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Shrink Wrapped

I was
only 18 when I discovered that I had a problem. I kept it secret,
hidden away from everyone including the few lovers that I kept. It
was something about which I was deeply ashamed and terrified of
admitting. You see one evening I happened to be making myself a cup
of cocoa ready to settle down for the night, snuggled up in bed for
a read of my new book. I had always been a shy, retiring type and
although I had plenty of friends, they were all equally as quiet
and relaxed as I was, rarely venturing out later than 10pm on a
weekend. Anyway as I poured the hot milk from my little saucepan
into my mug, the handle slipped and the bubbly white simmering
liquid splashed onto my thumb. I recoiled in horror as the searing
pain scolded my flesh, placing the pan back down on the stove while
I tended to my wound. However as I patted the milk away with a tea
towel and rubbed my thumb to alleviate the pain, I realised that I
didn’t entirely hate the sensation. In fact the prickling relief as
the pain wore away started to give me chills of excitement starting
in my stomach and emanating all around my body. The more I massaged
the scalded flesh, the more I began to notice the tingling feeling
around my clitoris. I couldn’t explain why it was happening and
immediately stopped, discarding my cup of cocoa powder to go
straight to bed instead.

The
incident had given me a bit of a fright, not just because my hand
was sore, but because I had enjoyed it so much. It freaked me out a
little and I simply wanted to go to sleep and forget about it. I
couldn’t though, and as I lay there rocking myself to a gentle
slumber, the memory of what had just happened kept rolling around
in my mind. My clitoris refused to calm down either, itching
relentlessly between my thighs. As much as it scared me, I decided
the only way I was going to get any sleep would be to relieve the
tension that was building inside me. So I lay flat on my back and
slipped my fingers down inside my soft pyjama bottoms. As soon as
the tip of my middle finger began to circle around my clitoris, I
could feel how firm it had grown and the motion sent surges of
pleasure through my veins that were far more potent than at any
other time I had masturbated. I writhed under the covers for a
little while, touching myself as I inched closer and closer to an
orgasm. Just as I reached the end, it was as if I lost control of
my body and began to rub the sore skin on the side of my thumb up
and down over my clit. The pain shot through my arm as I pressed it
against my pussy, amplified by the bristles of my pubic hair.
Still, as much as it terrified me to admit it, I liked it. The pain
made me shiver almost as much as the persistent itch of sexual
pleasure that had filled my clitoris and as I rubbed it more
aggressively over my pussy, the skin became more and more irritated
and began to feel like it was on fire. It was the most incredible
orgasm that I’d ever had, but it shocked me to my very
core.

Ever
since that night, I had closed off that part of my brain. Whenever
I felt any kind of pain, whether it was a stubbed toe or the
whiplash I sustained when I had a minor car accident one icy
winter’s day, it took every ounce of my strength to ignore the
resurgence of sexual excitement that was happening in my panties.
Sometimes it was almost impossible to ignore and as I grew older
and reached my mid-20s, it was threatening to become even more
unmanageable. Then, one afternoon as I sat at my desk in my office
at the accountancy firm for which I worked, I started to feel a
curious ache around my wrist. I knew it was surely related to my
poor posture when I used my computer mouse, and even though I had
been offered an ergonomic mousepad by the health and safety crew, I
had stupidly declined. I rotated my wrist around, hoping the pain
would go away but the motion simply increased the level of pain and
with it, the increasingly apparent firming of my clitoris. I
couldn’t ignore it any longer and excused myself for a brief
bathroom break, during which I sat back in the first available
cubicle and rotated my fingers of my aching hand around my
clitoris. The combination of clitoral stimulation and the pain
flooding my arm was enough to send me into a rapturous orgasm that
caused me to involuntarily kick out against the door and groan
through my clenched teeth. By the time I had finished cumming, I
realised that my action had caused the pain to become far more
severe and I had to take the afternoon off to visit the emergency
room and get it sorted. It was then that I decided to see a
psychiatrist to cure my never-ending problem.

I was sure that I had some sort of mental disorder and could
only hope that there would be some medication to stop the incessant
sexual arousal whenever I felt pain in my body. It was my only
hope, otherwise I knew that it would only become more and more
severe as time went on. I can’t imagine
how awful it will be when I’m old and aching all the
time, I giggled to myself. I looked up the
names of some psychiatrists on the internet and found one who
specialised in sexual disorders and related therapies. She seemed
perfect for the job and I quickly called up and made an appointment
for the following day. Please let there be
something she can do, I prayed to myself. I
was expecting some sort of pervert prevention pill, but what I got
when I arrived at the session was an entirely different method of
controlling the problem.

“Hello,
I’m Dr. Alston...” she said as her receptionist showed me into her
office, “But you can call me Madeline if you like.”

“Hi, I’m
Kelly...” I said, holding out my hand to greet her. She was a
stunning specimen of a woman, replete with wide, curvy hips, a slim
stomach and a heaving bust straight out of Valhalla. I was quite
taken aback by how beautiful she was, with her jet black, ginger
tinged hair streaming down her back like a slick oily waterfall.
She was wearing a very smart jacket and blouse with a skirt that
clung to her ass so tightly that I could easily see the imprint of
her lacy French panties beneath the material. I could feel my clit
tingling already and I didn’t even feel any pain. She was the exact
opposite of my mousey blonde appearance and where I gave off a
jittery, nervous persona, she oozed confidence and sexual charisma
from every pore of her body.

“Okay,
please take a seat...” she offered, waving me towards the decadent
leather chaise longue in the centre of the room. I placed my
handbag on the floor next to the seat and lay back on the long
cushion. I nervously brushed some bobbles of fluff and crumbs that
I imagined were resting on my office skirt, which I was still
wearing having come straight from work. It was a late afternoon
appointment and it seemed that I was her last of the day, as no
sooner had I settled into the chair did she inform her secretary
that she could go, leave for the evening.

“Right!”
she said as she climbed into her seat behind me and picked up her
notepad and pen ready to analyse me, “Tell me, what seems to be the
problem.”

“Well...
it’s something that I’ve struggled with ever since I was a
teenager...” I explained, beating around the bush and stuttering as
I tried to work up the courage to elaborate on the
problem.


“Uh-huh...” she murmured, gesturing for me to continue, which
I could see in the reflection of the glass of the cabinets to my
right, “Please continue...”

I
started to explain about how it had all started with the incident
in my parents’ kitchen one evening as I made my mug of cocoa. She
listened intently, remaining silent as I poured my soul onto her
notepad. It was a remarkably freeing experience, expressing myself
for the first time and finally getting my secret off my
chest.

“I see,
so you derive pleasure from being hurt, from feeling pain?” she
asked.

“Well,
yes... not on purpose, mind. I never chose to be this way, it
just... happened.” I explained, “Ever since then I’ve been
struggling with it.”

“Why struggling?” she replied. It seemed like such an odd
question to me. What does she
mean, I wondered, why wouldn’t it be a struggle?

“I don’t
understand.” I said, peering back at her in the reflection of the
glass. She was busy scribbling something on the notepad in her arm,
but continued to speak regardless.

“Well,
if you like the feeling of pain, surely that’s a win-win, isn’t
it?” she said, but I simply couldn’t get my head around the
concept, “Tell me, when was the last time you masturbated whilst...
let’s say enjoying this feeling of pain?”


“Yesterday.” I replied.

“So it’s
quite common?” she asked.

“No,
very rare in fact.” I explained, “What happened yesterday was the
reason I came to see you in the first place.”

“Go
on...” she prompted, listening more intently as I opened up to the
root of the problem.

“Usually
I’m able to suppress the feeling, but I just couldn’t handle the
pressure any longer and had to relieve the tension somehow.” I
said, feeling the tingling sensation coming back to my clitoris
just by remembering how horny the pain had made me feel the
previous afternoon.

“And how
did you feel after you had relieved the tension, as you say?” she
asked.

“Good.”
I stated bluntly after a moment’s hesitation, “In fact, I was fine
for the rest of the day.”


“Interesting...” she muttered, jotting down yet more notes,
“Tell me, when you have sex, how easy do you find it to achieve a
sexual climax without the presence of pain?”

I
thought back over my small collection of lovers and felt
embarrassed to admit it, “I can’t. The only time I ever came during
sex was when my ex spanked me doggy style.”

“And how
good did it feel when you were spanked?” she asked.

“It was
incredible!” I replied, “What’s wrong with me, doctor?”

“Wrong?”
she retorted, “Nothing at all.”

I leaned back over the head of the chaise longue and stared
back at her in confusion. Was she not
listening to anything I just said? I
wondered. She gave off a warm, comforting smile and proceeded to
explain her thoughts on the matter.

“Put it
this way, the human body is like a pressure cooker. We build up and
store all these different types of emotions and if we don’t find a
suitable outlet for them, it drives us crazy. Your sexuality is no
different. By repressing these feelings, you are only making the
problem worse!” she elaborated.

“So what
do you suggest?” I pondered, hoping she was coming to a
point.

“Well it
seems that your pressure valve was about ready to buckle, and
yesterday you managed to release it long enough to alleviate the
tension. You felt good afterwards, right?” she asked. I nodded and
slumped back into the seat as her words bounced around inside my
mind.

“Sure I
could prescribe you some medication and drain the life from your
body with a cocktail of drugs, but that would be no solution at
all!” she continued, “No, I have a much better idea!”

With
that, she got up from her seat and walked over by the side of the
chair where I lay on my back. She took my hand and started to pull
me away from the chair, forcing me to my feet as she guided me
across to her desk a few feet away from the end of the couch. I had
no idea what she was doing but for some reason I trusted her.
Actually the scent of her perfume wafting up my nose as I trailed
behind her combined with the warmth of her fingers holding my own
was enough to persuade me. She truly was an enigmatic sexual
presence and as she gripped the sides of my hips and stood me in
front of the desk, the force of her grasp sent a brief chill of
arousal to my clitoris. She was firm yet gentle at the same time,
stern and tender in an almost motherly way. She got me to stand
with my ass sticking out slightly behind me, showing off my modest
curves which she admired for a brief moment.

“Wait
here.” she said, pressing my hands down flat against the antique
wooden desk. It looked like an old apothecary table and blended in
well with the array of old artefacts and paintings that decorated
her mahogany laden studio. She walked over to the glass fronted
cabinets on the far side of the room and opened the doors to fish
around inside for a moment. I took no notice, instead choosing to
marvel at the exquisitely designed stained glass windows and the
gorgeous thick velvet curtains that blocked out most of the light
from the outside world. I guessed that the dim, soft light inside
was more conducive to conjuring and expressing one’s thoughts. She
seemed to take a while picking out whatever she was looking for in
the cabinet, although I’m sure that my anticipation made it seem
much longer than it actually was. She finally picked something out
and walked back over to me with it held behind her back. I could
see something passing between the back of her legs as she
approached, but then she ordered me to face down to the
table.


“Remember, you are in full control of the situation.” she
said, striking a curious sense of fear into my heart, “You can
leave at any time.”

Before I
could even nod or signal my approval in any way, she raised her arm
up behind me and lashed something over my ass. I looked back to see
her standing in a dominant pose with a thin, black leather-clad
cane in her hand. She shot a cruel smile and an excited raise of
her eyebrows at me, waiting to see if I wanted her to continue.
Although at first my heart jolted with the injection of searing
pain through my ass cheeks, the initial shock quickly wore off and
left me with pins and needles all around the delicate skin of my
ass. My clitoris felt like somebody had electrocuted it and within
the space of a few seconds, I could feel it becoming firmer and
inescapably tingly. I resumed the position and waited for her to
strike again, and moments later I felt a second harsh strike across
my ass. I cringed and clenched my teeth together, trying to
suppress the pain even though every part of my being wanted to
savour the feeling.

“Stop
trying to block it out.” she said, raising the cane up again and
lashing it down just under my ass to strike the back of my thighs
through my office skirt, “Embrace the pain!”

Every
hit triggered another surge of electricity that bolted through my
bones, making my legs quiver and my feet lose their grasp on the
carpet beneath me. Slowly but surely though, I began to relax and
gave in to the overwhelming urge to enjoy the pain, despite the
years of suppressing exactly that emotion. It felt so wrong and yet
I couldn’t help myself. My doctor was egging me on, so I was sure
that it must have been right to do so. I began to claw at the desk,
digging my nails into the wood as she struck me over and over
again. Finally she stopped and allowed me a moment to
breathe.

“How do
you feel?” she asked, placing the cane on the table beside my
trembling fingers.

“Good.”
I whispered amidst my wavering breath, “Really good!”

She
moved closer, pressing her hips against mine from behind so that
her immense bust squashed up to my shoulder blades. She enclosed
her arms around my stomach and thrust herself gently against my
ass, clinging to my body to add pressure to my sore cheeks. I
shuddered as the cumulative pain of so many sore lash marks
enveloped my body, and once again I felt an unavoidable surge of
excitement in my panties.

“Would
you like to go a little further?” she whispered in to my ear,
leaning close enough to stroke the tip of her tongue over my
earlobe. She gripped it between her front teeth and bit gently down
on the supple flesh, causing me to shiver once more. I even let out
a soft but audible sigh as she sucked on it, finally nodding my
reply. With my permission, she began to roll the zip of my skirt
down over my thigh and released the material from around my waist
to reveal the pale flesh of my bare legs and my boring old white
cotton panties. I could almost hear her giggling at how unglamorous
they were compared to her sizzling lacy lingerie, which just added
to my feeling of pain and humiliation. I couldn’t see the damage
she had done, but from the way she breathed in through her pursed
lips, I could tell it must have been quite severe. The paleness of
my skin no doubt emphasised the soreness of the huge red impact
marks. She moved closer and stroked her hand over my ass cheeks,
soothing them with her fingertips for a moment before gripping the
sides of my panties and pulling them down to my ankles and pulling
them off from around my high heeled shoes.

She
tapped at the insides of my thighs for me to part my legs, and
without question I moved them apart. Then she pushed me down to lie
flat against the desk, bent over the side with my ass sticking out
ready for her. I felt so vulnerable and compromised, but I couldn’t
wait to find out what else she had in store for me. She placed her
two hands on to my reeling cheeks and spread them wide apart,
allowing her to slowly bury her mouth between my thighs. I
shuddered as I felt her tongue lashing over the dripping wet lips
of my pussy, licking up every drop of moisture that was seeping
from my excited orifice. The feel of her taste buds pleasuring me
was incredible, but she did not stick around my pussy for long. She
moved up into the crevice of my ass and began to slither her tongue
around the soft ripples of my anus, eliciting another elongated
moan of satisfaction from my lips. I’d never experienced another
person eating out my asshole but it felt good. Of course, she was
merely taking advantage of my exposed position and after a minute
or so of licking up and down between my ass cheeks, she came back
up for air and resumed her treatment.

She
pulled back on my arms, forcing me to stand up straight again while
she wrapped her arms around my chest, slowly undoing my blouse one
button at a time. Every button that popped free renewed my
rapturous excitement and caused my legs to shuffle repeatedly. She
reached the last button and then pulled the sides apart, exposing
my averagely sized but perfectly round and juicy cleavage. She
tossed the blouse aside and quickly unhooked my bra, releasing my
breasts into the open. I was naked all of a sudden, and although my
instinct was to cover myself up with my arms, I fought the
temptation and embraced the thing I was afraid of, just as she was
teaching me. She turned me around and then pulled a drawer of the
desk open to retrieve some more items. She fished them out and
placed them on the desk behind me with an ominous clunk. I felt her
left hand moving up to cup my breasts, which she fondled for a
moment before squeezing my sensitive pink nipples between her
fingers and thumbs. She giggled gleefully as I flinched in agony,
but I managed to keep my composure by releasing the pent up energy
with a long, delighted groan. She nodded in approval and reached
over to the desk with her other hand to grab one of her toys,
bringing it round to wiggle it in front of my face.

At first
I had no idea what it could be. It looked almost like some sort of
gothic Christmas bauble, but then as she moved the large metal ball
down to my right nipple and attached the shiny silver clamp to the
firm teat, I knew exactly what it was. I squealed in agony as it
clung on tightly to my breast, causing it to droop down painfully
towards the floor while she attached a second ball weight to my
other breast. Once they were both secured, she playfully tapped
them from side to side, adding even more pressure to my already
agonised nipples. Unlike much of the pain I had experienced in my
time, this time it was relentless and there was no feeling of
instant relief afterwards. I thought it might be a step too far for
me and considered calling an end to the session, but then as I
squirmed in place between her and the desk, I realised that my
clitoris was throbbing harder than ever. My pussy juices were
trickling down the insides of my thighs and somewhere beneath the
blistering agony I was more turned on than ever before.

“You
might need this...” she said, presenting me with a shiny red ball
gag which she inserted in between my willing jaws. She buckled the
straps around the back of my head, fixing it in place before gently
slapping the sides of my cheeks, like a jockey before a race. Then
she picked up another ball weight and lowered it down towards my
pussy. The intensity was unbearable and even though I knew it would
hurt like nothing else in the world, I had to experience it for
myself. She crouched down before me and squeezed the clamp open,
enclosing it around the firm, throbbing hood of my clitoris before
snapping it shut. Every single muscle in my body tensed up as the
pain stabbed at my groin, but beneath every piercing blow of
agonising pain was the persistent tingle of my clit. I felt almost
numb to the fierce stinging sensation and lapped up every second of
my sexual arousal as I realised just how possible it was to enjoy
the pain. She was right but she was far from finished with
me.

She
backed away and began to strip off her clothes. I stood before her,
quivering as the ball weights dangled from my flesh. She took her
time, making me wait and allowing me to fully explore the pain that
was filling my body. I watched as she disrobed her smart jacket and
slowly unbuttoned her blouse to reveal her immaculate cleavage. She
was a good few years older than me, certainly in her 30s, maybe
even her 40s, but her body was one of a goddess. Her breasts
jiggled beautifully as she reached back and released the clasp of
her bra, finally exposing herself to me. She peeled the zip of her
tight skirt down over her thighs and unravelled it from around her
waist. I could see a thin strip of neatly trimmed pubic hair
through the lace fabric of her French panties, which became even
more apparent as she slipped them down over her thighs and kicked
them away with her toes. She was wearing a pair of matching black
stockings, and while she kept them on, the rest of her body was
totally naked and so wonderfully perfect that I almost forgot about
the aching ball weights that were attached to my own. I hoped that
she would force me to kneel before her so I could taste the sweet
juices of her pussy, but it seemed that her plan for me was one of
even more pain. I couldn’t complain though.

She
turned me back around and pressed on my back with her bony fingers,
forcing me to bend over once again for her. I did as she commanded
and shook anxiously as the ball weights drooped towards the floor
beneath my body, suspended from both of my nipples and my clitoris.
I couldn’t even cry out as the gag had muffled my voice. She pulled
out a hefty black strap-on dildo from the drawer and proceeded to
attach it to her waist which showed off the immense, veiny
protruding cock. With it fully assembled and ready for action, she
stood behind me and pressed the head of the dildo up to my soaking
wet pussy lips. The pressure of my labia being spread wide apart as
it passed between them increased the tension around my clitoris so
much that I started to make visible marks in her desk from the
relentless scratching. It was the only way I knew to cope with the
mixture of pleasure and pain, and even my muffled screams went
unnoticed by her. She began to thrust herself against my ass,
slapping her bare flesh onto my red raw ass cheeks as the dildo
plunged deep inside me over and over again. The feeling of the
ribbed plastic shaft rubbing over the nerve endings inside my
vagina felt so good, but it was a sensation that I was used to
enjoying. The thing that was truly getting me off was the searing
agony that had consumed every part of my body.

It felt
like my bones were trembling inside me as she slammed the dildo
into my pussy from behind, sending the ball weights swinging freely
below my chest and between my thighs. I groaned endlessly as the
tears streamed from my eyes and rolled down my cheeks. I loved
every second of it though, and the feeling of finally embracing the
thing that had tortured my soul for so long was the most powerful
experience I’d ever had. She spanked the sides of my ass
repeatedly, triggering wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure that
rolled across my body like a tsunami of delight. I was sure I was
going to pass out at some point but somehow I managed to focus my
mind as I strode closer and closer to an orgasm. She didn’t let up
for a moment, pounding me from behind no matter how much I screamed
or moaned. In fact the sound of my voice was matched by her own as
the base of the dildo pressing against her clitoris drove her
almost as rapidly towards a climax as myself. I smacked my palm
down hard on the desk in front of me as it all became too much, and
that tiny injection of additional tingling pain tipped me over the
edge.

My whole
body went into a fit of spasms and convulsions that the doctor
found almost impossible to control. The ball weights tossed around
beneath me, but still held remarkably firm and clung on for dear
life as they swung in the air and clinked together. I was sure that
I could hear her cumming as well, but my own orgasm overpowered all
of my senses, as if I’d been placed in a bubble that housed only my
thrashing body and every particle of air that I breathed consisted
of pure ecstasy. She thrust the dildo inside me until the last
second, prolonging my orgasm for what seemed like an eternity until
finally I slumped helplessly down onto the carpet in front of the
desk. I could hear her chuckling to herself as she watched my body
twitching with the aftershocks of my climax. She knelt down beside
me and stroked my bare shoulder, feeling the thin sheen of sweat
that had formed all over my skin as she caressed the top of my
arm.

“You
really have suppressed this, haven’t you?” she said with her
comforting smile.


“Yeah...” I whispered, using up what little strength that
remained in my body.

“I’m
going to recommend a regular weekly appointment. How is the same
time next week for you?” she asked. All I could do was nod, but
inside my mind it felt like a parade was happening. Words simply
could not describe how much I was looking forward to my next
encounter, and my next opportunity to embrace the pain!

THE
END






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Shrink Wrapped” so I’ll
know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE
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