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  Collared by her Girlfriend


“Waiting for you in the bedroom. Join me once you’re ready. I’ve got something special planned.” 
That was the note Kate found on the kitchen table when she got home from work. Just these three short sentences, decorated with a little heart and a winking smiley that stuck out its tongue.
Oh, and the collar holding the piece of paper down, of course.
It was amazing how much could change in a single minute. When she came through the door, Kate had been tired and exasperated, ready to drop down on the couch to either spend the evening mindlessly binging some series that didn’t require any brain power, or to rant to Mia about how she was going to strangle her customers one day. Ideally both.
Upon seeing this note and being hit by its implications, though, her mood immediately brightened up.
About two weeks ago, with the not so gentle help of several Gin Tonics, she’d let slip at a party that she might harbor some not so vanilla urges. It had been one of those alcohol-fueled situations where someone started to overshare, and then the others joined in until everyone knew much more about all their friends than they might have ever wanted to know.
Mia had been privy to this confession, but after the party neither of them had brought it up again, and Kate had figured that maybe it was for the best. She loved her girlfriend very much, and she knew that her horny fantasies were exactly that: Fantasies. She’d never really expected anything to come from them.
Which made it all the more exciting that apparently Mia had not only remembered her drunken ramblings, but been secretly intrigued enough to make some plans of her own.
Kate tried not to get ahead of herself. She didn’t know yet what exactly her girlfriend had in mind. However, that collar seemed unmistakable in its intentions.
It was a simple thing, made from black leather that felt nice and smooth as Kate ran her fingers over it. Almost fit for public, except that the metal ring on its front would raise some eyebrows. The ring was big enough that one could easily hook their finger into it and drag her closer. Or – Kate’s stomach tingled at the thought – use it to attach a leash.
She doubted that Mia would go so far, but then again, she had bought that thing behind her back, so who knew how far her plans went?
Kate couldn’t wait. Without bothering to take off her blazer, she put the collar on. It took a bit of shuffling around to get the fabric out of the way, and closing the clasp behind her neck wasn’t so easy either, but when she looked at her reflection in the microwave door, she was immediately captivated by its effect.
She’d been right: There was no mistaking the collar as an innocent accessory. She might still be dressed as a smart business woman, but one look at her neck was enough to make one think that she was involved in some very spicy business indeed. Maybe as the right hand of a ruthless underworld queen. Or maybe she was someone who’d gone to the wrong kind of loan sharks, and now she tried to keep up the facade while behind closed doors her body and soul belonged to a shady Mistress until she managed to repay her debts.
Kate grew more and more excited as her mind conjured up these scenarios. That the collar was impossible to ignore only egged her on even more. It might have just been a lucky coincidence, but one of the holes in the leather was fitted at just the right spot that she could close the collar tight enough that it lay snugly against her skin all the way around, but just not tight enough that it would impact her breathing.
Still, every breath, every little movement of her head made the rounded edges of the leather rub against her skin, reminding her of its presence. Likely she’d get used to it at some point, but she wouldn’t have minded for this point to be far in the future.
“Join me once you’re ready,” the note said. Was she ready to meet Mia?
Her eyes fell onto the winking smiley. She certainly looked pretty sexy with the collar spicing up her outfit, but she could do even better. For once, she had no intentions of staying in her working clothes for what was very likely going to turn into sex.
Usually she changed in the bedroom, since that was where they kept their wardrobe. It was also the place she was only supposed to enter once she deemed herself ready, though, so that might pose something of a problem.
Or not, actually.
It took barely a minute for Kate’s blazer, shirt, skirt and stockings to form an unceremonious pile on the closest chair, leaving her in just her underwear. And the collar, of course.
She took a little detour to the bathroom where they kept their big mirror. She couldn’t help but grin as she confirmed that, yes, she really looked like the perfect kinky gal. Forget about questionably fashioned business Kate, barely dressed maniacally grinning Kate was the one who really turned up the heat! Maybe it was a tad conceited of her to think that way, but damn, did that collar make her look sexy. Mia was going to absolutely love it.
But maybe she could do even better, still.
As good as she looked in just her lingerie, it wasn’t the kind of underwear one would choose to entice their partner. Simple white panties and a matching bra, the kind that provided a comfortable wear for a long day’s work. Or at least as comfortable as possible. Kate was convinced that there was some conspiracy going on in the bra industry, and they made each of them uncomfortable in a slightly different way on purpose to make you buy more and more of them in an endless search for one that actually fit.
And it wasn’t like she’d keep them on anyway once they got to the sexy part, so she might as well speed things up.
She giggled to herself as she lost both her bra and her panties, turning around while keeping her eyes trained on the mirror as she checked herself out. Yes, that was it! Only the best for Mia, and what could be better than one sexy girlfriend, dressed in nothing but her shiny new collar?

The door to the bedroom was closed.
Usually Kate wouldn’t have though anything about simply entering. After all, the two of them had been together for quite some time now, and neither of them had anything to hide. However, today it felt right to play this by the book. Barely suppressing another giggle, Kate knocked on the door.
“Yes, who’s there?” Mia’s playful voice came back after a couple of seconds.
“It’s me. As ready as I could ever be.”
“We’ll see about that. Come in! I’ve been waiting for you.”
Kate entered, and was immediately very glad that she had fully committed to the act.
Mia lay on the bed, completely naked herself, feet lazily crossed behind her head as she looked up at Kate. She had a magazine in front of her, the page-filling picture of a barely dressed woman unmistakable even from Kate’s awkward angle. Clearly Mia had used the time to get in the mood herself.
“That thing looks good on you,” she said, her eyes all but glued to Kate’s neck. “Even better than I imagined. How does it feel?”
“Amazing, actually.” Kate hooked her finger into the metal ring and shifted the collar a little. It couldn’t move easily due to how tight it was, but boy did it feel good to have the leather hug her neck this snugly. “So, you said something about a plan?”
“Guess I did.”
Mia kept lying on the bed, fixating Kate over her softcore porn magazine (or her fashion magazine, or her lifestyle magazine, or whatever it was exactly. It’s not like there’s an actual difference between those things). It was immediately apparent from her hungry stare how much she enjoyed the sight, which in turn only got Kate even hotter herself.
“You know, back at the party you said some pretty wild things. Am I right to assume that you meant all of them seriously?”
“Yep,” Kate replied without hesitation. She couldn’t remember what she’d said exactly, but she doubted that she’d made anything up to impress or shock people. Her honest interests were shocking enough on their own. “Or at least serious in the sense that I’d be up to try all that stuff out. It’s not like I’ve got any actual experience.”
“That makes two of us, then.”
Mia finally sat up, but she stayed on the bed. Even though Kate physically looked down on her from her current position, the combination of the collar and how confidently her girlfriend sat on the comfy bed while she stood around kinda awkwardly, there was no mistaking the power dynamic at play.
“I’m gonna be honest here,” Mia said, putting the magazine aside. “At first I wasn’t sure what to make of it. But some of the things you said, I just couldn’t get them out of my head. Couldn’t stop thinking that they would actually be pretty hot to try them out for real.”
“Like what?” Kate asked breathlessly. She barely even realized that she was still playing with her collar.
Mia just smiled. “We’re getting to that. Don’t be hasty.”
Kate swallowed hard, an action that once again made her hyper aware of the collar. It was far too hot how Mia was hogging all the initiative.
“I was kinda worried that you might’ve only been joking around back then. Would’ve been kinda disappointing. As I said, some of the things you said, I just couldn’t get them out of my head. And every time I thought about them, they got more and more interesting. It would’ve been a bit of a let-down if I tried to initiate something, only to find out that you never even meant it.
“But the days after the party I kept watching you, and I had this feeling. You kinda looked like someone who accidentally shared too much and is now hoping that the whole world has forgotten about it. Or at least decided to pretend not to have heard it. I figured, if it was just a joke, you would’ve said something about it afterwards. And looking at you now, I’d say I was right on the money.”
Kate bit her lip, finger still at her collar. It was almost eerie how well Mia had read her. Then again, she shouldn’t have expected anything less from her perfect girlfriend.
“That’s the only thing you were worried about?” she asked. “Not that, like, I might look at you funny when you give me the collar? Think that you’re weird or something?”
Those and similar thoughts had been holding Kate back and prevented her from opening up earlier. However, Mia only laughed at the suggestion.
“Fat chance of that happening. After all, it was you who brought up all that dominance and submission stuff. Worst case, I could’ve said that I thought it would be fun to do some roleplay based on your suggestion. Ironically. And if you still said it was a strange idea, I would’ve only had to remind you that it was your idea, actually.
“Also, I know you’d never judge me for my interests. You might think I’m a little weird, just like you think I’m a little weird because I like playing the flute, and I think you’re a little weird because you picked a career where you have to deal with taxes every day. But whatever. Everyone’s a little weird, that’s what makes life interesting. But I know you’d never actually think badly of me for my quirks, because you’re my perfect girlfriend and you love me just the way I am.”
Kate struggled to keep looking Mia in the eyes. What she’d just said was so lovely, but it was also a reminder that Kate hadn’t had the same level of confidence in Mia. Her girlfriend had always had her back. It shouldn’t have taken an overdose of alcohol to make her be honest about her desires.
“I do,” she said, trying to shove these thoughts aside. “How could I not love you when you’re the most amazing person ever?”
“Aww, thanks.” For a moment there was the cutest little blush on Mia’s cheeks. “But that means you want to do this? See if we can make some of your suggestions a reality?”
“Absolutely!”
That Kate still didn’t know what exactly Mia was planning only added to her anticipation. By this point she was sure her girlfriend was doing it on purpose.
“Then I think that’s the point where it’s time for you to get on your knees.”
Kate dropped to her knees right where she stood with zero hesitation. She’d imagined a situation like this hundreds of times. Now that it was finally happening, she wasn’t going to hold back. Also, she wanted to make every single one of Mia’s wishes come true to the best of her abilities. It was the least she owed her for being such an amazing girlfriend.
Maybe a little hesitation would have been called for, because the wooden floor of the bedroom was pretty hard, and Kate painfully bumped her knees as her whole weight suddenly dropped onto them. She gritted her teeth, hoping that Mia hadn’t noticed her clumsiness, and also that this wasn’t going to leave bruises.
“As much as I love your enthusiasm, I can’t really do much with you when you’re over there. Come here, let me take a good lock of you and your fancy new collar!”
Feeling a little stupid, Kate shuffled over to the bed. A dull pain throbbed in her knees. By this point she was sure they were going to bruise, but she did her best to hide it from Mia. The last thing she wanted was for her girlfriend to worry and to stop their game before it had even started. And while this wasn’t exactly the kind of sexy suffering she’d imagined, with the right mindset it was still kinda hot that she was hurting for Mia’s sake.
“Much better,” Mia said once Kate knelt right beside the bed. She rolled back on her belly, resting her head on her hands as she looked at Kate with a dreamy expression. “That thing really suits you. You should wear it all the time.”
“I…” Kate’s mouth went dry. “I’d love to. But… people gonna…”
“Only when it’s just the two of us, of course. And I don’t mean literally all the time. Don’t think you’d want to sleep with it, for example. Also, it’d be hard to keep my fingers off you if you look this hot all the time. We wouldn’t get anything done.”
Kate realized that her fingers had started playing with the collar again. Her heartbeat quickened and she could feel her pulse in her neck against the leather.
“That’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make. And there shouldn’t be a problem keeping it on at night,” she said. Well, except that wearing it would likely keep her too horny to fall asleep, but that was a feature, not a bug. Since it didn’t restrict breathing, sleeping shouldn’t be an issue otherwise. “You could totally tell me to wear it all the time when we’re alone.”
Maybe she was getting ahead of herself because she was already too horny for her own good, but now that she’d gotten a taste of the collar, she didn’t want to let it go again.
“We’ll see about that. For now I need to decide what to do with you.” Mia chewed on her fingertips as she pretended to think.
Kate squirmed, and not just because her knees started hurting for real if she stayed in the same position for too long. There was a hot hunger in Mia’s eyes that made her all the more eager to become her girlfriend’s eager plaything. “Whatever you want,” she said in her best sultry, seductive voice.
“I think I want a little show,” Mia said, her fingertips still between her lips. “I was going to ask for a striptease, but you kinda sabotaged that.”
“Sorry, not sorry,” Kate said with a cheeky grin. “But I could show you something that’s a lot better than a striptease.”
Mia giggled. It would have been so tempting to get on the bed as well and kiss her, but Kate was a good girl and stayed on her knees, waiting for further instructions.
“Don’t let me stop you, then.” Mia’s own grin grew a lot more mischievous as she added “But you better make it worth my time. If I’m not satisfied with your performance, I might have to punish you.”
Kate’s cheeks lit up. This was exactly what she’d always hoped for. She briefly considered blowing it on purpose, just to see what punishment her girlfriend would come up with, but of course she wasn’t going to actually do that. Especially since doing this properly was going to be so much fun.
She leaned forwards to give Mia a perfect view of her cleavage as she ran her hand over her sides, twisting and turning her torso like a snake. She’d neglected her yoga sessions during the last couple of months, but she still had some pretty good back flexibility, and she knew how much her girlfriend loved seeing her move.
Her hands quickly converged to her chest, pushing her breasts to present them even better. She really dug her fingers into the squishy flesh. Of course her blatant moans were mostly for show, but it did feel genuinely good to grope herself, especially with Mia’s hot gaze fixated on her.
Kate loved her body, and she loved showing it off. Just enough muscles to make her look fit, just chubby enough to soften her features and make her as cuddly as could be. Likewise, her breasts were neither too big nor too small, two good hand-fulls of delicious softness topped off with big, puffy nipples that were crazy sensitive.
Her whole body was on the sensitive side compared to Mia’s. While she could get quite handsy with her girlfriend before she got a real reaction, it usually took nothing but Mia slipping her hands under Kate’s clothes to get her all hot and bothered.
This configuration had always seemed right to Kate, another confirmation that they were meant for each other, and how their dynamic was supposed to be. In Kate’s opinion, a submissive with a responsive body and a dominant with an unresponsive one was the best possible combination. She liked having to work hard for her girlfriend’s pleasure while squirming from every little bit of teasing she received back.
Mia had been quite self-conscious about how long it took her to get off at the beginning, but that had quickly changed when she realized how much Kate enjoyed flexing both her skills and her stamina in bringing her pleasure. Kate’s body tingled with bliss as she remembered all the times she’d spent an hour or more between her girlfriend’s legs, working her with no regard for the ache in her jaws and wrists until she was finally rewarded with that adorable yelp Mia always made when she came. Looking back on it, it really was a mystery why it had taken them so long to fully commit to the act of dom and sub.
Kate made a show of slowly and sensually licking both her index fingers before using them to circle her nipples. Her rock-hard nipples. At this point her moans were only slightly played up. Touching her nipples always got her going, especially when she was already this aroused to begin with.
“Just look at them,” Mia said, eyes trained on Kate’s nipples. “They’re just begging to be pinched, don’t you think?”
Kate gasped. Given how sensitive they were, Mia had never dared to do any nasty things to her nipples. It was only fitting that this changed today.
As excited as Kate was, though, she prayed that she wouldn’t make any too embarrassing noises. Every time she’d tried to get a little more rough when she played with herself, it had been real intense real quick. And the emphasis was on “a little” rough. No matter how careful Mia was, it might turn out to be more than she could handle. Or at least more than she could handle in silence.
Still, she wasn’t going to shy back from the challenge. After all, having her sensitive body be her blessing as well as her curse was exactly what she wanted deep down. Kate stopped fondling herself and pushed out her chest. “Be my guest.”
Mia’s hand twitched, but she brought it back right away and returned to her lazy observation pose. “Nah. This is supposed to be you giving me a show, after all. Go on, I can’t wait to see your face!”
“You’re kinda evil,” Kate said in a joking manner to mask her nervousness.
“Is that a problem?” Mia trapped one of her fingers between her teeth as she stared right into Kate’s eyes.
Instead of an answer, Kate ran her hands over her breasts again, giving Mia some more eye candy before her fingers slowly converged to her nipples. It actually was kinda evil, forcing her to make herself suffer, but it was the best kind of evil.
Her breath caught as she trapped her nipples between her fingers. She didn’t even apply any pressure yet, but they already throbbed with her heartbeat. Actually pinching herself was going to hurt so bad. Could she really do it?
She looked back up into Mia’s eyes. There was a fire in them that Kate had never seen there before. This wasn’t just about her and her experiments with being a submissive. Mia was at least as invested in this game as she was, if not even more so. If she chickened out now, she wasn’t just going to disappoint herself, but also her girlfriend.
No way! Kate took a deep breath to steel herself against the pain. The feeling of the leather against her neck gave her the final push of courage. Mia had given her the collar because she wanted her in this role, believed that she could play it. That weighted so much more than the prospect of a little pain.
Kate clenched down with her fingers.
Turned out, it was more than just a little pain.
Much more, actually. And her prayers had gone unheard as well, because that shriek of hers was nothing if not embarrassing.
She couldn’t have pinched herself for more than a second, but she’d used a lot more force than she should have, and her nipples reminded her just how ridiculously sensitive they were. Their sharp ache made her stomach churn as she did her best to soothe them with her fingers.
“Whoa. That sounded intense.”
Mia propped herself up on her elbows and shuffled a little closer so her face was right in front of Kate. “You okay there?”
“I’m okay.”
Her nipples might disagree, but there was no reason to worry her girlfriend. Also, the pain was already subsiding. It wasn’t like she’d actually hurt herself, she was just a bit of a wuss. “Want me to do it again?”
She’d said it on a whim, to prove that she really was fine, but as she looked into Mia’s eyes she immediately regretted her offer.
“Well, since you’re asking…” Mia reached out and cupped Kate’s cheek with her palm. Her thumb lay against Kate’s lips, exerting just enough pressure to make them part and slip into her mouth. “I’d love to see it one more time.”
Kate nodded awkwardly, unsure what to do about the thumb between her teeth. She absolutely loved how objectifying it felt to have her girlfriend take away her bodily autonomy like that, but what reaction was expected of her? Did Mia want her to kiss it, lick it, suck on it as a way of worshiping her body? Kate would’ve been so down for that. But maybe her girlfriend instead wanted her to do nothing at all, to prove that she was ready to passively accept whatever happened to her.
Not that it made a difference, because the moment she pinched her nipples again, her body instinctively went for Option C: Biting down on Mia’s finger to deal with the pain.
“Ow!”
Mia flinched back, rubbing her thumb. The deep marks left by Kate’s front teeth were impossible to overlook.
“Sorry,” Kate said as she soothed her aching nipples.
“So unruly!” Mia hooked her finger into the ring of the collar and pulled Kate closer until they would’ve been almost close enough to kiss. “Maybe I’ll need to punish you after all.”
“Maybe you do,” Kate whispered, her heart thumping in her chest. Between the lingering pain in her knees and nipples, and getting to experience her girlfriend in full dominant mode, she was getting lightheaded from excitement.
To her disappointment, Mia didn’t go for the kiss, and she also didn’t put her over her knees for a spanking. She just pushed her back and said “We’ll get to that. For now you’ve got a show to finish. And you better crank the spice level up all the way to make me forget about that transgression of yours.”
“All the way?” Kate asked. She had an idea what Mia was getting at, and her stomach was getting all fluttery at the thought.
“All the way,” Mia confirmed. She reached out, tracing Kate’s lips with her fingertips. “I know how much you like playing with yourself. It’s time you shared it with me, let me in on the fun, don’t you think?”
Kate grinned sheepishly as she kissed Mia’s fingers. Yes, she did have sex with herself at least as often as she did with her girlfriend. It wasn’t even an open secret, it was just the way it was, what with Mia having a much lower sex drive than her. Neither of them minded this arrangement, but Kate certainly wasn’t going to complain that Mia wanted to become a part of this side of hers.
She bent back and opened her legs so Mia would have the best possible view of the action as she reached down to touch herself. Once again she didn’t have to do much faking to sell her moans. All that foreplay had gotten her crazy horny, and her fingers felt so good on her already sopping wet folds.
Usually she wasn’t really a fan of penetration, especially when she was on her own, but Kate loved how wide Mia’s eyes got when she wantonly moaned as she plunged two of her fingers deep inside of her. Having immediate feedback for how much she turned her girlfriend on made everything feel so much hotter in turn. And fingering herself also had the nice side effect of getting her fingers all wet and slick for the next part.
There was nothing faked about her moans as she slid back out of herself and started rubbing herself in earnest. Being overly sensitive could be a curse when it came to her nipples, but it was nothing but a blessing when it came to the combination of her clit and some nice, slick friction.
Kate forced herself to take deep breaths and slow down a little. As good as it felt to rub her wet fingers all over her crotch, if she didn’t pace herself, this show would be over far too quickly. With how horny she was, it wouldn’t take her much effort at all to orgasm.
Then again, instead of just stalling, she could distract Mia with a different kind of show. One that was at least as high on the spice scale.
She raised her hand, making sure that Mia got a good view of how wet her fingers were. When she spread them, sticky strands of her juices formed between them. She knew that Mia was a bit jealous of how easily she got wet, but she also knew how much the inherent lewdness of her body turned her girlfriend on. As further evidenced by Mia’s breathless gasp when Kate plunged her fingers into her mouth to noisily suck them clean.
It was the first time she’d tasted herself, but it had been too good an opportunity to get under Mia’s skin, and she’d figured, it couldn’t be much different from eating someone else out.
Turned out, there was a difference. It felt a lot dirtier to suck on her messy fingers instead of tasting the juices straight from the source for once, though that had to be purely psychological. And she could have sworn that her wetness was much thicker than Mia’s, its creamy taste sticking to her tongue even after she tried to swallow it down. It wasn’t unpleasant, though, and seeing Mia’s cheeks light up from how enthralled she was by this lewd display made it easy to shove her remaining reservations aside.
Kate made a show of dragging her tongue between her index and middle finger before she brought her hand back down. She almost choked on her moan as it hit her just how aroused her pussy was already. Clearly Mia hadn’t been the only one turned on by her little stunt. So much for trying to pace herself.
“God, you’re hot.” Mia was chewing on her fingertips again. Her other hand twitched at her side, as if she had to restrain herself from touching herself as well. “You’re far too good at this. Where did you learn that?”
Kate giggled. “That’s my little secret.”
Truth be told, she simply did whatever felt natural at the moment, or whatever she thought would turn Mia on the most. Maybe with some inspiration from the spicier novels in her stash. But it was a lot more fun to pretend that she’d secretly practiced her seduction skills. Especially when it felt so good to be praised for her performance.
She kept working her fingers, periodically switching it up with some cheeky penetration that was going to look real hot to Mia, but actually was kind of a break so she wouldn’t feel too good too quickly. Her clit was all hard and swollen, and touching it directly was getting dangerous.
“You’re getting close, right?”
Kate just nodded. There was nothing she could say that wouldn’t be painfully obvious to Mia already.
“I want you to tell me when you’re real close, but don’t go over yet. Would you do that for me?”
“I’d do anything for you,” Kate whispered. It was such a cheesy thing to say, but in that moment she truly meant it.
Her fingers went back to her clit, rubbing in careful slick circles. God, did that feel good! Already she felt the familiar clenches of her vaginal muscles as her pussy got ready to explode.
“Actually, I’m real close already.”
It was embarrassing, but she couldn’t help it. Her body was just far too responsive for its own good.
“That was quick. But I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.” Mia chuckled. “Would you hold yourself right there for a bit? I wanna enjoy the show for a little longer, and it’s just now getting real interesting.”
Kate whimpered. She already felt the first droplets of sweat forming on her skin as the tension grew. Her fingers had slowed down to a crawl, but every little touch to her throbbing clit shot another jab of bliss through her body that threatened to send her over.
It was hard to keep it together and stop herself from coming, her body fighting her all the way. It was used to getting what it demanded when it demanded it, and Kate had never had the need to learn some strategies to block out pleasure. After all, pleasure was there to be experienced, as actively and intensely as possible.
But she was going to try her best. Because as much as she wanted to give in to her needs and explode right then and there, she wanted even more to be a good girl for Mia. A good girl who deserved the collar she’d been gifted. And knowing that her struggles turned her girlfriend on gave her the power to persevere.
Still, there was only so much she could do. As much as she tried to control her breathing and engaged every muscle in her body, it was simply getting too much. Her clit burned with need, and no matter how gently she touched it, she wasn’t going to last even another minute.
“Please, I can’t hold it anymore,” she pleaded, looking at Mia with her biggest puppy eyes. “May I?”
Instead of an answer, Mia hooked her finger into her collar and pulled her close. Kate had to stop touching herself, or she would have gone over immediately when Mia’s pretty face filled her whole vision, her fiery eyes burning into her very soul.
“You said you’d do anything for me?”
“Anything,” Kate repeated desperately. “But please…”
“Then get yourself real close. As close as you possibly can. And then ask for permission.”
Kate’s heart beat so hard it was almost physically painful. In all her fantasies, she’d never dared to hope that Mia could play the sexy dominant so well. If this really was her first experiment with the role, she was an absolute natural.
She’d thought Mia would let her go again, but no. Her finger stayed hooked in Kate’s collar, keeping them so close together that Kate felt Mia’s breath on her sweaty face. Mia made sure that she wouldn’t miss a single detail of Kate’s expression when her desperation reached its peak.
Using just the very tip of her index finger, Kate slowly teased around her aching clit. She was painfully aware how she was panting right into Mia’s face, but she couldn’t control her breathing anymore. This was it. The tension was getting too much. She might be able to fight back the climax for a few more seconds, but not a moment longer.
“Oh God, please, may I?” she whimpered, her finger coming to a halt on her clit because even the tiniest additional movement would have been too much.
Mia’s lips formed a single word.
“No.”
The realization that after all this build-up she wouldn’t get to come, no, that her girlfriend denied her the right to come, it was the final straw. Mia was simply too hot when she fully unleashed her dominant side.
Even though Kate ripped her hand away immediately, it was too late. The tell-tale convulsions of the beginning orgasm had already set in. As much as she tried to hold herself back in a last effort of all her remaining willpower, she couldn’t stop her body from going over the edge.
With her hand gone, though, there was nothing to keep the orgasm going. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her clit throbbed and burned angrily, but instead of the expected pleasure, there was only a sharp ache spreading through her crotch. She whimpered pitifully as that awful feeling took hold of her.
When her instincts finally kicked in and her hand went back between her legs, it was already too late. She managed to make the last aftershocks of the orgasm feel at least a little good, but she couldn’t do much because her whole pussy had turned oversensitive like it always did right after her climax.
Only that it felt like she’d skipped the climax this time. Instead of a blissful floaty afterglow, she only had this infuriating ache between her legs, and if anything she only felt even hornier than before.
“I’m sorry! I tried, but… I wanted to do what you told me, and it was so hot how you ordered me around, but I messed it up. Sorry! Please, give me another chance!” She couldn’t stop herself from prattling on, spouting one meaningless apology after the other.
What was going on? A minute ago she’d had the time of her life, but now not only was that ache between her legs absolutely miserable, something inside of her seemed to have broken, and she felt like an absolute, abject failure. Fuck, if she was honest, she almost felt like crying even.
“Whoa, easy there.” Mia let go of her collar and gently took Kate’s head with both her hands, leaning in until their foreheads touched. “Slow breaths. Everything’s fine. There’s nothing to apologize for. I love you, and you did absolutely great, all the way to the end.”
“Thanks…”
Kate forced those weird destructive feelings down. It took her a bit until she felt like herself again, but Mia’s lovely presence helped a lot, and on an intellectual level she knew that her failure wasn’t the end of the world.
“Don’t know what came over me there.”
Mia kissed her forehead. “If I had to guess, it seems like you don’t respond too well to ruined orgasms. I read up a bit on all that stuff, and apparently for some people they tend to really mess with their emotions. Sorry I sprung that on you.”
“Wasn’t your fault. If anything it’s my fault for not keeping it together as I was supposed to.”
Kate took a deep breath and fought the rising guilt back. Knowing what she was dealing with didn’t make it feel better, but it at least made it easier to keep her emotions in check.
“So, yeah, sorry for that. But don’t worry, I think I’ve got myself under control again.” Kate smiled to make it clear that she was fine. “And I really meant it when I told you how hot you were. Like, damn! That was absolutely amazing!”
“Happy to hear it,” Mia said, visibly calmer herself, now that she knew that Kate was okay. “To be honest, I was totally winging it. And I was so worried that I was taking it too far there at the end. But you kept egging me on, and so I figured…”
Kate interrupted her with a cheeky little kiss.
“It was perfect,” she said. “There’s not a single thing you did that I didn’t love one hundred percent.”
“Seems like we’re in agreement, then.” Mia giggled and went for another kiss herself. “So I guess that means this will be a recurring thing now?”
“Oh yes.”
Kate climbed into the bed for some comfy kisses and cuddles. She kinda needed a shower, but that could wait. Right now it was much more important to share all her love with her girlfriend.
And one thing was for sure: They were going to get a lot of use out of that collar going forward.






  
  Two Smoking Hot Feet


Cora tested her bonds, though she already knew they would have no give. Natalie was far too good at tying people up. 
“Ready?” Natalie slowly paced around her. Though Cora couldn’t look up to see her face, she was sure her friend’s lips showed that wide, evil smile of hers that always sent a thrilling shiver down her spine.
Cora was lying in a tight hog-tie on the floor, her arms forced behind her back and tied to her ankles with just enough leniency that her shoulder’s didn’t kill her. Yet. She had that familiar sinking feeling in her stomach. There always was a sense of dread right before a session started. Even though she knew that she’d ultimately enjoy it, she also knew that it would be intense. Especially today.
Over time Cora had learned to live with, and even embrace that twinge of fear. It was a nice spike of adrenaline that fully focused her mind on what was to come. “Ready,” she confirmed with barely a tremble in her voice.
“Well, well, well.” Natalie’s feet and shins appeared in Cora’s field of vision. She made sure to let the thick leather strap in her hand dangle down far enough that her friend would see it, just to let the anticipation build a little.
Cora bit her lip, which in her current position was about the extent of her freedom of movement. Even her big toes were tied together with a string, robbing her of what little wiggle room she might have had with her feet. She could have maybe rocked her whole body if she tried, but her shoulders wouldn’t appreciate the attempt. Once Natalie started to go to town on her, there was absolutely nothing she could do to protect herself.
But as stringent as the bondage was, it was just as confusing. Sure, it was appropriately uncomfortable, but it also restricted access to all obvious targets. Her back, ass and thighs were all hidden under her arms and folded legs, and pretty much her entire front side was pressed into the floor. Natalie might be able to get a few swings at her breast in, but only at a really awkward angle.
 This realization of relative safety only served to further unnerve Cora. Natalie knew exactly what she was doing, and she was a bona fide sadist. It had to be all part of her plan to make her suffer, Cora just hadn’t figured it out yet.
“You stand with what you said earlier?”
Cora made an affirmative grunt. The lump of dread in her stomach tightened. They’d had a couple of play sessions since they’d first admitted their kinky desires to each other, but nothing too crazy yet. Some light bondage here, a good spanking there. At one point Natalie had whipped her with the very leather strap she was holding now. That had been fun. But so far they’d only been experimenting a bit, feeling each other out.
Today, though, Cora had requested the real deal. She wanted to see what her friend’s twisted mind came up with when she was allowed to do whatever she wanted.
“And you’re sure crying is not a safeword?”
“Yes.” Cora might be a masochist, but pain still made her eyes water pretty much immediately. It was rather inconvenient and had led to an awkward (though in hindsight pretty adorable) situation during their first spanking session when Natalie had gotten completely overwhelmed by Cora’s tears and had spent the rest of the evening making sure she was okay, with Cora all the while insisting that she was fine.
“Okay then.” Both the strap and Natalie’s legs went away. Cora could turn her head a little, but not enough to follow her friend’s movement. Not knowing where Natalie was didn’t exactly calm her nerves.
“You know, there’s something I’ve stumbled upon in my research,” Natalie’s voice came from right behind her. Cora started when she suddenly felt Natalie’s hands on her bound feet. “Apparently feet are really sensitive. I’ve seen videos of people making the cutest squeals, and I couldn’t stop wondering what you would sound like if I tortured you in the same way.” She retreated her hands, but not before quickly running the tips of her fingers over Cora’s soles.
Cora bit back a giggle. She wasn’t all that ticklish, but being completely unable to move made every sensation that little bit more intense, something she loved about bondage, even though it always came back to bite her. Which might be the very reason she loved it in the first place.
She didn’t know how to feel about Natalie’s plans, though. Or rather: She knew exactly that they made her heart thump almost painfully with anticipation. Spankings and whippings were something she’d had on her mind forever, and even though the reality of them had been vastly different from her imagination, having a mental framework had helped to prepare herself. However, she didn’t have the faintest idea what Natalie intended to do with her feet or what it would be like, and this ignorance was both exhilarating and terrifying.
“Do you want a little warm-up?” Natalie’s fingers were back, dancing over her soles in a flurry of movement for a few seconds before mercifully retreating again.
This time Cora couldn’t hold back the giggle. “Please no!” Somehow the tension made the tickling a thousand times worse and at the same time only cranked up that same tension even more.
Surprisingly, Natalie actually didn’t tickle her again. Usually Cora begging her to stop only made her go even harder. The whole point of their safeword was that Cora could beg and say “no” to her heart’s content without stopping the scene. However, she quickly learned that Natalie wasn’t sparing her out of mercy.
When Cora heard the hiss of the leather as it cut through the air, it was already too late to brace herself. The strap hit her soles with a frighteningly loud crack. Cora screamed. Initially out of surprise, but once the shock wore off she realized that it actually really fucking hurt.
“Whoa, are you okay?” judging by Natalie’s voice she hadn’t expected the impact to be this dramatic either.
“I’m fine,” Cora quickly said so her friend wouldn’t worry. But because she was an honest person, she couldn’t help adding “stings like a bitch, though. Your research didn’t lie.”
Cora twitched when something touched her feet, but it was just Natalie’s fingers. The way they stroked over the smarting area with intention, almost like a soft massage, actually felt pretty nice.
“Is that a no or a go?” Natalie asked.
“It’s a go,” Cora decided. Yes, it hurt, but that was exactly what she was here for after all. That this was a new, unfamiliar kind of pain made it more intense, but also deeply intriguing. The burn of that single strike lingered, and it was only going to get far, far worse from here. That thought gave rise to a different kind of itching burn in her lower body. Cora grinned to herself. She still found it funny how much of a masochist she really was.
“Nice.” The fingers disappeared, and when the strap hit her again, Cora was ready for it. Or at least she thought she was ready.
She didn’t scream this time, so that was something. The loud crack still made her flinch, and when the burn set in for real she exhaled in little bursts, mumbling a few “fuck”s between her breaths.
The initial flash of pain was bad enough, but damn, did it have some staying power! It almost felt like the burn only reached its peak a good couple of seconds after the strap was already gone, and from there it took for-fucking-ever to fade. It was similar to a whipping, only with less immediate impact because feet were harder to hit than a spacious backs, but the increased sensitivity of the target more than made up for it.
Cora held on for a few more strikes, but when the strap hit her right across the balls of her feet and even cut into her toes, her vision blurred as the first tears shot into her eyes. She did her best to blink them away, but without a means to rub her eyes she knew she was stuck with that additional itch for the foreseeable future.
“You’re pretty brave, staying this silent,” Natalie said after strapping her some more. By this point there was no part of Cora’s soles that wasn’t burning fiercely, and she was learning to really appreciate the cruelty of the toe bind. It was just a tiny piece of string, and yet it robbed her of all her power to cross her feet and protect at least parts of them from the punishment. “That sounds like it must hurt so much.”
Cora recognized the tone of voice. Once Natalie got over her initial fear of hurting Cora and let herself get into the mood, she liked taunting her victim. While her sentence could have been taken at face value as a “poor you” type of commiseration, it very much carried the energy of “Wow, it must suck so hard to be you right now. Muhaha.”
Natalie had taken a few session to dare and let out this side of her, and Cora was glad that she had. It was obvious how much joy her friend got out of her gloating, and it did add a certain extra thrill to the scene, even if these gleeful reminders of Cora’s suffering usually ended up making everything that much harder to bear.
“How bad does it look?” Cora asked, trying to blink her eyes at least somewhat dry. The way it felt she was sure her soles had to be glowing red already. Natalie had a lot of strength, and with both the spanking and the whipping it had taken no time at all for the punishment to leave its marks.
“Honestly? I barely see anything. Maybe a little red in some places. Seems like I’m still holding back too much.”
“What? You’re screwing with me, right?” She had to be. If her feet hurt this badly, they should at least have the decency to look the part!
Natalie chuckled. She walked back to Cora’s front and, likely as a result of seeing the tears, she lay down on the floor before her, head propped up on her hands, so she could look her in the eyes. “Wow. I knew it was effective, but it looks like I really did a number on you already.”
“I’m okay, it’s just…” Cora laughed nervously. “Man, that strap was so much less evil when it was my back.”
“That’s what you have me for. To do evil things to you.” Natalie leaned in, and for a crazy moment Cora thought she’d kiss her.
Her heart skipped a beat. Maybe it was only a matter of time before the two of them caught up with what the rest of the world already assumed and officially became girlfriends, but for the moment they were still fooling themselves, claiming they were only playing around to help each other get to know themselves better.
Cora’s hopes were dashed in the best way when Natalie instead stuck out her tongue and licked a tear off her cheek. A hot shiver ran through Cora. That little damp spot on her cheek burned hotter than her feet.
Natalie giggled. “I always wanted to do that. Another thing off my evil overlord bucket list.” There was something in her eyes hinting that maybe she was making fun of the whole thing to mask her real feelings. Or at least Cora liked to imagine that her friend had felt that same rush of anxious excitement at this sudden spike in intimacy between them. Before she could be sure, though, Natalie had gotten up again. “But I’d be a bad evil overlord if I stopped torturing you already.”
Cora’s soles had almost stopped smarting, but all the previous pains immediately flared up again when Natalie brought the strap back. The first strike cracked right back into the sensitive balls of her feet, and this time Natalie didn’t give her any time to collect herself. Before the burn had even fully peaked, she already aimed another, at least as forceful lash at her twitching arches. The third one followed right on its tail. And the fourth. And the fifth.
Staying silent was impossible. Cora managed not to scream, but as Natalie lay on strike after strike on her already tenderized skin, it got hard to breathe as an uncontrollable series of whimpers came from her throat. She’d completely given up on holding back the tears. They tickled her cheeks as they drew two wet streaks down her face and collected under chin before finally dropping to the floor.
Cora barely even noticed her own crying, though. The pain in her feet was at the front and center of her mind. Every time that wicked leather strap cut into her soles, there was a split second where her vision flashed red and her stomach lurched as her whole body went into an adrenaline-fueled panic mode, unsure how it was supposed to endure that sharp agony. Even when the impact was over and everything settled down to a point of relative relaxation, the lingering burn by itself was getting unbearable, and the anticipation of the next strike kept gnawing away at Cora’s sanity. This was nothing like the time Natalie had whipped her back with the strap! Some of these strikes hurt so badly, Cora was sure that her skin must have cracked in places.
“Slowly getting to a nice rosy color there,” Natalie said when she finally took a break, destroying all of Cora’s illusions. Was there really that little correlation between the visible damage and her pain? Did that mean she was that much of a wimp when it came to her feet? And if that was the case, just how bad would it get if Natalie decided to hit her soles with something that was vicious enough to actually leave marks, like a cane? That last question made Cora’s stomach lock up and all muscles in and around her crotch clench in a spike of almost painfully sharp arousal.
Only then, as the pain slowly settled into a still maddening, but not as urgently mind-melting burning itch, did Cora fully appreciate how horny she was. It was an open secret what the two of them got out of these “play sessions”, even though so far neither of them had dared say it out loud.
Or, at least Cora assumed that Natalie felt the same. It was much easier for her friend to hide the proof of her potential arousal since she usually remained fully dressed. Cora on the other hand would not be able to argue against the spots she was leaving on the floor right now. Spots that would, by the feel of it, turn out very obvious indeed.
Her mind flashed back to the moment Natalie had licked her cheek, which certainly didn’t help with preventing the spots from growing even larger. Their sessions usually ended with some nice hugs or even cuddles (so far only on the platonic side) and with Cora making an urgent mental note to get herself off the moment she was alone again. But maybe today was the day the miracle happened and Natalie offered to take care of that tension for her. Maybe even in exchange for a similar service on Cora’s side…
“Let’s see…” Natalie’s fingers were back on her aching soles, and Cora’s daydreams faded as she realized they weren’t done yet. For a moment she expected some more soothing foot presses, but Natalie wasn’t so merciful this time. Her fingertips danced across Cora’s soles, and she got the reaction she was fishing for immediately.
“Wha- no! Nonononono!” This was far worse than it had any right to be! The leather strap had done a good job tenderizing her soles, and the mixture of the lingering itching pain and these sharp, ticklish sensations quickly threatened to crush her remaining sanity. Cora trashed against the ropes with all her might, but it didn’t amount to more than an ineffectual wiggle and a dull ache in her shoulders. Once again she cursed Natalie’s evil ingenuity of including that toe bind in the bondage. “Please, no, anything but that!” she begged as the forced laughter made her tear up once more.
“Anything you say?” Natalie stopped her ticklish assault, but the tone of her voice made it abundantly clear that Cora would pay dearly for that short-lived relief. “In that case, let’s see how you react when I do this…”
Cora gasped, and her burning eyes shot open when she felt a series of sharp, painfully stinging sensations right above her heel. It took her a moment to realize that it was Natalie’s nails, digging deeply into the sensitive flesh. Before she could compose herself they were already traveling upwards, never letting up even the tiniest bit with how hard they pressed into her.
Something had seemed odd about Natalie’s hands today, but in the general excitement Cora hadn’t paid it any mind. Maybe she should have.
Natalie must have done something with her nails. Cora had been scratched before, but not like this. Natalie’s fingers trailed excruciating lines that felt too thin, the pain too concentrated. Had she filed her nails to sharp points? It was the only explanation how her scratches could burn this fiercely. Even though it was likely just a trick of her mind again, Cora was sure she could feel Natalie cutting right through her skin as she went up her soles at a sadistically slow pace.
By the time Natalie’s nails had made it up to balls of her feet and finally relented, Cora was close to hysteric. Her breaths had gotten erratic, escaping in frantic hiccups that fell somewhere between sobs and little shrieks. She was rocking back and forth, her shoulders be damned, anything to try and escape from Natalie’s vicious nails. Her vision had gotten blurry to the point of leaving her almost blind. Even her nose had started to run from all the crying, which was all the more embarrassing for the fact that there was absolutely nothing she could do about it.
“Well, that was fun. What do you... whoa!” Natalie must have seen the sorry state Cora was in, because she came right back to her front and crouched down, a hint of concern in her voice. “You okay there?”
Cora was far from okay. Even now she could feel phantom images of Natalie’s nails cutting into her sensitive skin. The scratches pulsated with an infuriating fire that was more of an itch than actual pain. If only she could soothe the abraded skin, rub her feet over each other, do anything at all, really. Like any itch that you can’t scratch, it was impossible to focus on anything else, yet the expertly done hog-tie and especially that thrice-damned toe string left her utterly helpless in the face of the agony in her soles.
And yet at the same time she felt almost high from all the adrenaline and endorphins swamping her body. Merely trying to suffer through the persistent pain ate up all of her remaining willpower, but she wouldn’t have traded that experience for anything in the world.
She realized that she hadn’t given Natalie a reply yet. Her friend had to be getting worried sick about her, so Cora quickly forced herself to nod as much as her position and her throbbing shoulders allowed. “I’m fine,” she croaked and had to giggle at what a mess her voice was.
“You’re a real trooper. Wait a sec, I’ll get something for you.” Natalie disappeared for a moment before returning with a tissue. She tapped away the worst of the tears and let Cora blow her nose. It was embarrassing to need someone else for such a basic task, but also endearing how lovingly Natalie cared for her.
“Thanks.” Cora’s voice was still cracked, but after two tissues she sounded reasonably human again. “Sorry for being such a mess.”
“Can’t really fault you for being a mess when I’m the one who messed you up.” Natalie threw the soggy tissues away and lay down on the floor, so she was face to face with Cora again. She still looked a bit concerned, but there was a glow about her that made Cora feel all warm inside. “I didn’t go too far, did I?”
“No, it was amazing. I love it when you’re mean to me.” Her feet still smarted like a bitch, but by this point the pain had become electrifying rather than uncomfortable, a constant buzz in her nerves that kept her mind on edge and added a crispness to all her experiences. Which was especially nice when these experiences included Natalie’s pretty face right in front of her. Now that they were this close, Cora also noticed that Natalie had indeed filed her nails into triangle shapes. Just looking at those viciously sharp claws sent a thrilling shiver down her spine.
“And I love being mean to you.”
For a moment there was a spark of tension hanging between them, but then Natalie let out a sigh and the moment passed. “Pity to end it already, but I guess I kinda underestimated how nasty it really is to have your feet tortured. I’d say you’ve more than earned yourself a nice afternoon chilling on the couch.”
Cora’s mind raced as she considered her options. Chilling on the couch sounded nice, especially since it usually translated to huddling up while some low brainpower series ran in the background. But it would also mean that the scene was over for good, and she had the feeling that they’d been so close to the miracle to happen.
“We don’t have to end it,” she said. “I can take more than that. And it would be kind of a waste after how long it took you to tie my up.”
Natalie laughed, but once again there was this glow shining from her face. The idea clearly struck a chord with her, but she wasn’t that easily convinced. “Don’t get cocky. Have you seen yourself? You wouldn’t last another five minutes.”
“Wanna bet?”
Natalie’s grin was full of mischief. Now that she was sure Cora was okay, she wasn’t going to pass on this chance to make her eat her words. “What are we betting?”
Cora’s stomach clenched as she considered her next words, but she pushed through anyway. This was the chance she’d been waiting for. “If I make it through five more minutes, you owe me a kiss.”
For a second both of them were stunned by Cora’s boldness, but the grin didn’t leave Natalie’s lips. If anything, it got even wider.
“Deal.”






  
  Spring Cleaning


Sandra passed a small colony of dust bunnies as she went to get some water. They weren’t exactly an unusual sight in this household, and Sandra had long since made peace with the fact that her home would never be as sparkling clean as her parents’ had been. But even so she couldn’t help notice that she had seen these particular dust bunnies several times before. To the point that she knew them better than some of her relatives. 
She turned to Jessie who was lying on the couch, her Switch in hand. Of course this was a perfectly good way to spend a lazy Sunday, but Sandra felt like the situation warranted at least a small comment. “Not to be mean or anything, but wasn’t your New Year’s resolution that you’d do a bit more of the house work?”
“Yeah.” Jessie paused her game and looked up at her. “And I did. Like, I took care of the dishwasher a lot.”
Sandra shot a glance in the direction of the kitchen. While it was true that the dirty dishes weren’t as much of a disaster as they had been at times, her parents would still get a heart attack just from looking at the mess. There had been something like an improvement right after New Year’s, but with the end of January fast approaching, it was hard to see much of a difference in Jessie’s contributions compared to what she had been doing last year.
“I’ll do it again,” Jessie said. “Today. But, like, later. Kinda in the middle of something.”
Sandra sighed. She didn’t want to be a bitch about this, but she had to speak up before her growing frustration could fester and become resentment. Yes, technically they both contributed equally financially, and it wasn’t Jessie’s fault that she was between jobs at the moment and lived off her parents’ generosity, but that still meant that she could do pretty much whatever she wanted most of the time, while Sandra had to get up and leave for work every day.
“Sorry if I sound grumpy, but back when you said that, I thought we’d finally get the place to a state where we don’t have to do an emergency cleaning every time we invite someone. And I know I’m not the most diligent person either, but I just don’t have much energy left when I come home from work and you, well…”
“I know.” Jessie sat up and put her console aside. “I’m sorry it didn’t work out that way. I promise, I’ll get some stuff done today. In my defense, though, you haven’t lived up to your resolution, either.”
Sandra flinched. “We’ve played with the crop, haven’t we?”
Jessie had her classic smirk on her lips. Sandra could never quite decide whether it was sexy or annoying. “We did. I’d say that’s pretty much the same as me doing the dishwasher once in a blue moon.”
Sandra wanted to argue, but knew that she had no ground to stand on. So far not much had come of her promise that she would be more dominant in the bedroom.
And it wasn’t like she didn’t want to! Sandra loved Jessie, and the thought of getting to order her around in a sexy way was really hot. However, her fantasies didn’t hold a candle to all the hardcore masochistic stuff Jessie had done with her previous lovers. Most of those things Sandra had no interest in trying out herself. So even if she would live her fantasies as a dom out to the fullest, it wouldn’t amount to anything but a letdown for Jessie.
“You know that I don’t like hurting you,” she mumbled.
“And I told you that you that you don’t have to. Being dominant isn’t just about hurting people. Hell, some of my most intense sessions didn’t include any pain at all.”
Sandra bit her lip. There it was again: A reminder that Jessie’s past included lots of experiences that were far more exciting than anything Sandra had ever dared. Jessie must have the mood shift, because she shifted gears immediately.
“Look, I wouldn’t be so insistent if I didn’t know that being on top is something you’d really enjoy. Like, you showed some glimpses of what you want to do, but you’re always holding back, like you’re ashamed or something. But there’s no need for that. I’d love to see what it’s like when you go all out with what you want to do to me!”
Sandra stroked her fingers over Jessie’s cheeks and smiled when her girlfriend turned around to kiss her hand. It was hard to resist Jessie when she was this eager to be encouraging. “I’ll give it a shot,” Sandra promised. “But I’m afraid my version of ‘all out’ is more like ‘one tiny step out of the door’ compared to what you’re used to.”
Jessie furrowed her eyebrows. “Is that what it’s about? You comparing yourself with the other people I’ve been with?” Sandra’s eyes failing to meet hers was all the answer Jessie needed. “Well, newsflash: I’m not with them anymore. I’m with you. Because I love you. And I won’t stand for you talking yourself down!”
“I love you, too.” Sandra managed to look her girlfriend in the face. For a moment she let herself get lost in Jessie’s big, expressive eyes, felt the familiar tingle as she glanced at her glistening lips that felt so good whenever and where ever they touched her body.
They had been together for a good three months now, and Sandra still sometimes found it hard to pay attention to what Jessie was saying because she was so transfixed looking at these lips move. Half a year ago the idea that someone as hot as Jessie wanted to be her girlfriend would have gotten nothing but a self-deprecating laugh out of Sandra. “And because I love you, I don’t want you to miss out on anything.”
Jessie kissed Sandra’s hand again, but this time she sneaked in a cheeky bit of tongue. “Aww, that’s so sweet of you. But really, I don’t want anything but for you to do whatever’s the most fun to you.” For a moment her face became thoughtful, then that excited sparkle returned to her eyes and she stood up. She ended up standing so close to Sandra that their noses almost touched, but when Sandra tried to take a step back to give her some space, Jessie took her hands and held her close. “How about we both give our resolution a shot? Like, right now?”
For a moment Sandra was utterly stunned, both by Jessie’s excitement and the sudden shift in direction. She wanted to say something more sexy, or at least more interesting, than “Wait, what?”, but that was the only thing her brain could come up with.
“Let me paint you a picture: There once was a lazy maid who was always slacking off. That is, until her Mistress finally had enough. So as a punishment she took away her clothes and put her in chains.” As Jessie was talking, she slowly moved in even more closely, until her lips almost brushed over Sandra’s with each word. The mischievous glimmer in her eyes was proof enough that she knew perfectly well what effect this had on her girlfriend. “But that didn’t make the floors any cleaner, of course. So the Mistress put the maid to work, just the way she was: Naked, chained, and under constant supervision of her Mistress, who was very annoyed with her and wanted to make sure she learned her lesson.”
Sandra shivered. Once more she would have liked to contribute more than just a “Wow,” but she was completely overwhelmed by how hot this scenario sounded. Whether it would be as hot when made a reality was a different question, of course. “But are you sure that’s fun for you? In the end, you’ll still be cleaning.”
In Sandra’s experience, it was dangerous to try and improve a bad thing by adding some unrelated good thing. Like this advice to use your favorite song as an alarm. In theory it was supposed to make getting up easier because you started the day with something you like. In practice it just made you hate your favorite song. And while Sandra would have loved to have a cleaner flat, she didn’t want to risk some awkwardly failed roleplay to put a damper on their sex life.
Jessie didn’t seem all too worried. “Then you’ll just have to make sure to keep it interesting for me,” she said before dashing off to the bedroom. “Get some water and a brush ready while I get dressed!”
Well, seemed like there was only one way to go, and that was forward. And it wasn’t like Sandra wasn’t excited for what was to come. Especially when she prepared the brush and a bucket of water and heard the clanging noises from the bedroom. By the sound of it, Jessie was taking the chained-up part very seriously.
While Sandra had marveled at her girlfriends’ chain collection and fantasized about it often enough, she had never actually had Jessie put them on, mostly because she hadn’t known how to follow up. It just seemed wrong to use such hardcore bondage for some lighthearted tickling and teasing.
Jessie returned, and her appearance forced all the doubts and every other thought out of Sandra’s mind. She was crawling on all fours, stark naked except for a heavy steel collar and ankle cuffs. A chain connected her neck with her feet, rattling as it dragged over the floor with each step. She carried a leather crop between her teeth. That was, until she dropped it on the floor in front of Sandra with a “Your maid awaits further commands, Mistress.”
For a moment Sandra was too stunned to say anything. Jessie looked up at her with big eyes, her lifting her neck almost enough to pull the chain taut. Sandra’s stomach fluttered as she realized that Jessie had deliberately made the chain too short. With only this much distance allowed between her neck and her ankles, it was physically impossible for her to stand up, forcing her to crawl. Her bondage gave her just enough freedom to move through the room and use her hands to work, but only in this incredibly inconvenient and humiliating way. Sandra had known that Jessie was an ace of a sub, but knowing it and seeing it in action were two entirely different matters. “Fuck, you’re hot,” she mumbled.
“Thank you so much, Mistress. I’m happy to hear that my body pleases you. Please feel free to make use of it in any way you desire.” Jessie’s submissive words stood in stark contrast to their delivery. She kept smirking the whole time, sounding almost sarcastic. She might be the one on her knees wearing chains, but it was unmistakable who was in charge of the situation.
Sandra picked up the crop, more to give herself some time to process the situation than because she actually intended to use it. During their previous play session she had confirmed that she wasn’t comfortable hurting Jessie, no matter how much Jessie insisted that she liked it. Back then she’d been ready to make peace with the fact that being a dom wasn’t for her, and that she’d just try and act the part from time to time for her girlfriend’s sake. However, she would be lying if she said that seeing Jessie helpless before her didn’t stir something inside of her. “So, you’re mine now? And I can make you do whatever I want?”
“Whatever you want. Everything about me is yours to play with.” Jessie slowly dragged the tip of her tongue along her upper lip and lifted her breast with her right hand. She let out a playful moan as she trapped her nipple between her fingers.
Sandra’s breath caught. How could she resist an offer like that? Within a minute Jessie had utterly ensnared her. She wanted nothing more than to ride on these sweet lips, make Jessie take care of her arousal. And now that Sandra was in command, there was nothing stopping her from making this fantasy in reality. She almost said the word when an intrusive thought from the back of her mind brought her back to reality. “Wait a minute, are you seducing me so we’ll have sex instead of cleaning?”
“Me, using my charms to get out of my responsibilities? Oh, I’d never, Mistress!” Every single one of Jessie’s words dripped with sarcasm.
“Don’t be smart with me and get working!” Sandra raised the crop in an attempt to show off her authority. Predictably, her show didn’t have the desired impact with its audience.
“Aww~ But Mistress~ I don’t wannaaa~” Jessie’s eyes followed the crop as she brought out her most petulant voice. She was fishing for punishment with the tenacity of an entire whaling fleet.
Sandra hesitated. Her role demanded that she put Jessie in her place. Scratch that. She wanted to put her in her place. But while Jessie was all but begging for a good thrashing, Sandra still wasn’t thrilled about hitting her girlfriend. And wouldn’t that completely miss the point anyway? Jessie clearly wanted to feel the crop, and she tried to achieve this by acting up. Giving her what she wanted would only reward her bad behavior. No, if Sandra wanted to get in control, she had to do it her own way.
Jessie must have taken her hesitation to mean that Sandra was afraid to follow through with the roleplay. She turned turned around on all fours and lowered her chest to the floor, making her raised backside as inviting a target as possible. “Do you have a problem with my behavior Mistress? Maybe you should do something about it.”
Acting on a whim, Sandra picked up the bucket and poured a good part of its content down Jessie’s back.
Jessie’s shriek wasn’t an act. Usually one would use warm water for cleaning, but right now Sandra was glad that she had been too distracted to change the default setting of the tap, i.e. ice cold.
“I told you not to be smart with me! Now get working already, you useless maid!”
Sandra’s heart thumped as she awaited Jessie’s reaction. It had felt good to act like a bitch for once. Really good, almost scarily so. But not as scary as the question whether her girlfriend would take kindly to this stunt.
Jessie shook herself to get the worst of the cold water off her, her chains clanging loudly in the process. She looked back at Sandra, and for a moment she clearly wasn’t sure how to proceed. After that brief pause, though, she lowered her head. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry for acting up,” she said in her most sincere voice as she picked up the brush and started scrubbing the floor.
Sandra’s heart kept pounding, but now it was from the pure adrenaline rushing through her. She had actually gotten her naked, chained up, dripping wet girlfriend to do her bidding. Why had nobody told her that bossing people around felt this good? They should have done this much earlier.
“Don’t forget this spot here!” Toying with her newly found sense of authority, Sandra used her toes to point at a dark stain on the floor. The remainder from when Jessie had spilled her juice some weeks ago and only hastily wiped it up with some tissues.
“Yes, Mistress! Immediately, Mistress!” Jessie crawled over there, but not before briefly touching Sandra’s foot with her lips.
Sandra gnawed on her knuckles in an attempt to calm herself. Jessie was far too good in her role as the sexy submissive maid. It was hard for Sandra to restrain herself and not take the game into naughtier territories.
On second thought, though, what was stopping her? After all, taking advantage of her maid while she was working was very much in character for her role.
The long dried-in juice stain posed a formidable challenge for Jessie. She scrubbed over it again and again, only making the tiniest progress. A nice side effect of this was that she had once again bent down, her ass and crotch moving rhythmically back and forth. It would be a crime not to abuse her vulnerable position for some sexy mischief.
Sandra crouched down. Slowly and silently, so as to not give herself away too early, she extended a finger.
“Ha?” Jessie paused when her crotch suddenly made contact. “What are you doing, Mistress?”
“That’s none of your concern.” Sandra idly stroked Jessie’s pussy lips a few times before pointing her index finger right at her entrance. “You better keep working, or I’ll forget that I wanted to be nice to you.”
“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress!” Jessie returned to scrubbing the spot. Now that she was effectively fucking herself while cleaning, she showed a lot more vigor. And she was already wet enough that Sandra’s finger was sliding into her without much resistance.
“Could it be that you like this?” Sandra introduced a second finger. Two fingers might not sound like much, but with all the movement going on, they already amounted to a lot of friction, as evidenced by Jessie’s cute little gasps. “You’re one dirty girl, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress,” Jessie enthusiastically agreed as she kept impaling herself on Sandra’s fingers. “I can’t help myself, Mistress. I’m a dirty girl who needs to be shown her place.”
“Yes, you are. My pretty little…” Sandra hesitated for a moment. She knew exactly what she wanted to say, but how would Jessie react to something this crass? Then again, with Jessie playing up her role this much, there should be nothing to be afraid of. Sandra swallowed her doubts and went for it. “My pretty little slut.”
How glad she was that in her current position, Jessie couldn’t see her face. It was embarrassing how much she was blushing just from saying that word.
“Yes, I’m a filthy slut, Mistress! Please treat me like one!”
Despite wearing only a thin dress, Sandra was close to breaking out a sweat. Words had power, and she was just learning how invigorating this power could be. Sandra had never engaged much with dirty talk, but not for a lack of interest. She had always worried that she’d get carried away and go too far. To say something that sounded sexy in her head, only to lead to an awkward stare and a “What the fuck did you just say?” in response.
But right here, right now, this fear was unfounded. Jessie clearly was more than ready to take any verbal abuse Sandra wanted to hurl at her. It was tempting to just take her right there on the floor, fuck her to one climax after the other, all the while taunting her for how much she was enjoying it.
However…
Sandra pulled her fingers back and admired how well Jessie had lubed them up. When she spread them, they stayed connected by glistening, sticky strands.
“What’s the matter, Mistress?” It took a couple of empty thrusts before it sank in for Jessie that her privilege of getting to fuck herself had been revoked. The disappointment was dripping from every word she said.
“The matter is that you’re only thinking with your c-cunt when you should be working!” Except for that little stumble, Sandra was proud of how aggressively dominant she sounded. She offhandedly wiped her fingers on Jessie’s backside. “What do you take me for? Your personal dildo?”
“Of course not, Mistress,” Jessie answered, caution in her voice.
“And what do you think you’re here for? To have some fun at my expense?”
“No, Mistress. I’m here to serve you, Mistress!”
Sandra couldn’t stop herself from grinning. Jessie was all but shaking with anticipation, unsure what her girlfriend was going to say or do next. Seeing the effect she had on Jessie was even hotter than it had been to fuck her. It was proof that Sandra had finally managed to take total control of the scene.
“Then why are you humping my fingers like a bitch in heat when you’ve finished that stain minutes ago?”
“I…” Jessie hesitated for a moment. The biggest shit-eating grin grew on her face as she decided on her course of action. “I just acted according to my nature, Mistress. You know how much of a slut I am, Mistress. If you encourage me like that, you really have no one to blame but yourself. Mistress.”
“Someone’s getting smart with me.”
“Really? Who would that be, Mistress?”
Sandra walked around Jessie and crouched down in front of her, meeting her smirk head-on. Jessie’s brattiness had awakened something inside of her. It felt similar to the afterglow of some really good sex, only instead of relaxing it was invigorating. Her whole body seemed charged with lightning. Sandra couldn’t wait to crush Jessie’s rebellious streak, make her regret having ever challenged her authority.
As she considered her next steps, there were two things she was absolutely sure of: That being a dom really was everything people had hyped it up to be, and that she wasn’t going to use the crop on Jessie, no matter how hard she begged for it. Especially not if she begged for it. For a pain-slut like her, denying her the punishment she craved was already a punishment in itself. But of course that didn’t mean that Jessie would get away without any proactive corrections.
Sandra shoved all four fingers of her right hand into Jessie’s mouth. Her girlfriend almost gagged as she was taken by surprise, before collecting herself and asking a barely intelligible “Mistress?”
“Don’t give me that look. It’s not like you’re using your mouth for anything of value.” Sandra spread her fingers, prying Jessie’s teeth open. Jessie didn’t resist. She only moaned meekly as her jaws got forced open to a point that couldn’t be comfortable. “The only reason I’m not getting one of your gags is that I don’t want you drooling all over my freshly cleaned floor. But if you test my patience again, I’m gonna do it anyway. Then it’s your problem if you have to clean each spot ten times before you finally mange not so slobber all over it. Understood?”
Jessie nodded her head the tiny bit she was able to.
“Good.” Sandra pulled her hand back. She had gotten quite a bit of drool on it, but that was easily fixed by wiping her fingers on Jessie’s cheeks. That the chains made it all but impossible for Jessie to reach up and clean her own face was a nice bonus to that particular bit of humiliation.
“Wow. I never thought you were this good at being a bitch.” Jessie said, breaking character. “I can barely believe it’s really you.”
“Is it too much?” Immediately the doubts crept back in.
“No, no, it’s great. I love it!” Jessie quickly assured her. “I’m just surprised. And I understand even less why you’ve been this reluctant. You’re a natural dom if ever I’ve seen one.”
Sandra bit her lip. Having Jessie, with all her BDSM experience, praise her this much made her all warm and tingly. But the implied question also stirred up a lot of mental issues that sat too deep to be fixed with a single successful play session. “Mind if we don’t go into this right now?”
For a moment it looked as if Jessie was going to insist, but then she just nodded. “Sure. Do you still want to continue?”
“Yeah…” Sandra blushed and avoided Jessie’s eyes as she realized how weak she sounded. They had only left character for a minute or so, but somehow that had taken all of the momentum away.
“Need some help finding back in the role?”
Sandra nodded. “Sorry.”
“What for? If anything, it’s my fault. I’m the one who interrupted the scene. I take full responsibility, Mistress.” The way Jessie almost breathed that last word rekindled a spark of excitement in Sandra. Jessie demurely rattled her chains, and it surely was just a coincidence how that movement drew attention to her alluringly naked breasts. “I’m so sorry for having bothered you, Mistress. Please don’t hold back with venting your frustrations, Mistress. It’s the only way a useless maid like me can learn. My sorry ass is ready for any punishment you see fit, Mistress. Feel free to give me such a thrashing that I won’t be able to sit for days.”
Sandra immediately caught on to her girlfriend’s tricks. Sure, Jessie might be genuinely trying to help her find back into the role, but she was also manipulating the situation to get what she wanted. She wasn’t going to get it, though, not after having been such a brat. If anything, she deserved even more punishment for trying to pull a fast one on her Mistress.
Sandra realized that part of her mind had already fallen back into dom mode. She quickly latched on to it before her doubts had a chance to pull her back into reality. “Your ass is going to be sorry indeed.” She stood up, threw the crop onto the sofa and barked in the sharpest tone she could manage “Face down, ass up, eyes closed! I need to get something more suitable for your punishment, and you’ll wait for me like the sorry bitch you are!”
“Oh yes, Mistress!” Jessie all but smashed her face into the floor, so eager was she to follow her orders. “No need to go easy on me, Mistress! Choose whatever catches your eyes. Your maid needs a lot of punishment. It’s the only way she can learn, Mistress!”
“I’ll hold you to it.”
Sandra took her time walking to their shared bedroom. Jessie was prostrating herself so beautifully, it could only do her demeanor good to hold this pose for a little while longer.
Her steps took her to Jessie’s hidden stash in the closed cupboard. Hidden was maybe a strong word, but Sandra had insisted that Jessie didn’t keep her collection of kinky toys out in the open at least. Sure, visitors had no business entering the bedroom uninvited anyway, but Sandra wasn’t going to take any risks. A lot of these things would lead to some very awkward questions.
Sandra’s eyes briefly darted over the assorted implements of pain. Unsurprisingly, this was the area where Jessie had the hoarding instincts of a very NSFW dragon. Paddles, floggers, studded leather straps and a bundle of canes – one of them so thin and vicious that just looking at it made Sandra wince – were only the tip of the iceberg. But as much as Jessie might wish for them, Sandra’s target was something different.
A bit farther down in the cupboard lay the dildos. There was a nice variety to them, but it was obvious that they played at most second fiddle in the eyes of their owner, far below the whips and chains. After brief consideration, Sandra picked a black silicone one. It had slightly curled ridges running along its shaft to make the experience more interesting and – most importantly – it sported a wide, flat base. With her new find and a bottle of lube, Sandra returned to the living room.
Jessie hadn’t moved the tiniest bit, milking her role as the perfectly submissive maid for all it was worth. She flinched when Sandra’s fingers gently touched her enticingly vulnerable backside.
“Ready for your punishment?” Sandra dragged her nails over Jessie’s ass cheek.
“More than ready, Mistress,” Jessie purred.
Sandra removed her hand and Jessie tensed up, clearly expecting the painful blows to start any moment now. Sandra let her stew in her anticipation for a little while longer before she took the well lubed dildo and introduced it to Jessie’s unsuspecting back entrance.
“Whaa~”
It was a testament to Jessie’s expertise that after the initial shock she immediately manged to relax herself enough that Sandra could slide the dildo all the way in, until its wide base lay flush on her ass cheeks. “That’s going to stay in. Now back to work!”
“Oh God.” Jessie shivered as she got back up on all fours. Her ass clenched a few times, leading to the base of the dildo dancing around, and a drawn out moan. “That’s evil, Mistress!”
Sandra rubbed her thighs together involuntarily as she watched Jessie struggle to deal with the sensations. There was a reason butt plugs had their thinnest part right above the base: While the wide part was a fun challenge going in, after that it didn’t do much more than provide a nice full feeling while the sphincter could relax. This dildo had no such luxury. Its constant width meant that it forced Jessie’s ass open without any breaks.
“Is it too much for you to handle?” Sandra asked in a sneering voice befitting her role, but the question was genuine. She had only gone for something this intense because of how experienced Jessie was when it came to kink, but even so she worried if she was asking too much of her girlfriend.
“No, Mistress.” Jessie picked up the brush and started cleaning the floor again. Her work got interrupted right away by a groan. The rhythmic movements had to feel really interesting with that thing inside of her. “Thank you for punishing me so cruelly, Mistress.”
Sandra just barely stopped herself from reaching under her dress. While the appeal of pain still eluded her, seeing her girlfriend suffer in sexual torment gave her a delicious rush of power that left her unbearably horny.
And actually, there was no need to restrain herself. This whole thing was nothing but an elaborate sex game anyway, so why shouldn’t she act on her needs? Especially when the thought of Jessie having to slave away while she had her fun was such a nice additional turn-on.
Sandra quickly slipped out of her underwear. She had to bite down on the knuckles of her other hand as she started touching herself, or she would have moaned just as loudly as Jessie. As the Mistress, she had to hold on to her dignity.
“How’s your ass doing?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady as she playfully slid her fingers up and down between her hot folds. She could have come within minutes if she’d gone for her clit right away, but there was no need to finish herself so quickly. This was an experience to be savored.
“It’s hard, Mistress. I feel so full, and there… Mistress?” Jessie had turned to look back at her and stopped when she saw what Sandra was doing.
“Is there a problem?” Sandra lifted her dress to give Jessie a better view of the action. That hungry look in her girlfriend’s eyes only added more fuel to the fire burning within her.
“No, Mistress, of course not.” Jessie’s eyes were glued to Sandra’s crotch. She let her wet tongue dance over her lips, making full use of the dirty tricks that never failed to entice her girlfriend. “Do you need some assistance, Mistress?”
Sandra grinned to herself. Jessie’s sexual prowess wasn’t restricted to the receiving end. It was truly astonishing, the ways she could use her lips and tongue to bring a woman pleasure. Her oral skills had often left Sandra utterly spent and a bit sad that she was physically unable to reciprocate on the same level. It was tempting to take Jessie, her sexy, chained up, ragingly horny maid, and make her get to work between her legs. However…
“Pretty insolent of you, to assume I can’t do this on my own, don’t you think?”
“I’m sorry, Mistress. I only…”
“You only what?” Sandra stopped touching herself and crouched down in front of Jessie so she could look her directly in the eyes. “You better choose your next words carefully, or I’ll find an even bigger plug for your ass.”
Jessie’s eyes grew wide. Sandra could see Jessie’s ass clench down on the intruder, trying and failing to find any relief from the pressure. “I’m deeply sorry, Mistress. It’s just, you’re the most beautiful woman in existence, Mistress, and your taste is the biggest reward a lowly maid like me could ever dream of. You deserve all the pleasure in the world, Mistress. Surely you can’t fault me for wanting to give you what you deserve, Mistress.”
Sandra smiled. Of course Jessie was hamming it up all the way, but that didn’t make having her sex appeal praised by someone as hot as Jessie feel any less awesome. Still, she had her own role to play, and she didn’t intend to be swayed so easily. “Just as I expected. You’re once again only thinking with your cunt.”
Jessie swallowed hard. It was so adorable how the uncertainty of what was going to happen next pushed her deeper and deeper into her submissive mindset. “I’m sorry for being such a slut, Mistress. I just can’t control myself when being near you makes me so hot, Mistress.”
Sandra was tempted to make Jessie stroke her ego for a little longer, but she settled for a different kind of stroking. She rubbed her fingers all over her crotch once more. Usually she wasn’t vocal with her pleasure, but it was a lot of fun to play up her moans, really sell her pleasure to Jessie, torment her with the knowledge that she wasn’t allowed to take part in her fun.
Finally Sandra brought her hand up again. She held her shining wet fingers right before her girlfriend’s face. “Is this what you want?”
Jessie nodded and opened her mouth, her tongue sticking out slightly. She truly was a natural when it came to playing the sex-crazed slut. However, Sandra dodged her mouth and instead smeared her juices all over Jessie’s cheeks and nose. “Too bad you haven’t been a good enough maid to earn it.” She got up and walked around the stunned Jessie. “Let’s have a look at the thing you use instead of a brain.”
To say that Jessie was leaking like a waterfall would be giving some waterfalls too much credit. A good part of her upper thighs had gotten all sticky, and when Sandra slid two fingers into her girlfriend, she didn’t meet the slightest bit of resistance.
“Thank you, Mistress, for giving your slutty maid so much attention. Aah~”
While still fucking Jessie with her one hand, Sandra used her other one to pull the dildo out of her ass. Slowly. Making her savor the texture of the ridges as they slid through Jessie’s abused sphincter. And just when it was almost out and Jessie could finally look forward to relaxing her ass, Sandra rammed it all the way back in. The resulting shriek made it really, really hard to not just reach back under her dress and rub one out right away.
This did raise the question on how to proceed. Sure, Sandra was more than ready to take this whole thing to the next level, i.e. the bedroom, but now that she had gotten a taste of what power could feel like, it seemed a waste to give it up for the sake of something as mundane as sex. Also, there was a perfect pretense for continuing this little game.
“I’d say you’ve done a good enough job with this room,” she said, still keeping her fingers inside Jessie. “Nothing great, of course, but if I’d wanted a job well done, I wouldn’t have used you in the first place. It’s time to give you a new assignment.”
“Oh yes, Mistress. Tell me how I can please you, Mistress!” Jessie kept working her hips, grinding herself against Sandra’s hand. It was clear what kind of order she expected.
“Well, this isn’t the only room in my mansion. And the toilet especially is in dire need of cleaning.”
“What?” Jessie froze. When she continued, she was barely in character anymore. “You want me to clean the whole place? After all that foreplay?”
“We’ll see about the whole place. For now, the toilet is a good start.” Sandra pulled out before sliding her drenched fingers up between Jessie’s slick pussy lips until she reached a certain hot nub that was screaming for attention. “You don’t want to disappoint your Mistress, don’t you?”
“That’s not fair,” Jessie whined. She barely managed to keep her breathing under control. Their game had done a real number on her, and while Sandra might not have as extensive a sexual history as Jessie, her many solo adventures had taught her how to attack a swollen clit in a way that made its owner tear up from the overwhelming pleasure.
“Why? You’re controlled by your cunt anyway, my dirty little maid. I might as well use that control for something productive.”
Sandra’s slick fingers played a last flourish on Jessie’s clit before she pulled back, leaving her girlfriend all hot, bothered, and shaking with lust, with nothing but the dildo still stretching her ass to distract herself from the raging need. Sandra shuffled around to look Jessie in the face. Her sexy face that was shining with more than just sweat.
“We can stop if you want, but I’m really having fun with this.”
“Well, it’s not like I’m not having fun…”
“Perfect, then,” Sandra said before Jessie could complain about having to do some actual work. “Don’t worry. I promise, you won’t get bored.” She reached for Jessie’s chest with her still wet fingers to pinch her remarkably pointy nipples. “And if you show me your bratty side again while cleaning the toilet, I might even give you a real punishment afterwards. One that’ll make you scream.”
Jessie’s eyes lit up. Of course that would get her attention. “You’re driving a hard bargain, Mistress. How could I say no to that?”
Sandra was all giddy as they went to the bathroom, of course with her leading while the chained-up Jessie had to try and drag the bucket along while crawling on all fours. And Sandra was planning to keep her word. Well, in a sense at least. She couldn’t wait for Jessie to act up, just to find herself in the shower, getting blasted with ice cold water. That would get her screaming alright.
God, being a dom was fun. It was a pity that she had taken this long to realize it, but luckily they still had a lot of opportunities in front of them to explore this notion to the fullest.






  
  Spanked on Her Friend's Birthday


Olivia’s birthday party was slowly entering the late stage, the one where only a handful of people were left, but those people were in such high spirits (in more ways than one) that they easily made up for it. The stage where things happened that seemed like a good idea at the time but made you cringe a little when you thought back on them later. 
Usually Wendy was gone before that point was reached. While she wouldn’t describe herself as a party pooper, life had taught her that she wasn’t one of the “cool kids” who could just let go, drop all inhibitions and fit in with all the other people having fun. But somehow she’d missed the opportunities to leave naturally with the bulk of the guests, and so she found herself with Olivia and her two closest friends while being the only one who was pretty much sober.
Not that she minded. While it was very apparent that the other three were much more close-knit, they let her take part in their conversation (which had devolved into a series of raunchy jokes, interspersed with referenced to things Wendy didn’t know) and it gave her a cozy feeling that Olivia had invited her not just to the party, but also to share this much more personal and intimate tail end.
Of course Wendy didn’t expect anything to come from the little crush she had on Olivia. That girl was on a whole other level from her and lived in a completely different world. But it was still nice to be able to pretend for one night that she was part of Olivia’s inner circle instead of just a work colleague she got along well with.
Olivia put her empty cup down. “What’s next?” It sounded less like a question and more like a demand for the others to come up with some kind of entertainment. “It feels like there’s still something missing for the perfect birthday.”
While she had passed the point of being just tipsy a good while ago, she still exuded a natural aura of authority and being in control. One that was all the more effective on Wendy since Olivia had lost several layers of clothing over the course of the night, to deal with the heat both from within and from being in a room where dozens of people had partied. Her tight crop top and hot pants left very little to the imagination, and Wendy had caught herself far too many times zoning out of the conversation and just staring at her sexy host.
“I mean, we haven’t had a birthday spanking yet.” That was Catherine, though everyone just called her Cat, and not just because it was a natural abbreviation of her name. The short blonde was the platonic ideal of shiny object syndrome taken flesh, and she fully leaned into the nick with the fake cat ears she wore. She was also the most drunk of them all, so her less than decent proposal didn’t come as a surprise.
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Olivia prodded Cat in the side with her elbow, which thanks to Cat’s current lack of coordination led to more than just a little spillage of her sticky drink. Wendy didn’t envy Olivia’s cleaning duties tomorrow.
“It’s my birthday,” Olivia continued, unbothered by the mess, or pretty much anything at all. “No one’s gonna screw with me today. If anything, one of you should give me her ass as a present.”
“There’s no law that the birthday girl has to be the one who’s spanked,” said Eva, the last one around, currently standing at the bar where she helped herself to another drink. Or rather, to an unholy amalgamation of the contents of all the bottles she’d found. While Eva was still relatively sound of mind, she definitely wasn’t sound of taste.
“Good point, actually. So, do we have any takers?” Olivia wore the biggest grin as she challenged her friends.
Wendy knew that Olivia was just joking around, and that in a couple of seconds they’d all move on to wherever their slightly derailed trains of thought would end up next. And yet, when it was her turn to be fixated by Olivia’s eyes, her stomach did a little somersault and she couldn’t help but fantasize about what would happen if she actually took Olivia up on it.
Usually she wouldn’t have even considered something as outlandishly daring as saying yes, even as a joke. Not that it would have been a joke; at least not to her. Wendy’s daydreams all tended to go in a very specific direction, exploring a masochistic side of her that she hadn’t been able to live out in reality yet. Her sex drive was pretty low and masturbation had never held much appeal for her, but she’d spent many, many nights lying in bed unable to fall asleep because her mind kept conjuring up the wildest scenarios, all of which featuring her being under the control of one or more sadistic women who loved nothing more than to hurt her.
While Wendy knew that there was nothing wrong with this particular weirdness of hers and that there were many similarly-minded people out there in the vast lands of the internet, she’d never dared to out herself, too afraid both of the reactions she might get and the uncertainty of what these seemingly friendly people would turn out to be in real life.
However, this might well be the ideal opportunity to experiment in a safe setting. She was among people she could trust not to have any nefarious motives, and the general atmosphere was one where she could say whatever she wanted because it could always be explained away as nothing more than a stupid joke. That was one of the (admittedly few) advantages of being the sober one in the group: It was so easy to get away with hiding truths in plain sight because nobody thought much of anything that was going on.
Wendy was close to going for the time-honored strategy of overthinking things until the chance had passed, followed by many future nights fretting about what could have been. But when Olivia looked away and Wendy realized that this was the last chance she had to say something, she decided to fuck it and just go for it. She couldn’t spend all her life being afraid. And if things turned awkward, she always had the backup plan of filling all their cups until nobody would remember anything the next day.
“I volunteer!”
Wendy’s cheeks got red hot as three pairs of eyes fixated her. Maybe it was time to skip right to the backup plan. Why did she have to phrase it like that? She’d sounded like a gladiator signing up to face three lions at the same time.
“That’s what I like to hear.” Olivia didn’t miss a beat. She patted her lap. “Then be a good girl and come here!”
Wendy stood up as if in a trance. She was painfully aware that she was the center of attention. However, it was an unfocused kind of attention. Cat and Eva seemed amused by the whole situation and curious to find out where it would lead, but at the same time not overly invested. Of course, to them this was nothing more than some random drunken entertainment. Olivia didn’t seem to take the whole thing all that seriously either, but there was glimmer in her eyes that made Wendy’s stomach flutter. Maybe Olivia was looking forward to this in more than just a joking manner after all.
The couple of steps seemed to take forever. In a weird way lying down over Olivia’s lap helped with Wendy’s self-consciousness since at least she couldn’t see the others staring at her anymore. Until she felt Olivia’s hand on her butt, and even through her jeans that touch made her heart skip a beat.
“Time to uphold this fine tradition, then.” Olivia’s hand disappeared, only to return with a dull smack.
Wendy flinched, though she quickly realized that it hadn’t actually hurt. The impact had sounded convincing enough, but either the jeans soaked up so much of the force, or Olivia didn’t dare to hit her for real.
The next couple of slaps weren’t much different. She felt the hits, but it was more like Olivia bumped into her than the thrilling pain she had imagined. And sure, she shouldn’t be complaining when she’d gotten her crush to touch her in this rather intimate way, but she couldn’t help feeling disappointed that after how much she’d hyped herself up, nothing much was coming from this spanking.
“How’s your butt feeling?” Olivia asked after a strike that was hard by comparison, but still managed nothing but a warm tingle on Wendy’s cheeks.
Usually Wendy’s first instinct was to tell people what they wanted to hear. Confrontations weren’t her strong suit, and she especially didn’t want to make her friends feel bad. But in this case that instinct was confronted with her second major social weakness: Her inability to come up with anything witty or flirty to say, which was exactly the kind of line she would have needed to play along. In an ironic twist of fate, this turned the truth into the most playful thing she could come up with. “Actually, I’m not feeling anything right now.”
Cat laughed somewhere behind her and Olivia sounded no less amused as she asked “So you’re saying I need to spank you a lot harder?”
Wendy got hot all over. This was it, the moment to embrace her fantasies and answer with a confident “Yes!” or maybe even a little additional taunt. But as it so often did, her voice failed her when it really mattered. She only managed a little shrug, which lead to another round of laughter. God, she was so glad that no one could see her face right now. You would have been able to fry eggs on it.
A completely different heat distracted her from her embarrassment when Olivia brought her hand down again, and this time she actually meant it. The volume of the slap was still in no relation to the muted sting the strike gave her, but while it wasn’t actually painful, Olivia’s hand left that particular spot a lot warmer.
“Better?” Olivia asked. There was something to her tone that Wendy couldn’t quite identify. Was she worried that she’d gone too far? Asking herself what weirdness she’d gotten herself into? Or (Wendy barely dared to even think it) was she enjoying herself much more than expected?
“A bit.” Wendy only realized how that sounded when she heard more laughter. The alcohol was putting in a lot of work to keep the gang amused, but still. She was escalating things pretty hard here.
“Guess there’s no need playing nice, then. Brace yourself!”
Olivia’s next strike made Wendy gasp. It might still be a far cry from the screaming torture her overexcited brain liked to imagine, but this time there was no doubt that it actually hurt. The pain was like a shock wave rippling through her butt. Not unbearable, but for a glorious fraction of a second her mind was completely blank, all her focus concentrated on this sharp sting that slowly spread out into a hot prickling feeling that lingered surprisingly long. Much longer than it took until Olivia spanked her again. And again.
Wendy squirmed as several more blows made her ass heat up to an uncomfortable level. She wasn’t sure if the jeans really protected her, or if they made things worse by trapping the heat against her skin. What she was sure of was that she didn’t want this to be over any time soon. She felt wide awake like she hadn’t in hours, maybe even days or weeks, and she only got even giddier as the reality of her situation slowly sank in: She was actually getting an honest-to-God spanking from Olivia! While two of Olivia’s friends were cheering her on, to boot. This would be her go-to fantasy for a long time to come.
Olivia spanked her a couple more times, spreading an even fire across Wendy’s cheeks, but ironically it was her who tapped out from the pain. “Man, that stings. Look at that!”
Wendy turned her head to find out what the others were laughing about. Olivia was showing them her hand. Wendy couldn’t see it from her position, but it was reasonable to assume that it had turned red from all the forceful impacts.
“Pretty pathetic that your hand is weaker than her ass, not gonna lie,” Cat taunted Olivia. Wendy almost slipped from Olivia’s lap when her friend playfully kicked Cat in return.
“Wait, I think I know something that helps.” Eva got up and hurried into the kitchen. There was the sound of some rummaging around before she returned a couple seconds later.
“Don’t you think that’s kinda overkill?” Olivia asked.
“Nah. That girl’s a trooper. She can take it.”
Wendy strained her neck. It would have been so much easier to see what was going on if she’d simply gotten up from Olivia’s lap, but she wasn’t going to leave this place unless she absolutely had to. There was a far too high risk that it would break the spell and end this impromptu spanking session. Drunk people didn’t have the longest attention spans after all. And also: Olivia’s bare thighs were so nicely soft, truly the loveliest spanking bench in existence. Wendy was going to milk this opportunity to cuddle with her crush for as long as she’d get away with it.
“What do you say Wendy?” Olivia asked. “Are you a trooper?”
Something touched her butt, something flatter and harder than a hand. With the jeans and the distracting hot prickling of her cheeks it was impossible to identify the thing, but it seemed to be made of wood. Had Eva found an actual spanking paddle?
Wendy felt her nerves, but her anticipation was one of excitement rather than fear. Maybe she was in over her head here, but she wouldn’t know for certain unless she tried. “Sure,” she said. It wasn’t the witty one-liner she would have liked to deliver, but she was proud of herself for speaking that one word with confidence.
“That’s my girl!” Olivia’s words sent a hot shiver down Wendy’s spine. She knew it was just drunken fun and didn’t mean much, but hearing her crush say these words still got her all tingly.
Not as tingly as that next strike, though.
Wendy yelped as a sharp and at the same time weirdly dull pain struck her cheek. For a second or two the harsh ache completely took over her mind and a panicked voice in her head screamed that it was too much and that she couldn’t handle the pain. Wendy silenced it. Like before the pain only faded slowly, leaving her cheek throbbing hotly. Objectively it was an absolutely awful feeling and she should have ended things there. But subjectively she was crazy enough that she was still enjoying herself.
She gritted her teeth as Olivia gave her a couple more swats. She instinctively wanted to scream out as that wooden implement slammed into her increasingly tender ass, but if she showed Olivia and the others how much it hurt, they might get a bad conscience and stop. No amount of fantasizing had prepared her for the pain of being spanked for real, but even as the fire in her ass brought tears to her eyes she eagerly anticipated the next strike, wishing only that Olivia would taunt her a little, rub it in that she was at her mercy now and would suffer for however long she decreed.
While Olivia didn’t live up to this particular masochistic fantasy of hers, the rest of the audience didn’t hide how much they enjoyed the spectacle. Cat cheered every time Olivia managed a particularly loud smack, and Eva chuckled from time to time as well. Wendy’s face lit up as she imagined the two of them going even further, loudly demanding Olivia to thrash her ass until she wasn’t able to sit for days.
She was so weird for having these kinds of twisted urges, but the hot flutter she felt in her stomach at that thought wasn’t shame. If anything, it was pure exhilaration about how well this was working out. She would have never imagined everyone to play along so well with her desires.
“How’s your ass doing?” Olivia put the tool down. Only now could Wendy see that her instrument of torture was a big wooden spoon. Such a simple thing, and yet so effective.
Wendy fretted about what to answer. The truth was that her ass kept hurting like crazy, to the point that she was sure she’d gotten some bruises already. Her backside was tender all over and so hot that it felt like Olivia should have been able to see it glow through the jeans. But it was just as true that she didn’t feel like she’d hit her limit yet. Maybe she was just being reckless due to her lack of experience and the knowledge that she wouldn’t get a chance like this again any time soon, but she’d been careful for far too long.
“It’s fine,” she said, which technically wasn’t a lie. Fine could mean a whole range of things.
“That girl’s insatiable,” Cat laughed. “Or you’re doing something wrong. Gimme that, I’ll show you how it’s done.”
“Nope. It’s my birthday, my birthday spanking, and therefore my ass only.”
The flutter in Wendy’s stomach was back, and stronger than ever. They were rapidly approaching the borders of plausible deniability here. If Olivia was just talking shit and joking around, she wouldn’t be this opposed to anyone else getting intimate with Wendy, right? There had to be something more there.
“What do you say?” Olivia asked Wendy. “Am I doing something wrong?”
“No,” Wendy said quickly before the courage could leave her. “You’re doing great.”
Olivia laughed. “You heard her. I know how it’s done: Like this.”
This time Wendy’s gasp wasn’t missing much to become a full out scream. The pause had made her body take stock of just how much she hurt already, and Olivia thrashed her tender flesh with zero mercy. Wendy’s eyes watered as she tried to deal with the harsh ache, squirming in Olivia’s lap but still not willing to give up.
“That sounds more like it,” Cat cheered from the sidelines.
Wendy bit down on her knuckles to keep herself from screaming as Olivia smacked that hard wooden spoon into her smarting ass. Fuck, that hurt! She was sure Olivia had no idea just how vicious her strikes really were. And how would she? They didn’t sound all that much different from her harmless bare-handed spanking, and Wendy was doing her best not to make her pain heard. Even as she approached the limits of what she could handle, she didn’t want Olivia to think twice about absolutely destroying her ass. She didn’t care if sitting would be torture tomorrow, the trill of getting to live out her fantasies kept her on top of the pain, allowed her to fully immerse herself into her punishment.
But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t keep it in forever, it simply hurt too much. Her gasps turned into shrieks and her shrieks turned into screams, until even in their inebriated state the others realized that her distress wasn’t faked.
“You okay there?” Olivia put the wooden spoon aside and gently patted Wendy’s butt with her hand.
Her tender touches soothed some of the pain, but they couldn’t do anything to extinguish the fire that had taken hold of Wendy’s cheeks. Still, Wendy wiped her eyes so Olivia wouldn’t see her tears and worry about her. “More than okay,” she said.
“That’s my girl!” Olivia helped Wendy back on her feet, only to get her legs all shaky by kissing her forehead. “That’s for taking my birthday spanking like a champ.”
“Thanks,” Wendy stuttered, her face feeling as hot as her ass. She stumbled back to her seat, only to reconsider and instead go to the bar, both for a drink and so she had a pretense for why she stayed standing. Sitting didn’t seem like a good idea right now.
Cat and Eva also congratulated her on how well she’d taken the spanking, but the conversation quickly moved on to other things. It was so weird to realize that what had been one of the most exciting experiences in Wendy’s life was nothing more than a random piece of entertainment to the others. Some real nice entertainment, one they’d likely tell stories about for a good while to come, but still just one of those crazy things that happened at parties.
But while Olivia joked with the others, something had changed between her and Wendy. There was a heat in her eyes every time she looked at her, and Olivia was “accidentally” touching her a lot as she buzzed around to get more drinks for everyone. Maybe the scene had awakened something in her as well.
Still, it wasn’t long until Wendy said her goodbyes and went home. It was late, and being pushed to her limits was fucking exhausting. Maybe she would have stayed a bit longer if she’d been able to sit and chill, but every time her butt touched a chair she had to fight real hard to hide the flash of pain from the others. Just how badly had Olivia destroyed her ass?
She got the answer to this question back home in her bathroom. She’d lost her jeans (cursing herself for wearing such tight ones as she pulled them over her smarting cheeks) and the reflection in her big bathroom mirror made her laugh out in disbelief.
Her ass was bruised alright, though it was even more correct to say that each of her cheeks had turned into one big bruise. Their entire surface was a reddish purple that hurt to just look at. Had Olivia really hit her that hard? Well, the wooden spoon had been unyielding, and it had been many, many strikes in total. One thing was for sure: Sitting would be out of the question for at least a day or two. Good thing the weekend had just started.
Wendy took out her phone. These marks were a beautiful piece of art that needed to be preserved for the future. She rested her legs against the sink to have the best possible angle and get both her cheeks nicely into the picture. After a few attempts she managed a shot she was satisfied with. For several minutes she stared at the picture, still barely believing that this hot woman who so confidently presented her glowing ass really was her. She already knew that she’d be looking at it again many, many times in the future.
But it didn’t have to be just her private little treasure.
Normally she wouldn’t have even considered the idea, but she was still feeling all giddy and reckless, and from how Olivia had acted, she’d surely appreciate the sight as well. Wendy sent her the picture before her doubts had the chance to creep up and stop her.
Even though she looked at her phone several times before going to bed, she got no answer and the message status stayed at unread. Seemed like the party was over and Olivia had fallen asleep right away, leaving all the clean-up for the next day. Wendy considered deleting the message after all, but in the end her newfound courage won out and she went to bed grinning to herself.

It was almost noon the next day when her phone finally vibrated.
“Ouch! Totally overdid it there. I’m sorry~ How mad are you?” Olivia’s emoji-laden message read.
Wendy dropped back onto the bad, grinning as she typed her answer. Her butt still hurt, but as long as she didn’t do anything stupid like sitting down on a hard chair, the lingering ache was nothing more than a thrilling reminder of last night.
“Why would I be mad? That was fun.” For a moment she was tempted to add a “Can’t wait for next time,” but that would have been too forward. She had to be realistic. As fun as it had been, at the end of the day it had been just some drunken stupidity with no real ramifications.
Olivia was stuck on “typing” for more than a minute, until she finally sent just three words: “That’s my girl!”
Wendy smiled to herself, feeling that warm tingle in her stomach again. As she was considering what to write back, she got another message.
“I also had a lot of fun. Thanks so much for being my willing victim! And if you want me to make up for the bruises, in any way you want, just say the word! I wouldn’t mind seeing your pretty face again this weekend.”
The message came with a winking face and several hearts.
Well, maybe Wendy had been wrong. Maybe their little adventure would have some long-lasting consequences after all.
She certainly wasn’t going to complain.






  
  Just a Little Pinch


Cindy had always hated everything about laundry day. The depressing twilight of the concrete cellar that smelled not quite moldy, but close enough. The clammy feeling of the freshly washed laundry. The bafflement at how many clothes a single person went through in a week. Really, what was there to like? And the less was said about socks and their uncanny ability to turn one pair into two single ones that didn’t fit together, the better. 
This was one of the many things, though, that had changed since she had moved in with Larissa.
The washing machine was still in a cellar, but it was a much nicer one, and they didn’t have to share it with anyone. And most importantly, Larissa’s house came with its own garden. Hanging up the laundry was so much nicer when you could do it out in the fresh air as you felt the warm sun on your skin and the soft, slightly damp grass under your toes.
And since the garden was fenced off by thick hedges, they didn’t have to adhere to any dress code as they worked. That there were no socks to fret about since it was summertime was another nice bonus, but the biggest plus definitely was that Cindy could spend some quality time in the sun with her girlfriend while both of them wore nothing but their bikinis.
“Could it be that you’re a tiny bit distracted?” Larissa asked when Cindy once again picked up the next item of clothing in a way that – by complete coincidence, of course – led to her rubbing herself against Larissa’s backside.
“Whatever gave you that idea?” Cindy threw the shirt onto the drying rack so she had both hands free to hug Larissa from behind. “And if anything, it’s your fault for being so distracting.”
One might expect Cindy to get less touchy as she got used to her girlfriend’s presence. After almost a year in their relationship and more than a month of living together, though, she was still in full honeymoon mode. And it wasn’t like she was clingy or anything. But why should she restrain herself when Larissa always enjoyed these little bouts of affection?
“Oh? So now it’s my fault you can’t behave yourself?” Larissa threw her head back. She was a bit shorter than Cindy, which meant that she was in the perfect position for Cindy to lean in for an overhead kiss.
“Who else’s should it be?” Cindy asked between kisses. She trailed her hand upwards along Larissa’s belly. Not all the way to her adorable breasts, but making it very clear that it was just a matter of time.
“You’re unbelievable.” Larissa twisted out of Cindy’s hug. She giggled as she picked up the discarded shirt and threw it at her. “Come on, let’s finish up here at least.”
Cindy easily caught the shirt before it hit her. All these martial arts lessons had to be good for something. “And then?” she asked with her usual subtlety.
“That depends on how you behave yourself until then,” Larissa said with a wink.
Cindy grabbed the shirt by its sleeves and threw it around Larissa, pulling her girlfriend in. “And if I keep misbehaving?”
Larissa’s smile grew into a wide grin that showed her perfect teeth. “What’s gotten into you today? You’re much more unruly than usual. Is there something you want to tell me?”
“Maybe.” Cindy yanked at the shirt again, pulling Larissa so close that she could feel her girlfriend’s skin on her own. It was hot from the sun and so deliciously soft. “Or maybe you’re just too pretty for me to concentrate on the laundry. Can you really blame me?”
“Of course I can.” Still grinning, Larissa reached over to the rack and picked up one of the wooden pegs. She playfully let it snap closed right in front of Cindy’s nose. “And I’d be careful if I was you. If you can’t behave yourself, I might have to punish you.”
Cindy looked right into Larissa’s eyes. So far their relationship had been perfectly vanilla, but Cindy couldn’t deny that her girlfriend’s threat had piqued her interest. Larissa could be a beast in the bedroom, especially when you pushed her buttons a bit, but while she had at times shown a hint of what might be a sadistic side, she had always restrained herself from doing anything actually kinky. Maybe it was time to see what happened when Cindy forced her hand.
“Uuh, look at how I’m shaking with fear.” She actually did shake, but only after she had dropped her hands down to Larissa’s butt and dug her fingers into her adorable cheeks. The shirt, of course, ended up as collateral damage in the grass.
“You’re playing with fire here.” Larissa wriggled out of Cindy’s grip and brandished the clothespin again. “I swear, I am gonna use that on you. From what I’ve seen, these things can get real nasty.”
Cindy’s heart beat faster. That was pretty much an admission that Larissa really had some spicier interests.
“Now where would you have seen that, pray tell?” she asked, never breaking eye contact. “Could it be that someone has some less than innocent entries in her browser history?”
“I…” Larissa’s grin got decidedly nervous and her eyes darted away. “Maybe…”
Within only a couple of seconds she had gone from confidently taunting Cindy to nervously shuffling from one foot to the other. Only when she added a whispered “Sorry,” did Cindy get a clue what was going on.
“What’s there to apologize for? Girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do. And it’s not like everything I do on the PC is PG13.”
In fact, she was pretty sure that her online porn consumption was much higher than Larissa’s, and also much weirder.
There had been a few short weeks right at the start of their relationship when she had gone cold turkey by telling herself that she didn’t need porn because she could have real sex any time she wanted. And, yes, she didn’t need it. But just like her hentai (she had never seen the appeal of live action porn; she just couldn’t feel the emotions of the human actors) was no replacement for the real deal, the real deal couldn’t really replace her little solo adventures. And why restrict yourself to only one of those things when both felt real nice in their own ways?
“You don’t mind?” Larissa asked, relief shining in her eyes. “Sorry if I got a little weird. My last girlfriend, she really wasn’t happy when she found out that I’m looking at… you know.”
That would explain it. And it wasn’t like Cindy couldn’t empathize. There was a reason she only browsed the spicier sites when Larissa either wasn’t home or otherwise occupied. While she herself saw nothing wrong with this kind of entertainment, she knew that this opinion wasn’t universally shared. However, it looked like she had found another thing that made Larissa and her a perfect match.
“I’m sure it isn’t half as bad as some of the things I look up sometimes.” Cindy gave Larissa an encouraging smile. “But now you made me curious. Just what are you watching in your free time? I swear, I won’t judge.”
“Well… nothing special.” Larissa kept looking at her feet. She tore at the grass with her toes as she spoke, likely in an attempt to distract herself from the awkwardness. Or the perceived awkwardness, at least. If anything, Cindy found the whole thing rather funny, but she understood that it might be a little uncomfortable for Larissa. Maybe she needed to be even more forward in showing that she had a negative amount of problems with her girlfriend’s online escapades.
“I wouldn’t say it’s nothing special if there were clamps involved.” Cindy laughed as she took Larissa’s hand in her own. The hand that was still holding the clothespin. “Just what were you thinking about when you threatened me with that? What naughty thing did you remember that made you go ‘I wonder what it would be like to do that to my bratty girlfriend’? I bet it’s something where my bikini would get in the way.”
Larissa bit her lip. It was hard to read her expression, but Cindy was sure that she could see something more than just nervousness in her girlfriend’s face. “Maybe. But it’s nothing one would actually do in real life.”
“Why not?” Cindy plugged the peg out of Larissa’s hand and clamped it onto her pinky finger. It pinched a little, but it really wasn’t that bad. “Look! These things are harmless enough.”
Larissa gave her a crooked smile. “Yeah, but I wasn’t exactly thinking about putting them on your finger.”
“Figured.” Cindy returned the peg. She looked around, even though there wasn’t much point. The hedges were as opaque as ever, and they would have long since heard it if any neighbors were outside as well. There was absolutely no issue with Cindy taking her top off, which was exactly what she did. “Well, I’m ready. Let’s reenact your favorite porn scene!”
Larissa’s face was priceless. For a moment she was the picture book definition of confuzzlement as she found herself suddenly confronted with her topless girlfriend. Then she snorted as the silliness of the whole situation settled in. “What the fuck are we doing here?”
“Having fun. Nothing more, nothing less.” Cindy wasn’t really sure where this was going, but she was committed now. No matter where they would end up, the trip alone would be worth it. And who knew, maybe this was exactly what they needed to bring some additional spice into their relationship going forward. “Come on, you threatened me with a good time earlier. Don’t you wanna follow up on that?”
It was so adorable to see Larissa’s arousal slowly push her doubts aside. She didn’t look Cindy in the eyes when she asked if she was sure about this, but that was only because Larissa’s eyes were presently preoccupied with a different part of Cindy’s body.
“Of course I’m sure. I’ve always been curious myself what some of that kinky stuff would be like in real life.” Emphasis on “some of that”. As intriguing as her trips down the various hentai archives might be, it was abundantly clear that many things you saw there would be neither safe nor sane to do with a real human. But clamps were one of those staples where nothing should go wrong, especially when they started with these wooden clothespins instead of the metal monstrosities that were so prevalent in porn.
Cindy flicked her nipple. By this point it wasn’t really necessary to get it any more hard and erect than it already was, but it felt nice, and it was fun to see the effect her lewd display had on her girlfriend. “What are you waiting for? I’m not getting any more ready than this.”
Larissa laughed nervously. Her hand trembled a little as she brought the clothespin closer to Cindy’s breast. “Well, if you say it’s okay…”
Despite her bravado, Cindy held her breath when the open jaws of the peg hovered over her nipple. Yes, the spring wasn’t all that strong, but a nipple was much more sensitive than a finger. She could only hope that this didn’t turn out to have been a really bad idea after all.
She let out the tiniest gasp when Larissa closed the peg. It wasn’t that bad, a bit like being pinched by naughty fingers, only sharper and with a more even pressure. Yes, it hurt, but more in an “Uuh~ spicy!” way and less “Oh my God, get that thing off right now!”
Both Cindy and Larissa were completely transfixed by that little peg hanging on Cindy’s nipple. If anything, out of the two of them, Larissa seemed more anxious about it. “How does it feel?” she asked, still barely able to look into Cindy’s eyes.
“Not that bad, actually. In fact, it barely even hurts. It’s kinda nice. I could totally keep it there for longer.”
Maybe she was getting a bit carried away. While that dull throbbing in her nipple wasn’t the most painful thing in the world, it did force itself to the forefront of her mind, and she had no idea how it would develop over time. However, she didn’t feel like being overly cautious, not when it gave her such a rush to actually act out something she had so far only experienced in the realm of porn.
“I mean, it does look pretty hot.” Larissa was still staring at that clamped nipple. There was a glimmer in her eyes as she continued “If it’s really not that bad, we could give you a second one for symmetry, and you keep them on while we do the rest of the laundry. Would give me something nice to look at while we work.”
“Sure!” Cindy said before she had time to get second thoughts. “And don’t worry about being gentle. These things really are pretty harmless.”
“If you say so.” Larissa picked up another peg and brought it to Cindy’s other nipple. Once again she opened it up all the way as she brought it in position, but this time she didn’t close it slowly around its target. With a wild grin on her lips, she let it snap shut.
Cindy just barely managed not to scream. God, that stung! She gritted her teeth as she looked down. The second clamp hung a lot more lopsided than the first one. Only a part of its jaws actually was on her nipple, meaning that the same force was concentrated on an even smaller area.
“Is there a problem?”
It was hard to say if Larissa was mocking her or if she was genuinely concerned. Either way, Cindy wasn’t going to admit that this time it actually fucking hurt. She didn’t want to worry her girlfriend, and she also didn’t want to be a wuss after she’d talked such a big game.
And it wasn’t like the pain was all bad. Yes, her nipple stung as if a bee had mistaken it for a flower, but the sharp burn was far more exciting than it had any right to be.
“Nope. No problem at all.” She went around Larissa to where she had dropped the shirt. The first few steps already made her suck in air with a sharp hiss. The pain in her nipples had settled down after the initial shock, but it immediately flared up again when she stopped standing still. With no more bra to hold her breasts, they gently swung with every tiny movement of hers, which in turn made the pegs swing up and down, making them tug at her already irritated nipples. Maybe she should be a bit more careful about how she moved.
“It doesn’t look like no problem to me.”
This time there was no mistaking the glee in Larissa’s voice. Her eyes were trained on Cindy as she tried to bend down without moving her chest too much. An utterly hopeless endeavor, and Cindy had no illusion that her discomfort wasn’t obvious from her face.
“Yeah, I guess they do sting a little,” she admitted, straightening up again with the shirt in her hand, showing all the grace of an old grandma with a bad back. “But it’s nothing I can’t handle.”
When Cindy was about to put the shirt on the rack, Larissa walked up to her and hugged her from behind. She traced a line of hot kisses along Cindy’s neck as she whispered “Is it weird that I find it really hot to see you squirm?”
Cindy’s breath caught as she heard the hot lust in her girlfriend’s voice, felt her soft form in her back. The pain had settled down to a dull ache again that didn’t so much hurt as put her on edge and make her that little bit more aware of every sensation. “Not weirder than me for finding it hot to squirm for you,” she whispered back, turning her head so she could place a cheeky peck on Larissa’s cheek.
“So you’re saying it’s okay if I do this?” Larissa’s hands traveled upwards until they cupped the bottom of Cindy’s breast. They didn’t yet touch her nipples, but that little movement was enough to make the pegs sting again. Never mind that Larissa’s fingers felt absolutely amazing.
“More than okay,” Cindy whispered, her breath quickening. A small part of her was utterly bewildered by how they had gone from hanging up the laundry to this, but who was she to complain?
“And this?”
Cindy still didn’t complain, but the little yelp that escaped her when Larissa grabbed the clothespins and tugged at them was embarrassingly high-pitched. Even though Larissa hadn’t used much force at all, her nipples stung just as badly as when the pegs had come on. If anything, they ached only more now that they had already been tenderized by the incessant pinching. The springs might not have much strength, but even a soft pinch got to you when it didn’t let up for a single moment.
“You sure it’s no problem? That looks so painful.” Larissa left the pegs alone again, but she did keep gently running her fingers over Cindy’s breasts. Likely it was just meant as a way to soothe and titillate her and she had no idea that every touch only drew Cindy’s attention back to the ache in her chest.
“It’s no problem,” Cindy repeated, both for Larissa’s sake and as an attempt to convince herself. Only now did she realize that she had once again dropped the shirt into the grass. Well, it wasn’t like the ground was muddy or anything. “But yeah, I gotta admit, it does kinda hurt.”
“Want me to take them off?” Larissa reached for the pegs again. She might be meaning well and she only touched them at the ends, but that didn’t make the sharp sting it sent into Cindy’s nipples any better. The second one was especially bad, the one where the very corner of the peg dug right into the tip of the nipple.
Cindy took only a moment to decide. If she had been on her own, experimenting with herself, she would have likely called it quits there. It did hurt quite a bit, and she couldn’t help wondering if she was in the process of bruising her nipples for real. But at the same time each jab of pain resonated between her legs, making her pussy twitch in the most exciting way.
“I can take them a little longer,” she said, trying her best to keep her voice steady. “Unless you mind making me suffer a bit.”
Larissa giggled. “Why would I? It’s not like I have to do anything but lie back and enjoy the show.” She let go of Cindy to pick the shirt up again and handed it to her. “Go on, then. The faster you finish up here, the sooner I’ll have mercy on you.”
Cindy hung the shirt up and was already at the second piece (bending down to the laundry basket proved an interesting challenge) when she realized that Larissa had said “you” instead of “we”. And indeed: Her girlfriend only stood by, watching her work while the pegs danced on her smarting nipples with every move she made.
She considered saying something, but decided against it. There was a fire burning in Larissa’s eyes. It was unmistakable that her girlfriend got a real kick out of this, but at the same time there was still a lingering uncertainty in the way she held herself, the way she looked at Cindy. This was unknown territory to the both of them, and while Larissa wasn’t the one who had her nipples pinched painfully, it had to be a little weird for her to find out that she got aroused from seeing her girlfriend in pain. Cindy didn’t want to risk her getting second thoughts by complaining.
Also, it was pretty hot to imagine herself in the role of a willing slave who toiled away under the command of a cruel Mistress. This all was still pretty harmless compared to the depraved stories and pictures she sometimes got off to, but it was intense enough for someone with no experience. The mere fact that they were actually doing this was enough to get her all hot and bothered. Literally, even. The sun was still burning down on her naked skin, and with the added tension of the pain, she already felt her neck and the underside of her breasts get wet with the first drops of sweat.
Cindy hung some more shirts and skirts onto the rack. It could have only been ten minutes or so in total, but by this point her nipples were aching pretty badly. She would have been able to deal with it, but the times when she had to bend down to the basket were turning into absolute hell.
Usually she didn’t mind being rather well endowed, but it did mean that her unsupported breasts jiggled quite a bit when she bent over, something her stinging nipples really did not appreciate. And it didn’t help much to try and hold them still with her arms, because it would invariably lead to her compressing her throbbing breasts. Not much, but with how sensitive she had gotten, even a little bit was already more than enough.
At least there were only a couple of panties and bras left in the basket. She should be able to pick them up with her feet if she tried. That way she might be able to avoid having to bend down.
“The hell are you doing?” Larissa asked when she saw Cindy fishing around in the basket with her toes.
“Nothing?” Cindy didn’t need Larissa’s raised eyebrow to know that she was fooling no one. She was surprised herself though by how breathless her own voice sounded. She hadn’t realized how much the stinging clothespins had conditioned her to take only very shallow breaths.
“Nothing?” Larissa repeated. “If it’s really nothing, then maybe use your hands before you get grass stains all over my underwear.”
Cindy bit her lip. “But it hurts,” she whined.
“Aww.” Larissa came over and pulled Cindy into a gentle kiss. Or at least it would have been gentle, if not for the fact that their embrace made the pegs poke into Larissa, which in turn caused them to harshly tug at Cindy’s nipples once more. Cindy flinched back as the sharp pain shot through her chest.
“That bad?”
Cindy nodded. However, she didn’t like that glimmer of genuine worry in her girlfriend’s eyes, so she quickly added. “It really hurts, especially when I move. But I’m fine. In fact…”
She looked Larissa deep into the eyes, fretting about if she really wanted to finish that sentence. Then again, what did she have to lose? If Larissa had played along till now, she wouldn’t judge her for her honesty.
“I’d totally be up for a little more. It would be really hot if you, you know, bullied me a bit.”
By the flush growing on Larissa’s cheeks, that suggestion had made quite an impression on her. “You sure?” she asked, her voice barely more than a hot whisper.
“I mean, this is about trying out some of that porn stuff isn’t it?” Cindy said with a crooked grin. “And I bet in those places where you’ve seen such clamps in action, the people weren’t nice about it.”
“Not really, no.” Larissa reached for one of the pegs. The moment she touched it, Cindy flinched back again. “But that looks like it really hurts.” Despite her sympathetic words, she couldn’t hide how intrigued she was.
“It does. But that’s what makes is fun.”
Larissa tilted her head. “You have a pretty interesting definition of fun.”
“Says the one who put these things on my nipples in the first place.” Cindy laughed, only to cut it off with a wince as she realized that laughing wasn’t the best of ideas right now. “I told you, you’re not the only weird one here.”
“Looks like it,” Larissa said slowly. When she looked up from Cindy’s breasts, there was an undeniable hunger in her eyes. “You’ll tell me if it gets too much?”
Cindy nodded. “I will. But don’t worry. I’m very curious to see what you’re like when you decide to be mean.”
“If that’s the case…” Larissa grabbed the pegs again. Cindy flinched at the sudden pain, but she didn’t try to escape. Then again, retreating while Larissa was still holding the pegs would have been a very bad idea anyway. “I gotta admit, I always wanted to know what it’s like if I do this…”
Larissa twisted. She did it slowly and carefully, but that didn’t necessarily make it any less painful. That sharp throbbing in Cindy’s nipples was absolutely maddening, and God did it burn when Larissa increased the tension!
Cindy gritted her teeth as she tried bite back the pain. She could feel the corners of her eyes getting wet when Larissa completed a half rotation. But even with her blurry vision she could see the fascination and the malicious glee shining from her girlfriend’s face. The knowledge that her suffering brought Larissa such joy made Cindy hotter than she dared to admit.
Larissa let go of the pegs. In theory it should have been a mercy, but in practice the sudden untwisting of Cindy’s nipples hurt just as badly as the twisting had. And it really didn’t help that the pegs kept bobbing up and down as they slowly lost their momentum. This time Cindy couldn’t stay silent. She let out a pained howl and clasped at her breasts, only to stop herself before she did anything that would make it hurt even more.
“Fascinating…” Larissa had her index finger at her lips. She didn’t bite her nails anymore, but she had kept the habit of putting her fingertips to her mouth when she was particularly anxious or aroused. The flush of her cheek made it unmistakable which of those options was in play here. “If I told you to twist them yourself, would you do it?”
Cindy gasped. It was one thing to let Larissa torture her. It was a different thing entirely to make herself suffer, especially now that she knew just how badly it would hurt. And yet…
“I’d do it. If you really want me to.”
Larissa chuckled. There was such an alluring contrast between how she looked so innocent, sucking on her finger and shuffling around from foot to foot, and how she so confidently proclaimed “It would be so hot to see you do it. And since you agreed to be bullied… well…”
Cindy reached for the pegs. She flinched as the slightest touch made another flash of pain shoot through her nipples. How had she ever thought those things were harmless? But at the same time she was so exhilarated by the whole scene that the pain barely even felt uncomfortable.
“What happens if I don’t do it? Isn’t it your job as a bully to threaten or blackmail me or something?”
“Guess you’re right.” This time Larissa did actually bite her nail. Seeing the effect she had on her girlfriends only stoked the fire between Cindy’s legs. “How about this: If you don’t do it, I’ll grab those pegs and tug at them. Like, really tug at them, until they either rip off or I’m sure that they won’t stretch any further.”
Cindy’s breath caught as she imagined it. No matter how bad it would be to twist her nipples, Larissa’s suggestion had to be so, so much worse.
“Okay, okay, I’ll do it. One… two…” She took a deep breath and gritted her teeth, steeling herself for the pain. “Three!”
Knowing that she wouldn’t have the mental fortitude to keep going slowly once it started to hurt, she twisted the full half rotation in one quick movement.
It wasn’t as bad as she had feared. That didn’t mean that it wasn’t really, really bad, though. Her nipples were all sensitive from the constant pinching, and they absolutely hated her for this additional abuse. She somehow managed to keep it at a single whimper before she got herself back under control.
Her nipples kept stinging fiercely, and she was starting to sweat from those hot waves of pain that pulsed through her chest with every heartbeat, but as long as she kept the tension perfectly steady, she could deal with the ache. And if she was honest, a good part of the heat was from her own raging arousal.
“Wow, you really did it.” Larissa giggled like a giddy school girl. “I can’t believe it. You’re amazing.”
“Thanks,” Cindy got out between clenched teeth. Her eyes were starting to burn again. She might have thought she could deal with the pain of having her crushed nipples twisted, but the agonizing throbbing seemed to get worse with every passing second. “Can I let go again? Please?”
“Only if you ask very nicely.”
Cindy almost creamed her panties right then and there. Maybe Larissa was only joking around, but that casually cruel dominance of hers had touched something inside of Cindy that she hadn’t even known was there. It didn’t matter that this whole thing was just a silly little game. In this moment she truly wanted nothing more than to be her girlfriends willing plaything.
“Please,” she begged, startling herself with how needy she sounded. “Please, it hurts so much! If you let me off, I’ll eat you out as long as you want.”
That last part had come out completely on its own, with zero input from her brain. Cindy was a little embarrassed when she realized what she had just said, but she only needed to take one look at her girlfriend to see that her cheesy improv didn’t go unappreciated.
“For real?” Larissa asked, fixating Cindy with her hungry gaze.
Cindy nodded. She didn’t trust herself to talk anymore without either moaning or whining. Being this horny did make the pain a lot easier to bear, but that didn’t change that it fucking hurt. Her nipples had never been twisted for this long, and especially not while those harsh wooden edges kept digging into them. At this point she wasn’t even sure if taking the pegs off would be enough to make them stop hurting.
“Guess that’s an offer I can’t refuse, even as your local bully.” She looked around to find them as secure from peeking neighbors as ever. “Okay, let go and get on your knees. Let’s do this!”
Even though Cindy untwisted her nipples a lot more carefully than Larissa had done, they still stung like crazy. But even that burning pain couldn’t distract her from the second part of Larissa’s order. “You mean, right now?”
Larissa giggled again as she slipped her thumbs into the straps of her panties. “Why not? I kinda always wanted to try and have sex outside the house, and it’s not like anyone can see us. Also, you can’t turn me on by being this Goddamn sexy and then not do something about it.”
Cindy clenched her legs as her pussy once again twitched in excitement. Maybe the constant throbbing ache in her nipples was making her light-headed, but in this moment the thought of being made to eat her girlfriend out in exchange for a slight relief from her suffering was the hottest thing ever.
“Do I have to keep them on for it?” she asked, already hoping that the answer would be a yes.
“It would be so hot if you did.” Larissa slipped out of her panties to reveal her beautiful shaved pussy. You only needed to take one look at those glistening folds and her slightly dilated entrance to know that the scene had gotten her at least as horny as Cindy. “Unless you really can’t take them anymore, of course.”
Cindy didn’t bother to answer and simply got to her knees. The soft earth and the smooth grass tickling her calves were in stark contrast to how the change in position made her breasts flare up in a new wave of pain. Yes, she could still take it, but she already knew that her oral performance would be as quick and efficient as possible.
She had expected Larissa to come over to her to bring herself in position, but her girlfriend kept standing right where she was.
“What are you waiting for? It’s almost like you don’t want to get rid of those pegs.”
Cindy gritted her teeth as she shuffled over on her knees, doing her best to keep her breasts as steady as possible. It was such a little thing, but this additional humiliation triggered another hot twitch between her legs. Once this was over, she really needed Larissa to return the favor.
She whimpered as she realized that she couldn’t get in position without the pegs poking into Larissa’s thighs, which in turn made them stab into her tender nipples.
“Is there a problem?” Larissa asked, her voice tripping with mock-innocence.
Cindy grunted a response and brought her lips to Larissa’s crotch. She could only hope that her girlfriend was aroused enough that this wouldn’t take too long, because there was no way she could bear that sting for any extended amount of time.
The first licks quickly took her mind off her suffering, though. Larissa wasn’t just wet, she was drenched, and her alluring taste soon covered all of Cindy’s tongue.
Despite them being very sexually active, she didn’t get to eat Larissa out all that often. Her girlfriend usually preferred being the active one, and while Cindy certainly didn’t mind being on the receiving end of so much expertly dished out pleasure, it was a bit of a pity that she didn’t get to indulge herself between Larissa’s legs as often as she might have wanted. Which was all the more reason to treasure every opportunity she got.
Usually Larissa got pretty loud when something made her feel good, but today she must have worried that this might draw some attention to them after all. Her choked moans as she tried to stay silent were the most adorable thing ever, and they only spurred Cindy on even more. She dragged her tongue all over her girlfriend’s pussy in slow, hungry licks, to catch as much of her taste as possible, before going right for that mix of flicking and sucking Larissa’s clit that Cindy knew had such a devastating effect on her.
It didn’t take long until Larissa was twitching as her pleasure neared its peak. It wouldn’t have taken much to push her over, had that same twitch not traveled through the pegs and right into Cindy’s abused nipples. That new flash of pain was harsh enough that it made her groan and stop licking as she tried to get a hold of herself again. Something that proved far more difficult than expected.
In her initial rush of eating Larissa out, Cindy had managed to shove the pain from her mind, but now it had returned with a vengeance. The sharp throbbing in her nipples was getting utterly unbearable. If she didn’t get rid of those pegs soon, she would scream!
“What’s the matter?” Larissa asked. The tension in her voice made it clear just how close she was already.
“It hurts,” Cindy whined. She shuffled back a little so the pegs at least hung freely again.
“I can imagine.” Larissa chuckled. “Too much? Or do you still want me to be mean? Or am I not mean enough for you, yet? Because if it’s just up to me, I’ve not gotten bored of seeing you squirm.”
Cindy whined again. She would have been ready to ask for mercy, but how could she, when her girlfriend was looking at her with such hot eyes? This reminder of how much fun her suffering was for both of them was just what she needed to put on a brave face again. “It’s hard, but I’ve not gotten bored of squirming, either. I think I can handle a little more meanness.”
“Is that so?” Larissa grinned down at her in a way that sent a hot shiver down Cindy’s spine. “In that case, let’s switch it up. Lie down!”
The option of refusing didn’t even cross Cindy’s mind. Bruising her nipples didn’t seem all that scary anymore when in return she got to experience a Larissa who had fully unlocked her dominant mode. She carefully lay down on her back, barely even feeling the grass from how much she was focused on keeping her breasts stable.
Not that it amounted to much. The shift in the direction of gravity didn’t just mean that her breasts flattened against her chest, it also encouraged the pegs to hang down any way they felt like, which in this case meant a weird diagonal direction that pinched in the most excruciating way. Cindy only managed to keep herself from reaching for her aching nipples by lying down on her hands.
At least Larissa didn’t make her wait long. As soon as Cindy was settled in, she sat down right on her face, once more overloading Cindy’s taste and smell with her heavenly aroma. Having been brought almost to the peak had only made her even wetter, and Cindy hungrily lapped at those delicious juices to distract herself from the pain.
It might have worked, had Larissa not grabbed the pegs and tugged at them. She barely used enough force to stretch Cindy’s nipples, but the sharp pain still brought tears to her eyes. If they had been in the safety of Larissa’s bedroom, she would have howled out loudly, but since they were still out in the garden, she forced herself to keep it at a tortured groan.
“You’re so much fun. We should have really done this sooner.” Larissa kept gleefully tugging at the pegs in a rhythm that quickly threatened to shatter Cindy’s sanity. “We gotta do this more often. What do you say?”
“Yes,” Cindy whined. “But please, please!”
The dilemma was killing her. Yes, she loved every second that she was at her girlfriend’s currently absent mercy, and she wanted to encourage Larissa as much as possible to not let this be a one time thing, but at the same time her nipples really, really needed a break. They weren’t even throbbing anymore, they were aflame with a constant hot burn, only interrupted by jabs of pure agony each time Larissa did another tug.
“Please what? Please take them off? Or please continue being mean to you?”
Cindy let out another long whine that had to feel real interesting for Larissa, what with her mouth still resting against her pussy. How was she supposed to choose?
“Tell you what: You finish what you started, and I’ll take them off. How does that sound?”
Cindy didn’t waste a single second with a reply. She just ran her tongue all over Larissa’s pussy with as much vigor as she could still muster. Her own crotch was twitching in a warm glow. Being forced to eat Larissa out to save her aching nipples, it really was one of her hentai plots come true.
It was clear that Larissa tried to pace herself, but their games had gotten her far too horny, and she had been pretty close to begin with. Even with Cindy’s tongue getting repeatedly derailed by those deliciously agonizing flashes of pain, she soon felt the first tell-tale contractions of an impending orgasm. Cindy redoubled her efforts, showering Larissa’s clit with hungry licks, and she was quickly rewarded by her girlfriend’s barely suppressed moans as her whole body shook from what had to be the most amazing climax.
Then Larissa took the pegs off, and Cindy’s whole world went red.
She had thought her nipples had hurt before, but it was nothing compared to this acidic fire that shot through her breasts as the blood rushed back into her nipples. She trashed around wildly, Larissa’s spasming pussy the only thing that muffled her screams as the pain overwhelmed her.
It did get better after a bit, though, the searing fire quickly burning down to smoldering embers. An itching throb rose in her nipples that was maddening in its own way, but compared to the agony of taking the pegs off, it was an almost comfortable ache.
“That was… interesting.” Larissa giggled. Her voice was still shaky from the glorious orgasm she had just experienced. “You okay?”
“I’m fine. As long as you don’t touch them.”
The pegs had left her nipples ridiculously sensitive. If anyone so much as breathed on them, she would scream the whole neighborhood down.
“Don’t worry. I think I’m done being mean for now.”
Still a bit shaky all over, Larissa climbed off Cindy. She looked down on her girlfriend with pure love in her eyes as she cupped Cindy’s cheek with her hand and gently wiped some sticky remains of her juices off her nose. “You’re crazy. That must have hurt like hell.”
“Oh yeah.” Cindy’s laugh came out more than just a little maniacally. She didn’t mind. It perfectly represented her current state of mind. “I thought I’d die when you took them off. But it was so much fun.”
“Happy to hear it. Because I also had so, so much fun.”
Larissa bent down to give Cindy a very long, very sticky, and very much needed kiss. “So you’d be up for something like this some time again?”
“Oh yeah,” Cindy said again, feeling light-headed from happiness. And likely also from the lingering pain and arousal, but mostly it was the happiness. “I’m sure we won’t run out of scenes to reenact any time soon.”
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