. That would be fun. And since nobody else had made it through the punishment so far, Yana felt she deserved a little reward anyway.
Naturally, this train of thought didn’t help her calm down, either. Already the first few drops seeped out of her exposed pussy and tickled her skin as they trickled down between her butt cheeks. It also didn’t help that Amalia carried on with no break at all. Sure, she’d switch up the nature of her touches from time to time, but Yana’s breasts didn’t go a single moment of rest, and the changes only made it harder to get used to the constant stimulation.
But why fight something that felt this good, anyway? Yana closed her eyes and allowed herself to get lost in the pleasure, to do nothing but enjoy Yana’s gentle fingers and suck on her gag from time to time so she wouldn’t drool too much.
Soon she drifted off to the point of almost falling asleep. Having her breasts fondled felt good, but in a very relaxing way. The constant touches did make her eager for real sex, but at the same time she was content to just keep floating and enjoying her horniness. This wasn’t the sharp need of having your clit teased, or the sexy restlessness of having your pussy filled with a big, but unmoving plug. No, this was a much softer kind of lust, one that was a warm sizzle rather than a raging fire.
Maybe she’d dozed off for a bit after all. That was, until a strange sense of alarm shot through her body and pushed all dizziness aside.
A dull throb festered in her breasts. It was similar to how it felt after an overly long nipple clamp session, only minus the pain. Yana opened her eyes to find Amalia doing nothing more than hold her nipples between thumb and index finger. She wasn’t even pressing down, and still Yana could feel her heartbeat pulsating in her nipples.
“Finally. I was starting to worry I’d never wear you down. But…” Amalia increased the pressure by the tiniest bit. It wasn’t a pinch by a long shot, but the tension in Yana’s breast immediately turned into a sharp ache, and she groaned into her gag. “Seems like I got them all nice and sensitive.”
Amalia thankfully released her grip. She leaned over Yana’s face, her smile showing far too much teeth to be comfortable. “I’ll tell you right now: You’ll hate me for that next part. But I, at least, am gonna have so much fun.”
Yana hoped that her eyes didn’t give away her fear. Whatever Amalia was going to do, she looked far too into it. Her visible excitement made her all the more sexy, though. If not for the gag, Yana would’ve already shoved her tongue between Amalia’s lips.
As if she had read her mind, Amalia leaned in even closer, but stopped a moment before their lips touched. “Sing for me,” she whispered, and flicked Yana’s nipple.
It wasn’t exactly painful, but Amalia’s treatment had left Yana’s nipples uncomfortably hard and slightly irritated, and a flick wasn’t a nice touch at the best of times. Yana twitched, and her jaws clenched around the gag. She tried to relax herself, only to get flicked again. And again. And again.
Amalia snipped her index fingers against Yana’s nipples with the uncaring monotony of a metronome: left, right, left, right, left, right. She left about a second between each flick, just enough time to build up the dread for the next attack, but not enough for the pain to subside. Only that it wasn’t really pain. Real pain would have been easier to bear. This was more like an itch that kept festering with each flick.
Yana strained in vain against her handcuffs. She needed to grasp her breasts, protect them, soothe them, do anything to stop this agony. Whenever she dared to look down, she saw her rock-hard nipples slowly turn an angry red under Amalia’s relentless assault. They burned and itched and had become too raw to deal with any touch at all, but Yana was helpless to do anything but lie there and groan into her gag while Amalia kept tormenting these inflamed nubs.
It was infuriating. Even more so since Yana knew that she could easily endure far worse things, and yet Amalia’s flicks kept chipping away at her sanity. A whipping was a thousand times more painful, but in that moment Yana would have instantly chosen to have her back get absolutely destroyed if it meant that she didn’t have to keep lying there while her nipples screamed out from irritation.
“It’s getting to you, isn’t it?”
Yana couldn’t tell if Amalia was mocking her or not. She nodded in any case. It wasn’t like she could hide it.
“No need to feel bad about it. It gets to everyone. Many of the other girls I’ve punished were begging by this point. Jasmine didn’t even make it this far. You can be proud of how strong you are.”
Yana didn’t feel strong. Not while she was whimpering from something that sounded more like a dare between horny teenagers than a real punishment by the standards of the mansion.
“Don’t worry. I won’t do it all night. That would be too cruel, even for me. But since you’re holding on so well, I’d say another half an hour or so isn’t that unreasonable, now is it? That should be about a thousand flicks each, if you feel like keeping count.”
A thousand? Yana felt like she’d go insane if she suffered even ten more.
Okay, that was an exaggeration, but still. Her nipples already itched like crazy, and it could only get worse from there. She needed something, anything to take her mind off them.
At first she tried counting, but quickly gave up when she realized that this only led to even more desperation. Counting something meant concentrating on it, and if there was something she really shouldn’t concentrate on, it was these infuriating jabs of pain digging into her breasts with each flick.
Also, it was disheartening to see how slowly the number grew bigger. Not knowing how long a torture session would last could be a terrible mind fuck, but sometimes that was still better than knowing for a fact that even after all your suffering, you were barely ten percent in.
Next she tried to get angry at Amalia for putting her through this. She dreamed up a revenge fantasy where it was Amalia who was bound to the chair, with Yana chewing on her puffy nipples until she begged for mercy.
It didn’t feel right, though. Since her arrival at the mansion, Yana had become somewhat of a connoisseur for punishments. The reason she so often tested the limits with her bratty behavior was that she loved to have her own limits tested in return. If not for Amalia, Yana would have never learned how unbearable something as harmless as nipple flicks could become, and she had to respect Amalia’s wicked mind for it.
All respect aside, though, it was still fucking unbearable. Like Chinese water torture, only faster, and concentrated on a much more sensitive spot. Yana was sure that her teeth would leave marks in the gag. She seriously considered safewording, but if she was completely honest with herself, she hadn’t reached that point just yet.
With all other options exhausted, there was only one thing left: To fully surrender to her punishment. She’d been a bad girl, and bad girls deserved to be punished. They didn’t deserve any mercy. Bad girls deserved to suffer until they bawled their eyes out and swore that they’d better themselves.
These thoughts didn’t make the punishment any easier to bear, but they did get her pussy tingling again. Yana only wished that Amalia would say these things out loud. Nothing spiced up a punishment more than a touch of humiliation.
There was no need for Amalia to keep the moral high ground. She knew how much she was getting to Yana, why not rub it in? Why not ask her if she needed a break and, when she nodded, tell her that she wouldn’t get one. And that her request had just earned her another hundred flicks. Oh, that’s not fair? Well, if you wanted life to be fair, maybe you shouldn’t have been a bad girl. You made your choice, and now you’re mine, and I just love teaching bad girls how much their behavior can hurt.
“Someone’s getting excited,” said the real Amalia.
Was it that obvious? Well, of course it was. Yana was gushingly wet. Even if Amalia hadn’t noticed her twitching pussy, at this point there was no escaping the smell her arousal.
“Are you getting off on your punishment?”
Yana nodded. It wasn’t the whole truth, but if Amalia believed it, maybe she’d switch to something else.
“What a naughty girl you are.”
Yana moaned, and not just because Amalia kept flicking her poor nipples. Go on, she thought. Tell me more about how naughty I am.
“Or are you just pretending to like it to trick me?”
Her first instinct was to shake her head, but a dangerous thought crossed Yana’s mind. What if she said yes? Would Amalia keep flicking her even longer? Would she do something worse? Only one way to find out. Yana nodded.
“What do you mean? You say that, yes, you wanted to trick me?”
Amalia stopped her fingers, and Yana let out a long, guttural groan. She hadn’t realized how much her entire body had tensed up with each flick, and now that she could finally relax, all her muscles felt sore.
Even with the stimulation gone, though, her nipples kept itching terribly. They desperately needed some lotion, and at least one or two day’s break from being touched by anything.
“Come on, answer me: Were you trying to trick me?” Amalia had that grin again, the one that showed all of her teeth.
Cold sweat formed on Yana’s forehead. If she nodded, Amalia would make her suffer dearly. But she’d been a bad girl. She deserved to suffer.
Yana nodded.
“Thought so.” Amalia dragged her nails over Yana’s areolas. “Now, what should I do with you…”
She kept gently tickling Yana’s breasts while she thought about her options. Or pretended to think about them, to let Yana stew in her fear for a bit longer. “Your nipples look so hard and red. They must be crazy sensitive.” Amalia bent down and slowly dragged her tongue over Yana’s nipple.
Normally this would have barely gotten a reaction out of Yana, but now it made her squeal. Hot pleasure shot through her entire body, but at the same time her breast ached as if it had suddenly doubled in size.
“They’re so sexy, I wanna eat them. Will you let me suck on them for a bit?”
Yana groaned. If a simple lick already ached this much, she’d die if Amalia brought out her real oral game. Not that she was in any position to refuse. It was cruel to make her agree to her own torture like that, but it wouldn’t be a real punishment without a hefty dose of cruelty. Yana nodded.
“Thanks. I’ll enjoy this so much.” Amalia closed her lips around Yana’s nipple, and the screams started.
Even after everything else, Yana had still underestimated how sensitive her nipples had become under Amalia’s abuse. It felt as if Amalia was tearing her nipple off with pliers that were lined with sand paper. And the sand paper was drenched in aphrodisiacs.
The gag barely did anything to muffle Yana’s screams. Her eyes were wide open, but she didn’t see anything, didn’t hear anything. Sweat oozed from her every pore as she tried not to go insane. It was too much. She couldn’t do it. She tried to breathe, but then Amalia’s teeth scraped over her inflamed nipple, and she couldn’t suppress the next hoarse scream. Her lungs burned as much as her tits, but between the gag and the constant anguish she struggled in vain to fill them.
“Oh God, are you okay?”
Yana coughed. It took her a few moments to realize that she wasn’t gagged anymore. She was still strapped to the chair, but now Amalia leaned over her, gag in hand, with a worried look on her face.
“I… I think so…” Yana’s body was all sore as if she’d overdone it at the gym, and her breasts still ached like hell, but other than that she seemed to be fine.
“I think you passed out there for a second. We should call it a night here. I got a bit too carried away.”
Amalia reached for the cuffs. Yana’s mind raced. She didn’t want it to end like this.
“Wait!”
“What’s the matter?”
“I…” Yana might have been exhausted, but making herself say the words brought a fresh spark of energy. Especially in her loins. “I think I can handle some more punishment.”
Amalia bit her lip. “I don’t think that’s safe. You’re clearly past you limit.”
“Yeah, I’ll die if you suck me again. But, you know…” Yana summoned her best seductive smile. “If you just roll them between your fingers a tiny bit…” Her stomach clenched at the mere thought. She felt like she’d cry and beg if Amalia so much as blew on her nipples. Cry and beg like a bad girl who was really, really sorry for what she’d done.
“You still want to play with me, don’t you?”
“I do…” Amalia hesitated. It was cute to see her body language oscillate between worry and arousal. “Are you sure you can go on?”
“I’m sure.”
Amalia traced her hands along Yana’s sides. Her fingers barely made it into the vicinity of her breasts, and yet it was enough to make Yana tense up again. “You can’t take much more. You’ll safeword in a couple of minutes anyway.”
“I know.”
“There’s nothing for you to win here.”
“I know.” Yana’s breaths came harder. She twitched when Amalia’s hands brushed over the sides of her breasts.
“But you want to continue your suffering anyway?”
“Yes.”
“And why’s that?”
“Because I’m a bad girl, and that’s how bad girls should be treated.”
“Is that so?” Amalia traced the outside of Yana’s areolas with her fingertips. She didn’t even use her nails, and it was still enough to make the devilish itch flare up again and force a whimper from Yana’s lips. “You’re the bravest girl I’ve ever punished.”
The proud look on Amalia’s face alone was worth any amount of suffering. “Do it,” Yana moaned. “I’ve been bad. Make me regret it. Make me beg for forgiveness.”
Amalia chuckled. “The bravest and the naughtiest one, it seems.” Her thumbs and index finger came to rest around Yana’s nipples, sending Yana into a series of breathless groans. They both knew that at this point she didn’t even need to apply any pressure to make them throb like they were in the jaws of alligator clamps.
“Oh fuck, I deserve it, I deserve it, I deserve iiii~” Yana clenched her teeth and pulled at her bonds with all her might. Amalia became blurry through her teary eyes.
“Yes, you do. A bad girl like you deserves this. And this.” Amalia pinched down for just the fraction of a second, but that was enough to send a fresh pulse of anguish through Yana’s abused nipples. If the walls hadn’t been soundproof, her shriek would have woken the entire mansion.
“Are you sorry for what you’ve done?”
“Yes,” Yana whimpered. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry!”
“I can hear that.” Amalia went back to idly teasing the sides of Yana’s breasts. Yana’s vision was too blurry to see Amalia’s smile, but she could hear it in her voice when she asked “But are you sorry enough yet?”
Yana whimpered. She needed a break. Hell, even a break wouldn’t be enough of a relief. Her nipples itched and burned as if she was wearing a bra filled with nettles. Just enduring that ache used up all of her mental energy. But it was so hot to suffer under Amalia, now that she finally showed her mean side. “I don’t know,” she whispered.
Amalia’s gleeful giggle made Yana’s stomach flutter. “You don’t know? Guess we’ll have to make sure you do know, then.” Her fingers went back to Yana’s nipples. “Remember: You brought this on yourself.”
She knew exactly how much force she could use as she rolled Yana’s nipples between her fingers, how to make her scream in agony while just barely keeping her in the realm of what she could handle.
“Fuck, I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Please, I swear, I’ll be good, I… argh!”
It was too much. As much as she wanted to, there was no way her breasts could handle any more abuse. “I give up. Unicorn!”
At the sound of the safeword, Amalia immediately let go. The shock of the sudden absence of all stimulation made Yana scream again.
“Are you okay?”
Yana blinked a few times. It didn’t help much. Only when Amalia carefully wiped the tears from her eyes did the world slowly come back into focus.
“As okay as I can be.” Yana laughed hoarsely. “But do you have anything soothing? A numbing cream or something? My nipples are killing me.”
“Afraid not. You’ll have to bear it for the moment. Don’t worry, they’ll get better after a while.”
“After how much of a while?”
“They should stop hurting after an hour or so. Gonna be real sore for the next couple of days, though. And I’m afraid falling asleep tonight is not gonna be easy for you.”
An hour? Yana’s nipples still burned as if someone was rubbing salt into them. She could handle a lot, but after that session she really didn’t have the energy to take any more.
“One other thing,” Amalia said as she opened the cuffs around Yana’s wrists. “I know they itch like a bitch, but you really shouldn’t touch them. They heal best if you leave them alone.”
Yana groaned. Her hands were free again, and she didn’t trust her remaining willpower not to grasp her breasts. “You’re just saying that because you like to see me suffer, don’t you?”
“No, I’m saying it because I care about your well-being.” Amalia freed Yana’s legs as well, and helped her down into a comfortable sitting position. “But I have to admit, it was fun to see you suffer. You were great. I wished everyone showed this much initiative while being punished.”
“I regret it already.” Yana sat down on her hands to make sure she wouldn’t unconsciously reach for her aching nipples.
Amalia gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Do you really, though?”
“Maybe I don’t.” Yana licked her lips, inviting Amalia to a real kiss, which she promptly got.
That alone would have already been enough to make Yana’s “initiative” worth it. While slaves could make out with each other all they wanted, a kiss from an overseer was a great honor, which they usually reserved for either their favorites, or slaves they were really satisfied with.
“You can share my bed tonight if you want,” Amalia said when their lips parted again. “You can be the little spoon, and we talk a bit. Maybe that’ll distract you.”
Okay, it had been so worth it. Cuddle time with Amalia was the best outcome Yana could have wished for.
“Of course I want to. I’ll have to shower first, though.”
Amalia helped her up and kept holding her hand until she was sure Yana’s shaky legs would carry her. “Believe me, your nipples really can’t deal with the shower spray right now. You’ll just scream the entire house down again. Don’t worry about it. It’s just a bit of sweat. Bed sheets can be changed.”
Yana didn’t argue any further. She let Amalia lead her to her comfy bed where they snuggled up. Yana was the little spoon as promised, making sure to lean back in a way where her nipples didn’t risk brushing over the bed sheets.
“It’s a pity I didn’t get to know you any sooner,” Amalia said once they’d gotten comfortable. “I rarely have this much fun during a session. You’re one brave bad girl.”
“Yeah,” Yana said with a pained smile. “It was fun. But fuck, you have no idea how intense that was. I didn’t know that my nipples could get this sensitive.”
“Oh, I know perfectly well how bad it gets.” Amalia garnished her words with soft kisses on Yana’s neck.
“Of course you do. You must’ve tortured enough girls to get a feeling for it.”
Amalia giggled. “Actually, I was talking about first hand experience.”
An exited tingle went through Yana’s stomach. Her revenge fantasy reemerged, the mental image of Amalia strapped to that chair, teeth clenching down on the gag as those soft, puffy nipples of hers were abused. “You do?”
“Oh yes.” Amalia kept kissing Yana’s neck as she continued. It was a welcome distraction from her aching nipples, but it also didn’t exactly help with keeping a clear head. “Mistress makes us suffer our own punishments every now and then. She says it’s to keep us grounded, and to make sure we don’t get unreasonable with out punishments. So, yeah, I know what it’s like to have your nipples flicked when they’re already so sensitive that you’re going crazy just from existing. And knowing what it’s like makes me appreciate it so much more that I’m allowed to make other girls suffer this way.”
Yana was in no mental state to process new information, but this was too spicy to pass up on the chance to learn more. “So all the other overseers also get… Wait, even Miss Denise?”
Amalia laughed. “Especially Denise. I feel like Mistress chooses her more often than the rest of us. She’s a complete mess every time, but so far that hasn’t made her treat her slaves any better, so I guess she really likes it rough. In both ways.”
“So, everyone, huh?” Yana was already hot again, what with Amalia caressing her neck while she dropped such a bomb on her. It was all too easy to think back to every overseer Yana had been punished by, and imagine how they’d look when Mistress turned the tables on them. “I mean, everyone except Mistress herself, of course.”
“Well, actually…” Amalia giggled again. “Ever wondered what Mistress does on the two weeks of ‘vacation’ that she takes each summer?”
“Wait, you mean…”
“Yes. In those two weeks, we get to play with her. Like, really play with her. That woman can really take as much as she deals out.”
Yana’s mouth went dry. It was hard to imagine their proud Mistress lowered like this. It felt like a punishable offense just to think about it.
“And towards the end of this vacation, she makes us give her a CBC. No holding back, the full program.”
A CBC. The punishment that had made even the undefeatable Livia bawl her eyes out. The punishment that Yana herself would face very soon, since the alternative was a bad joke. She’d die if nipple clamps so much as came near her. “How does she take it?”
“She cries like a baby,” Amalia said, sounding far too amused. “She says there’s nothing in the world more cathartic than that.”
“Are you sure you’re allowed to tell me all this?”
“Nope.” Amalia playfully nibbled Yana’s earlobe. “Slaves aren’t supposed to know this. You could rat me out if you wanted to. But if you do that, I’ll be punished very, very, very…” Amalia’s lips tickled Yana’s ears as she went on “… very cruelly. I bet Mistress would do tons of terrible things to my nipples. She knows they are my weak spot. And when she’s done making me suffer, she’ll strip me of all my privileges. I’ll be the mansion’s bottom bitch for ages.”
“You almost sound like you want that.”
“Almost.” Amalia stopped her kisses for a moment. Her hands wandered off to stroke the sides of Yana’s breasts. Even though she stayed away from the nipples, it made her tense up again. “Getting abused a bit more often would be fun. But at the same time, if I was a slave, I couldn’t spend so much time punishing nipples, and that’s something I’d really miss.”
“Of course you would.” Yana slid back, closer into the snuggle. There were times when no amount of skin contact was enough. “How about this: I don’t rat you out, and in exchange you become my cuddle toy when I get my CBC?”
“That’s hardly blackmail. Getting to see you suffer from up close and going on a little honeymoon with you? Why wouldn’t I want that?”
“Then how about this: I won’t rat you out, but you have to become my cuddle toy, and after that, I get to strap you to that chair and find out how brave you are.”
“That’s more like it.” Amalia licked Yana’s neck up to her jaw line, making her shiver.
“And depending on how I like it, I might do that more often.” Yana struggled to keep her voice steady. It was hard to fake a mischievous tone when all she wanted was purr from how expertly Amalia caressed her. “It’s not like you could stop me. Unless you want me to tell Mistress.”
“Guess you leave me no choice.” Amalia’s hands traveled down to Yana’s legs. “But you have to promise me something.”
“And what would that be?”
“That you don’t stop misbehaving. And that you’ll always be this brave in your punishments.”
“Yana took Amalia’s hand and guided it to her soaking pussy. “Deal.”






  
  Choose Wisely


Technically it wasn’t Serena’s fault that they were here. Alexis was the one who’d made a scratch into the rear view mirror of Mistress’ car during their hand-washing assignment. Didn’t make much of a difference. They’d shared the task, so naturally they also shared the punishment for fucking it up. 
Both Serena and Alexis were strung up naked in the garden, their wrists spread wide above their heads, fixed to a grid with leather wrist cuffs that allowed them to just barely stand on their tiptoes. While those restraints were minimal, it was impossible to wriggle away without hanging uncomfortably by their arms, and it was especially impossible to protect their upper bodies. Which was concerning, since Mistress had assigned Tara to dish out the punishment, and Tara was infamous for her fixation on breasts.
“Well then, ladies, which one of you wants to begin?” Tara grinned at them, idly swirling her chosen tool of punishment. It didn’t look like much at first glance: A single thread of thin rope. Not a whip or a belt, as Serena would have expected, but in the right hands it could surely be made to hurt just as much.
Serena exchanged glances with Alexis. Her fellow slave girl was visibly nervous. Alexis was still pretty new and hadn’t experienced many punishments yet. Add to that the guilt of bringing someone else into this mess, and it wasn’t surprising that her nerves would get the better of her.
“I’ll start,” Serena said.
“You sure?” Alexis asked, her expression a mix of concern and bad conscience.
“Why not? It doesn’t make much difference either way.” Serena wasn’t sure if she was doing Alexis a favor by postponing her punishment and give her more time for the anticipation to build up, but maybe if Serena could take hers in grace, it would show Alexis that there was no reason to be afraid.
“Very well. Let’s start it slow. Twenty lashes across your tits.”
Serena swallowed. Of course Tara would go for it right away. But she’d made it through much worse in the past. “I’m ready.”
“Okay. Alexis, it’s your job to keep count.”
Tara let the rope fly. It connected straight across Serena’s breasts with a nasty snap. Serena sharply sucked in air. It stung, but at least the rope didn’t have the sheer force of a whip behind its impact.
“One.” Alexis’ voice was shaky.
Serena turned her head and smiled at Alexis to reassure her. The smile twitched for a moment as the rope connected again, but she managed not to let her pain show.
“Two.” It was hard to say if Alexis sounded more steady now, but it had at least been worth a try.
Serena managed to stay silent for two more lashes, but the fifth one already made her gasp. The rope might not have the same force as a whip, but it was deceptively fast, and it had an irritatingly rough surface. Every lash drew a red line across Serena’s breasts that kept burning long after the initial pain had faded, leaving the skin irritated and sensitive.
“Five.”
Serena winced as the sixth stroke hit her right areola. She looked down to see the angry red of the welt blossom right next to her hard nipple. It was only a matter of time before Tara hit that target spot on.
“Six.”
At least Alexis knew to count slowly, making sure Serena had time to collect herself again after each stroke.
Serena grunted through the next couple of strikes. The rope stung like a bitch, but it was an extremely unsatisfying kind of pain. A whip might objectively hurt more, but you could let yourself fall into the sensation as the impact knocked the air out of your lungs, empty your mind and embrace your suffering. The rope didn’t have any power to get swept away by. It only made you jump when it bit the skin, followed by a couple of agonizing seconds during which you tried to convince yourself that the burning itch was actually not that unbearable.
By stroke ten, Serena’s vision blurred. She didn’t waste her energy trying to hold back the tears. One of the first things she’d learned as a slave girl was that everyone cried during punishments. There was only so much pain the human body could cope with in dignity, and if punishments stayed within this comfort zone, they wouldn’t be punishments.
During her first punishment Serena had tried to fight the tears, and she’d ended up so distraught and humiliated by her failure that she’d had to safeword out. She’d been close to quitting everything right then and there, but both Mistress and the other slave girls had been so incredibly supportive, that in the end she’d decided to give it another shot. And thank God for that!
Once she’d learned to just let the tears flow, she’d been able to appreciate what punishments could do for her. Sure, they might hurt more than she ever thought possible, but it was so cathartic to know that the whip washed away the guilt, that nobody would hold her mistakes against her once the punishment was over. And, looking back, it was hard not to feel proud of what she’d been able to endure.
“Eleven.” Alexis’ voice had turned high-pitched. She must have noticed Serena’s tears.
“Don’t worry about me.” Serena did a good job of keeping her own voice steady, and even smiling through the pain. It would take more than that to break her composure. “I’m okay. Really.”
She managed to keep it together until stroke fourteen. That was when Tara first managed to snap the rope right across her nipples.
Serena shrieked. Her feet briefly left the ground as she instinctively clenched all her muscles, lifting herself up in the process. She needed to reach for her burning nipples, soothe them, protect them, but her bonds didn’t allow it. There was nothing she could do but grit her teeth and hope that at some point that searing sting would ebb down into something that didn’t make her feel like she’d piss herself any second now.
After a few seconds she managed to catch her breath. Breathe through the pain, that was the trick. Just… breathe. Calm down and try to enjoy it. She’d signed up for the life of a slave girl knowing full well that there would be pain. And while she didn’t consider herself a masochist (at least not compared to those real pain sluts who looked as if they could orgasm just from getting whipped), she did like challenging herself, and she did enjoy proving to herself and others that she could do something. Even if that something was to survive getting lashed right across her nipples.
“Fourteen.”
There must have been almost a minute between the stroke and Alexis’ counting, but Tara let it pass. She might be a sadistic bitch, but she was also a sadistic bitch who knew when her victims needed a moment to get themselves together.
Which wasn’t as altruistic as it might seem. If she pushed Serena too far, she’d only safeword out, and it wouldn’t be fun for anyone. But if she made sure to stay just within Serena’s limits, she could have fun making her suffer for pretty much as long as she wanted.
There were no more direct nipple hits, but with her skin already a network of inflamed lines, every lash was enough to make her cry out, especially that lower aimed one that flicked her sensitive underboob area.
When Tara was finally done with the full twenty strokes, the tears were freely dripping down Serena’s chin. The bright red welts had a nasty itch to them that would stay for a long time to come, especially with her being totally unable to soothe her breasts. Still, she was proud that she’d made it through.
“Very well. For the next part, I’ll give you a choice. I can either strike Alexis fifty times across the thighs, or I can strike you twenty times. What do you say?”
Of course. Tara wouldn’t choose normal areas like the back or the ass. No, she’d go exclusively for the parts that really hurt. Serena looked over to Alexis.
“I… I… I can take it. Don’t worry. I…” Alexis was barely coherent from how much she was shaking.
It was obvious that Alexis didn’t believe she could take it. And Serena didn’t blame her. Fifty strokes was a lot, and across the sensitive thighs to boot! It would be a challenge for anyone but the most seasoned pain sluts.
“Don’t! It’s much easier if I take it.”
“But…”
“No buts! I can take it. I really can.”
Alexis lowered her head. “Thanks,” she whispered.
“Don’t mention it.”
“How very noble of you.” It didn’t exactly sound mocking, the way Tara said it, but she was clearly having far too much fun with her little mind games. “Well, then. Alexis, you know the drill.”
Without further ado Tara let the rope fly again. The snap as it connected to the front of Serena’s firm thighs was a lot louder than it had been on her soft breasts, and while it might not hurt just as much for the moment, the burn seemed to go deeper, gripping her flesh and not letting go.
“One.”
Serena had managed to collect herself somewhat in the short break between punishments, so she could hold it together for the first few lashes. That was until Tara went for a cheap shot. Instead of going for both legs at the same time, she aimed only for the right one, so the rope would wrap around on impact, and its end bit right into that sensitive flesh on the inner thigh.
Serena dropped all pretense. She cried out in pain as she flailed around as best she could, pressing her legs together in an attempt to both soothe the burn and protect that tender region.
“Five. I’m sorry,” Alexis added in a choked whisper.
Serena wiped the fresh tears into her arms and tried to control her breathing before she answered. It wasn’t easy. That spot on her inner thigh still burned and throbbed as if it had been stung by a wasp. “Don’t be. I’m fine. Just… keep counting, please.”
At least Tara left her inner thighs alone for the moment, but that wasn’t much of a mercy. Serena loved how fit she was, but muscles weren’t all that good at cushioning the blows. Then again, it would have hurt Alexis even more. That girl didn’t have an ounce of unnecessary fat on her body.
With every stroke Serena’s hate for that piece of rope grew. It was just thin enough to feel like it cut through the skin with every lash, while being so rough and abrasive that it left the most irritating tiny rope burns.
Serena’s breasts and thighs didn’t just burn. A maddening itch festered all over her skin, gnawing away at her willpower even when she wasn’t fighting to make it through the biting sting of a fresh stroke. And Tara made sure to evenly spread the hits everywhere, from nearly up to the hips to slightly above the knees. You could say this was a small act of mercy as it meant that the welts wouldn’t cross too much, but Serena didn’t buy it. Especially since it meant that by the end, there was no area on the front of her thighs that wasn’t burning and itching.
Rubbing her legs together gave barely any relief, and was incredibly exhausting in her bondage, but she couldn’t stop herself from doing it. She needed to feel as if she was doing something against the itch, or it would drive her insane.
“Well done,” Tara said when the set of lashes was finally done. “That must’ve hurt like a bitch, but you didn’t beg for mercy even once. I respect that.”
Serena blinked at her through teary eyes. She couldn’t see Tara’s face clear enough to be sure if the praise was genuine, but she gladly gave the benefit of the doubt. Knowing that her suffering was acknowledged made it easier to bear. “Thank you,” she whispered, not thrusting her voice to hold out for more than that.
“But now it’s time we gave you some attention”, Tara said, turning to Alexis. “What do you think?”
“Yes!” Alexis answered immediately. “Please, punish me! Please, Serena needs a break. She hasn’t even done anything wrong.”
Tara chuckled. “Is that so? The way Mistress sees it, see failed at her job as much as you did. Maybe if she’d had a better eye on you, you wouldn’t have scratched the car. Or are you suggesting that Mistress is wrong, and it’s unfair for Serena to get punished?”
“I…” Alexis bit her lip. She obviously believed it to be unfair, but she also knew that saying this out loud would count as insolence and only make things worse.
Thankfully, Tara wasn’t so cruel as to make her finish her sentence. “Either way, it’s all up to you. You can spare her any and all further punishments. All you’ve got to do is take sixty strokes to your tits.”
“Sixty?” Alexis gasped.
“Yes, sixty. A fair punishment for the only one who actually did something wrong, according to yourself. Wouldn’t you agree?”
“Yes, but…”
Serena couldn’t fault Alexis for being afraid. Sixty strokes was a ridiculous amount. Serena’s twenty had already been hell. She couldn’t begin to imagine how much it would hurt to get another twice as many on her already raw and tenderized breasts.
“If you’re not up for it, I can instead give Serena another twenty. But this time I won’t be so nice and miss her nipples on purpose.”
So that had been Tara’s plan all along. It wasn’t really a choice. Sixty strokes were too much, especially for someone as inexperienced as Alexis. Twenty additional strokes for Serena on the other hand were possible. They were sadistic and cruel, they’d turn her into a sobbing mess, and they would leave her breasts aching for days, but they were possible. She’d made it through worse.
Maybe.
“No!” Alexis half choked on her words. “Please, don’t hurt her anymore!”
“So you’re taking the sixty?”
“I…”
“Don’t play the hero,” Serena interjected. “Have you ever even had your breasts whipped?”
“No,” Alexis admitted after a brief hesitation.
“Then there’s no way you’ll make it through sixty. Hell, I’m not sure I could make it through sixty. But…” Serena swallowed hard. “But I can take another twenty.”
“But it’s not fair!” Alexis wailed. “I’m the one at fault. Why are you the only one getting punished?”
She was right. It wasn’t fair. And there was a faint evil voice in Serena’s head telling her that she should just let Alexis take the fall. She’d already suffered more than enough, given that she hadn’t even done anything wrong.
Of course she shoved that thought aside immediately. This was supposed to be fun after all. Granted, a very twisted kind of fun, but as long as there were no feelings of genuine resentment, things hadn’t gone too far yet.
“Life’s never fair.” Serena forced herself to smile. “Especially not here. We knew what we signed up for when we became slaves, didn’t we?”
“Yeah.” Alexis didn’t sound completely convinced yet, but a little spark had returned to her eyes. “It’s still unfair.”
“Of course it is. But don’t worry, you’ll get your own punishments soon enough. Things always even out in the end.”
“Well then, what’s your final answer?” Tara interjected.
Alexis looked at Serena again, who gave her a slight nod. “I… I want you to punish Serena… even though she doesn’t deserve it.”
“I deserve it,” Serena said, partly to comfort Alexis, and partly as a way to psych herself up. “I did a bad job, so I deserve to be punished. It’s only natural.”
“Well said. Maybe we need to remind Alexis of that simple fact,” Tara said. “This time you will count yourself, and after each stroke you will apologize for your mistake.”
“Yes, Tara.”
Serena braced herself for the first lash. It came only a few seconds later. The rope cut through the air with a terrifying crack and landed squarely on her chest, right on top of the network of red welts.
Fuck! The break had done nothing to help her deal with the pain. If anything, it had given her breasts time to bruise from the first set of lashes, and made them even more tender. Immediately the tears were back in her eyes, but this time she couldn’t just wallow in her pain. She had another job to do.
“One! I’m sorry I failed you.”
The next lash just barely missed her nipples, but it cut into both her tender areolas.
“Argh! Two! I…” Her voice cut out for a moment as the stinging pain in her breasts filled her entire world. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!”
Swish!
It was like that cruel stroke against her inner thigh, only this time the rope curled around so the sharp end bit with full force right into her left nipple. Red fog clouded Serena’s vision, and she felt weirdly lightheaded, as if her body had decided to get itself high on hormones in preparation before the full brunt of the pain could reach her.
It wasn’t pretty. Snot ran from her nose as the sobs overtook her. It was too much. The nipple was such a precious and tender part of the female anatomy; it should never be subject to this much pain. Serena tried to glimpse at it, which took several attempts through her teary eyes. It wasn’t bleeding at least, but seeing it shine in such an angry red only made it hurt even more.
“Three,” Serena blubbered. “God, I’m so sorry. I fucked up. It hurts so much!” A series of sobs interrupted her apology. “I deserve this. I deserve to be pu-punished!”
The following strokes went by in a haze of pain. Tara didn’t go for the nipples all of the time. Not even she was this cruel. She didn’t hold back whipping the tender flesh above and below, though.
Serena quickly lost all sense of reality. She fell into her own world where there was nothing but her burning breasts and her heartfelt apologizes for everything she’d ever done wrong, occasionally interrupted by a much louder shriek when one of her nipples got a taste of the rope. It was a miracle she was still able to count or talk in coherent sentences.
She didn’t even notice when it was over. The counting had long since detached from her conscious mind, and even with no fresh lashes raining down on them, her abused breasts kept aching unbearably. Her nipples were two flames of agony. No clear thought was possible while they burned this terribly. Serena kept on sobbing and apologizing endlessly. It was the only thing she could do to somehow hold on.
“Shhh, everything's good now. You did great. I’m very proud of you.”
Soft fingers wiped away the worst of the tears until Serena could see Tara standing in front of her, a warm smile on her lips.
“Tara, please, I’m so sorry, I-” A finger on her lips shut her up.
“I know. But there’s no need to. You took your punishment, and now everything’s forgiven. Everything’s fine.”
“Thank you,” Serena sobbed, giving Tara’s finger a very wet kiss. “Thank you. I love you!”
Tara chuckled. “And I love you. Sometimes tough love is the truest form of love.” She stepped behind Serena as she opened her wrist cuffs, so she could catch her without putting any pressure on Serena’s inflamed breasts. They carefully went down to the ground together, where Tara gently placed Serena’s head in her lap.
It took several minuted for the sobs to stop. All the while Tara caressed Serena’s head, paying no mind to the giant wet spot the tears left on her trousers.
“Feeling better?” Tara asked when it finally seemed as if Serena had calmed down.
“Much better,” Serena sniffled. She slowly sat up and winced. Every little movement went straight into her burning nipples and made them complain again.
“Think you can stand up?”
Serena nodded. With the help of Tara she carefully got to her feet, where she was faced with the still bound Alexis. During her pain-induced delirium she had completely forgotten about her.
“You know, Alexis is kinda right,” Tara said. “It was her who scratched that mirror, and you still got sixty strokes total for it, while she ended up not getting a single one. Doesn’t seem all that fair when you think about it like that.” She slipped the rope into Serena’s hand. “What was it you said earlier, about how things always even out in the end? Well, I’ll leave you to it. You know best what she deserves. I’ll just stay here and make sure you don’t go overboard.”
Serena slowly glanced from the rope in her hand to Alexis stretched out in front of her. Her slave sister looked back nervously.
“You… you don’t need to hold back,” Alexis stuttered. “It’s all my fault. I deserve everything you do to me.”
“I guess you do.” Serena raised the rope. “Close your eyes. I don’t want you to see it coming.”
Alexis winced, but she nodded and did as she was told.
Serena swung the rope a few times, watching Alexis twitch at the sound of it cutting the air. Then, in a swift motion, she dropped the rope, bridged the gap between them, and placed a kiss on Alexis’ forehead.
“What?” Alexis opened her eyes again in confusion.
“I think you’ve been punished enough already. I know how much it hurt you to see me like this. Don’t worry, I’m not mad at you.”
“But… but… it was my fault. Everything was my fault.”
“Yes. And maybe next time I make a mistake and you get punished for it. That’s how it all evens out. I’m not going to hurt you. That wouldn’t give me anything. But, if you really want to make it up to me, I could need someone to lotion me up. Someone with very gentle hands, and a lot of patience. Think you could be that one?”
Alexis nodded. She blinked a few times, and Serena could have sworn she saw something wet glitter in the corners of her eyes. “Of course. I’ll do everything you want.”
“For now that should be enough. But if you could spoil me a bit the next couple of days, that would be very much appreciated.”
“I’d love to.”
Serena kissed Alexis on the forehead again before turning back to Tara. “Is that okay with you?”
Tara grinned. “Whatever floats your boat. If that’s your idea of a fitting punishment, I won’t kink shame. But I don’t think you’ll ever be a Mistress with that attitude.”
“Me nether,” Serena smiled back. “But that’s okay. I couldn’t be happier with things as they are right now.”
And she meant it. Burning nipples and all.






  
  Shouldering the Load


It had been clear from the beginning that this was going to be a hard day. 
They hadn’t been able to finish their workload the day before, which meant they’d be expected to catch up in addition to completing all the chores already planned for the day. To make matters worse, in a stroke of impeccable timing, five of the slave girls had been sent into their week of vacation due to their periods, while only three other slaves had returned from their week off, leaving them understaffed.
Over her breakfast porridge Mona heard her fellow slaves whisper about the situation. Opinions seemed to be split about fifty-fifty. Half the slaves suggested talking to Catherine, their overseer, to ask if it was possible to relax the schedule for the day. The other half insisted that this was an opportunity to show off their dedication to their work, and that they were ready to rise to the challenge.
Mona herself was very much with the second camp. After all, she hadn’t become a slave because she liked slacking off. She didn’t see a need to join in the conversation, though. Everyone should know her opinion already, and besides, it was breakfast time. Waking up slowly over a peaceful breakfast was the one luxury she allowed herself. Unless you counted the perks she enjoyed from being a slave in her Lady’s mansion as luxuries. Those she enjoyed in plenty.
Mona had never understood why one would want to become, for example, a maid. Sure, being a slave was a lot of hard work, but that was much more satisfying than standing around in silly dresses all day. She hadn’t worn clothes since spring, and God knew she didn’t miss the feeling of itchy fabric on her skin. Also, who needed a bed when you could have a straw-matted kennel? Especially if you shared it with dozens of fellow slave girls. And the nightly orgies, which were all but inevitable with so many hot bodies perched together, were a nice bonus.
Mona licked the last traces of porridge from her bowl, still happily reminiscing about the previous night, when she was made to reconsider her plan of not getting involved. Lisa, one of the newest slaves, stood up and declared that she was going to ask Catherine for a reduction of their workload.
She was shaking as she did so. Mona understood her all too well. Even though Mona had taken the job because being a lowly slave was what she’d always yearned for, in the beginning it had all been a bit much. And Catherine had a reputation for being strict and cruel, even by the standard of the other overseers. A fact that had earned her a high standing with the more masochistically inclined slaves, but also struck fear into the hearts of slaves who were new to the lifestyle. Which raised the question why Lisa had volunteered.
“Sure you don’t want to finish your breakfast?” Mona asked. Lisa was barely half done with her bowl, and if she went to confront Catherine, there was a good chance she wouldn’t get to finish it. “It’s no problem. I can go on your behalf.”
Lisa took her up on the offer so quickly and gratefully, that Mona found her suspicions confirmed: Some of the other girls must have talked her into it, and Lisa had only agreed because of the peer pressure. Maybe Mona should have a word with Lisa and the other newbies about this in the evening.
For now, though, she had other things to worry about. Even as a seasoned slave, actively seeking out Catherine with a request took some guts. The chances that she’d get what she asked for were slim to non-existent. At least not without paying a hefty price. So far, every encounter she’d had with Catherine had ended either painful or humiliating or both. Which, if she was honest, was another reason why she’d volunteered for Lisa.
Mona stopped in front of Catherine’s table. It wasn’t proper for a slave to speak first, so she waited patiently until the overseer had finished eating her butter scone and, after a deliberately long sip of coffee, finally addressed her. “What seems to be the matter, Mona?”
“Mistress Catherine, I’m asking on behalf of my fellow slave Lisa if it would be possible to reduce our workload today. We are understaffed, and yet we have more work than usual because we didn’t get to weed the Northern acres yesterday.”
“I know the state of matters. There is no need to remind me.” Catherine’s voice remained sweet and friendly, but Mona had already learned that this didn’t have to be a good sign. “So you are asking on behalf of Lisa? Why did that girl not ask me herself, pray tell?”
Mona knew she had to choose her words carefully. She’d mentioned Lisa to imply that asking for less work didn’t align with her own opinion, but at the same time she didn’t want to cause Lisa any hardships. “It is because I greatly treasure Lisa. She is still new, and I want to make sure she isn’t overworked in a way that would sour her experience as a slave.”
“You treasure her greatly, you say?”
Mona swallowed. She had no idea where this was going. There hadn’t been enough time to think of a good answer, and she’d chosen the first approach that had come to mind.
Did she treasure Lisa greatly? She certainly thought the girl was cute as hell, but so far she hadn’t interacted with Lisa enough to form a meaningful connection.
“You shall get a chance to prove your conviction. Tell Lisa that you both are to accompany me to the Northern acres. The other slaves shall be free to worry only about today’s scheduled tasks.”
Mona’s heart sank. Weeding the acres was enough work to keep three slaves busy for a day at a normal pace. With only the two of them, they’d have to give it their all and likely still work overtime in order to make it.
“Mistress Catherine…”
Catherine raised an eyebrow, shutting Mona up immediately. “Why are you still bothering me? I will personally make sure that your treasured Lisa is not going to get overworked. Is that what you wanted to hear?”
Mona nodded curtly, not daring to say anything.
“I am glad we cleared that up. However, I feel like you need a reminder of when it is proper to speak, and when it is not. You will spend the day wearing a ball gag. Unless I explicitly tell you otherwise, you may only use your mouth for a drinking break every two hours. There will be no lunch for you today.”
“Yes, Mistress.” Mona suppressed a grin. Becoming Lisa’s spokesperson had already made the day much more interesting. She both dreaded and looked forward to finding out what other little cruelties she’d set herself up for.

Half an hour later Mona, Lisa and Catherine were at the Northern acres, a fancy name for a couple of spacious, barren fields. Mona had remembered correctly: Weeding all of them was more than enough work for three slaves, let alone two. To make matters worse, even this early in the morning the sun was already hot, and there was not a single cloud to be seen.
“Your fellow slave claimed that she treasured you greatly. That she wanted to make sure you would not be overworked,” Catherine told Lisa.
Lisa looked slightly embarrassed, but didn’t say anything. Neither did Mona. Not that she could have, even if she’d wanted to, thanks to the big red ball gag stuffed into her mouth.
“Since I am not an unreasonable person, I will accept this request and make sure you two share the work in a way that is not too demanding on you. Lisa, you will walk along the lines and point out the weeds, so Mona can easily find them and tear them out.”
A warm tingle grew in Mona’s stomach. This was exactly the kind of demeaning injustice she’d signed up for.
“Now get to it. If you do not get the work done, you will have a lengthy meeting with the leather strap later.”

After the first few minutes Mona already knew that they stood no chance.
Lisa’s job was a joke. You didn’t need someone to point out bright green weeds on a brown field. Lisa had to know that as well, but if so, it didn’t stop her from happily marching on, constantly pointing at the ground with a “Here’s one” or a “There’s more” while Mona crawled behind her on her hands and knees and did the actual work.
At least her body had hardened up to a point where she could do this without greater problems. The first time she’d been made to tear out weeds for hours on end with her bare hands, she’d cried from how much her blistered fingers hurt, and her knees were scraped raw from shuffling over the hard earth lumps all day. Still, when asked if she needed a day off, she’d gritted her teeth and gone back to work.
Her bravery had earned her the respect of the overseers and other slaves alike, which had led to a reward in the form of a heavenly group massage. That night as she lay in the kennel, her fingers still twitching and aching terribly, but with countless hands caressing every part of her body, she had become certain that this was the life she wanted to live.
But even with her hardened and calloused fingers it wasn’t exactly a pleasant job to tear out these bristly stalks, especially with how fast she had to go in order to stand even a sliver of a chance. Permanently looking down with her mouth pried open by the gag also quickly led to her drooling uncontrollably. That was another thing you got used to as a slave, but it still felt dirty in a deliciously naughty way when the drool hit her freely swinging breasts.
Soon she wasn’t just dripping from her mouth, though. The temperature had to be over thirty degrees already, and with how quickly she had to crawl over the field, it didn’t take long for her to be covered in sweat. Lisa’s skin was shining as well, but she was nowhere near as drenched as Mona was. Catherine, of course, sat in the shadow under a tree and idly had an eye on them while reading one of her historical romances, sipping lemonade.
Mona had learned to love this open injustice, but this day it was especially cruel.
The ball gag quickly became her worst enemy. It was almost a paradox: She kept drooling, meaning there had to be more than enough liquid in her body, but at the same time her mouth and tongue felt completely dry. When she looked up, she saw Lisa happily carrying a water bottle she could drink from whenever she liked, unlike Mona, who had to endure the thirst until her first two hours were over.
When the first drinking break finally came, Mona was parched. As was customary for slaves, she didn’t take the gag off completely, but let it hang around her neck like a naughty necklace. It was both practical, in that the gag wouldn’t get dirty from placing it somewhere else, and symbolic, in that it was hard to forget about the gag while it rested against your throat. That was, unless you had other, more urgent things preoccupying your mind.
The moment Mona took the gag out, she grabbed a bottle of water and downed it in one go. She didn’t care how much her belly complained. If she didn’t get enough liquid into her, she wasn’t going to survive the next two hours.
“I’m sorry. Because of you me, you…” Lisa began, but Mona interrupted her.
“Don’t be. It was my own decision. And honestly…” She showed Lisa a warm smile. “I’d do it all over again.”
Lisa bit her lip. “You would?”
“Sure. I love myself a good challenge. Also, you’re cute. You deserve it.”
Their little moment was crudely shattered by an angry Catherine. “Did I not tell you that you are only allowed to use your mouth for drinking? You will give me twenty push-ups, right now!”
“Yes, Mistress,” Mona and Lisa said in unison and dropped to the ground.
“Not you, Lisa. You have done nothing wrong.”
Lisa looked confused, most likely thinking that she should be as guilty as Mona, but she didn’t complain about being spared the punishment.
Mona quickly went through her twenty push-ups. She’d gotten pretty strong over the past year, and even if doing exercises under the burning sun was never easy, finally being able to properly breath through her mouth again made everything a lot more doable. In fact, Mona had to wonder why Catherine was letting her off so easily.
She found out when she tried to get up.
“You consider that proper push-ups? Your technique is a disgrace to whoever trained you. Lisa, stand over there and close your legs!”
Still visibly confused, Lisa followed the command and placed herself directly in front of Mona.
“You will do the push-ups again. And during every one of them, you will kiss both of Lisa’s feet.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Mona was used to humiliation, but being forced to kiss another slave’s feet – and a much newer and younger slave at that – made even her cheeks flush.
Also, her arms were slowly getting tired. Placing her lips on both feet meant that she had to stay down for much longer than she’d usually have, making each repetition at least twice as exhausting.
When she was finally done, her triceps were aching, and she was so bathed in sweat that she felt like she’d already lost the entire bottle of water again.
“Much more satisfactory. You will do this during every drinking break, in order to make sure you internalize the lesson. Now put your gag in and get back to work!”
Mona didn’t complain. It would’ve only been a waste of energy, and she needed all of that to make it through the day. If all her energy was even enough.

The sun rose higher, and soon Mona enjoyed the familiar feeling of getting roasted in her own sweat.
Being an outdoor slave in summer was a special kind of misery. She cursed her decision to bother Catherine. She could’ve been working with a drinking bottle at her side to quench her thirst at all times, mindlessly chatting with the other slaves as they worked. Instead, it was ages until her next drinking break, and that fucking gag continued to both make her drool continuously and transform her mouth into a desert.
Then again, a normal work day was nothing special and easily forgotten, while this day was going to stick in her memory for a long time to come. She already knew that she’d spend many future nights thinking back to her ordeal and either rubbing one out, or getting another slave to do it for her.
But first she had to make it through.

The morning dragged on, and Mona struggled to keep up the pace. Lisa didn’t slow down in front of her, and as time moved on, Mona got doubts if her fellow slave really was only pushing her so much because Catherine was watching them. She sounded far too cheerful when she could point out that Mona had missed a weed and make her crawl back to get it.
In her next break Mona downed another bottle of water. That she didn’t feel her bladder at all was an indicator of how much liquid she was losing. What she did feel, though, was a growing ache all over her body that wasn’t helped by the next set of twenty agonizingly slow push-ups over Lisa’s dusty feet. Then, without any rest at all, the gag went back in, and her grueling work continued.

The hours around midday were always the worst ones, and there still wasn’t even a trace of a cloud in the sky, nor a wisp of wind to be felt. There was nothing but the cruel sun, ruthlessly beating down on her burning back.
Even though all the outside work had rendered her immune to sun burn, her skin kept heating up, internalizing the heat to a point where she couldn’t even cool down in the shadow. She’d just continue roasting in her own juices.
Not that she was allowed the luxury of shadow anyway. As a lowly slave it was her fate to resign herself to any and all sufferings heaved upon her, and not let them interfere with her work.

When Catherine declared that the first six hours were over and that it was time for the lunch break, Mona was ready to simply collapse unto the dusty ground. Usually she wasn’t this exhausted even by the end of her shift, but a normal day wasn’t even half this intense.
Another bottle of water and another set of degrading push-ups later, Lisa joined Catherine in the shadow to receive her lunch box. With a sinking feeling Mona remembered that she’d lost her right to have lunch for that day. Still, she was happy enough to simply lie down in the shade and nap for the fifteen minutes she had.
“What do you think you are doing?”
Catherine’s sweet voice sent a shiver down Mona’s back. “I was…”
“I specifically told you to only take your gag out for drinking. You have already been reprimanded once, and yet you appear not to have learned your lesson. What do you say in your defense?”
“I… I thought lunch break also counted.” Mona took a deep breath. She knew that she’d fucked up, and she wanted to prove to Catherine that this didn’t make her a bad slave. “I realize my error. Please inflict any punishment on me that you see fit.”
Mona’s heart was racing as she awaited judgment. Her overseer let a few seconds pass, to let her stew in her anticipation, before she said “Clearly you need a reminder that for a slave, acting is better than thinking. Lisa, do you have any suggestions?”
Lisa looked up from her sandwich. If she was surprised to be asked her opinion, she didn’t show it. “Hmm… we could make her do jumping jacks while we eat. That should keep her busy. And it’s gonna be fun to watch.”
Mona’s stomach clenched. Why was Lisa doing this to her? And why did it feel so deliciously naughty to be ordered around and abused by another slave? “Yes, Lisa. Thank you for being strict with me.”
“And don’t forget to put the gag back in,” Lisa said offhandedly as she licked a smudge of ketchup from her fingers. “As a reminder that you shouldn’t use your mouth.”
Normally Catherine would have harshly reprimanded any slave who showed such an attitude, but she let it slide, effectively making Lisa Mona’s new Mistress. Since there was nothing she could do about it, Mona shoved the gag back in and started jumping.
“Faster!” Lisa commanded between bites. “And move your arms more!”
Mona groaned into her gag. Since she was one of the better endowed slaves, jumping jacks weren’t her favorite exercise to begin with. They always made her breasts swing and bounce painfully enough that even a nudist like her wished for a bra. Of course that was exactly why the overseers liked to make her do them.
Mona only hoped that Lisa could appreciate the cruelty of making her exercise with the ball gag in. The shock of each jump drove the rubber deep into her already aching jaws, and the straps bit harshly into the corners of her mouth.
As a slave she was used to being gagged, but usually it happened only for the duration of a special event, or a punishment. She’d never had to work for an entire day with her mouth pried open, and now her jaws were denied even the fifteen minutes of relief from lunch break.
And Lisa’s idea was evil enough even without the gag. Jumping jacks might not look like much, but they activated muscles all over the body, and as a result they got exhausting fast, especially under the burning sun and if you did them with wide, deliberate movements. Which Mona had to, and not just because Lisa and Catherine were watching her. She owed it to her pride to always give it her all, and to follow commands to the very best of her abilities.
Catherine watched her suffering with the laid back routine of an experienced overseer, but Lisa’s eyes were glued to Mona’s shining body and her heaving breasts.
It didn’t distract her enough to stop eating, though. Mona’s stomach grumbled as she watched Lisa chew her second sandwich with relish.
“Break time is over. Time for you to get back to work. You will need to speed up if you want to get it done.”
Mona suppressed another groan. Out of the five fields, they weren’t even finished with the second one. She’d already done a remarkable amount of work for one slave in half a day. It still wasn’t fast enough, though, even if she could keep up the pace, which was unlikely. After this “break” she was all out of breath, and every muscle in her body hurt.

As much as she tried to fight against it, she got slower and slower during the following hours. A thick fog of exhaustion clouded her mind. Her field of vision shrunk to just the next weed before her, and the next one, and the next. Her fingers itched painfully, and it would take ages to get all the earth out from under her nails, but even that discomfort barely even registered. It faded into a backdrop to her aching jaw, her parched tongue, her burning back, and the countless other pains and aches of her body.
She almost collapsed onto Lisa’s feet during the push-ups of her next drinking break. Her strength had all but run dry, and she still had another four hours in front of her. Every pretense that her workload was even theoretically doable had died a slow and painful death. They’d barely made it through half of the acres yet, and Mona wasn’t sure if she’d even manage to stay on her knees for the rest of the time, let alone get anything done.
Lisa must have noticed her sorry state as well. “She looks pretty done,” she told Catherine.
“She does indeed. We might have to find a way to keep her motivated.”
“You mean… like a whip?”
Lisa had clearly picked the wrong place in the mansion hierarchy. This time, however, Catherine didn’t indulge her ideas. “Lisa, dear, you cannot train a slave with punishments alone. There needs to be a balance. A loving touch here and a promise of rewards there work wonders from time to time. Try it. It should be easy for you to get through to her. After all, it appears that Mona treasures you greatly.”
Catherine’s voice got sharper as she addressed the still crawling Mona. “Face down, ass up, legs apart! Present yourself properly!”
Mona gladly did as she was told. The presentation position was one of the more comfortable ones, even with the hard lumps of earth digging into her knees and elbows. Compared to going back to work, it was a heavenly vacation. In her worn out state she would have been ready to fall asleep the moment her face touched the ground.
Until Lisa touched her, and all thoughts of sleep evaporated. Mona had believed that she was too exhausted to get properly horny, when in reality getting abused all day had built up a deep seated arousal within her that had only waited for this opportunity to wake up and sink its claws into her loins.
The entire day her pussy had been drenched, and not just from sweat. The moment Lisa dragged her finger over her swollen lower lips, Mona moaned into the gag like an animal in heat.
“You seem excited. Do you like what I’m doing?” Lisa asked, letting her finger linger on her folds.
Mona nodded frantically. She wasn’t sure if Lisa referred to her touches, or to how she’d treated her all day, but it didn’t make a difference. The truth was, Mona loved all of it. If not for the gag, she would have already told Lisa how much she loved getting abused by her, and that she hoped she’d give up on being a slave and pursue her true calling as an overseer, so they could have days like this more often.
“I saw that Mistress Catherine carries a big strap-on in her bag. Would you like me to use it on you?” Lisa asked, still idly teasing Mona’s swollen folds.
Another frantic nod, coupled with an unintelligible moan. Getting fucked like an animal by her fellow slave was exactly what Mona needed. She knew that she’d be even more worn out afterwards, but it would be so worth it. And post-coital tiredness had such a nice, heavy satisfaction to it that was so much better than the ache she currently felt in her burning muscles.
Lisa tenderly pulled the hood of Mona’s clit back and gave that hypersensitive nub a gentle flick with her slick finger, driving Mona absolutely insane. “If you’re good and finish this field before your next break, you will get it.”
She pulled her finger back.
Mona was half delirious by that point. The brutal heat, the uninterrupted eight hours of work and exercise, and the dreadful emptiness of her stomach had obliterated her defenses. The friction as hood of her clit slowly slid back was enough to make her light-headed. She was ready to turn off her brain and hump Lisa’s leg like a horny rabbit. But she wouldn’t. She’d work for her pleasure like the good slave she was.
“Come on, we’re almost done!”

The next two hours passed like a dream. Mona stumbled along on her hands and knees, from one weed to the next. Always just from one to the next, with no mental capacity for what would come after.
Her knees were sore as all hell from scraping over the hard earth lumps all day, but she was still infinitely grateful that she could do her work in a crawling position. There was no way she could have stayed on her feet without toppling over every few minutes. Her eyes burned from all the sweat running into them, and she had no idea if they were on track or not.
Every time she slowed down too much, though, Lisa would stop for a moment, walk behind her, and reach between her legs. A couple of tender rubs over her swollen folds was all it took to get Mona panting and working again.

When her next two hours were over, she didn’t even bother to stand up to receive her water. That would have only been a waste of the energy she didn’t have anymore in the first place.
It took her several minutes to finish her drink. Not even because she drank that much, but because her breath was so erratic that she had to actively calm it down before each sip. She managed to gulp down about half a liter, but when she tried to give the bottle back to Lisa, it dropped from her shaking fingers.
“She looks like she’s finished.” Lisa picked up the bottle and turned to Catherine. Honest concern hung in her voice.
Catherine crouched down and looked Mona in the eyes. “Can you go on, or are you going to collapse on us?”
Mona struggled to even make out Catherine’s words. A dull droning filled her ears, muffling every sound as if someone was pressing a hot, humming pillow over her head. “I don’t know, Mistress. I will do my best.”
“Good girl.” Catherine patted her head before she stood up and turned to Lisa. “She has worked herself to her limit. I think she has earned her reward.”
Lisa didn’t point out that they’d missed their goal of finishing the third acre by a good half an hour of work. She simply said “Yes, Mistress” and dashed off to the bag.
Mona went into position without having to be told to. It was less work than lying down and having to prop herself up again later. Also, the position allowed her to rest her head on her lower arms.
Maybe she’d even slept for a moment, since she didn’t hear it when Lisa returned and positioned herself behind her. She did notice, however, when Lisa pushed the thick strap-on into her drenched pussy, causing a wave of bliss to wash through her worn out body.
Mona kept her eyes closed and let herself get lost in the heavy thrusts, guttural moans flying from her mercifully ungagged mouth.
Slaves weren’t exactly starved for sex, what with their nightly orgies, but they didn’t have any toys in their kennel. And as fun as tongues and fingers could be, Mona needed the deep satisfaction that came from being penetrated.
It wasn’t even about orgasms. She could have as many of them as she wanted to, which often came up to several per night, but when someone roughly fucked her pussy with a strap-on so big that it filled her completely, she didn’t even need to come to feel satisfied. The carnal pleasure of all that pushing and rubbing and stretching and thrusting, the humiliation of being all dirty and sweaty as she got fucked in the field like an animal, this was what Mona lived for.
Lisa grabbed her by her sides to steady herself as she pushed in again and again. Mona could tell that Lisa didn’t have much experience with a strap-on yet. She’d have to build up more strength in her hips so she could thrust harder and keep the rhythm up for longer. Mona didn’t mind, though. She didn’t have the strength left either to work her hips like she was supposed to when being fucked by a superior.
Soon Lisa couldn’t keep up the pace anymore and settled into a slower, gentler rhythm. She would slide the strap-on out about half the way, then slowly back in again, giving Mona a few seconds to enjoy being filled completely, before starting over.
Mona’s mind slowly drifted off. She didn’t exactly fall asleep, but she entered a floaty half-sleep where she lost all sense for her environment, and the only remaining sensation was the intimate massage of Lisa’s strap-on. Even the pains all over her body slowly faded away, becoming a faint backdrop for the constant friction inside her.
At some point she must have dozed off after all, for when she came to her senses, she lay on the ground. Lisa had stopped fucking her, and only a sweet, comforting soreness in her pussy remained. That, and a deep-seated sense of satisfaction that filled her entire being and made her infinitely grateful that her life had turned out the way it had.
“Mona? Are you okay?” Lisa’s voice sounded like it came from far off.
“Very okay,” Mona mumbled. She opened her eyes and realized that it was almost evening. She had no idea how long Lisa had fucked her or how long she’d slept, but there had been two hours of work left when they’d started, and now it looked like it the work day was close to being over.
Mona sat up, slowly. She already knew that she’d be sore all over the next day, but for the moment she didn’t even hurt that badly. Every part of her body felt heavy, but not in an uncomfortable way. And as she fully regained her senses, she got aware of the dull heat radiating from between her legs. That was another thing she loved about pure penetration: It left her satisfied, but still horny enough to want more.
“I guess we have overdone it,” Catherine chimed in. “We should better stop early for today. You are in no condition to continue.”
Mona considered her choices. Catherine was right insofar as that working wasn’t an option anymore. Mona had to be glad if she was able to walk back to the mansion on her own. But there were other things they could do that didn’t require much energy from her part.
“Mistress, since I failed to finish my work, please punish me accordingly. There is no need to hold back. I deserve every lick of the strap.”
Catherine laughed. “Your dedication is commendable. You may sit with me for dinner tonight and eat from the overseer buffet. If you are still able to sit after your punishment, of course.”
Mona got down on her elbows again and raised her hips, so they’d have easy access to her ass. “May I just make one request?”
“Since you have been this good, you might as well.” Catherine took out her leather strap and gently teased Mona’s ass cheeks with it, making her pant with anticipation. “Do you want me to go easy on you after all?”
“No. But if it’s okay with Lisa, I want her to carry out the punishment.”
Lisa let out a nervous giggle. “I… I’d be happy to. Really. But I’ve never done it before.”
“It’s okay,” Mona reassured her, her heart beating excitedly. It seemed like Lisa was already on the path to switching jobs to become an overseer, but Mona wanted to make sure to give her all the encouragement she could. She was looking forward to working under her in the future. “Take your time. If you don’t get it right the first time, just try again. I’m too tired to run away anyway.”
Lisa took the strap from Catherine. The glimmer in her eyes was unmistakable. “You’ll tell me if it gets too much, yes?”
As an answer, Mona shoved the gag back between her aching jaws and strapped it in so tightly that there was no way she’d be able to make any intelligible sound. She didn’t want this to be over quickly. The longer Lisa had fun destroying her ass, the longer Mona could have fun being her first official slave.






  
  In Heat


On some level Sophie knew that she deserved this. 
Yes, she had fucked up the laundry, discoloring one of Mistress’ skirts to the point of being unusable. And yes, she’d tried to blame Katy for it. But it would have done that little Miss Perfect good to get her ass reddened for once. Sadly Mistress had seen through it, and as punishment for her attempted deceit, Sophie hadn’t gotten away with a fun spanking session. No, Mistress had ordered to “let her stew”.
She’d been hanging in the wooden shed for most of the day now. Two thick leather straps – one above her chest and one at her waist – supported her core, with more straps on her upper thighs and ankles keeping her legs up and open. With her arms bound behind her back, there was nothing she could do but helplessly float a good meter above the floor, her private parts exposed to all the world.
That much was standard fare for a slave, though, and even though the position wasn’t exactly comfortable, being the rope bunny she was, Sophie wouldn’t have even considered her bondage a punishment.
If it hadn’t been for the heat, that was.
Mistress had designed this shed with one purpose in mind: To store slaves who needed some time to think about what they’d done. Which explained not only the conveniently placed support beams, but also why she’d put it in the middle of the open field, where no shadow could prevent the summer sun from blasting down on it no matter the time of day.
On a cloudless day like this, the air inside was already hot and stuffy at nine in the morning. By noon it was positively boiling. To add insult to injury, Sophie had a large window in front of her, which not only allowed the other slaves to gawk at her sweat-soaked body, but also pointed right at the pool, where there was always a flock of women frolicking around in the cool water.
Once every hour she got a short break to stretch her limbs, hydrate herself (lukewarm water, enriched with sodium and other stuff that was medically necessary, but didn’t make it any more refreshing or better tasting) and take care of her sanitary needs. But even during these breaks she had to stay in the sweltering heat of the shed, until she got hung up again, suspended in the air with nothing to do but groan in discomfort and drip sweat.
She didn’t get bored, even though at times she wished she did. Other slaves came in regularly to check up on her, before leaving again to flee the heat. Mistress had allowed them to add a little personal twist to these visits. They weren’t allowed to hurt her or make her come, but these restrictions still left a lot of room to play around with.
The first one to make use of this opportunity for more than just a bit of kissing and groping was Sandy. Of course that little tit fetishist would take any chance she got. At least she wasn’t allowed to bite Sophie’s nipples.
She could suck them, though, and once Sandy got her lips on a pair of breasts she liked, there was no stopping her. She knew how to assault that tender flesh with her tongue, how to knead it with her mouth, how to overwhelm it with her love until her victim was wailing from pleasure.
By the time Sandy was finally satisfied, she was drenched in sweat from head to toe herself. Sophie’s nipples had turned so hard that it was almost painful, and her tender breasts throbbed in harmony with the burning lust that had taken hold of her entire body. But bound like this, there was nothing she could do about it. She could only watch Sandy leave to cool herself off in the pool while she was left to simmer in both the outside heat and the one from within.
Sophie had just barely calmed down again when she got a visit from Candice. Candice, that petite blonde with the big blue eyes and the full rosy lips.
Everyone who first met Candice instinctively filed her as a precious angel who needed to be protected in her innocence. Candice herself knew exactly how cute she was, and she had perfected the art of taking full advantage of the fact. For all the mischief she was involved in, she somehow always managed to talk herself out of the worst punishments, and she always got special treatment.
Those who got to know her more better, though, found a terrifying sadistic streak hidden beneath the cutesy facade.
“You look a bit down,” Candice said, sounding chipper as always. “I think we need to cheer you up a bit.”
Sophie immediately knew what Candice was on about, and she also knew that there was nothing she could do to stop her. Still, she had to at least try. The hottest time of the day had only just started, and Sophie already felt like there was not a single spark of energy left in her body. Her eyes burned from the sweat running into them, and the constant salty taste in her mouth only added to her discomfort. She really didn’t have the strength left for Candice’s games. “Please, don’t tickle me.”
“But why not?” Candice tapped her kissable lips with the tip of her index finger in feigned ignorance. “You look like you could use a bit of joy.”
“Please, I’ll do any-” Sophie’s plea was cut short when Candice shoved three fingers into her mouth.
“Shush! It’s not nice of you to talk back when I’m trying to help you. If you keep doing that, I’ll have to tell Mistress that you’ve been very rude to me. Do you want that?”
Sophie shook her head. Mistress always came up with the most humiliating punishments for the slaves Candice complained about.
“Thought so. Then be a good girl and let me cheer you up.”
Sophie wasn’t the most ticklish out of all the slave girls, but the hours of sweating had made her skin all tender, and Candice knew what she was doing. When her nails dug into her soft sides, Sophie felt like she was losing her mind.
The evil thing about suspension bondage was that no matter how hard you tried, you couldn’t wiggle away in the slightest. There was no escaping Candice’s dancing fingers, and Sophie could only laugh hoarsely while that cruel angel pinched her sides, poked her rib cage, dragged her nails over that ticklish spot right above her butt.
A thorough tickling left you overheated and exhausted even on a good day. Inflicting it on someone who was already worn out by the damp heat of the shed was just evil. Droplets of sweat sprayed everywhere as Sophie frantically shook her head in a vain attempt to get some relief. When Candice finally stopped, she hung limp in her bonds, all strength drained from her body.
“See? That’s much better, right?”
“Yes. Thank you,” Sophie forced herself to say.
“Always a pleasure,” Candice said with a cutesy giggle. “And speaking about pleasure: Could it be that you’re enjoying your punishment a bit too much?”
Sophie had thought that she was too exhausted to feel horny, but when Candice traced her drenched pussy lips with her finger, a whole different kind of heat rose within her. She couldn’t help herself. Nothing got her going faster then being at the mercy of someone who took full advantage of her helplessness.
There was barely any friction as Candice’s fingers glided over Sophie’s slick pussy. Even if Sophie had had the strength left to fight against it, it felt too good to do anything but surrender herself to these soft touches.
Sophie gasped as Candice pulled the hood of her clit back. She was already far too close for comfort.
“You’re not allowed to-”
“I’m not allowed to make you come. I know,” Candice said. “Don’t worry. Unlike you, I’m a good girl who respects the rules.”
Sophie forced herself not to plea for mercy. That would have only provoked Candice to even more cruelty. There was no way she could endure a malicious teasing session in her worn out state. A pitiful moan escaped her as Candice started dragging her fingertip in slow circles around her exposed clit.
“You’ve got twenty minutes until your next break. If I was an evil person, I’d keep doing this until then.”
Sophie whimpered, trying to force her body to orgasm. She needed that release, and it would get Candice into trouble, which made it all the sweeter.
It was impossible, though. Candice’s touches barely sufficed to keep her all hot and bothered. They were too light to find any real satisfaction in them. “But you’re not evil, right?”
“I guess I’m not.” Candice blew on Sophie’s clit. The gush of cool air right on that throbbing, inflamed nub was enough to make Sophie shiver all over. “Unless you want me to be evil, of course.”
Sophie bit her tongue. She had to pick her words very carefully if she wanted to avoid any further torment, but her brain was already foggy from the heat, and Candice’s teasing touches shattered any remaining ability to form coherent thoughts.
“Here’s a little question for you,” Candice said, still sounding far too chipper for someone who was just torturing another woman with her sexual needs. “How does it feel? To have another slave treat you like this?”
“I…” Sophie’s answer got lost in a long moan as Candice slowly dragged her tongue all the way over her pussy.
“And don’t lie. If I think you’re not honest with me, I might have to shove something up your ass. And it’s gonna be bigger than a finger.”
The threat almost sent Sophie over the edge. Her ass was her weak spot. Even the smallest plug got her so bothered that she couldn’t think straight anymore. If Candice made true of her threat, Sophie would explode on the spot. The intensity of it would completely destroy her, though, and she still had to make it through several hours of stewing in this shed.
“I… I… I feel…” It was infuriating how Candice’s finger didn’t even properly rub her clit. It just teased around its edges in the most tantalizing and infuriating way. “It… It turns me on. Like, so, so much.”
Candice giggled. “Figured. And how do you like it when I do nasty, evil things to you, and you can’t stop it? Does that also turn you on?”
Sophie gritted her teeth. Even as her mind screamed for relief, her body didn’t lie. It loved being the plaything of that sweet-faced traitor. “Yes.”
“So you’re saying, if I teased you until your next break, you’d enjoy that?”
Sophie sobbed. She’d tensed up so much that her body ached all over. Her pussy itched to get anything more than these cruel light touches. And yet she was such a pervert that part of her actually wanted this. “Yes!”
“Guess I can’t do it, then. This is supposed to be a punishment, after all.” With a last tantalizing lick Candice stopped all stimulation and left her hanging, in more ways than one. “Well then, enjoy the rest of your afternoon!”
It took Sophie several minutes after Candice had left to fully realize that she’d actually dodged that bullet. Only that by then she almost wished she hadn’t. She was still majorly turned on, but without Candice, there was no way for her greedy pussy to get the attention it demanded. She had to keep stewing in her own juices while her mind kept bothering her with fantasies of the delicious agonies Candice could have put her through.
Eventually even that raging arousal died down under the sheer exhaustion brought on by the relentless heat. The rest of her visitors didn’t help her either, usually sticking to a few minutes of feeling her up before fleeing the shed again. With the exception of Tanya of course, who nearly gave her a heart attack when she dropped an ice cube on her overheated neck.

The hours dragged on. The sun was already sinking, and while the air in the shed was still unbearably hot and stale, at least the brutal midday heat had passed. When hanging her back up after the previous break, they’d assured Sophie that this would be the last session, so at least the end was in sight. She was so ready to collapse into her bed after a quick shower.
But before that, she got her last visitor.
“Oh my. That’s quite a predicament you’ve gotten yourself into.”
Sophie only groaned as an answer. She’d already hoped that she wouldn’t have to see Katy.
“Mistress told me to release you. Once I’m done with you, she said.”
“So you’re here to take revenge?”
Katy stopped in front of Sophie, giving her a good view of that perfect body of hers which so many of the other slaves envied her for. “There isn’t really anything to revenge, since you didn’t end up doing me any harm. Although, your lie got you further than I would’ve thought. For a moment there I actually believed that you’d get Mistress to punish me for your mistake.”
“Would’ve served you right,” Sophie muttered.
“What was that?”
Sophie sighed. She didn’t have the energy left to hide her feelings, and it wasn’t like she had anything left to lose. If she was to be Katy’s plaything anyway, she could just as well speak her mind. “You heard me. You’re always so fucking perfect. In all the time I’ve known you, you haven’t made a single fuck up. You’re so boring, it pisses me off!”
She couldn’t see Katy’s face with her head hanging down like that, but judging by Katy’s trembling voice, she must have struck a nerve.
“I’m just doing my best to please Mistress.”
“Yeah, whatever. Look, I really can’t be bothered to discuss this right now. Let’s just get this over with. Do whatever you want, and then we can both go our separate ways.”
Katy didn’t say anything for quite a while. “Is there anything you want me to do?” she finally asked.
“What?”
“Well… I don’t really want to take revenge, and you’ve already been punished more than enough because of me. And I don’t want any bad blood between us, so…”
Sophie snorted. Did this bitch really think she needed some empty words of pity? “You wanna make it up to me? Well, for starters, you could eat me out.”
“But… didn’t Mistress forbid-”
“Of course she did. That’s why a goody-two-shoes like you would never do it. So just cut the crap and let me down!”
Katy wordlessly disappeared from Sophie’s field of vision as she walked behind her. But instead of the expected loosening of her bonds, Sophie suddenly felt a hot breath tickling her inner thighs.
“Wait, are you…” Her words dissolved in a moan when Katy licked her swollen pussy.
“What’s the matter? Didn’t you want this?”
“Yes, but… Oh, fuck, you’re good!” Sophie had never had Katy eat her out before, but she should’ve guessed that her oral skills were as impeccable as everything else she did. That girl knew how to use her tongue. It took her no time at all to rekindle the searing need that had taken so long to die down after Candice’s games.
“Thanks,” Katy said, pausing only for that single word before putting her tongue back to work. She caressed Sophie’s clit with a flurry of soft licks before she went further, all the way over her soaked pussy lips. And further still. Katy’s tongue went between her ass cheeks, teasing her sensitive back entrance.
“Fuck, if you keep doing that, I’ll-”
“I know.” Katy closed her lips around Sophie’s clit and sucked.
Sophie would have convulsed in pleasure if her bonds had allowed it. Her orgasm built up rapidly, but Katy didn’t slow down her assault. She only ever let go of Sophie’s clit to shower the rest of her pussy and even her ass in a wild flurry of licks.
A couple of slaves had gathered in front of the window to witness the spectacle. If Sophie came by Katy’s mouth, everyone would know it. Katy would get punished for breaking the rules. Tomorrow she’d be stuck in the pillory in front of everyone, crying as Mistress painted her sweet ass red with the cane.
That picture pushed Sophie over the edge. She screamed out her pleasure while Katy kept eating her out, not letting up until Sophie’s moans finally died down and she hung limp in her bounds.
“God, that was amazing,” Sophie muttered, still half delirious.
“I know.” Katy placed one last kiss between her legs. “And you better not call me boring ever again.”






  
  Mistress Debut


The room’s black walls made it so that despite the bright lighting it kept an eerie atmosphere. An atmosphere that was built up further by its interior. 
A bare rubber mattress mounted on a metal bed frame, a giant X-shaped wooden cross, shackles and chains everywhere. And all over the walls, in plain sight, an endless collection of whips, canes, paddles, and countless other tools, some of which making you wince just from looking at them. There was no mistaking it: This room was made for discomfort and pain, and it wanted you to know that from the moment you set foot into it.
Monica ran her fingers over one of the whips, taking in all the details of the tightly twisted leather before taking it off the wall.
No, not just Monica. It was Mistress Monica now. After a full year of training she was finally a certified dominant, ready to be unleashed upon the world to strike fear in the heart of subs everywhere.
Or at least the subs working in this mansion, for now. Everyone had to start somewhere, and when it came to first positions, Monica couldn’t have been luckier. This place was the real deal. Just standing in this punishment room made her every hair stand up, and she wasn’t even the one who’d get to feel all these assorted implements of bondage and pain.
“Nervous?”
Mistress Natasha sat on the rubber mattress, her feet dangling down to the side of what could have been considered a bed, had the countless metal bars and all the conveniently placed rings not made it so abundantly clear that comfort had been the least of its makers concerns.
Like Monica she was dressed all in leather, her studded vest and tight, shiny trousers giving her a natural air of authority. Monica could only hope that she pulled off the look at least half as convincingly. She absolutely loved how the leather looked and felt on her, but she knew that there was a lot more that went into the demeanor of a natural Mistress than just the clothes.
“Excited,” Monica answered, still fascinated by the whip in her hand.
She’d received countless hours of training with these vicious beauties, learning all their ins and out, from how to treat the material, to how to hold them correctly, and of course how to hit someone in a way as to cause truly breathtaking amounts of pain while minimizing the risk of scars.
Monica shivered as she remembered the demonstration she’d received.
All budding dominants got to experience the tools of punishments they trained with first hand at some point, to get a feel for what they were dealing with and what they asked of their subs. Those demonstrations were a lot more harmless and controlled than a real punishment session, of course, but the memory of the fiery pain setting her back ablaze was still vivid in her mind. And the insidious burn as they disinfected the welts with rubbing alcohol. It had been a truly eye-opening experience. She was still a bit embarrassed that she’d cried on that day, but she’d not been the only one by far, and it had made her really appreciate the power of the whip.
And now she could finally try it out for real. Not on a training dummy, not with a biteless practice whip, but the real deal and on a real sub who’d earned herself a real punishment.
“That’s the spirit!” Natasha gave her an encouraging smile. “I’ve had a lot of girls getting the shivers on their first time, but I’m sure you’ll do great. If you need some help or extra authority, I’m here, but try to handle yourself on your own as much as possible. The only real way to learn what works and what doesn’t is by trying it out yourself and see what happens.”
“I’ll do my best.” Monica took a few deep breaths, trying to calm her racing heart. It wouldn’t do for her to literally shake from excitement, but it was hard to keep her feelings in check. She’d waited far too long for this moment. “Shall be start?”
“Sure.” Natasha turned towards the door and shouted with a truly impressive volume “Come in!”
Moments later the door opened and two woman stepped in. The smartly dressed one walking in front was Mistress Denise, who Monica so far had only seen in passing. It was the second woman, though, who caught her eyes.
Naked as subs tended to be at most times and dragged along by ropes binding her wrists, she still managed to exude the aura of someone who was completely above the things happening around her. She had a lazy smirk on her lips as she whipped her head back. It would have looked even more impressive if her beautiful long dark hair had been loose, but it had already been bound into a tight ponytail so it wouldn’t fall over her back during the upcoming punishment.
Only when Denise stopped with her charge and cleared her throat did Monica realize that she’d been utterly transfixed by this pretty sub. She quickly forced her thoughts back on track. Natasha needed to see that she could handle herself and the situation.
“What’s she in for?” she asked, nodding at the sub. She hoped that she managed to come across as a mix of imposing and almost bored because she was so used to this procedure. Given how the naked woman sneered at her, though, she wasn’t sure how well she hit that mark.
Denise gave a quick nod to Natasha before turning back to Monica. “Being a lazy bitch, as always. If you need any specifics, we caught her playing on her phone when she was supposed to help in the kitchen. Again.”
The sub kept grinning, apparently oblivious both to Denise’s sideways glance and the situation she found herself in.
“I see,” Monica said before realizing that such a weak-ass response wouldn’t do. “Don’t worry, I’ll teach her the errors of her ways. Any specific instructions for her punishment?”
Usually either the Mistress who took note of the crime or the one primarily in charge of the sub in question decided the parameters of the punishment, since they were best suited to judge the situation. However, Denise just gave an exasperated huff.
“Feel free to do whatever you want. Not that it will actually do any good, but if you give her a good whipping, that should at least keep her in line for a couple of days.”
Monica wasn’t surprised that they’d given her this specific sub for her first real punishment assignment. She knew the type: Bratty, either masochistic to a fault or simply unimpressed by pain, and only in the whole thing because they saw it as one big joke and got a kick out of finding out how much they could get away with.
The woman had likely experienced pretty much every punishment in the book already, without any of them actually motivating her to change her ways. In short: An utterly hopeless case when it came to obedience, and pretty much unbreakable. The perfect sub to give a newbie, since you couldn’t really do anything wrong.
However, you also couldn’t really do anything right. It was as Denise had said: They expected her to whip her a bit and then send her on her way, without the whole procedure leaving any lasting impressions. The thought tickled Monica’s ambitious nature. It didn’t matter that a phoned-in performance would be perfectly acceptable here. She was going to give it her all.
“Thank you very much. I’ll take it from here.”
Denise looked over to Natasha again before she handed over the ropes. Monica felt a jab of annoyance at that. Sure, she was fresh out of training and Natasha was here to supervise her, but she was still supposed have all the authority.
Of course she swallowed her pride and stayed professional, and after briefly exchanging nods with Denise, she found herself alone with the sub. Well, alone except for Natasha, but she didn’t count.
Monica tried not to let her nervousness show, even though she was sure that everyone had to be able to hear her thumping heart. She only now realized that the sub wasn’t actually all that helpless. Sure, she might have her hands bound, but that was it. It would have been easy for her to catch Monica unaware, yank the rope from her hands, kick her down and run away.
That wouldn’t gain her anything except for a much, much more vicious punishment once she was caught again, but it would throw a truly pitiful light on Monica’s performance. And if this sub really was so bratty and above everything, she might do it just for shits and giggles.
“What’s your name?” Monica asked, holding on tightly to the rope and trying to find a balance between keeping a close eye on the sub while not looking as if she was afraid of her.
“You can call me Dory,” the woman said. She somehow managed to load even this completely neutral sentence with the clear message that she was utterly unimpressed by things in general, and Monica in particular.
“And what’s your real name?” Monica demanded in an attempt to assert her authority.
“Dory. Which is why it makes sense for you to call me that. Since it’s my name, you know. I heard that’s how these things work.”
Hearing Natasha snort in the background did nothing to raise Monica’s confidence, and neither did the derisive smirk Dory gave her. She briefly considered making a scene, but that would only make her look even more ridiculous. Dory might have won the first round, but if Monica acknowledged that, there was no way she’d ever regain any semblance of authority.
“I’m glad you’re having fun. Let’s see how long that lasts once we get the show on the road.”
Monica yanked at the ropes to pull Dory into the middle of the room. For a terrible second she thought that the sub might resist and force her into an undignified wrestling match. But thankfully Dory decided to play along, even if she made a point of walking at her own pace.
While the room had both a St. Andrew’s Cross and a dedicated whipping post, Monica decided to simply throw the rope through the iron ring bolted to the ceiling and pull it taut until Dory could barely keep standing flat on her feet, before tying it up with a simple, functional knot. While the dedicated bondage equipment might have more style, Monica liked how this open pose kept all of Dory’s pretty body fully accessible at all time.
And it was a pretty body indeed. During her training, Monica had become used to nudity to the point that at times she barely even noticed it anymore, but it was impossible not to let your eyes linger on Dory’s firm curves, her toned legs, and most of all the story that was being told by her skin.
You only needed a casual glance to make out all the countless signs of previous punishments. The callouses on her back and butt weren’t all that surprising, but Monica’s stomach fluttered as she made out countless rough spots on Dory’s thighs, and even her breasts as well. And while doms were instructed to avoid scaring as much as possible, once you reached a certain number and frequency of whippings and canings, it was impossible not to leave at least some little marks.
Monica couldn’t even begin to imagine how many vicious spankings this firm ass had endured to harden it up this much. Either Dory was a freak of nature and just didn’t feel pain, or she had infinite willpower. Either way, a closer look at her body brought up some serious doubts if it was even physically possible for Monica to leave any kind of actual impression.
“Like what you see?” Dory asked, still showing that signature smirk of hers. “Feel free to grope all you want. I can’t stop you. Not that I’d have any reason to. I kinda have a thing for freshly-baked doms. In fact, why don’t you just confiscate me once we’re done here? Claim me as your personal bed warmer? There’s a couple things I can teach you about what one can do with another woman. Things they don’t teach you at school.”
Monica felt her face heat up. And it didn’t help that Dory was right. The idea to claim this spunky brat for some private sexy time was far too alluring. Dory had the air of someone who could both give and take like a pro in the bedroom.
“Watch you mouth!” Natasha’s sharp voice cut through the room. “Remember your position. That Mistress Monica is new doesn’t mean that you can do as you please. If you don’t show her the required respect-”
“Thank you, but I got this,” Monica cut her off. She quickly stepped behind Dory, hoping against hope that she sub hadn’t noticed how she was blushing for real now. Letting Natasha speak up for her would cost her the last remaining shreds of credibility. If it wasn’t too late already. She needed to turn the situation around, and fast.
“That’s enough, Dory!” She was painfully aware that she didn’t sound half as impressive as Natasha had, but she couldn’t allow herself to hesitate any longer. “I tried it the nice way, but it’s clear that you’re not repentant in the slightest. Seems like I’ll have to use the only language you understand.”
Monica cracked the whip. She almost flinched herself from how that surprisingly loud sound echoed through the room, but of course Dory only had another scoff for her.
“Yeah, whatever. Let’s get this-”
She cut off as the whip hit her squarely between the shoulder blades. The impact was deafening, and its mere force made her stumble forward the little bit that was possible with her hands bound this high above her head. One look at the bright red welt blooming on her back was enough to get an idea of how much that must have hurt.
Monica didn’t give her the time to collect herself and come up with the next taunt. A wild thrill rose within her as she let the whip kiss Dory’s back once, twice, several times more. The embarrassment wasn’t completely gone, but it faded to a shadow of its former self with each resounding crack, each involuntary flinch of Dory, each of her little gasps that she tried to mask the pain with.
This was what she was made for! From the time she’d almost creamed her panties during the first public whipping she’d witnessed, it had been clear that becoming a Mistress was the only option for her. But even in her wildest dreams she couldn’t have imagined how amazing it would feel in the moment. Natasha, the rest of the room, it all faded away. There was only her, Dory, the whip, and the excitement of being able to cause another woman pain.
After the first five strikes Monica paused to admire her work. The dark red welts contrasted beautifully against Dory's tanned skin. They ran in nicely separated lines, except for the X Monica had painted right between Dory's shoulder blades, the intersection showing an even brighter red where she'd broken the skin.
Those lashes must have hurt something fierce, and yet Monica was left panting more heavily than Dory. The thrill to finally have a real sub to play with made her float in a euphoric haze. And seeing the whip marks laid out before her filled her with pride. Every strike had gone precisely where she'd meant it to. All the practice had paid off. She wasn't a madwoman beating her victim in a flurry of barely controlled violence. No, she was a true Mistress, dishing out pain in a precise and deliberate way.
“I admit, you're not half bad for a newbie.” Dory still talked as if she was barely interested in what was going on, but there was a hint of a tremble in her voice. “You know how to pack a punch. And you don't waste time with empty threats between strikes. Or with counting. Never understood that pretentious shit. So, yeah, real solid performance. Looking forward to working with you again.”
“Thanks, but I'm not interested in your flattery.”
It was a total lie. Sure, given Dory's general demeanor, her praise had to be laden with more than just a hint of irony and couldn't be taken seriously. It didn't make a difference to Monica, though. Hearing this veteran of a sub – and such a pretty one at that – talk highly of her technique hit her in ways that all the words of praise of her teachers had never managed to.
Decidedly dirty ways, for instance.
Monica tightened her grip on the whip's handle as she realized just how much she was lusting after Dory. She forced her mind back on track. It was a perfectly natural thing for a Mistress to be aroused when dealing with a sub, but if she actually found herself craving Dory's approval, she'd be in real trouble. She couldn't let Dory into her head to the point where she got control over her.
“The only thing I want to hear from you is that you’re sorry for your behavior and that you'll make an honest attempt to better yourself.”
Dory threw her head back, looking at Monica upside-down. “I'm so terribly sorry, Mistress! Your tough love has shown me the way. I swear, starting today, I'll be the best version of myself.”
It was amazing how she managed to get all that out with a straight face. Well, a very tilted and smirking face, but still.
Monica raised the whip again. “Just so we're clear: I don't care how long this takes. I can do this all day. It's only up to you how this will go.”
“Good thing I don't have any more plans today, then,” Dory said before turning back.
Monica almost talked back again, but stopped herself. Trading taunts and threats was getting them nowhere fast. And Dory had explicitly praised her for being a woman of action instead of words, so they should be in agreement that it was time to let the whip do the talking again.
She struck Dory's back two more times, but their exchange had burst her bubble a little. Something felt off. Dory clearly wasn't impressed by the punishment, her sharp breaths barely counting as a reaction to the strikes.
Monica remembered how ten lashes with such a heavy leather whip, delivered by expert hands, had been enough to bring her to tears. And she was sure that she struck at least as hard as her teacher had struck her. But then again, she was a natural sadist, not a masochistic pain slut. Since Dory hadn’t even cried out yet, there was no way the whipping would have any effect at this rate.
While she might technically have free reign over how to go about this punishment, she couldn’t give Dory hundreds of lashes until she finally broke as Monica stripped the skin from her back. While such extreme punishments might be acceptable in some special cases, dishing it out for a mere act of petty laziness and brattiness would go against every dominant ethos. Natasha would step in and send her back to training with a heavy reprimand, and rightfully so. Which meant that Monica needed to switch something up.
And she knew just the thing.
For the next strike she let the whip fly horizontally, aiming to the side. With how much she had mastered her control during training, it was easy to hit just the way she intended. The whip struck just below Dory’s right shoulder, its end curling around so that its tip bit right into the side of Dory’s breast.
It was such a devious technique. The tip of the whip stung like a bitch, and in such a sensitive place to boot. Not even someone as hardened up as Dory could shake that off so easily. She still didn’t cry out, but her pained gasp was music to Monica’s ears, and Dory could barely keep her heavy breathing under control as she said “I see this little kitty is showing her claws at last.”
Monica didn’t rise to the taunt. She struck again before Dory had a chance to fully steady herself. Dory tensed up as she heard the whip cut through the air, bracing against another painful lash to her torso. Which was exactly why Monica had aimed somewhere else.
The whip struck Dory’s thigh, painting the most beautiful red line on the hitherto unmarred skin. A line that ran almost all the way around as the whip once again coiled up on impact, the strike perfectly balanced to make sure the tip would bite right into the sensitive flesh on the inner thigh.
“Haa~!”
Dory finally cried out in surprise and pain, flinching so had that the rope holding her in place squeaked as it was violently yanked over the metal ring. Monica immediately struck again, right against the already bruised spot on Dory’s right breast.
“Fuck!”
Dory danced from one foot to the other. She instinctively tried to reach down with her arms and soothe her breast, but there wasn’t enough slack in the rope by a long shot. No, she was going to have to simply deal with what had to be a truly insidious burn.
“Still feeling feisty?” Monica asked, aware that she was grinning like a madwoman, but unable to stop it. Natasha was already looking at her funny.
There would be a stern talking to later if she let her emotions get the better of her. Monica was sure she hadn’t stepped over the line yet, though. While some Mistresses preferred to keep a reserved, dignified demeanor at all times, there were at least as many who didn’t hide how much fun they were having.
And Monica was having lots of fun. The thrill was back. She wasn’t conceited enough to think that her little trick had been enough to break Dory’s resolve, but she’d made her drop her act for a moment, and that was already a bigger success than she’d hoped for.
“You’re real evil for a newbie.” Dory almost managed to revert to her zero-shits-given persona. Almost. “Did they step up their game in dom school? Made a ‘How to be a Real Bitch for Dummies’ class?”
“No, I figured that out on my own.” Monica let the whip crack. That Dory flinched at the sound now made her feel the sweetest vindication. “Last chance. I either get one sincere apology, or you get to find out what sensitive spots I’m gonna target next. Your pick.”
Dory didn’t answer immediately, and for a crazy moment Monica actually thought that she’d won. But of course that was just a pipe dream in the face of Dory’s resolve and brattiness. “Sorry, but I’ve always been a curious one. Show me what you got!”
Monica gritted her teeth, once again feeling the dynamic shift. Maybe she had celebrated too early. But then again, she really didn’t have a problem with dragging this out a little longer. Especially now that she was finally getting some fun reactions.
And the reactions kept coming, because Monica had learned that it wouldn’t do to target the thick, callused skin between Dory’s shoulders.
Dory’s thighs were first. They were just such an inviting target with how nicely the whip could curl around them. And every fresh welt ended in a darkish red, almost purple spot along the inner thigh where the tip stung into the soft skin. And those little yelps each time Dory tried and failed to stay silent were so adorable.
Funnily enough her firm ass was also a perfect target. Monica would have expected Dory to be far too used to having her butt thrashed, but ass cheeks were a lot softer than the shoulder region, and an expertly wielded whip had a much nastier bite than most spanking implements. When Monica struck the same cheek twice in rapid succession, she finally managed to get a heart-felt agonized howl out of Dory.
Spurred on by this little victory, Monica walked around Dory so she could look her in the face. Dory was panting heavily and she couldn’t hide the pain, but she was still glaring defiance at Monica.
“How’s the apology coming along?” Monica asked, already raising the whip again to show that she wasn’t going to waste any time.
“I’ll get back to you on that.”
Naturally. Monica would’ve been disappointed if Dory had thrown the towel in there. After all, she hadn’t even fully utilized yet that Dory’s bonds exposed every side of her beautiful body.
Once more the whip struck with a frighteningly loud crack, only that this time Dory’s shriek was just as loud when the leather bit right into her soft breast with full force.
Usually breast whippings were reserved for more serious crimes, but for someone as repeated and as unrepentant an offender as Dory they were well within reason. And since Natasha didn’t speak up, she must have been thinking the same. Also, Monica wasn’t going to let this chance pass. Getting to torture a pretty sub’s vulnerable breasts had always been a fantasy that immediately got her panties wet, and now she actually got to make that dream a reality on her very first assignment.
It didn’t matter how hardened or brave Dory was. No woman could hold it together when you introduced the whip to such an intimate part of her. She managed to keep the screams in for the most part, but she couldn’t help whimper uncontrollably as Monica painted both her breasts an angry red. Until she showed off her aiming skill and made the whip kiss Dory’s nipple. That’s when the screaming started for real.
Monica lowered the whip, her heart thumping in her chest as she stepped towards the whimpering sub. She grabbed Dory’s ponytail and yanked it back, forcing her to look her in the eyes.
Dory’s face was shining with sweat from the tension of holding in the pain, and she was blinking heavily. Seemed like that last hit had gotten her eyes wet.
“Okay, I’m sorry. I admit, you’re much better than your average newbie. I swear, I’ll be a good girl from now on.” Her lips were shivering and her voice cracked, but she still managed a flickering grin as she added “For at least a day or two.”
“That’s the best I’m going to get out of you, isn’t it?”
“It’s more than many others managed. That actually fucking hurt. You can be proud of yourself. The offer’s still standing, by the way. Claim me, and I’m all yours tonight.”
Monica tried to keep her raging arousal in check. If she’d let her pussy do the thinking, she’d forcefully shove her tongue into Dory’s mouth right now before dragging her off to her room. Still, she needed to finish this off first, prove to Natasha that she had everything under control, including herself. And she was going to take Dory up on the offer anyway, so it shouldn’t matter if she had to wait a little longer.
She was a little miffed, though, that in the end she hadn’t really won. It was more of a stalemate. Dory had yielded, and it was clear that the pain was getting to her, but it was just as clear that both her body and her resolve would have been able to handle much more. At the same time Monica didn’t have much choice but to call it a day here. She’d already painted a nice network of red welts across Dory’s body, many of which would take days to fully heal. Whipping Dory any more would be frowned upon. You didn’t beat a sub so much that she needed a vacation to recover, not for something as superficial as general brattiness.
Well, it had been fun anyway. And there had never been an actual chance for a real victory. Monica couldn’t complain, not when she was still floating on this intoxicating rush of living out her sadistic fantasies. Not when the whole experience had gotten her so deliciously horny, and especially not when she had someone right there who was more than willing to take care of that very need. She was just going to get Dory down and…
A cupboard in the back caught her eyes. One filled with lubes, disinfectants, and various other bottles and sprays. Maybe she could make one last attempt to get under Dory’s skin. Quite literally, even.
“I’ll get back to you on that,” Monica threw Dory’s own words back at her. “For now I’m gonna give you something to think about while I have a talk with my fellow Mistress.”
She dropped the whip off at the table as she swiftly walked over to the cupboard. The whip would need some tending to, but there was more than enough time for that later. Maybe she’d even get Dory to do it, if she was feeling particularly nasty.
Well, not as nasty as what she was about to do now by a long shot, Monica thought, grinning to herself as she slid her hand into a rubber glove and walked back to Dory with a particular bottle in hand. She stopped right behind her, so Dory wouldn’t have any chance to brace herself.
“Let’s get your skin all nice and moisturized again.”
Monica poured some of the clear lotion onto her glove before rubbing it all over Dory’s bruised back, making especially sure to get it in all the spots where the whip had cracked the skin. While Dory wasn’t bleeding, there were several little open cracks, and she sharply sucked in air as Monica generously drenched her wounds in the stuff.
And then she started trembling.
“What the fuck is this?”
Monica chuckled. Dory had likely expected a final painful touch in the form of some burning disinfectant, but what Monica had found was so much better than that. Or so much worse, depending on our perspective. She walked around Dory and held the bottle up for her to see. “You know what that is?”
“You sly bitch,” Dory hissed between clenched teeth. She was shaking, every muscle in her whole body visibly tensed up.
The stuff was commonly known as punishment lube. It was basically just a classic lubricant with some chili oil mixed in. Simple, and yet so, so devastatingly effective.
Of course Monica had gotten a taste of that stuff as well during training, and she could testify that it was actual hell. For a few seconds it appeared not to be doing all that much, but once it got going, it went hard, and it took forever to stop again. When applied to your pussy, it lighted the most excruciating fire, a painfully itchy burn that seared your inner walls and made you drop to your knees from how badly it hurt.
Sometimes, when a sub had been really, really bad, she earned herself a fucking with a dildo and this particular kind of lube. Tight bondage was an absolute must for this punishment, or she would hurt herself with the dildo with how wildly she flailed around in her agony.
And while the back wasn’t as sensitive an area as a pussy, of course, you needed only one look at the sweat pearling on Dory’s forehead to see that it still did its job. And Monica wasn’t done yet. She poured another glob of the hellish stuff into her gloved hand.
“Fuck, I really underestimated you,” Dory got out before she was shut up by another agonized howl as Monica grabbed her bruised chest.
Yes, what she was doing was pure evil. Especially when she massaged a generous drop of the lube right into Dory’s bruised nipple. But it was just so hot to see Dory break out in sweat all over, stamp her feet, pull at the rope, try anything and everything to distract herself from that insidious burn.
“I told you I’d give you something to think about. I want you to really reflect on how much it hurts to be a bad girl while we let you hang there. In fact…” Monica’s heart skipped a beat from excitement as the idea struck her “Maybe I should put that stuff where it’s supposed to go as well. Just to be sure the message really sinks in.”
Dory’s eyes went wide. “You wouldn’t dare,” she whispered.
Natasha dropped down from the mattress she’d been watching from all this time. She put her hand on Monica’s arm, subtly holding her back. “While I’m impressed by your performance, I do think she has suffered enough. This is just a routine punishment after all.”
Monica knew she was right. There was a difference between a simple punishment and a full out torture session, and she had already blurred the lines there. That didn’t stop her from feeling a twinge of disappointment, though. She’d been in such a nice flow. And also: There was nothing routine about Dory. Sure, she wouldn’t go this hard on your average sub, but in this specific case…
Maybe she should try it a little differently.
“Look at me!” she told Dory. “I want you to look me in the eyes and be one hundred percent honest when you tell me that you don’t deserve it. That you haven’t been a bad girl who has earned herself a pussy on fire. If you truly think so, I’ll leave you be, but I want you to tell me the truth. Do you really think you haven’t deserved to suffer a little more?”
Dory gritted her teeth as she stared at Monica, her face already twisted from pain. Her back and especially her breasts had to be driving her insane.
She didn’t answer for almost a minute. Monica was ready to blow it off when there was the faintest “Guess I do.”
“What was that?”
“Did I stutter? Yes, I fucking deserve it, okay?”
She still had defiance shining in her eyes, but there was something else as well. Could it be…
Monica stepped closer, so she was right up in Dory’s hot, sweaty face. “I know you’d see reason. So you agree that you’re a bad girl who deserves that I set her pussy on fire?”
Dory groaned. It was clear how much the pain was getting to her already, but after the tiniest hesitation she nodded.
“And what about your ass?”
Monica knew that she was pushing it. Having that stuff in and on your pussy was already absolute torture. To suffer that same agony in your ass at the same time… She was proposing some real high-level punishment here, far above anything that was reasonable in this context, and Dory had to know it as well. All she had to do was call Monica out on it right in front of her mentor. But after another long minute during which she stared right into Monica’s eyes, she dropped her gaze.
“Yeah,” she muttered.
Monica couldn’t believe it. Was this actually happening? Had she actually made this brat agree to one of the most twisted punishments out of her own free will? 
She forced herself to keep the rush of euphoria down. After all, this wasn’t just about her getting to make all her sadistic urges a reality. There was more at play here.
“Good girl,” she whispered and placed a kiss on Dory’s wet forehead.
Dory looked back up, her face a mask of confusion. Whatever she had expected to happen, this wasn’t it.
“I’m very proud of you,” Monica continued in that same low, soothing voice. “It was very brave of you to tell me the truth.”
“Thanks. Or something.” Dory looked away. She tried to keep that same old irony in her voice, but it came out flat.
Monica poured some more of the lube onto her fingers. Dory shivered at the sight, but she didn’t protest, and didn’t even try to twist away when Monica crouched down between her legs and lined her fingers up with Dory’s pussy. Her dripping wet pussy. Clearly Monica hadn’t been the only one getting all hot and bothered by this scene. Although Dory was going to get hot in a very different way now.
“Are you ready to take the rest of your punishment like a good girl?”
This time the pause lasted barely a couple of seconds. Dory’s trepidation was unmistakable, but she kept her voice steady as she said “Yes.”
She managed to stay silent when Monica’s fingers pushed that nefarious stuff into her, though that was mostly because the diluted chili oil took a moment to seep in. Something that Monica made good use of as she quickly rubbed over Dory’s inner walls a few times before she pulled back out and went right up her ass.
It had been the right call. Once the burn really set in, it would have been impossible to get to any of Dory’s holes without some serious additional restraints.
Within a minute she was screaming, crying, flailing and kicking wildly, her whole weight supported by the rope around her wrists as she thrashed around, furiously trying to get rid of that excruciating burn between her legs, even though she knew that there was nothing she could do. In fact, there was nothing anyone could do. There was no antidote to that stuff. Once the effect had fully set in, the only real way to get rid of it was to wait for it to end on its own.
Monica took off the glove and put it on the table next to the whip, together with the bottle. She was right back with Dory, who by this point had dropped all pretense.
Tears were flowing freely down her flushed cheeks, and she barely managed to stop her tortured howls long enough to breathe. Her whole body glistened with sweat, and her skin had angry red splotches all over where the lube had found a way in and set every nerve aflame. She was such a mess. And she was also so, so beautiful.
Monica cupped Dory’s face with both hands and shut her up with a kiss. She was acting completely on instinct by this point, but it seemed like once again her guts knew exactly what to do. After a brief moment of shock Dory reciprocated, eagerly so, openly moaning into Monica’s mouth as their tongues lashed against each other, as if she used the kiss as a support to give her the strength to hold out against the pain. Monica happily indulged her. Not that it was any kind of sacrifice to keep tasting that hot mouth.
“Such a good girl,” she said when she finally broke the kiss.
Dory immediately started twitching and groaning again, but her eyes were glued to Monica, and she actually managed an impressive amount of self-control given the hell she had to be experiencing.
“Thanks,” she said, and this time there wasn’t even a trace of irony in it.
Monica’s stomach fluttered as she saw Dory’s sincere expression. She had imagined her victory to give her a triumphant rush, a feeling of accomplishment, maybe even a twisted joy that made her want to boast and gloat about how she, the newbie fresh from training, had actually managed to break through the mental walls of this notorious brat.
It felt nothing of the kind.
In fact, the feeling was scarily similar to love.
She had always heard that talk about how Mistresses and their punishments were there to force subs to be the best versions of themselves, but she’d never really understood it. Until this very moment.
As fun as it had been to dish out, the pain had ultimately been nothing but a tool. A tool that had allowed her to form a real connection with Dory. And maybe, just maybe, the memory of how good it had felt to be praised for her honesty would stick with Dory and nudge her into actually bettering herself.
But even if she didn’t, that was okay, too. Because Monica would be there to get through to her again.
For now she gave Dory another kiss before leaving her to her struggles as she went aside with Natasha to talk about her performance today. And once that was done, it would be right back to Dory. She couldn’t wait to see what other surprises that girl had in store for her.
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