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Chapter One 


Relationships will always have their ups and downs, that’s for sure, and Laura and Gemma's was no exception. The two women had first met almost six years ago at Dallas UT Southwestern Hospital, where Laura worked in the accounting department, and Gemma was a physician working in the intensive care unit. They met by chance; Gemma was eating lunch in the hospital's cafeteria when Laura came in to grab a snack, and things soon morphed from a giggle and joke over lunch into a torrid love affair followed by what eventually settled down to become a relatively happy domestic romance. They moved in together into Laura's modest three-bedroom ranch house in one of the suburbs on the outskirts of Dallas. Both Laura and Gemma were in their late thirties now, and as Gemma loved to tease Laura, there was a two-year age gap, although if you asked Laura, it was a year and three days. But either way, they had both settled down quite comfortably after definitely doing their fair share of sowing their wild oats in their 20s. 


Laura was the more outgoing one, a vivacious brunette who might have carried a few extra pounds but carried them in all the right places. Her curvy figure and outgoing personality often made her the life and soul of the party. She was always making comments that dripped with sexual undertones, and her favorite game was trying to get a rise out of people as the drinks flowed. She was quite an interesting contrast to Gemma, who was much more serious in demeanor and normally the quiet one at a party. Gemma would be just as happy reading a book as attending a wild party. But that wasn't to say that Gemma wasn't a sexual woman. If anything, she was proof that that still waters often run deep. Gemma might have been the shy one, but she was very often the aggressor in the bedroom. Her tall, lithe figure and naturally pretty face, combined with her perky b-cup breasts, all topped with long dark blonde hair, always made her a desirable target whenever the two of them went to a bar or party. Truth be told, Gemma had actually had far more partners than Laura, although Laura never knew that. 

Outwardly, Laura and Gemma were the perfect couple. Their personality types complemented each other, and both women were caring and compassionate to one another and to their friends. There wasn't really anything in particular that started building the gap between them; it was just the passage of time, exacerbated by the annoying character flaws each of them had and a little bit of lack of effort from both of them in the bedroom. In short, their relationship was becoming stale after six years together, and they both knew it. 

The stress and the long hours of Gemma's job often meant she arrived home both physically and mentally exhausted, and as time went on, there were many nights when Laura was desperate to play, but her girlfriend was simply too tired. Those were the nights that Laura had to rely on her trusty vibrator to get any level of satisfaction, but even her trusty vibe always left her wanting more. Often, by the time Gemma came home from work, all she wanted was a glass of wine or two to take her mind off a long day of making life-and-death decisions, and then she would just want to sit on the sofa in front of the television. 

Laura was the more proactive of the two when it came to trying to spice up their relationship. She first updated her wardrobe, including some new underwear, and she changed her hairstyle (she had her long hair cut short) and even went to see a professional make-up artist to help improve her technique. These steps definitely had an immediate and positive impact on their relationship. Gemma was actually quite flattered that Laura took these steps to try to please her, and so she started to make a little extra effort to maintain civility in their daily interactions. Gemma had started to notice that the longer they had lived together, the shorter they had got with each other, and the snippier their comments to each other had become; she really didn't like what she was becoming. She welcomed this kickstart to a kinder, gentler self. Laura noticed that Gemma's attitude had softened, and the two of them started to become even closer than ever. 

However, there was still one problem. The sex. It just didn't improve. They seemed to be stuck in a rut. Laura had a thought to try to address this issue. She was thinking of porn. Hot, dirty, nasty porn that would really stir up their secret desires. Laura had always enjoyed watching porn whenever Gemma was out of the house, and she thought that watching it with Gemma could really get them both fired up. Their sex life had always been relatively conventional, with lots of oral, a lot of fingering, and the occasional use of one of their two strap-ons for some vaginal sex, but that was pretty much it. 


And that was becoming a problem for Laura, who had more than a little fascination with porn that revolved around anal. It didn’t matter how, whether it involved a girl using her tongue, fingers, or a strap-on, Laura would enjoy it if it also involved a pretty girl’s ass. She also had a darker side, and more frequently than she would ever admit, bondage and domination often cropped up in her searches. Much to Laura's chagrin, despite making many clear hints to Gemma, she never exhibited any interest in experimenting with any of these practices. 

However, a watershed moment occurred one day when Gemma was working an unexpected double shift at the hospital, which left Laura home alone on a Saturday night. She had tried calling several of her girlfriends, but all of them had prior plans, so Laura was left to amuse herself. So she had a glass of wine and caught up on a couple of her favorite shows on Netflix before she started to find herself feeling a little sleepy from a hard week at work. After another glass of wine, Laura decided to head off to bed. Her plan was a simple one. Masturbate and then fall asleep. She loaded up the iPad and searched her usual porn sites for something interesting to watch. But after a few minutes, she decided the usual sexy brunettes just weren’t doing it for her, and she began to delve deeper into some BDSM stuff. Soon, she had loaded up a video set in a dungeon-like setting with a tall brunette Mistress and a bound little blonde submissive. Laura had always been interested in whipping and spanking, although she had never really worked out if she would actually let someone do it to her. But as she watched the sub's orgasm from the Mistress after the whipping, it was truly sensational. As the Mistress started using her hand to rub the sub's leaking pussy, Laura's own hand wandered down between her legs, running her fingers through her folds and spreading the incipient moisture over her clit and even down over her ass. It wasn’t long before she felt the familiar tingle between her legs that meant she was close. As she started to really focus on her clit, she felt the orgasm starting. Just as it exploded out from her clit Laura heard the bedroom door opening, and Gemma walked in to find her partner in a most compromising position. 

Laura was so embarrassed and blushed bright red as she pulled the sheets over her naked body, desperately trying to shut down her tablet. 

“Well, hello,” Gemma said as she entered the room. “It looks like you’re having fun!" 

Laura pulled the sheets all the way up to her chin as she replied, “I thought you were at work ...” as her voice trailed off. 

“I got released early. The doctor I was covering for managed to get her car fixed, so she was able to make it to work. So is this what you get up to when I'm not at home, is it?" The question was asked quite flatly, in a non-accusatory fashion. Gemma wasn't exactly shocked. She had seen everything imaginable in the ICU, so coming home to see her partner naked, with her legs spread wide open, rubbing her clit, barely made a blip on her radar screen. And she wasn't offended either. Laura would occasionally masturbate when she was alone, so she certainly didn't begrudge her girlfriend the same privilege. 

"Urm…Sometimes," the shy brunette answered. "I mean, a girl's got to do what a girl's got to do, right?." 

"So come on, babe, what were you watching?" the blonde asked, much more interested in this answer than her first question. 

"Nothing." 

"Oh, come on, babe, it must have been something. I think you were just about to cum! So come on then, babe, show me." 

Suddenly, the light bulb switched on in Laura's head. This would be the perfect opportunity for her to watch porn with Gemma. She had never shown any interest before, but suddenly, she was showing some. "Uh, okay... sure. Let me load it up again." 

As Laura was restarting the video, Gemma headed into the bathroom and dropped her work clothes in the washing basket, then got into bed in just her bra and panties. As Gemma walked across the room, Laura couldn’t help looking at her partner with lust in her eyes. The lacy black bra was filled out very nicely by Gemma's perky tits, and the little pair of frilly panties barely covered her nice shapely ass cheeks. The sight of Gemma in her underwear made Laura's heart beat a little faster. Gemma got onto the bed and scooted over until her legs were touching Laura's. 

Laura placed the tablet between the two of them on the bed and hit the play button. A second later, the scene started as the camera panned across a very realistic dungeon, with a couple of wooden St. Andrew's crosses in the background and a naked young redhead woman, who appeared to be in her early 20s, hogtied to a spanking bench, leaving her unable to move her arms and legs. Her bare ass extended past the end of the bench, leaving both her pussy and ass accessible. The redhead was struggling against her bonds when a heavy wooden door opened in the background, and a black-haired Domme walked in. She was very much the stereotype of a Domme wearing a cinched black bustier with her huge tits hanging over the top, and on her bottom half, she had an exposed and freshly shaved pubic patch, a pair of fishnet stockings, and thigh-high black leather boots with stiletto heels. She had the handle of a long black leather strap in one hand and was lightly tapping it against the palm of her other hand. 

Gemma had never watched a BDSM-themed video before; in fact, she had never really thought about it until now. She tried her best to feign indifference at the scene unfolding on the tablet, but her insides were churning like mad. She desperately wanted to slide her hands down her panties and start rubbing herself, but her modesty, which was surprisingly strong even next to her girlfriend, who had seen her naked hundreds of times and had ravished her body a similar amount, prevented her from doing so. Gemma realized as they watched that she saw herself as the redhead, bound and wanting to cede control to someone else. She figured the demands of her job and constant decision-making made submission a very logical outlet for her stress and latent sexual desires. 

As the Domme approached the young redhead, Laura turned to Gemma to try to gauge her reaction. Gemma's impassive face did not give much away at all. She had always been a very good poker player, but this was exceptional, even by her standards. "So," asked Laura, "how do you like the clip so far?" 

"It's quite interesting," Gemma commented, still keeping up the façade of total indifference. 

"OK, well, it gets better," Laura replied, with a hint of disappointment in her voice. 

With that, the Domme walked in front of the helpless redhead and bent over, lifting the sub's head a little so that they could make eye contact. 

"You were such a bad girl," the Domme almost growled. 

The young redhead’s eyes were practically the size of saucers as she looked up at the Domme and meekly nodded her head. 

“I’m going to punish you for being such a bad girl. You know what to do, don't you?" 

The redhead just nodded again. 

The Domme very casually flicked her wrist, and the smooth flat expanse of leather made a loud, cracking noise as its impact lifted the girl's ass off the bench. As the strap was removed, Gemma could see that it had left a wide red stripe on the sub's ass. 

"One, Mistress. Please, may I have another?" the sub croaked, the pain clearly crowding out all of her other thoughts and feelings. 

The Domme smiled as she replied. "Well, since you asked so nicely, you may." 

After five very hard strokes that left the sub crying yet pleading for more, Laura was pleasantly surprised as she felt Gemma's hand pull hers into her crotch. As soon as Laura’s hand touched her panties, she could feel they were sopping wet. Laura couldn’t hide her huge smile as she pushed them aside and plunged her fingers into Gemma's dripping wet pussy, eliciting a low groan and a contraction of the muscles in her clearly needy pussy. 

The video continued, and the redhead ended up receiving a total of ten strokes. By the end, her ass was a bright shade of red, and there was a very clear trail of moisture that you could see trickling down the inside of her thighs. The Domme smiled as she took the palm of her hand and started to rub it back and forth against the sub's pussy, spraying little droplets of liquid in every direction. Soon, the redhead sub was bucking against her bonds as a huge orgasm racked her body. By the time the sub started to cum, Gemma had picked up the tablet, with her eyes still glued to the screen, while Laura had slid off her lover's panties and had repositioned on the bed so that her face was now between Gemma’s legs, furiously lapping at her little shaved pussy while her fingers slid in and out of her pussy. A few seconds later, Gemma dropped the tablet on the bed and started to moan. 

"Oh fuck, holy fuck, oh my fucking god," Gemma screamed as she came over and over again, thrusting her hips forward, pushing her pussy against Laura's face. Both women were panting now, amazed at just how much of an effect the video had on their lovemaking. 

As she started to catch her breath, Laura commented, "I guess you liked watching that more than you let on." 

Gemma gave the wise-cracking brunette a playful shove away, causing her huge tits to jiggle slightly, but while they both laughed, Gemma’s face harbored a smile of deep satisfaction. Their spontaneous lovemaking session brought about by Laura getting caught out had scratched the surface of Gemma's submissive tendencies, although neither of them truly understood the depths of her hidden desires at this point. 


Chapter Two 


Laura knew that she had a good thing going now. The video that she had watched with Gemma the week before gave them a fresh outlook on their sexual relationship, and soon, it was becoming a regular part of their lovemaking. Laura let Gemma select the videos, and soon they had watched dozens while going down on each other or just sat up playing with each other’s pussies while they watched. But even having watched all these videos, none had got Gemma anywhere near as turned on as the first one she had watched. She was fascinated by the idea of female submission and the thought that she might be able to surrender complete control to another woman. 


At first, Gemma was satisfied watching while Laura went down on her. Laura was a very talented pussy licker, and whenever she laid face down on the bed, her ass always looked impressive, and her mouth brought Gemma to the most intense orgasms of her life as they watched the videos together. But it wasn’t long before Gemma realized that she craved something more. 


One weekend evening, when the couple had no real plans, Gemma surprised Laura yet again. 

"I want to go shopping," the blonde declared, which didn’t really surprise Laura as Gemma was definitely the shopper of the two. 

"That sounds good. You got anything in mind?" 

"As a matter of fact, I do." 

"Well, come on then. Do tell." 

"No, I think this is best as a surprise." 

"A surprise? A shopping surprise?" 

"Just get your gorgeous ass in the car.” 

Gemma’s excitement was palpable, and Laura could feel that her usually reserved girlfriend was about to take them literally and figuratively into uncharted territory. As they battled through the dense city traffic, Gemma navigated them to an out-of-the-way strip center outside the city limits. Laura had absolutely no idea why they were there until Gemma turned into the center and parked directly in front of a store that was called "The Tie that Binds." 

"Oh, so this is what you had in mind! You are a naughty girl, aren’t you? " Laura said with a teasing tone as she exited the car. 

Gemma’s face could barely contain her excitement. Watching all of those videos had got her so hot and bothered that now all she could think of was experiencing it for herself. She couldn’t stop thinking about what it would be like to be tied up and left completely helpless. And she kept thinking about being spanked and whipped? And sometimes she imagined what it would be like to be humiliated and used like some of the girls in those videos. Those thoughts had started to consume her every waking hour. Now she was at the store; she felt a sense of relief as she would finally be able to participate, although she was uncertain how eager Laura would be to actually explore the dark places that norms of modesty would usually render off limits. 

The couple walked hand in hand into the large store, stopping first at the front desk. Gemma approached the desk clerk, a middle-aged woman, and in a soft voice, said, "I'm Gemma Lewis. I think you have held a few items for me." 

The desk clerk was Melissa Harper, who was actually the owner of the shop and an avid BDSM enthusiast, mostly as a Domme, although she still classified herself as a switch deep down. She had opened the shop twenty-two years ago, and it had gone from strength to strength ever since. Melissa had spoken to Gemma twice before, gleaning from her that she was a doctor at a local hospital, and after their second meeting, she took enough interest in her to look her up in the hospital's directory. Melissa saw that Gemma was a comely blonde and, given her description of wants, clearly a submissive as well. 

Melissa always made a point of dressing down when in the store, as she didn't want to attract the attention of the shop's customers. Her baggy outfit did a good job of hiding an incredible body, sculpted through many hours in the gym that combined well-rounded breasts with a big, almost meaty ass. Melissa was pleased that Gemma was, if anything, lovelier than her online picture. 

Melissa removed a plastic bag from under the cash register, which contained a selection of items that she had hand-selected based on Gemma's preferences. She slowly emptied the contents on the counter, much to the lithe blonde's clear delight. Gemma was absolutely thrilled to see in real life the sex toys that she had watched being used in so many videos. 


"So we've selected an assortment of devices, just as you requested. Here's a couple of pairs of nipple clamps with a chain between them, a fur glove, a small flogger, a leather strap, and of course a ball gag. Now, you also mentioned that you have a four-poster bed at home, which is excellent. We have some lined restraints that you can easily attach to the bed posts." 

"How do the nipple clamps work exactly?" asked Gemma. Laura was absolutely stunned that the usually shy Gemma didn't seem to be at all self-conscious talking to a stranger in a well-lit store about nipple clamps. 

"Now with these ones, you attach them to the nipple like this," the older woman explained as she tightened the screw around her little finger. She then used her other hand to attach one end of the chain to the clamp. "And then you can pull on the clamp like this." She pulled on the chain, and it pulled her finger. "You can attach the chain to each clamp, and if you’re feeling pretty advanced, then you can attach some weights to the chain; that way, it keeps a constant pressure on the clamps." 

Gemma was already imagining what it would feel like to have the clamps attached to her nipples. She imagined quite a dull pain followed by the sudden rush of blood back into the nipples once the clamps were released. It sent a chill up her spine. Laura was quite impressed by the demonstration, but as she watched, she really struggled to see how this device would enhance their sex life. Melissa stood watching both of them as she gauged their reaction to her favorite kinks. 

Once they had finished with the nipple clamps, Melissa demonstrated the other items and then looked at Gemma for confirmation that she wished to complete her purchase. 


"You seem so knowledgeable about all the urm… merchandise in the store," said Gemma, the admiration evident in her voice. 

"I should be. I own the place! " replied Melissa with pride. 

"We're really just beginners. But I think from what we've seen so far, we really like it," admitted the willowy blonde. 

Melissa looked at the couple very carefully before she leaned in, addressing them in a hushed, almost whispering tone of voice. "You seem like two very nice young ladies, and I must add, very attractive. I ... urm... well, let’s just say I have considerable experience in this area. If you were interested in some private lessons to go over how to use this gear, I'd be more than happy to help give you a demonstration." They all walked together to the front counter, where Melissa handed them a business card that simply had her name and phone number printed on the front. 

Gemma and Laura were both quite pleased to get such an offer, and Laura found herself quite surprised she was even considering it. But she prided herself on being open-minded, so it wouldn’t be right to judge Gemma’s sudden interest unless she fully understood everything. 


As they stood at the front counter, they both took a moment to look at Melissa with a more critical eye. She was wearing a baggy top and sweatpants, so it was hard to see her body type, but her face was pretty, in a very natural sort of way, and she didn’t appear to be wearing any make-up. They both placed her in her early 40s, so slightly older than them, and her brownish-red hair was just tied up on top of her head in a bun. She was quite pretty in an understated sort of way. But it was more her demeanor that seemed to have something about it that was hard to describe. She scanned the items one by one and placed them in a black plastic bag. After Gemma paid, she extended her hand. "Thank you, Melissa." 

"Oh, don’t worry about it at all. It was a pleasure meeting the two of you." 

Gemma was absolutely elated as she walked out of the shop. She really hoped that acquiring these toys would open a new dimension in her relationship with Laura. Laura was likewise excited since her girlfriend was fully engaged in the exploration of their sexuality once again after what felt like years of almost suppressing it. Melissa just smiled to herself and hoped they would call. 


Chapter Three 


When the two girls arrived home with their goody bag, it was definitely Gemma who was now in control. She grabbed the tablet, loaded up her favorite video, and scrolled right to the point where one of her favorite subs had her nipples clamped. She could barely contain her excitement when she asked Laura to copy the Domme in the video. She was actually trembling with excitement as Laura took the clamps out of their box. She almost ripped her top off and sat on the bed in just her skirt and heels, naked from the waist up. 


"Hurry," she said, almost moaning as her voice betrayed her excitement. 

"Calm down a minute, girl! Jesus, I haven't seen you this excited since Game of Thrones announced its sixth season,” replied Laura jokingly. The brunette began to fiddle with the clamps as she tried to fit them on Gemma's very hard nipples. 

"Wow," exclaimed the blonde as the cold metal of the clamps touched her warm flesh. "They're fucking freezing!" 

"If you start complaining about it, girl, I'll put them in the freezer next time before I put them on you," Laura said, and although she was, of course, half-kidding, Gemma shuddered at the thought of ice-cold clamps being placed on her sensitive nipples. 

Gemma gritted her teeth as Laura affixed both clamps, then the chain between them. 

Once the clamps were on, Laura took a second to enjoy the sight of her girlfriend sitting on the bed with the nipple clamps and chain attached to her perky tits. Then Laura grabbed her phone, and before Gemma could say anything, she gave a very hard tug on the chain and said, "Smile!" As Gemma squealed in shock, she snapped a picture. Laura captured a perfect image of Gemma with her mouth and eyes wide open in response to the stimulation. 

"Give me your phone,” said Gemma as she lunged for the phone, but Laura pulled it away before Gemma could lay a hand on it, turning it off so it locked. 

"It's mine now. I'll pull it out if you're ever a naughty girl," admonished Laura. There was something about the humiliation of the clamps and then the humiliation of it being captured in a picture that sent a secret thrill through Gemma's body. She wanted nothing more than to just throw herself on the bed and let Laura have her way with her. But instead, she removed the leather strap from the bag, then got on her hands and knees on the floor and held it in her mouth as she looked up at Laura with puppy eyes. 

"Does then naughty little puppy want me to spank her?" asked Laura. 

Gemma nodded, then pushed her ass even higher. 

Laura meant well and wanted to give Gemma as much enjoyment as possible, but she couldn't bring herself to hit her girlfriend with any real power. The leather strap barely seemed to make a sound when it connected with Gemma's upturned ass. Disappointed, the two of them soon abandoned the spanking and ended up having conventional sex, taking turns to lick each other to some very powerful orgasms before Gemma discovered that she got a very powerful rush when the clamps were removed. 

Laura was very happy that Gemma had shown a renewed interest in sex. She had really missed her sexy blonde playmate recently, but she knew she didn't have her heart in being a Domme. Laura eventually had an experiment with being the sub and really enjoyed the transfer of control to Gemma, but there was just one problem. Gemma also wanted to be the sub and had no interest in dominating Laura. When Gemma got home from a stressful day of work, the last thing she wanted to do was issue more orders to her girlfriend. 

It wasn’t long before both girl’s lack of interest in dominating the other meant the toy bag found its way to the back of the cupboard, and they fell back into their routine of conventional sex, though they both enjoyed watching porn as part of their lovemaking and kept that up. But the problem was that now Gemma's submissive tendencies had been provoked they weighed on her mind a lot! One night, as she sat on the sofa desperate for a spanking she knew her girlfriend would never be able to provide, she had an idea, and although she was pretty sure, Laura would say now, her curiosity got the better of her, and she had to ask. 

"I want to talk to Melissa." 

"Who?" Laura replied. 

"Melissa, the person we met at the adult store." 

"And talk about what?" 

Gemma had a hard time getting the words out for a few seconds, but eventually, her desire to submit overcame her natural shyness, and she found the courage to say it. “I want to ask her about getting some private lessons to learn how to use the stuff we bought." 

There was a long, almost uncomfortable pause. "You mean you want to invite Melissa into our bedroom? A complete stranger." Laura's skepticism was obvious. 

"Well, she's not exactly a complete stranger." 

"Yeah, we met her for about ten minutes." 

Gemma wasn't going to take "no" for an answer. She was only asking to talk to her after; it wasn’t like she was just going to bring her home and let her sit on her face, although as soon as she thought about making that comment, she started to think about Melissa sitting on her face! She knew she had been thinking about it for quite a long time, and her unrequited need for submission was festering. "I'm going to talk to her about it, whether you want to be involved or not." 

Laura took the request more as a threat than Gemma had intended, and her naturally fiery nature meant she was severely tempted to say "not." But her better judgment prevailed. The last thing she was going to do was let her lover have unsupervised time with a stranger in that sort of situation. "Fine, if you want to give her a call, do it. But I want to be there too," she conceded with resignation in her voice. 

Gemma overlooked Laura's lack of enthusiasm and called Melissa that evening. 

"Hello, Melissa, this is Gemma Lewis. You probably don't remember me, but we met in your store about two months ago." 

Melissa definitely did remember Gemma. She couldn’t forget a beautiful blonde who was clearly desperate to learn about submission. She didn't, however, want to appear too overeager. "Gemma ... Gemma. Yes, I think I do remember you actually. You came in with your partner to buy some toys, didn’t you?" 

"Yes, yes, that's me." 

"Well, hi Gemma. It's really good to hear from you. What can I do for you today?" the Domme asked, although she was pretty sure she already knew the answer. 

"Well, when we purchased those items, you said you’d be willing to give us a private lesson," Gemma said, then hesitated for a second. She couldn’t actually believe what she was about to ask. "Does that offer still stand?" 

Melissa let Gemma’s question hang in suspense for a few seconds, then replied, "Of course it does. How far away do you live from my store?" 

"About half an hour or so." 

"Ok, well, that should work.” 

Then there was a really awkward silence, and Gemma didn't know if she should ask a question that had been bugging her or not, but in the end, she decided she needed to. "Urm, so what’s the deal with this service? I mean, do you charge for it?" 

Melissa smiled. "Oh honey, don’t be silly, I don't charge for this service. I like having happy customers." Melissa replied, already thinking about what Gemma would look like naked. She liked the image that her brain was coming up with. 

"That's amazing," Gemma replied happily. The two of them chatted a little longer as they worked out the logistics for a meeting in a week’s time. 

That week flew by. Gemma was about as busy as she had ever been at work; the hospital's ICU had been practically full the entire week, so she didn’t really get much of a chance to think about their meeting with Melissa. At work, she was too busy, and once she got home, she was too exhausted. Laura, on the other hand, couldn’t stop thinking about it and felt on edge the whole week. She was pretty comfortable in her relationship with Gemma and was having some pretty serious doubts about involving someone else in what went on in their bedroom. Sure, they were having a few difficulties, and they didn’t seem capable of finding a solution to Gemma’s submissive side, but this seemed like a huge step. She knew she couldn't control what was going to happen, and that worried her. Laura mentally kicked herself every time she thought about it because she knew deep down she was the one who set the wheels in motion. She was the one that was watching porn with her legs spread wide open as her girlfriend came home from work early, so she was going to have to see this through to the end. Maybe their relationship would become stronger and more exciting after Melissa's visit. 

On the fateful evening, both Gemma and Laura both decided to dress pretty casually in jeans and t-shirts. They put out a cheese assortment, a couple of bottles of different wines, and, of course, their goody bag on the coffee table. They were midway through their first glass when the doorbell rang. Gemma peered through the sidelight and saw Melissa. However, it was a very different Melissa than they had seen in the store. This was Melissa dressed for a social occasion. She was wearing a low-cut black shirt, a pair of black skinny jeans, and black heels. Her hair was worn down, leaving her long, flowing brown hair covering her shoulders and coming almost halfway down her back. She was also carrying a small duffel bag. Gemma was pretty shocked at the transformation, and if she was honest, she was slightly bit intimidated by her beauty and the aura of authority that she had. 

She took a deep breath and opened the door, welcoming Melissa into their home. Laura had the same visceral reaction that Gemma did a few seconds later as she saw Melissa for the first time and instantly regretted her decision to go along with this exercise. Gemma and Laura sat down on the sofa next to each other, and Melissa sat in the chair opposite them, with the coffee table positioned in between them. After enjoying a glass of wine and making a little small talk, the couple learned that Melissa was also a lesbian and was currently single. She explained how she got interested in BDSM back when she was at college, having the fortune, or perhaps the misfortune, of meeting a Domme called Ellie Harper as a college sorority sister. Ellie was the sorority's President, and one of her duties was hazing the pledges. Ellie had a quite pronounced sadistic streak that, for some reason, really excited Melissa, so much so that she soon decided to explore some of the local clubs that specialized in dominance and submission. It wasn’t long before Melissa took on a number of subs and also opened her store to support her interests. 

The two younger women also gave Melissa a brief rundown of their backgrounds. Laura was brought up in upstate New York before moving to Dallas to go to college. After finishing college, she got a job in the hospital administrative offices and had always been sexually curious. Gemma was born in Dallas and went to college and then medical school on the East Coast. She did her residency and subsequently accepted a job at the hospital in Dallas. She said when she caught Laura watching the video, it awakened something deep inside her, and now she confessed to Meliisa just how much BDSM videos turned her on. That was what inspired their visit to Melissa's store. 

"OK, so I’ve got to address the elephant in the room," interjected Laura. 

Both of the other women turned to face Laura, giving her their full attention. 

"I'm not really interested in a three-way relationship; that really isn’t for me at all. So I just want to make sure this isn't anything more significant than a lesson in how to use these toys," said Laura. 

"It's whatever you want it to be. I'm only here to show you how to use the items you purchased in my store. If anything else was to happen, that would be up to the three of us to decide at that moment," answered Melissa in a firm manner, leaving absolutely no room for argument. 

"That's fine," Laura replied. "I just wanted to make sure we had talked about it before you started your demonstration. Gemma didn't understand Laura's concern, although she was somewhat flattered by Laura's question. Laura had never really been the jealous type, yet here she was, putting a stake in the ground with Melissa. 

"Ok, so who wants the demonstration of the nipple clamps," asked Melissa. 

Gemma almost leaped to her feet, stepped around the coffee table, and stood in front of Melissa. 

"Well," the Domme said. "Get on with it then." 

Gemma realized that Melissa was waiting for her to undress. She started to unbutton her blouse, pulling it off as quickly as she could and letting it fall to the floor. Then she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, freeing her breasts, much to Melissa's delight. She had been waiting months to see them! Gemma then removed her pants and shoes, and before she knew it, she was standing totally naked in front of the Domme. Melissa couldn't wait to start playing with the blonde's perky tits, and she knew how amazing it would be to feel her flesh yield to the pinch of the clamp. She couldn’t wait to see the blonde's face grimace as the clamp cut off the flow of blood to her nipples. And then to watch as her pupils dilated as the clamps were released as she was cumming. 

Melissa picked up one of the clamps and took hold of Gemma's perky breast in the palm of her hand. She took far longer than she needed just holding her tit, lingering there to relish the soft skin of the underside of her breast. Then she started screwing it tighter, much tighter than Laura had ever dared go. The air went out of the blonde's lungs as she felt the pinch of the metal teeth on her sensitive skin. 

"Relax, baby," the Domme said in a very calming voice. "The pain will soon dwindle, so it’s just a dull ache. The real treat will be when I release them." Melissa waited for the pain to start subsiding, then watched Gemma's head start to perspire. Gemma had never experienced this level of pain before, and she had certainly never experienced the rush of the release of her endorphins, which were dulling the pain and giving her a strange sense of real pleasure. Melissa watched with interest as Gemma's grimace started to turn into a coy smile. This reaction was not lost on Laura. She realized that Gemma genuinely liked the pain. It was not a good feeling that she felt bubbling in the pit of her stomach. 

The older brunette then reached down and picked up the other clamp and fastened it on her other nipple to the same tension, and unsurprisingly elicited the same reaction from Gemma. However, the transition from pain to pleasure happened a lot more quickly the second time, as Melissa smiled at the young sub's quick progress. 

"Now, I'm not going to use the chain on you this time. The use of the chain and the weights is a little bit too advanced for beginners, and you seem to be getting quite a bit of stimulation without them," the Domme commented. 

Gemma nodded her head slowly to the stimulation comment as the mix of pain and pleasure was creating complete confusion in her mind. 

"Now I’ll give you a demonstration of the fur glove," announced Melissa, placing the glove over her right hand. She knelt down next to the standing Gemma and began rubbing the fur glove around the sub's feet and up to her ankles. A shiver went down Gemma’s spine as the pleasure of the glove after the pain of the clamps made her body quiver. Melissa very slowly and deliberately advanced the glove up her legs, sawing the glove up her thighs and then all the way up to between her legs. Gemma's pussy was already leaking quite severely after the clamps were fastened, and the added stimulation of the fur glove across her clit set off a very intense and completely unexpected orgasm. Gemma’s body sagged as the pleasure of the orgasm, combined with the pain, sapped her energy, as her knees started to shake slightly. Gemma couldn't believe the intensity of her emotions with just a pair of clamps and a fur glove. But what she didn’t know was Melissa had done this many times before. She knew exactly how to play to the darkest places in Gemma's heart. Gemma knew it was wrong to enjoy pain, but as she felt it, she knew there was nothing she could do to resist it when administered so expertly. Laura, on the other hand, felt crushed as she watched Gemma's reaction. She had never been able to make Gemma climax so quickly or intensely, and she had no way to understand or enjoy Gemma's relationship with pain. 

Melissa picked up the leather strap. Before Laura could say or do anything, Melissa asked Gemma, "Would you like to feel the sting of the strap?" 

Gemma nodded her head instantly, even though she was ashamed of her reaction. Laura felt something awful in the pit of her stomach like she could feel Gemma slipping away. 

"Kneel in front of the table, with your legs spread and your hands on the table." Melissa now said it as a command, dispensing with any pretense that the flogging was purely a demonstration. Gemma dropped to her knees and complied without question. Something in her wanted to obey Melissa's orders without thinking and without hesitation. 

The wide piece of leather was flicked so expertly, ensuring the impact would be on both ass cheeks. Gemma was already pressed forward against the heavy coffee table, which prevented any body movement and meant Gemma's ass absorbed the full weight of the blow. Pain exploded within her. This was real pain; it made the dull ache of the nipple clamps feel like a mere mosquito bite. The intensity of the pain pushed Gemma to another plane. Even with the pain surging through her body, she began to force a smile. She knew that the pleasure at the end would make this journey worth the pain. 

The Domme drew the strap back and prepared for a second strike, but suddenly Laura shouted, "No, no more." 

But Gemma's fate was already sealed. She had already experienced the rapture of pain and pleasure, a combination that played the sweetest symphony in her body. "Mistress, please, I want another." Gemma knew that the Domme would want to be treated with respect, and Gemma also wanted to make it clear that under no circumstances did she want to stop. 

The Domme looked at Laura and smiled slightly as she drew her hand back. "The little slut wants another, so who am I to refuse her wishes?" 

Laura wanted to lunge across the room at the Domme, but despite her fiery nature, something was different tonight. It was like her feet had been planted in concrete. She was just sitting there watching Gemma, with a dreamy look on her face, as she experienced the bliss of submission. Laura knew that she would never be able to administer this level of pain to her girlfriend, and deep down, she knew that Gemma would never be happy unless she could feed her submissive side. The feeling of irony soon overwhelmed her. She knew that she was the one who first exposed Gemma to BDSM. She just never imagined for a second that it could have inadvertently shined a light in dark places that she never suspected Gemma harbored. She knew that Melissa had known, perhaps as early as the day she met the couple, and now she had walked into their lives at their invitation. 

The air cracked again as the strap snapped against Gemma's already reddened ass cheek flesh. The pain once again exploded from the impact, but it rapidly morphed into that intoxicating cocktail of pain and pleasure that Gemma was rapidly becoming addicted to. Gemma wanted more. In fact, she needed more. She had no idea why she wanted it so badly, but she just somehow knew that the borders of her emotions were much further out than she had ever imagined. Melissa smiled as she looked at the red marks appearing on Gemma’s ass. She knew that in front of her now was a sub of extraordinary beauty and an extremely high pain threshold. No novice submissive that she had ever been with could withstand two blows of the strap on her ass before. She knew it had never before felt the sting of a leather strap, let alone one wielded by an expert. Laura felt completely lost. What had she created? 

Gemma pressed on, begging for more. Laura just sat and watched and became more and more withdrawn. Melissa smiled as she fed the fire that raged within Gemma. Three more lashes of the leather strap landed on Gemma’s bright red ass, each one delivering a payload that would bring an ordinary person to their knees. But Gemma wanted more, and it was actually Melissa who refused. 

"Please ... Mistress. Please just give me one more," begged Gemma. She was desperate. 

"No, my love. Now it’s time for you to discover true pleasure. With that, she brandished the vibrator that the girls had bought. Neither had any idea how to use it properly. Melissa had already selected her favorite attachment from the box and placed it on the vibrator for exactly this moment. Laura was now watching with morbid fascination. The scene in front of her was by far the most erotic thing she had ever seen. It was just unfortunate that her girlfriend and another woman were the performers. 

"Kneel slut," commanded the dark-haired Domme. 

Gemma's face had a bewildered expression, clearly not knowing what would happen next. The Domme smiled a wicked smile as she slowly removed the nipple clamps. The almost instant rush of blood caused Gemma to gasp audibly, as the clashing sensations of relief from the pain of the clamps and the intense sting as oxygen flowed back into her nipples made her head spin. Melissa wasted no time as she took the vibrator and pressed it hard against the blonde's clit. She didn’t even need to look where to place it; she just knew as she mashed the circular attachment against her clit. Gemma couldn’t believe what she felt as a few seconds later, her body exploded into a massive orgasm that left her feeling punch drunk, wobbling on her knees as the unrelenting vibrations left her no breathing space to recover. Melissa eventually let up, and the blonde slumped forward into her arms, completely exhausted. Melissa stroked her fingers through her fine blonde hair as she whispered, "You did very well, my pet.” Laura didn’t hear what was said, but she could see the results. Gemma had experienced orgasms, unlike anything she had ever seen in real life. They were the kind of orgasms she had always thought were faked when she saw them in porn. Laura didn't know that Gemma was capable of such pleasure. The rocket fuel was pain. 

"I think the demonstration is done," Laura snapped, now summoning up her courage as her resentment bubbled over. 

Melissa seemed a little shocked by Laura’s sudden outburst as she picked up her bag and replied in a firm, confident tone of voice, "Now, I did have a couple of other things in the bag that I’d brought for you. But I think I'll take them with me now. I can always bring them back for our next session." Laura sat there seething as she thought to herself, "There’s not going to be a next time." 


The Domme smiled as she walked out the door, which she left open behind her. As she stepped out onto the porch, she looked over her shoulder and saw Gemma’s head still slumped over the back of the sofa. With that, Melissa looked at Laura and, with a wicked smile, just said, "She knows where to find me." 

Laura felt like the house had just fallen in on her. She was completely crushed. She had just learned the very hard way that sometimes you don't want what you wish for. 


Chapter Four 


“I’m sorry,” said Gemma as she stepped out of the shower and into the bedroom. "What are you sorry for?" Laura replied softly, almost resigned. 


"Sorry that I let things get so out of control.” 

“I honestly didn't recognize you." 

"I really didn't recognize myself. When Melissa was here, it was like I couldn’t think straight. Like I was in a heavy fog that stopped me from seeing things straight." 

"You really love pain, don’t you? " The resignation was evident in Laura’s voice as she asked the question. 

"I don't love pain. I love what that pain can do for me. I don't understand why." 

"So, does that mean you’re going to leave me?" That had been on Laura's mind during the entire session. 

"Oh honey, no. Seriously, you can’t think that. I don't want to leave you. I love you." 

"But?" added Laura, certain there would be a "but." 

"But I need to see Melissa again." 

That was the last thing the couple said to each other that night as they finished the bedtime routine in silence, and both slept on their respective sides of the bed with their backs to each other. They were both lost in their own thoughts and wondered what would become of them in the morning. 

The next morning, which was normally their lazy Sunday morning, had a real sense of tension to it. Laura got up early, headed down to make some coffee, and sat on one of the kitchen chairs reading her tablet when Gemma walked into the kitchen in her usual oversized t-shirt and slippers. She looked as good as always, with the sun shining through the thin material of her t-shirt and showing the outline of her breasts, but Laura's usual passion for her blonde girlfriend was missing. 


Instead, she said that she was going to go to the gym for an hour. Gemma would have normally objected to Laura's early departure, but today, she didn’t say anything as she poured her coffee. Her mind was still too distracted by the night before and the pain and pleasure she experienced. She rubbed her sore ass, a reminder that her session with Melissa was not a dream. 

Laura left the house with a purpose, navigating through the light Sunday morning traffic and pulling up outside Tie that Binds. The parking lot was completely empty. All of the stores were shut, and Melissa's store wasn't scheduled to open until an hour later. 

A few minutes later, a second car arrived in the parking lot and parked next to Laura's. Melissa got out of the car and tapped on Laura's window. The two of them walked to the front of the store, where Melissa unlocked the door, and Laura followed her in. 

"Thank you for meeting me like this. I know it’s Sunday, and it’s early," said Laura in a courteous but almost businesslike manner. 

"No worries. I normally get here early to straighten up before the opening. Saturday nights tend to be quite busy. I was happy that you called me." 

"I want to talk to you about Gemma. It's like she's in a trance or something. It’s like you’ve somehow put her under your spell." 

The Domme laughed. "Listen, Laura, I'm no sorceress. I don’t have any magic spells or anything. I just know what makes some women tick. Gemma is a classic submissive. I could see it a mile off. I think it’s because her job creates an enormous amount of stress, so the act of surrendering control to me allows her to release that stress. The pain is really just part of the process." 

"But I've never seen her like that before. I’m worried that I've lost her already." Laura was fighting back tears. 

The younger woman's heartfelt words actually touched the Domme. "Laura, can I share something with you?" 

Laura's face brightened up. "Of course you can. I want to understand all of this. That's why I'm here." 

The Domme paused for a second to make sure she had eye contact with the curvy brunette in front of her. She then spoke slowly, enunciating each word very carefully. "I think you understand more than you let on, Laura. I think it's in you too." 

The statement caused Laura to pause. Her face actually grimaced for a second as if she was on the receiving end of the lash. "But I don't like pain." 

The Domme knew at that moment that Laura was a submissive. "Laura, submission doesn't have to involve pain. Pain is just a tool that some submissives use. Submission is all about the transfer of control and, most importantly, trust to another person. I think you just need a different outlet for your submission." 

"I don't understand. What do you mean?” Laura asked, looking confused. 

"I've worked with a lot of submissive girls over the years. Only some of them crave pain mixed with pleasure. Gemma is truly exceptional in that regard. But I really think there are some other ways that we could explore your submissiveness.” 

“I guess I shouldn’t doubt you. I mean, I never had any idea about what Gemma liked until I saw you with her. What do you have in mind?" 

"Come back here tonight, about nine, and come alone." The Domme turned away to start getting the store ready to open. 

Laura got home about an hour and a half after leaving. She walked into the kitchen completely distracted, not even noticing Gemma was still just sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee. 

"So, how was the gym?" Gemma asked, never taking her eyes away from her tablet. 

"Yeah, fine." 

"Did you get that deadlift you wanted? What was it? 200lbs? " 

A pregnant pause. "Uhhh, yeah." 

Gemma could see that Laura didn’t even look like she had broken a sweat. “Well, babe, you certainly look good for a girl that just smashed a personal best. Not even a hair out of place!” " 

"Uhhh, I was only doing a couple of sets, you know. Really heavy weights but only one or two reps.." Laura was a godawful liar, and they both knew it. 

Gemma smiled and put her hands on her hips, then made a "come here" motion with her finger. "Come on, babe, where did you really go?." 

Laura caved immediately. "I went to see Melissa." 

That really wasn’t on the list of possible answers Gemma was expecting to hear. 

"Why?" the blonde asked, her curiosity piqued. 

"I wanted to ask her how I could save our relationship. She said I should come back there at nine, and I have to come alone." Laura leaned slightly forward as she watched for Gemma's reaction. 

"Baby, I meant it when I said I love you, and you don't need to save our relationship. It's solid, trust me. But go back at nine if you think it'll make you feel better." Laura didn't for a moment believe Gemma's assurance. Gemma didn't even believe herself. Gemma immediately felt jealous at the thought of Laura getting to spend time with Melissa when she wouldn't. 

Laura gave Gemma a quick kiss on the lips, then got up and went to the living room. She needed some time to be by herself. She knew she had a lot of thinking to do between then and nine. The most important decision for her was to decide what she really wanted out of her relationship with Gemma. She had no idea what Melissa had in mind for her. 


Chapter Five 


The rest of their Sunday was uneventful. Gemma knew that Laura was anxious, and she didn't want to upset her, so she gave her space, meaning that the two of them went their separate ways in the house. Just after 8:30, Laura got into her car and left for Melissa's store. As she pulled up outside, it was now pitch black, which, for some reason, put Laura in a better frame of mind to explore her dark side as she navigated her way through the evening traffic. Gemma decided that she was going to make the most of the time she had to herself while Laura was away. She took a nice long bath, and then once she was out and dried off, she headed into the bedroom and got the nipple clamps out. She fastened them onto her nipple a lot tighter than she had ever done before, then attached the chain and started to pull and jerk on the chain as she lay on the bed and masturbated. 


Although there was no way she couldn't create the same mood as the evening before, she reaffirmed that the pain from the clamps only served to heighten the intensity of her orgasm. As she lay on the bed, a sweaty mess having just cum for the fourth time in under ten minutes, she realized that now that she had gone down this road, there really would be no turning back. Gemma had been in complete denial about the threat to her relationship with Laura, but now those concerns seemed very real to her, too. 

Laura waited in her car until it was precisely nine and then walked into the store. A young woman was manning the front desk. Her bright eyes focused on Laura when she walked in the door. 

"Can I help you?" asked the young woman at the desk. 

"I've got an appointment with Melissa at nine." 

"Oh right, you must be Laura. She is expecting you. Let me just buzz her in the back." The young woman picked up the phone and spoke briefly. "She said she'll be up in a minute." 

Melissa came walking up from the back of the store a minute or so later, and she wasn’t wearing her normal work clothes either. The baggy clothes were gone, replaced by something much sexier and revealing. Laura couldn't help herself. As she looked at the Domme’s tight body and big, full breasts, she felt herself getting aroused. 

Melissa stood in front of Laura and smiled warmly. "Laura, I’m glad you came. We have a 'playroom' at the back of the store. On Sunday nights, I open it up to our regular customers so they can use the playroom for their own sessions. I always watch to make sure everyone's safe. Would you be willing to try something I think you would really like?" 

Laura was so confused and conflicted that at that moment, she would probably have been 50/50 for trying anything or refusing everything, but something drove her to say yes. She didn’t know what it was; maybe it was her competitive streak, but she just looked at Melissa and said, "Of course. I'm willing to try anything." 

"OK, well, let's go to my office first," Melissa said as she led the curvy brunette to a small office next to the playroom. She shut the door of the windowless office. 

"Take off all of your clothes and place them in this basket," Melissa instructed, handing Laura an empty plastic clothes hamper. 

Laura didn’t say a word. In fact, she didn’t move for a few seconds; it was like the instruction was processing in her head. But a few seconds later, her hands took hold of the bottom of her t-shirt, and she was sliding it up over her head. Melissa had to smile as she watched Laura undress so willingly in front of her. 

To Melissa, Laura's body was actually even more attractive than Gemma's. Although Gemma had the long, lean look of a model, Laura's shorter frame and fuller figure, with her very large, rounded breasts, chubby hips, and fat ass, were an incredible sight to see. As Laura stood up after sliding her panties down, Melissa almost did a double take as she saw her pussy for the first time. Whereas Gemma was completely shaven, Laura was just stood in the middle of Melissa’s office with her hairy pussy on show. 


“Holy fuck, well, I wasn’t expecting you to have a little bush like that!” Melissa exclaimed as she saw it. Melissa had always preferred her girls shaved, in fact, she insisted all of her subs shave every day, but suddenly the sight of Laura’s almost rudely hairy pussy was driving her wild. 


. Melissa had to fight her urge to lay the curvy brunette on her back and go down on her then and there. 

As Laura placed her shoes in the bin, Melissa handed her a black leather hood that had holes only for the mouth and nose. "You’re not going to be able to see, and your hearing will be massively reduced too, but I think you' will really enjoy the anonymity of your appearance in the playroom. You can be whatever or whoever you want to be without any inhibitions." 

Laura still didn’t say a word as she put on the hood. Melissa gently zipped up the back, taking a few seconds while she was there to get a good look at Laura’s ass. She had never seen anything like it. Laura had a very big ass, but it wasn’t just the size that made it stand out. As Melissa looked at it, she really had no idea if she would describe it as big, firm, fat, or soft. It was somehow a combination of all of them at once, and God, it looked so good. It was an ass that was made for spanking, Melissa thought to herself. 

As Laura stood there, her eyes effectively blindfolded by the mask, she felt the strangest combination of feelings. She felt incredibly hot and utterly helpless at the same time. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest and a sense of lightheadedness. Melissa took her hand. "Let's do a little breathing exercise, just a simple counting to ten before we leave this room." As they counted, Laura started feeling a little calmer as she gripped Melissa's hand tightly. 

"Let's clarify a couple more things. In the playroom, I'm not going to call you by your name. I'll call you slut, and you'll call me Mistress. I think you'll understand later. OK?" 

Laura nodded. 

Melissa led Laura into the playroom, where over a dozen people were in there in various stages of undress. The room itself had most of the usual accouterments you would expect to find in a BDSM playroom, including a large St. Andrew's cross, a whole selection of spanking restraint devices, a Sybian, and a number of anchored chains and 'D" rings that had been placed at strategic locations around of the room. 

"Gather in for a second, folks. I've got a new guest here. She wants to explore her sexuality on an anonymous basis. Is everyone willing to help? I need a spoken reply from each of you." asked Melissa. 

There was a general nodding of heads that Laura couldn’t see, but eventually, a series of "yeses" from the assembled group let her know that everyone seemed willing to play. Laura could tell by the number of voices that there were many people in the room. Even though the room was warm, Melissa kept it at a good temperature, she started to shiver nevertheless. The knowledge that there were many strangers eyeing her naked body made her feel quite self-conscious. Her first thought was a sudden, ‘Oh my god, I wish I’d shaved my pussy’ but a few seconds later, she started to feel calm and oddly at peace with her situation. 

"Good. Now slut, are you willing to let these good folks touch you?" 

Laura nodded. 

"Right then, get on your knees slut. I want to see you start touching yourself, but don't you dare cum without my permission." 

Laura lowered herself to her knees quickly but was slow to start touching herself. 

"Come on slut. Touch that pussy now!" barked the Domme. 

Laura snapped to attention and, a second later, was moving her right hand down to start fingering her pussy. As her finger made contact with the sensitive skin of her pussy she was utterly shocked to find that she was already dripping wet, and her fingers slid in and out of her pussy so easily. As her fingers pressed inside her, she felt a sudden and powerful wave of shame sweep through her. Touching herself in an intimate place in front of many strangers was something she had never done before or even imagined she would do. But for some reason, the feeling of shame and humiliation accentuated the touch of her fingers, and she couldn’t help but let out a little moan. Laura's arousal was not lost on Melissa. She knew that Laura was a submissive but just receptive to different means of accessing her hidden desires. Gemma might like pain, but Laura was more of a humiliation sort of girl. 

"Go ahead, feel free to touch her now." With that, many hands began touching the submissive naked brunette. Some caressed her hair, others stroked her face and played with her tits. Laura could feel that some hands were small and soft while others were bigger and rougher. And as they touched her, she could smell the odor of sex. She knew that many of the people currently touching her must have been engaging in various forms of sex before she was led in. The pungent odor only added to the eroticism of the scene. The humiliation of masturbating in front of a group who had surrounded her and were now touching soon brought out something in Laura. Just like the pain had brought out something in Gemma, this feeling turned Laura into a needy slut. 

Melissa could sense that Laura was getting close to cumming already, and she really wanted to extract her confession. She knew she could use her need for release as a tool, so she waited for the inevitable plea. 

"Melissa ... Mistress ... Please, can I cum now?" Laura had never felt this sense of urgency before. She felt like if she didn’t cum immediately, she would going to explode. 

“Keep touching yourself slut, but the answer is no." 

Laura did her best to keep touching herself without cumming, but she was so close that it meant she had to avoid touching her clit at all. The Domme was so pleased that the humiliation, combined with some mild orgasm denial, was getting to some of Laura's latent submissive desires. 

"This little slut here lives with her girlfriend. And last night, she sat and watched while I was able to make her girlfriend cum a 


lot harder than slut here has ever been able to. Isn't that right slut?" 

Laura felt a huge surge of shame flood through her body. Being publicly embarrassed like that, with everyone watching her and knowing she couldn’t satisfy her girlfriend, was such an intense humiliation for her. But she didn’t argue or say anything because she knew it was true. She just nodded her head. 

"That’s good slut. I’m glad you admit it; I’m glad you can admit that you couldn't satisfy your lover like I can. But your shame isn't all that you felt when you watched last night, was it slut?" 

Laura shook her head. 

"Tell everyone slut, what else did you feel while I made your girlfriend cum harder than you ever could?" 

Laura suddenly felt empowered by her anonymity. It was like she wanted to unburden herself of her shameful secret. 

"I was jealous, Mistress." 

"Really? How come?" 

Laura's confession came out with a tinge of vindictiveness. "I wanted to cum like my girlfriend. I've never experienced pleasure like that. Why should she be the only one to get to experience that level of pleasure?" 

Melissa wanted to help Laura understand and recognize what she really was deep down. "And wasn't it nice to confess that in front of everyone? Wasn’t it a relief to finally confess that deep down, you're just a slut like your girlfriend? Deep down, you're thinking only about your own pleasure?" 

Laura was already extremely agitated by her very aroused sexual state and by her previous admissions, and it was now only a baby step for her to make this ultimate admission. "Yes, yes, I'm a slut." 

"Do you want to cum like your girlfriend did?" 

"Yes, Mistress." 

Melissa walked over to the Sybian and then attached a sterilized nobby pad and dildo to it. "Now slut, do you know what a Sybian is?" 

"No, Mistress, I don’t." 

Well, It's a machine that you ride like a horse, but this horse has a dildo on it that vibrates, and I’ll be controlling it. So slut, do you want to get on the Sybian?" 

At that moment, Laura would have said yes to just about anything to achieve her release. She nodded her head. 

"Good, perhaps you gentlemen can assist me?" with that, two men stepped forward, placed their arms under Laura's, and lifted her up and onto the Sybian, getting her into position and then lowering her slowly on top of the dildo. Laura was so turned on already that she practically came just from the sensation of the dildo sliding into her. 

Melissa smiled as she turned the machine on to its lowest setting. As soon as the dildo started twisting and vibrating, Laura had an almost irresistible urge to let go and cum. 

"Oh fuck," Laura groaned as the stimulation threatened to overcome her. "Mistress ... please …. can ... I ...... cum?" 

"Not yet, my pet," Melissa replied as she turned the dial, speeding up the machine. 

"Oh my fucking God. Holy fuck. Oh my God. Oh my fucking God!" screamed Laura, now completely oblivious to her surroundings as she struggled desperately to hold back her orgasm. 

"Cum, slut," the Domme ordered, knowing that Laura wouldn't last more than a few seconds longer. 

Laura let her head fall back and screamed as if she was trying to wake the dead. Liquid actually gushed out of her pussy, soaking the saddle of the Sybian as the orgasm swept through her. She finished cumming and slumped forward. The people closest to the Sybian managed to catch her before she fell off, gently lifted her off the Sybian, carried her across the room, and laid her down on a nearby padded mat. Laura lay there motionless in a complete daze as the spectators drifted off to resume their scenes. 

Eventually, once Laura was able to get control of her labored breathing, she sat up. Melissa reached out a hand and guided her to her feet, where she stood with her legs shaking like a newborn filly, then finally led her back to the office. Melissa shut the door behind them and told Laura to take off her hood and get dressed. The sight of the curvy brunette’s naked body as she started to pull her clothes over her sweat-soaked body was something that Melissa would always remember. 

"Well, it looked like you enjoyed that. Did you?" Melissa knew full well she was asking a rhetorical question. 

"I'm sure you must have noticed how much I did." Laura couldn't believe what she had just done. 

"You submitted to me, just like Gemma did." 

"I did?" Laura said with a confused tone. There was no pain involved in this session at all. 

"Submission comes in a variety of flavors, my pet. Gemma's submission is a sweet strawberry flavor. Yours is a deep, wonderful chocolate flavor. And they're both equally delicious, aren't they?" 

"Urm…Yes, I ….urm …..I guess they are." 

"Now you should go home to your girlfriend and tell her the good news. She doesn't need to leave you. She just needs to get her submissive itch scratched from time to time, and I’m pretty sure so will you." 

Laura was glowing as she left the store. She had just experienced the best orgasm of her life and was still feeling the little after tremors in her pussy as she walked to the car armed with the knowledge that all was not lost in her relationship with Gemma. 

Epilogue 

Laura walked through the door just past midnight. It was now Monday morning, and Gemma was working the next day, so  Laura expected Gemma to be in bed, fast asleep for her 6 a.m. alarm. 


As she walked into the living room to sit down and compose herself, she found her girlfriend sitting on the sofa, completely naked, sipping on a glass of wine. 

"So, how was it?" Gemma asked innocently. 

"I honestly didn't think I would like it. But holy fuck, I loved it." 

"Which bit did you love, baby? The humiliation of masturbating in public or riding the Sybian and cumming in front of everyone?" 

"How do you know?" Laura asked, her voice trailing off as she started to realize the full extent of Gemma's statement. 

"Melissa called me after your little visit this morning. So when you left to go to the store, I left a few minutes after you. While you were in Melissa's office, I slipped into the playroom. Didn’t you realize it was me twisting your right nipple?" 

"Well, I guess now that you mention it ..." 

"You really seemed to have fed off the public humiliation side of it. I’ve never seen you so wet, babe." 

"It kind of seemed that way, didn't it?" Laura said sheepishly. 

"Yeah. I'd say so." 

"So both of us have some pretty fucked-up kinks that we've been hiding from each other," added Laura. 

"That's not quite right, babe," replied Gemma. "We've been hiding them from ourselves too." 

"This all began because I thought we were starting to drift apart. I guess if we hadn't done anything, that might have happened. But now, as it turns out, maybe this is going to bring us closer together after all. We can go for a little visit to the playroom whenever we want to have some really spicy sex," observed Laura. 

"I have got to watch you ride that Sybian again, babe. You have no idea how hot you look. When your big tits were bouncing about everywhere, I don’t think a single person in that room wasn’t staring at you. I don't think I've seen you have that much fun." Gemma was all smiles. It was like a great weight was lifted off of both of their shoulders. 

Gemma smiled for a second, then reached over and slid her fingers through her girlfriend’s hair. As Laura enjoyed the loving caress, she suddenly felt Gemma's fingers take hold of her hair and start to pull her head down. Before she knew it, Gemma had pulled her off the sofa and onto the floor, spreading her legs wide open in front of Laura’s face. As she pulled her mouth in towards her dripping wet pussy she just smiled down at Laura and said, "Come here, babe. I think I deserve to cum tonight too." 

"You little slut," Laura said playfully as she started to run her tongue over Gemma’s clit. 

"Says the whore who gets her little hairy cunt out in front of everyone tonight," replied Gemma before closing her eyes and letting her body enjoy the feeling of her girlfriend’s tongue. 
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Training Amy: A Young Submissive's First Steps Into Surrender


Evan picked up a small wooden paddle that had been hooked on the wall by it's leather braided lanyard. He smiled slightly as he rubbed the face of the paddle with the palm of his hand, then looked at me and said, "You're in luck then, kitten." He was saying it to me as if he was telling me I'd won the lottery, "I like to work with wood, and I actually made this paddle myself. It's never been used before because I was saving it for someone like you."

A cold chill shot up my spine. I'd only ever experimented with spanking before, and never with a true Dom. I was about to be professionally paddled by someone who clearly had considerable experience at it. The same questions that came up before reappeared in my mind. I wasn't entirely sure that I wanted this. But my doubts did nothing to influence the force of his swing. He had pushed me into a bent over position with alarming ease, using only one hand, and gripping the paddle in the other hand, he snapped his wrist and connected with the bare skin of my ass with a resounding slap.

As soon as the paddle hit my ass, I lurched forward, but not quickly enough to outrun the pain. This wasn't like Lucy's hand; this was real pain. Needles of pain jabbed me in waves. He rubbed the palm of his hand against the paddle again and smiled.

"This paddle feels good. The weight feels just right. How did it feel for you, kitten?" "It hurt, Sir. It hurt a lot." I whimpered.

"It's supposed to hurt, kitten. That's why it's a punishment. You've been a bad girl, and bad girls need to be punished."

Then he pushed me back into the bent-over position, and I'm sure he hit me harder than the first time.

Surrender: A Powerful Woman Submits To Her Young Lover

Dr. Ellenor Johnson, MD. That was the name it said on the office door, and on the wall you would find all the various qualifications she had obtained over the years, as you would expect from a renowned vascular surgeon.

As a student doctor in the hospital, the very name carried a sense of fear. She demanded excellence, and there was no alternative. A strong, powerful woman who no one was able to push around. In fact, most students could only imagine how her poor husband must have felt living with such a dominant woman.

Yet behind the door, there's a secret, a deep, dark secret that Dr. Johnson keeps very well hidden. Dr. Johnson might be a powerful, almost dominant woman at work, but outside of work is a very different story. Dr. Johnson found out a while ago she is a submissive, and more than that, she's actually a cuckquean. She gets off on watching her husband with other women. What she never expected was when one of those women decided to take her too.

She never expected that to happen and certainly never expected she would enjoy it as much as she did. But as time went on, her need for humiliation grew.

Now, as she does her morning rounds of the hospital, she can feel the lock holding her pussy closed, and she knows that when lunchtime comes around, the hot little student doctor will be in her office, sitting on her desk with her legs open expecting Dr. Johnson to pleasure her.

And then, once she gets home, the same student will be in her bed, looking down at Dr. Johnson, laughing as she lets her husband enjoy her young, sexy body. And the whole time, Dr. Johnson has to sit there and watch. The humiliation would be too much for most women, but not Ellenor Johnson. She can't help herself. The more humiliating, the better for her. In fact she even has a series of piercings that give away how submissive she is!

But now she's been given an even more humiliating task than ever before, and she's struggling to know if she could actually go through with it. Will she surrender completely?

Is Something The Matter?: A Husband's Introduction To Torment and Denial

Dan's left hand gripped the tennis ball so hard that he could feel it squashing in his hand. If he dropped it, he knew that Chloe would stop immediately. They would be done. But as long as he held on to it, she would continue her gentle but absolutely relentless assault on his poor, abused ball sack. The tennis ball was the key to this whole situation because Dan wasn't able to speak. He was gagged and blindfolded, restrained and completely at her mercy. Dropping it effectively amounted to using his safeword while holding on to it indicated his continued consent.

He could hear Chloe whispering in his ear, "Okay baby, so that's now 17 clothespins that I've attached the loose skin on your balls and up the middle of the underside of your cock. But there really is no more room on your balls, and I still have three more clothespins to use. I'll have to find somewhere else on your cock that has a bit of room for these. Please remember, baby, that YOU'RE the one who picked the playing cards that added up to twenty, so this isn't really up to me anymore. I can see you still have the tennis ball in your hand, so here we go."

That was just one of the ways Chloe liked to torment her husband, Dan, but there were many more ways, and some were even more brutal. Sure, she occasionally went in for some truly horrific CBT, but that wasn't what drove Dan to the edge of exploding. He could deal with the pain, eventually.

What drove him mad was Chloe's ability to tease. Her ability to use denial as her most powerful weapon. And then she sat him down and told him about 'Locktober' and how they were going to take part. But luckily for Dan, before he had time to think it through, she was delivering a good, hard series of kicks to his ball sack to help take his mind off the impending month of denial with his cock securely locked away in its cage.

Now, if you're imagining Chloe as some sort of leather-clad, strap-on-wearing dominatrix with a fetish for causing men pain, nothing could be further from the truth. If you saw her in the street or the office, you would just think, who is that cute little redhead in the smart suit?

And this will sound hard to believe, but as she brutally kicked her husband in the balls once more, it isn't the pain that gets her off. It's the fact that he won't drop that tennis ball!

And now she has one thought she just can't shake. Would he drop it if she used her strap-on?
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