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The Pound

I had
been working for Vibe magazine for almost three years as their
sexual health columnist and advisor. It was a monthly national
publication with a dedicated reader base and my main role with the
company was to write a page-long article for each issue regarding a
different topic of sexuality. Since it was a female targeted
magazine, the issues I raised were often of a more feminine nature
and ranged from relationship help to investigations of sexual
niches with which the readers might not have been familiar but
would like to explore. During my time there, I had written about
various topics ranging from the more common fare like one night
stands, anal sex, threesomes and masturbation to the darker side of
sex, involving the many niche’s and kinks of human sexuality. I had
covered a few of the more sordid areas, like watersports and
anonymous sex parties, but I had always shied away from the really
dark stuff, such as bondage and sadomasochism. My main reasoning
was, unlike most of what I wrote, I simply didn’t know anything
about it. However it was through my other responsibility at the
magazine that I came to get involved in that world in an abrupt but
profound manner.

In addition to my monthly article, I also ran the readers’
letters section, responding to all manner of weird and wonderful
sexual queries. Amid the plethora of questions each month asking me
to identify their weird rashes and growths, I was often able to
find enough questions about actual sex that I could genuinely help
with. As a bisexual woman, I had experience with both men and women
in such a context, and it was through my experience that I was able
to successfully answer so many questions and with such depth as I
did each month. However there was one question that I was toying
with answering for over a week but couldn’t figure out how to
reply. My boyfriend wants to tie me
up..., the letter began, and straight away
I feared that I wouldn’t be able to provide much help. I continued
to read, feeling my heart becoming heavier with every word;
Then with my arms tied behind my back, he wants
to whip me. I want to be a cool girlfriend and make him happy, but
I’m worried that it will hurt. What should I do?

I toiled with the poor woman’s question, constantly turning it
over in my mind. Should I make something
up, I wondered, or
should I simply ignore it and answer another question
instead. I had a few others that would be
suitable, but there was something about her suggestion that kept
drawing my mind back to it. I knew that it was my responsibility to
answer her as best as I could, but despite my status as a sex guru,
the realm of bondage and whipping was something I had yet to
encounter. It was only as I reached the end of the week that a
curious thought began to form in my mind. The image of her being
whipped was engrained in my consciousness even though I had no idea
what she looked like. In fact, it could have been anyone on the
receiving end, the really disturbing part was that in my little
fantasy, I was the one holding the whip. I couldn’t explain it, but
there was something about being in control and inflicting pain and
discipline onto a beautiful, submissive woman that set my clitoris
alight. There was only one thing for it, I would have to
investigate for myself and I knew exactly how to go about
it.

A few
months prior to receiving the letter, I had been invited to attend
the opening of a secretive new club that had opened somewhere in
the old industrial district, known only as The Pound. Its hush-hush
nature had left me curious but ultimately too timid to go. My
invitation had arrived in a plain brown envelope to my office at
the magazine’s headquarters, just like any other letter. Its
contents were far from normal, though, as I quickly found out when
I ripped it open and read the enclosed letter. I could remember
every detail that it described, from the dark delights on offer to
the unusual format of the club’s entertainment. It was a sex club,
and one with a very naughty twist. At the time I had stuffed the
letter away in my drawer and thought nothing more of it but the
question put forward by one of our loyal readers had awoken a side
of my sexuality that I didn’t even know existed. I toyed with the
idea for a little while, trying to convince myself that I shouldn’t
go, but eventually I gave in to temptation and retrieved the
invitation. There was a phone number, so I called it up and when I
told them who I was they were very interested in extending me a
second invitation. This time, however, I certainly wouldn’t be
ignoring it.

I never knew that I was so famous or that I held such power as
to be able to request and be granted an invitation to an exclusive
club. I wonder if this would work for
movie premieres, I wondered. I certainly
felt glamorous as I slipped into my elegant black silk dress, which
clung to the large mounds of my breasts with a long V-shape
descending between them. My cleavage was immaculate and I couldn’t
help but admire my curves in the mirror for a few minutes, wishing
that I could find a lover with a body like mine. The material was
so utterly smooth that wearing underwear would have ruined its
sleek appearance, so I elected to go commando. With the combination
of my shoulder length, curly blonde hair and my impressive rack,
the night was certain to be a success. I sprayed a fine mist of my
most expensive perfume over my chest and hailed a cab outside my
apartment complex, destined for a night of fun and frolicking. As
there were no pictures or reviews of the club on any website or in
any magazine, I had little idea of what to expect when I arrived. I
had only heard rumblings of the club’s unique experience and was
desperate to find out if they were true. I instructed the taxi
driver to the address and as we set off he shot me the briefest of
knowing smiles. Maybe it was just my paranoia, but I was sure he
was on to me and that he knew exactly where I was going. As we
drove along towards the old industrial district and meandered
between the abandoned warehouses, I could feel my bones becoming
more and more jittery with anxious excitement.

We
finally arrived at the address on the invitation and I immediately
spotted the large wooden doors that had been installed on the
warehouse to our right. There was no signage or lighting to draw
attention to the building, nothing to give away its contents to
innocent passers-by. I walked up and knocked on the door with the
side of my fist and moments later it opened wide with a loud creak.
A burly looking man greeted me and asked for my name which he
checked against a list. He noticed the invitation letter grasped
between my fingers and nodded me through with a kind smile. I
stepped carefully down a small flight of stone steps and made my
way along to an archway that was covered by two thick velvet
curtains. I parted them aside and stepped through, stepping out on
the other side to find myself suddenly surrounded by a throng of
chattering club members. One woman was pinned against the wall next
to the alcove with a man sinking his mouth in her neck, clearly
unable to wait for the main event. Some other couples were gently
groping and kissing each other, but most of them were sitting on
the sea of couches and futons that were sprawled across the club
floor. The place was dimly lit but exquisitely decorated with
subtle violet lighting and art-deco patterns adorning the various
walls. I almost wanted to take some photos to brag to the interior
designer content writer at our magazine. I knew that was absolutely
forbidden though.

The
clients all seemed to be extremely well presented, sporting
designer suits and some of the most beautiful looking dresses and
jewellery I had ever seen. I managed to put aside my seething
jealousy and mingled in with the crowd for a few minutes. Nobody
really took me on though, so I made my way over to the bar. However
before I could even order my glass of red wine, a loud gong rang
out and shimmered off the walls with a tremendous echo. A cloaked
man appeared on a raised balcony to my left, joined on either side
by two gorgeous women who must surely have been models or porn
stars. The sexual energy in the room was already palpable and the
festivities hadn’t even begun, but as he began to speak, I realised
that I wouldn’t have much time to enjoy my wine anyway. Instead I
ordered up a quick shot of whiskey and downed it in one, hoping
that it would calm my jittering nerves.

“The
hour has arrived!” he bellowed, pointing at a grand clock on the
far wall behind everyone. It was 10pm and his announcement filled
the room with even more excited chatter.

“The
cage room is now open!” he continued, “We have something for every
depraved mind!”

With
that, he disappeared back behind the balcony into a separate room
and the host of guests began to file through a series of pillars
below the grand clock. I trailed behind, keeping one eye on the
exit at all times just in case I got too freaked out and had to
leave. My curiosity was far stronger than my doubt though, and as
we passed through into the adjoining room, any sense of trepidation
was instantly overwhelmed by the persistent throb of my clitoris.
Stretching out as far as the eye could see were a mass of steel
cages on the cold, concrete floor. The rumours were right, every
single cage contained a different submissive and the range on offer
seemed to be endless. There were men and women of every
nationality, skin colour, size and shape. I could feel the juices
rushing to my pussy as I moved along the aisles of cages, pausing
occasionally to inspect ones that took my fancy. They were like
animals being kept ready to be taken as pets, and as the other
guests walked around and perused the offerings I felt like I was in
a dream or from the cacophony of agonising moans coming from the
cages, a nightmare. Some of them were allowed to roam freely around
what little space they had, whereas others were tightly bound with
their heads covered with gimp masks.

It was
all so new to me and I wasn’t entirely sure what to do but as I
watched the other guests opening the cages and helping themselves
to the contents I started to understand the protocol. There was so
much choice on offer that I could hardly make up my mind, but as I
came to the end of the third aisle I noticed a young woman in one
of the cages and instantly made up my mind. She was only of a
petite frame and had pixie-cut dark hair with small but supple
looking breasts beneath the tight fitting leather waistcoat around
her chest. Her ridiculously short mini-skirt made her look like a
complete slut, ripe for punishment despite the innocent glow of her
black hole pupils and button nose. I picked up the leash that was
hanging from the outside of her cage and opened the gate. She
crawled out and waited patiently for me to attach the collar around
her neck. A man who worked at the club promptly made his way over
like a helper at a department store.

“Would
you like it bound?” he asked, as if he was offering a gift-wrapping
service at Christmas. I chuckled to myself and shook my
head.

“Uh... no, thank you.” I said, smiling as he wandered on to
the couple behind me. They seemed to be very interested in the
black Adonis that was shackled up in a cage, two down from the one
I had chosen. Somebody’s getting cuckolded
tonight, I thought. I tugged on the leash
and led the young girl back towards the main club room, where a few
other people had congregated, having made their excellent choices.
Most of them were not to my taste, as I had passed them by before
finding my own sub. However there was one woman who was much closer
to my age than the thing that was trailing behind me on her hands
and knees. She was bent over the arm of a chair and was in the
process of receiving a brutal spanking from her master. I couldn’t
wait to try it out for myself! So I guided it over towards one of
the huge, decadent black leather sofas and sat back against the
firm cushions. My imagination was going wild inside my head and
there were so many things I wanted to do to her body that I was
having trouble controlling myself. I wanted to go nuts with her
flesh and my own depravity was starting to scare me a little. I
pulled on the leash to get her to climb up and lie flat over my lap
with her ass in front of me. She lay perfectly still, facing
towards the arm of the sofa while I ran my fingers over her ass.
Her mini-skirt was the same leathery material as the waistcoat she
was kitted out in, and it was clearly going to be too much of a
barrier for my liking. So I located the clasps to unfasten it and
placed it to one side, leaving her with only a skimpy black thong
to conceal her modesty.

Her
perky, young ass cheeks sat before me like a platter of my
favourite foods, waiting for me to tuck in my bib and gorge on
them. I clasped them in my hand and caressed the silky smooth skin,
gently digging my nails in without so much as a flinch from her. I
dug slightly harder, somehow turned on by the idea of causing her
pain. Still she refused to make a sound and simply stared forwards
as I groped her ass and slid my fingers up and down the tight
crevice between her cheeks. I could feel the strand of her thong
pressing against her ass hole and enjoyed the tingle of my clitoris
as I touched her intimately as much as I liked. I was in complete
control and the realisation of what was happening slowly began to
increase my heart rate. The others gradually filtered back into the
room and eventually I found myself surrounded by equally horny
guests sitting on the nearby couches, groping, kissing and spanking
their new human toys to their heart’s content. I raised my hand up
in the air and paused for a moment, savouring the sight of her pale
skin. It wasn’t going to remain that colour for long and with a
single hard swipe, I crashed the full palm of my hand over her
right cheek. Finally she made a noise, but it wasn’t the painful
sigh that I’d hoped for. She giggled like a little girl who had
just received some sweets and then fell silent again.

I
spanked her left cheek and listened as she cackled excitedly. It
seemed that she was enjoying her punishment almost as much as I
liked handing it out. With each successive strike, she giggled
louder and for longer, enraging me further as my hand turned almost
as red as her ass. I never knew that I had it in me, but then as a
waiter made his way around towards us with a rack of paddles, whips
and assorted bondage gear, I decided to step up her discipline
slightly. I picked up a small hand paddle and a long flogging whip
for later.

“So, you
think this is funny?” I said in my most sinister voice, placing the
whip by my side and taking the paddle in my hand. I raised it up
just as I had done with my hand and struck it down bluntly across
the full width of her ass. The flesh jiggled momentarily over the
small of her back and down her thighs, and I landed a second blow
before it could even stop moving. She shook her ass behind her and
her giggling turned to shrieks of burning agony as I relentlessly
smacked her increasingly reddening cheeks. With the paddle still
clutched in my hand, I gripped the sides of her thong and dragged
it down over her knees and off from around her ankles. I paused for
a moment and peeled her cheeks apart, revealing the sweet little
ring of flesh nestled between them. It was so perfectly smooth and
crying out to be explored, so I placed the paddle aside and began
to work my finger around the tight hole. She moaned uncomfortably
and shifted her position slightly, but I wasn’t having any
disobedience.

“This
hole belongs to me!” I sneered, reaching over with my free hand to
grip her jaw between my fingers and thumb. I dug my nails into her
cheeks and slapped them a few times, making sure she knew who was
boss before returning to focus on her asshole. I stretched her
cheeks apart as widely as they would go and spat a huge wad of
saliva onto the teeny little hole, which I then proceeded to
massage around with my middle finger. She groaned again, resisting
the pressure of my finger as I tried to slide it inside. So I
grabbed the paddle again and thrashed her ass a few more times,
turning the already burning hot flesh to a darker shade of red,
almost turning it purple as she cried out in agony. Her voice
blended in nicely to the chorus of awful wailing that had grown
around us. The other guests were in various states of undress and
their submissives were showing even more flesh, although theirs
were equally as crimson coloured as the girl that was lying across
my lap. Spanking her was one of the most extreme things I’d ever
done, but as I stared across at one couple brutally double teaming
another young woman, I felt so ordinary and boring by comparison.
Not one to be outdone, I forced my finger through the tight hole of
the girl’s asshole and watched with glee as her back arched up. The
feel of her rectum enclosing around my finger as I glided it in and
out through her anus was incredibly arousing and sent even more
juices gushing to my pussy.

I
removed my finger from her ass and started to untie the knots
holding her leather waistcoat to her chest. It fell away bit by bit
until I was able to cast it completely aside, leaving her
completely naked and at my mercy. I could finally see her perky
little tits pointing down to the couch cushions beneath her chest.
I tugged on the leash, commanding her down on to her knees in front
of the couch. She knelt obediently before me with the tears still
fresh in her eyes. I gazed into her eyes with a cruel grin and
slowly reached down to my thighs to peel the bottom of my dress up.
Her eyes descended to my crotch as the material rose up to reveal
my pussy and the small tuft of fair pubic hair just
above.

“Eat!” I
barked, and yanked the leash once again to pull her head closer. I
spread my legs wide for her and pressed my head back on the couch
as her tongue went to work, pleasuring me at my command. The
knowledge that I could make her do anything I wanted was driving me
wild with lust, but for that moment I was content with simply
enjoying the feel of her tongue massaging my exposed, throbbing
clitoris from every angle. She enclosed her lips around it and
sucked on it while the tip of her tongue lashed across it, making
me groan noisily and even thrash my hips up and down to meet the
pressure of her mouth. It was heavenly and I could have sat there
all night with her mouth latched on to my pussy, but I wanted so
much more and I was missing the sound of her agonising cries. So I
picked up the flogging whip and draped the tassels across her
forehead. She didn’t stop for a moment and simply carried on
pleasuring me as vividly as ever. I wondered if her tongue would
ever tire or if her taste for my juices would relent. With her bare
back and stinging red ass cheeks wiggling behind her, I leaned
slightly forward and held the whip above her head. Then with a
single, sudden flick of my wrist I sliced the tassels down hard
against her back.

She
bolted forward, applying an abrupt surge of pressure to my clitoris
that made me shudder with delight. I even bit my lip a little too
hard and would have drawn blood were it not for the weakened state
of my elated muscles. She didn’t stop licking, so I whipped her
again, thrashing another part of her back and leaving a second
smattering of deep red thrash marks across her flesh. The sight of
her distressed body and her screeching voice as I whipped her
senseless was rapidly driving me towards an orgasm. I lay back,
barely even watching where I was striking her as I peeled the long
v-shape of my cleavage aside and began to cup my breasts. I clasped
my firm, engorged nipples between my fingers and thumb, pinching
them and delivering a similar twinge of pain to myself. I pulled on
the leash again and dragged her up to lean over me and then as she
rolled her magical tongue around the bump circles of my nipples, I
held the back of her head in an almost loving embrace. I felt
almost motherly as I cradled her in my arms, feeling the warmth of
her body and the soft spikes of her hair. She sucked on them,
moaning softly as if she was feeding from my breasts, which for
some twisted reason just turned me on even more. It was a night of
intense self-discovery and I already had a whole swathe of things
to write about in my next article.

Another
waiter made his way around the floor with a rack filled with even
more goodies. As soon as I saw what was hanging from the end, I
immediately stopped what I was doing and waved to signal for his
attention. He grinned at me and handed me the object to which I was
desperately pointing, hoping that nobody would snatch it before me.
It was a strap-on dildo made to be fitted to a person’s mouth and I
had just the hole in mind.

“Lie
back.” I commanded of the girl, and she quickly lay back on the
couch with her naked body sprawled across the leather cushions. She
looked like she was ready to be painted in her angelic pose,
although the huge red lash marks all over her side and ass
suggested otherwise. I positioned the dildo above her head and
tapped her cheek to get her to open wide while I slotted the mouth
piece between her jaws. It strapped on perfectly and as I stepped
back to admire the huge, bulbous black horn protruding from her
face, I had another even better idea. I put the whip and paddle
down on the small table in front of the couch and then reached back
to unzip my dress. With a quick movement of my fingers, the whole
thing slipped off my shoulders and fell to the floor, suddenly
leaving me just as naked as the girl on the couch, and everyone
else in the club as well. I looked around at the orgy of sadism
occurring in every direction and marvelled at some of the ingenuity
in the methods of discipline and torture on show. One poor woman
was suspended in mid air while a group of men flagellated her skin
with a series of harsh whips. It was so appalling but it made my
pussy dripping wet. I immediately pounced on the girl and straddled
her face, sliding myself effortlessly down onto the dildo that was
sticking out above her mouth. She groaned as the weight of my body
forced it against her teeth, but I didn’t care for a second. I
could feel her nose lodged deep between my ass cheeks as I began to
ride on top of her, thrusting my hips back and forth as I slowly
built myself towards a climax.

After a
minute or so I reached back behind me and grabbed one of the long
dark purple candles that had been set up in holders on thin metal
poles next to the couches. I held it in my hand and hovered it over
her writhing body, tilting it slightly as I braced myself on top of
her mouth. A large pool of molten wax had formed beneath the flame
and was ready to be poured, so with a sudden flick I spilled some
directly onto her stomach. She squealed beneath my ass and thrashed
violently around on the couch in agony, but then as the searing hot
pain subsided she calmed down and reverted to her muffled groaning.
Her gorgeous little red nipples were like strawberries atop a pair
of meringue nests, just waiting for lashings of hot blackcurrant
sauce. With the devil inside me, I waited patiently for a fresh
pool of wax to form as I ground my hips on the dildo. I could feel
every single ribbed edge pressing against the nerve endings inside
my pussy and my juices were seeping out around the sides of the
dildo and spreading over her cheeks. Finally enough wax melted for
me to tilt it again and pour another load onto her breasts. She
squealed even louder as the wax splashed across her nipples and set
immediately on her flesh. It was so arousing that I could feel my
g-spot tingling from the sight of her distressed body, let alone
the feeling of the dildo grinding against it.

I
couldn’t take the pressure any longer. As much as I wanted to
torture her all night long, my urge to cum was inescapably strong
by that point and I could feel no other option than to place the
candle back in its holder and then lean over her body, squashing my
large, juicy breasts against her wax-covered stomach to sixty-nine
with her. She leaned her head forward and, like the good little
slave that she was, proceeded to thrust the dildo in and out
between my throbbing pussy lips. Meanwhile I gripped the sides of
her thighs and clung on tightly to them as I leaned in close and
snacked hungrily on her pussy. I could instantly see that she was
just as soaking wet as I was and as I lashed my tongue over her
clitoris I could almost feel her pulse through it. I clamped my
lips down tightly around it and began to work my fingers into her
pussy, feeling her warm, slippery insides as I rubbed vigorously on
her g-spot. Together we writhed in a heap of sweaty flesh and limbs
on the couch while the hundred or so other guests wailed and
screamed around us. The orgy had grown so intense that I simply
couldn’t resist the overwhelming desire to cum, and I felt my whole
body descending into a fit of spasms and orgasmic
contractions.

My pussy
gripped tightly around the dildo as I came, smashing the back of
her head down onto the cushions with my ass pounding at her face
while my tongue went into overdrive on her clitoris. She let out a
staggering series of loud moans and started to cum as well. I could
see her juices literally spurting from her pussy as she ejaculated
small pockets of her hot, sticky fluids. I was so warm that I
almost passed out, but not before shuddering my way through a
seemingly endless bout of climactic surges. I finally came to an
exhausted stop and lay on top of her for a little while, twitching
with the aftershocks of my orgasm while the orgy continued around
us. There seemed to be no end to the depravity of the club’s
members and although I had plenty to fill several articles, I
couldn’t wait to go back and experience it all again. In fact, as
the pinching of my own nipples had highlighted to me, I wondered if
next time I might be brave enough to venture into the cages
myself!

THE
END






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

Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE
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