The Network - Chapter One

© Robert Caveat

I suppose I can take the credit for the beginning of our relationship-at least some of it. I had no idea things would work out so well when I made the initial contact with Mistress Barbara. From the beginning, she had me hooked. Everything about her pulled me to her. My name is Robert. I am primarily a Dom, but occasionally switch. She was able to push all of my submissive buttons. It only took a few days before we were ready to meet. 

Mistress Barbara was about my age, and attractive, in good physical condition, and she seemed to like the fact that I kept myself in shape, too. She also said that she liked my sense of humor, calling me a silly boy and saying so many submissive men were one-dimensional. I liked that. And it only drew me deeper into her web. Then after that first casual meeting in a restaurant, I heard nothing for a week, until finally the email came directing me to a mall parking lot early that first Saturday morning.

I was nervous as I arrived a few minutes early and parked in the correct section of the mall parking lot. As directed, I left all personal items including my driver's license and wallet in the trunk of my car. I had one key to my car in the pocket of my shorts. A tank top and sandals were the only other things I was permitted to wear. Mistress had been quite clear that I was not to wear any underwear during any time I was to be with her. As I got out of my car and locked it, she drove her van into the space next to mine. The windows were tinted a dark shade, so I could not see inside. As the van pulled up, the electric window on the passenger side was lowered. "Get in," was all she said. I climbed in and we drove off. A few moments later on the other side of the mall, she pulled off the road. She tossed two sets of restraints in my lap and directed me to put them on in the back seat. The Dom in me knew what she was doing and had to admire her for it. By driving away from my car with minimal clothes and one key, she was depriving me of any sense of security I might have had.

As she waited, I fastened the restraints to my wrists and ankles. "Take off your clothes and put them on the floor." I quickly complied, knowing I could not be observed from outside, but feeling a little uneasy about the situation. It was another technique, intended to get into my head, and it was working. "Turn around, and put your arms together behind you." As I complied, I heard her move in her seat and felt my wrists being clipped together with what sounded like a padlock. A black cloth bag was slipped over my head, and I was told to lie down on the bench seat and not talk or move. We drove for several minutes, and I gave up trying to figure out where we were after the first few turns. I figured we were nearing our destination when we turned onto a bumpy drive or gravel road. The van stopped for a moment, then pulled ahead a few feet. I heard a garage door closing as she opened her van door and got out.

The sliding door next to me opened and she took my arm and directed me to sit up and slide toward her. I was very cautious about it because I could not see at all. The bag over my head made me very tentative and submissive. I felt Mistress touch my ankles as she directed me to turn and sit on the edge of the seat near the door. She then removed the cloth bag from my head. The light was bright and as I squinted, I could see that I was in a large, two-car garage. As she led me there, I could see that the far side of the garage was carpeted. "Stop here, Pet. Now turn… spread your legs."

She attached a spreader bar to my ankle cuffs, then unlocked my wrists. I stood there with my arms free, but unable to move fast enough to escape. She certainly knew what she was doing. "Pet," she said, "We have discussed this moment for several weeks. You have said you are prepared for it. However, you are a Dom who switches, and from what you have told me, you have not been submissive to a truly dominant woman. Today, if you are ready to give yourself to me, we will see how submissive you are. You can change your mind if you like. If you do, I will take you home and we will consider this as something that did not work out. But if you give yourself to me today, I expect you to do it without reservation. I also expect you to follow my instructions quickly and without hesitation, question or argument. Do you feel you are ready to surrender to my power?"

I had to admire the way she handled me. She had me, and she knew it. I wanted this. I wanted to see what it was really like to surrender to a woman who could control me. I was practically shaking with anticipation. There was only one answer to give her. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good, Pet. I am pleased with your answer. We will now begin. She handed me a ball gag that was attached to a wide leather band with a buckle on one end. "Put this on tightly. I don't want to have to tighten it." As I put the ball part of the gag in my mouth and hurried to fasten the device behind my head, I wondered how I would be able to use the safeword we had agreed on. She asked me, "See the padlocks hanging from the chain above your head?" I nodded. "You know what to do." 

I quickly locked my left wrist with the padlock hanging from the left chain. As I did it, I felt the simultaneous emotions of excitement and fear of the unknown. The right chain and padlock was more difficult, but I finally managed to make it click. The sound was so final. I was ready. I was helpless. I had given my naked body to a dominant woman. Would I regret it? I did not know, but knew I would soon find out. I knew I had to take the next step to see if I was up to it.

"Do you remember your safeword?" I nodded. "Then let's begin. Part of the time today you will not be able to use the safeword. Here is a ball to hold in your hand. All you have to do is drop it." 

I grasped the blue ball and tried to mumble my thanks. "Fffffnnnnnkkkkkkk oooooo Mmmmmmfrrrrrsssssmmmm."

"Pet, it really won't do any good to try to talk. I can't understand you. Won't even try. But feel free to scream all you want. It won't cause me to take it easy on you. Your gag prevents you from being heard outside the garage, but I will enjoy your pathetic whimpering. I intend to make you scream until I am satisfied; and that should take a long time."

Gagged, spread-eagled and naked. Restraints and chains secured my arms over my head. I felt her fingernail scratch the underside of the head of my erect cock. The sensation caused me to jerk in my bonds, but there was no way to move away from whatever she wanted to do to me. I felt a rope being tied around my waist. Then her hands were on my cock, pulling it up and tying it to the rope belt. "I need to get at these big balls of yours to soften you up." She caressed the muscles of my inner thighs, her fingers squeezing them. "Prime meat." Her fingers tickled my ballsack, then cupped it in the palm of her hand, gradually increasing the pressure by squeezing the contents. She brought me up on my tiptoes before releasing me quickly.

I was breathless, my heart racing. She was going for one of my weakest areas right away! The one thing I couldn't handle for long was ballpain; and she was going to do that first!" Time seemed to stop. I was hanging there like an offering. Each second seemed to freeze its forward motion. Am I crazy? What have I done to myself?

Then she hit me. 
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The slap caught me directly on my balls. I screamed into my gag. Every muscle of my body stiffened as I struggled to deal with the agony I was suffering. "That was to get your attention," Mistress Barbara whispered. She stroked the underside of my tied cock. I wanted to tell her she had my complete attention. I wanted to beg for her to go easy on me. Of course, the gag prevented that. I was afraid of what she would do next. Her hand enclosed my ballsack, squeezing lightly.

"Be ready to serve me with your pain. I am hungry for your pain, and my appetite is large. I want to hear you moan through your gag and beg for release with your eyes. Try to enjoy what you can. Although any pleasure you receive will be secondary to mine. We both know you want this. You do want the pain don't you?" My mind was on overload with confusing emotions. Finally, I swallowed and nodded.

"Good answer, although slow in coming." The pressure on my balls increased. "Try to enjoy this, then." She squeezed harder as I moaned into my gag. I tried to pull away, but her hand held me there. "Try to enjoy the ache in your balls, the anticipation as your cock begins to rise and the bittersweet pain and pleasure of nipple torture. Remember, I can see into your soul and know what you crave."

She released my balls and began to stroke my nipples with both hands. Jolts of pleasure shot through them, causing my softened cock to stiffen up again. The simultaneous pinches to my nipples came next. My cock was rock hard and throbbing. My eyes were closed and I was moaning and loving every second of it. Mistress stopped and brought out a whippy riding crop. I did not like her choice. My experience with riding crops has been that the light whippy ones are the most painful. Their accuracy and repeated strikes can be controlled very well. One doesn't have to hit hard with it. The repeated strikes tend to be very painful. She caressed my balls with the business end of the crop, then tapped me there with it. I jerked a bit, hoping that I was wrong about what was coming. I wasn't. The leather tip of the crop struck my balls again, and again, and again. She was relentless with it. A moan followed every strike of the crop. I tried to dance out of the way, but was limited by my bonds. Mistress followed every small movement of my body.

Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, and was going to have to drop the ball in my hand, she stopped. Her caressed returned to my nipples, causing my cock to return to its aroused state. A caress or two its head, a stroke of my balls, and she would return to her cropping ball torture. She kept alternating the torture and caresses until my body and brain mixed up and merged the two. The strikes to my balls turned to pleasure. I began trying to thrust my groin out to meet the crop. My body was quivering in its bondage. Mistress increased the intensity and frequency of the blows. I welcomed the pain with open arms.

Suddenly, she stopped. I stood there panting. I believe I might have climaxed had the flogging continued. But Mistress Bar had other ideas. "You have pleased me very much. Your responses are wonderfully stimulating to me. My mouth is already watering at the thought of what is to come." She pinched my now hypersensitive nipples. Then she kissed them, running her tongue over them and finishing by biting them. They were hard and erect and had little bumps on them. Mistress held the clover clamps in front of my face. I looked at them with dread. I have never been able to wear them for long. They just hurt too much. "I know how you hate these, pet. But you are going to have to wear them a bit because I want you to. I have a proposal for you. If you wear them for a while, I will not cane you as much as I had planned." It was against my better judgment, but I finally agreed. She wasted no time in bringing the first open clip next to my erect nipple. She teased me by acting like she was going to attach it quickly. I watched as she finally eased it on so gradually, I hardly felt it. As she began to tease me with the second clamp, the first one began to bite into my nipple. I groaned in pain, distracted from what she was doing. She released the second clamp more quickly, allowing it to pinch me hard. I moaned again. I tried to move to ease the pain, but the result was a spastic jerk. I had never been more sexually excited in my life.

Mistress took a short piece of rope and wrapped it around my balls. As she wrapped it tighter and tighter, I watched them bulge and turn purple. She untied my cock from the belt and unfastened the cord that went around the head. She went to a shelf behind me and brought back a squeeze bottle that contained some sort of oil. "Marla we are ready for you." Someone else was in the house! The door opened and a nude woman walked in. She was about 5' 9", with a curvy figure and red hair. "Robert, this is my slave, Marla. She and I are going to work on you some more." Mistress handed Marla the bottle of oil, and she squeezed it over my cock and her hands. 

"Here is the plan, Robert. Marla is going to jack you off. Her job is to keep you going while I work over your nice ass with the cane. It's a small cane, but it hurts like the dickens. Marla and I will try to keep you from coming as long as possible because the more pain I can give you, the more I enjoy it. Of course, the faster you can come, the quicker the tit clamps come off and I stop caning you. I think we are ready. Go for it, Marla." 

Marla began massaging my cock with her hands. They were heavenly. I felt my climax start to build. Then the cane struck my ass. It burned like fire, and I saw red. My first groan was muffled by my gag. I felt my orgasm subside a bit. Marla's gifted hands worked me back to the edge. The cane struck right below where it had struck before. I screamed and jerked at the chains holding my wrist restraints. They held me firmly. Marla made me feel wonderful again. The cane burned my ass again. My legs tightened and fought against the spreader bar. I frantically looked around for some way out. I must have been crazy to put myself in the hands of this mad woman. Marla's hand twisted around the head of my stiff rod, sending me ecstatic sensations. The cane fell again across my unprotected cheeks. I fought to suck in air through my nose. The chain swung suspended from the nipple clamps and pulled at them. It began to push me over the edge again. My ass started to feel warm. I felt like I was floating, yet every touch brought intense sensations to my body. I clenched my buttocks and tried to push them back toward the cane. It fell again, and I embraced my Mistress' caress. 

Marla's hands on my cock were burning as they pumped, twisted and turned on it. I was afraid that Mistress would stop before I came, and at the same time scared that if she went on, she would injure me permanently. At some point, I stopped worrying about anything and just accepted the pleasure/pain she was giving me. I climbed higher and higher until I erupted white-hot streams of jism from deep inside me. I tore through my climax while screaming into my gag and straining against my chains and spreader bar. Each stroke of the cane sent me higher and higher until there was nothing left. Then Marla unfastened the clover clamps and my screaming nipples sent me still higher.

I must have passed out for a moment, but awoke to the sensation of cold cloths bathing my genitals and face. I still held the ball tightly in my fist. I had not given in, although sorely tempted to do so several times. Mistress pressed against my back as she unlocked the padlocks that held my arms overhead. Marla unfastened the spreader bar, and I was allowed to sit on a stool to regain my composure as Mistress fastened my arms behind me. It was apparent they were not done with me. That was confirmed when Mistress said, "I enjoyed that, Robert. So far, you are an excellent sub. But now, I have a fire that can only be put out with your mouth and tongue." With that, she led me into the house to her bedroom. I would be required to serve her several times. It was a day to remember.
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As I arrived at the restaurant that day, I wondered about the purpose of our meeting. Mistress Barbara had requested that we get together to talk. We met in the waiting area and were escorted to our table. As I walked behind her, I was again given the opportunity to appreciate her healthy good looks. Her blouse and skirt accented her attractiveness. A six-foot blonde, her conservative heels allowed her to see eye to eye with me.

We had met through the Internet. I am primarily a Dom, but do switch when the opportunity and urge makes it possible. My submissive side occasionally craves to be let out. I had come across her profile and something about it had pulled at my submissive side of me. While I had been topped a number of times in the past, I had never been with a truly dominant woman until I met Mistress Barbara. We recently had been together for the first time.

She rocked me to the core during that first session. She knew what she was doing and pushed all of my mental and physical buttons. Our session ended up being the best of its kind I had ever experienced. As we sat down and ordered, my mind flashed back on it. My still sore nipples throbbed with the memory and sent messages to my cock, causing it to awaken.

When our waitress left with our order, Mistress Barbara asked me about my reaction to our recent scene. Of course, I had told her how I felt immediately after it, but today I was able to speak from a more distant perspective. I was quite open with her, complimenting her ability to get into my head and stimulate my mind and body so well. I told her I hoped there would be other opportunities for repeat sessions. She responded by telling me she was very satisfied with me as a submissive. She said she had been hesitant at first to have an experience with a dominant male who switched, wondering how well it would work out. What had finally decided the issue in my favor was my hanging in there and maintaining the relationship. That and the failures she had recently in finding good male submissives.

We both had the same experience with finding people who were playing at bdsm rather than being serious about it. It's hard to find good subs. While the Internet has made it easier to contact people who express an interest in bdsm, and there are more people who are educated about and interested in it, there are also many more people who are just playing with it. They are unable to take the final plunge. Like so many things, the whip stings both ways.

Our meal arrived, and we ate it while conversing casually about many things. As we ate and talked, I had the distinct impression that Bar (she asked me to call her that in casual situations) had something else on her mind. I was right.

As we relaxed over coffee, Bar opened up to me, sharing more of her background. During her past marriage, she discovered her love of rough sex. She enjoyed being abused and taken roughly, or as she put it, fucked silly. While her ex had tried to please her in this area, he only did it because she wanted it, not because he wanted and needed to do it. In other words, it just wasn't in his nature. After their divorce, she had experimented with this side of her sexuality with several men. The most satisfying experiences were those which were so violent she was left with bruises.

Bar said she ultimately was not able to connect on a permanent basis with someone who could satisfy her need to be treated roughly. As she was educating herself about this and other sexual practices, she also read information about dominant women. As she read more and more, she realized the idea appealed to her. She eventually had the opportunity to have her first experience as a Fem Dom, and enjoyed it immensely. Soon she found herself sublimating her need to receive rough sex with her new talent as a Dominatrix.

She had been exploring this side of her sexuality exclusively for about two years. Until our recent experience, it had been an exciting and rewarding time. She assured me that our scene had been an exciting and rewarding experience for her, and stated that it had started her thinking if I could enjoy switching between dominant and submissive roles, perhaps she should explore her potential in this direction to see if she could enjoy it. In a way, she still felt the old pull of her need for rough sex.

The bottom line was that Bar wanted me to be the Dom with whom to have this experience. She was careful to assure me that she did not want to endanger the relationship we already had. If I had concerns about spoiling our budding relationship, she would back off, and we could continue with nothing changed.

As I listened to her, I was thrilled at the prospect of switching our roles. She was a magnificent Domme, and I felt certain she would be an equally awesome sub. When I expressed this to her, she was relieved and pleased. I suggested to Bar that there was no time like the present to take advantage of our new Network, and told her I was ready right then to take her home for her first real submissive experience. Frankly, I was afraid if I did not get her to do it right then; I might miss a golden opportunity.

She looked into my eyes for a long moment, and I was afraid I had blown it. She took a deep breath and said, "I'd like that, Master." I picked up the check and directed her to wait outside while I paid the bill. Once outside, I held her arm and firmly steered her to my car. I opened the door on her side, allowing her to get in. Before I closed her door, I leaned in and whispered in her ear, "I have to get some restraints from the trunk for you to wear. By the time I am in my seat, I want you to have your bra unfastened and your panties in your hand ready to hand them to me." I watched the unlocked the trunk and grabbed a pair of wrist restraints and a short length of rope.

When I got behind the wheel, I tossed the restraints into her lap. I held out my hand, and she put her panties in it. "Put the restraints on, pet."

"Yes, Sir," she smartly replied. I held her black panties under my nose and took in the scent of excited woman. I bet myself that she was already wet. When she had finished fastening the restraints, I attached the rope to her right restraint and had her slip the rope behind her bucket seat. I reached behind her for the end of the rope and ran it through the ring in her left restraint. Pulling on the rope so her arms were snug against the edges of her seat, I secured it with a knot.

I mused out loud about how quickly things can change. I reminded her that five minutes earlier she had been the Domme. Now she was helpless in the front seat of my car, ready to head off to whatever punishments, tortures and torments I would put her through.

I leaned in and kissed her on the mouth. As I did, I reached inside her blouse and under loosened bra, roughly pinching her nipples. Her breath caught and she shivered. I removed my hand, started the car and put it in gear. As the car started to move, I said, "Think about this on the way to our playtime. Paybacks are a bitch, my little bitch, and you are about to get yours."
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I drove the car around to the back of my house. I live at the very end of a street on a circle that borders on an area recently purchased by our airport for a new runway. My newest neighbor is at least 100 yards away. Because of the airport's recent purchases of property, no one lives behind me. My backyard is wooded and pretty well sheltered. It was here that I planned to initiate Bar into my style of bdsm. 

I opened her door and untied the rope securing her wrists to the bucket seat. As soon as I helped her out of the car, I ordered, "Strip, slut!" She quickly complied. This was my first view of her nude body. When she worked me over, she had blindfolded me during the time she rode my face and forced me to serve her with my tongue. She was beautiful, having a classic hourglass shape with an ass that was full and just begging to be spanked. Her breasts large enough to wrap with rope and were turgid with desire, the nipples wrinkling. 

I tied her wrists behind her back and guided her over to a picnic table, where I had her sit on the edge of a bench seat. I reviewed our rules with her and gave her the same safeword she gave me. It was really going to happen. I knew what the saying about the kid in the candy store meant because I was about to partake of some of the sweetest submeat...


It was all happening so fast. I had slipped into the role of submissive too easily. I wasn't ready for this to happen today. I had just worked up the courage to bring up the subject of switching with him, and here it was going to happen… was happening. And I had probably overdone it when I told him I craved rough sex. What if he misunderstood and treated me too roughly? I really did not know him that well. What if he was not someone to be trusted? But he had trusted me. Surely that counted for something. Then there were the feelings I had about wanting to please him. That really had been the deciding thing. I wanted to please him more than anything else. 

As we rode to Master Robert's place, a number of conflicting thoughts had gone through my mind. I had thrown caution to the wind when I discussed my needs with him. I realized that allowing me to see how to get to where he lived was probably a good sign. When I saw the property where Robert lived, I was impressed with the number of trees and the privacy. He drove behind the house, untied me and ordered me to strip. I said, "Yes, Sir." With some apprehension, I quickly removed my shoes, skirt, blouse and bra, which was already unfastened. My wrists were tied behind me, using the same rope he had used in the car. I was led to a picnic table and perched on the edge of a bench seat. I was very aware of his eyes on my naked body. From the way he looked at them, I could tell he was a breast man. Just the thought of him looking at my nipples made them tingle and swell. I felt helpless and controlled, but at the same time incredibly horny. 

He reviewed his rules with me, telling me they were basically the same rules and safeword we had used for him. They could be summed up by saying, "Immediately do what you are told or there will be hell to pay!" 

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect cock. "Suck, slut," was all he said. The purple head of his swollen member pushed against my lips. His hands held my head steady. I opened my mouth and took it in for the first time. As his Domme, I had not yet sucked his cock. My pet slut, Marla, had done the honors before we had both ridden his bound body. Marla had the benefit of using his cock, while I had cum several times on this tongue before allowing him release through Marla's talented mouth. 

Master Robert's cock was very engorged as it entered mouth. I tasted its slightly salty head as it slipped across my tongue. The pre-cum coated my tongue, tasting a bit like unsweetened pudding. With his hands holding my head, I had no choice but to take everything he gave me as he fucked my mouth. I was filled completely, almost choking. I began to be afraid I might not be able to breathe, but then he released my head, allowing me to back off a bit. I made my tongue flick the underside of the slick, velvety head. Sucking cock has always been one of my favorite things. Being forced to do it while helpless, added a whole new dimension of excitement. I had become a sex object, a slut, to be used solely for Master's pleasure, because he wanted me that way and he had the power to do it, and because I wanted it and wanted to please him. 

Just as I began to suck in earnest, his fingers began to cares my nipples. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, and I moaned around his cock. The distraction caused me to pause for a second, but I quickly recovered, focusing my attention of making my tongue flick the ridge on the underside of its head. His fingers pulled and tweaked my nipples, almost causing me to lose my focus entirely. They were sending delightful messages right to the center of my sex. 

Suddenly, he began squeezing my nipples hard. The pleasure/pain turned into pain/pleasure as he increased the pressure. I tried to protest, but it was cut off by the pumping action of the cock gag filling my mouth. "Don't stop, pet, or it will become worse," he said as he increased the pressure on my nipples. I had no choice but to continue, knowing if I didn't, he would hurt me more. I worked harder at my task, thinking if I made him cum, perhaps he would go easier on me. I realized that he was giving me exactly what I told him I needed, but my breasts were really hurting. I was thrilled and repelled by it at the same time, but deep down inside I wanted this go on forever. 

I felt the moisture begin to ooze from between my pussy lips. The whole situation was making me incredibly turned on. I was helpless, bound and being forced to give a very attractive man a blow job. I was being used for his pleasure, and that was what I was I was there for. I was living what I had only been able to dream about. His hands shifted position on my breasts, and he began touching my nipples in a different way and driving me crazy. 

I felt that pre-orgasmic tickle in my groin and began to moan and build to it. Just as it started, he pulled his cock out of my mouth and helped me to my feet. I stood there with my mouth hanging open. A red rubber ball gag was slipped between my lips and pushed between my teeth so they locked around it. The gag's cord was fastened behind my head before I could protest or try to expel it from my mouth. Master was going to test my devotion and trust by not allowing me to use the safeword! 

He certainly had thrown me off guard. My wrist restraints were removed and replaced with some that were more sturdy and extra wide. Master Robert led me over to a large tree where there hung a chain with a hook on the end of it. The chain was attached to a mechanism of some sort, and it was attached overhead to a large branch. Master later told me the mechanism was a manual hoist. The rings on my restraints were slipped over the large hook, making me stand on my toes. When Master Robert pulled on a chain, the hoist raised the hook, and I was lifted off the ground. It all happened so suddenly, that I let out a muffled squeek as my feet came off the ground about two inches. I had been lifted off the ground just enough so that contact with it was impossible. I kicked and strained. My arms stretched and strained overhead, causing my breasts to bounce, but there was no way to get loose. I was so frightened, I thought my bladder would let go right then and there. In a matter of moments, he had increased the intensity of my ordeal. It looked like he was going to do something to me that was beyond anything I could imagine. 

"You may have noticed that I did not fasten your legs and feet together, pet. That's because I want to see you struggle and kick your legs as I work on you with my strap. But first, I have another surprise. My eyes widened as he held two clothespins in front of my face. I prayed he would not fasten them on my nipples. When he pulled on a nipple, causing me to swing a bit, I knew it was going to happen. As much as I dreaded the pain, a calm acceptance came over me. There was nothing I could do about it but literally hang in there. My composure was lost when the first clothespin bit into my nipple, causing me to cry out, "Nnooooomm, pleab dope!" It was hard to talk around the ball gag, but I knew he could understand me. 

"I don't hear any safeword, pet, so I am going to continue." Already, he knew me too well. I wanted to please him so much, I would do all I could to keep from giving up. I struggled to get away, but only succeeded in kicking helplessly. As I hung there in the shade of that beautiful tree, I realized he owned me totally, and would do anything he wanted to me. I have never felt so helpless. I screamed through my nose as the second clothespin bit cruelly into my left nipple. "Kick some more, pet. I love it when you do that," he teased. 

Master Robert showed me a short thick leather strap, telling me he bought it at a tack shop. It was about three inches wide and 15 inches long and I knew it would really hurt. I wondered what I had got myself into. Would I be able to take what he wanted to do to me? "I am going to give you ten good ones, pet, and I want you to count them. If you forget to count any of them, we will do that one over." 

How could I count them and manage the pain at the same time? The first blow arrived on my ass before I was ready for it. It hurt like hell, and I screamed. "Better count it, pet, or I'll have to do it over." 

"Wub, Sa," I sobbed. Oh please, no more. I was frantic, but at the same time strangely excited. How would I be able to stand up to this? The second one fell before the thought was complete. I screeched out a complaint, but remembered to mumble the count as my feet and legs kicked and tried to reach the ground. My body swung in response, causing the clothespins to pull at my nipples. "You should see how beautiful red strap marks look on your bottom, pet. Even the stitching on the strap shows." I flushed with his praise. 

The pain was intense. As my body swung back and forth, I waited for the third blow to land. I thought the suspense was almost worse than the pain. When the third blow struck, I realized how wrong I was. I thought I would go crazy, but managed to remember in time to count it. Masters' fingers approached me from front and back. They stroked both my sore bottom and the moist hair surrounding my sex, then slipped inside me. There was nothing I could do to prevent his probe of my clit, vagina and anus. "My, how wet you are. I think you are enjoying this more than you care to admit." 

While his fingers worked their magic on me, he brought the strap down on the backs of my legs. My body jerked again, my legs flailing uselessly. I counted it, then moaned into my gag. My mind and body were becoming confused. I could not tell where the pain ended and the pleasure began. "We are going to repeat these from the other side, pet," he softly whispered, "so all of your marks are even." 

I don't know how I got through the rest of them, but eventually they ended. He had scared me practically out of my wits, while giving me the erotic charge of my life. I had accepted all he had given, with just one word to protect me, and he had practically taken the use of that from me. 

When he finished strapping me, Master discovered I was dripping fluids. While his fingers continued to work inside me, he released the clothespins, causing lightning-like jolts to surge through my nipples and straight down to my cunt. When he turned the pins slightly and reattached them, I groaned hoarsely. "Do you know why I'm doing this, Bar pet? Because I can and because your pain gives us both pleasure." 

He lowered the hook until my feet were on the ground. Just as I was getting comfortable with the new position, he lifted both of my legs off the ground and stepped between them. I realized he had removed his clothes at some point during my torture, because his cock brushed against my crotch hair. He came closer and worked his cock up and down in my slit, lubricating it and almost causing me to faint. Poising his cock at the entrance to my tunnel, he entered me with one motion. His cock buried itself in my cunt, bottoming out. I was being fucked and could do nothing about it. I tried to push back to put more pressure on my cunt walls, but my bonds and the way I was being held prevented much movement. I needed to cum. I wanted it more than anything. 

As I hung there, caught on his stiff prick, I looked down at our bodies. He was relentlessly moving his cock in and out of me, filling me with intense sensations. The clothespins were causing my nipples to throb, adding to the intensity of it all. As I watched, he leaned over and removed the clothespins with his mouth, dropping them on the ground. The surge of pleasure/pain caused my climax to approach. 

I hung there helplessly as he ravished me. I was turned on beyond belief and powerless to resist anything he did. His head dipped in and his mouth captured a nipple. The soreness increased the intensity of the sensation. He sucked on the other nipple, and I threw my head back and began to cum. As I did, he bit each nipple, causing my body to jerk and begin a serial climax. I grunted into my gag as each one hit me. Before it died down, another more intense one followed. My body was spasming, and my cunt was contracting around his cock. 

As my cunt contracted, I felt his body freeze and his cock begin to throb inside me, bathing my insides with his hot juices. I wanted him to give it all to me. His excitement caused me to cum one last time. 

When it had burned itself out, I was like a wet noodle. It was fortunate that he still had me suspended. Otherwise, I might have collapsed. When he finally was able to ease me down, he removed my ball gag and walked me into his house on shaky legs. I half leaned and sat against the kitchen countertop as he poured me a glass of water. I was then led to his playroom to what looked like a large sawhorse with carpet across the top. As I stretched out on it, I realized I was going to ride his bondage horse. It was too late to resist. I was already securely fastened to it. All I could do was sigh at my predicament. I surrendered completely. I would willingly give him all of me. I felt his hands caress my back and bottom. The butterflies began to flutter in my stomach. I grinned as I realized that sometimes you get what you ask for, and sometimes you get much more. I wondered if I was up to the ways he would use me next, and knew we would find out together.

The Network - Chapter Five


I looked down at the submissive woman tied on her back with my cock in her mouth. Her naked body glistened with sweat in the light. She was spread-eagled across the bed, her arms and legs tied to the corners. Her head hung a bit over the edge, giving me easy access to her mouth, which I had filled completely with my cock. Clamps were fastened tightly to each nipple and attached to a rope that hung to the ceiling, pulling them upward so they stretched away from her body. Just looking at her abused nips caused my rod to stiffen a bit.

Her name was Marla, and she had originally been Barbara's sub when Bar and I met several weeks ago. Lately, she seemed to enjoy being used and abused equally by each of us. Marla was gamely sucking my cock, while Bar flogged her open sex from the other side of the bed. Bar can be a real sadist at times, and this was one of those times. Marla was a pain slut, who seemed to be able to take whatever we decided to dish out to her. As Bar increased the intensity of the blows delivered to Marla's very sensitive flesh, Marla pulled away and whimpered, "More, more!"

Bar had put Marla in a bit of a difficult position. The safeword Marla had been given was the word, "More." So when she used it, Bar replied, "Of course, painslut, whatever you want." She increased the severity of the lashes to Marla's injured privates.

"Oh, please, More!" Marla begged. As Bar struck her harder, Marla shrieked, "No, no, my safeword!"

"What about your safeword, pet," Bar teased. 

"More," Mara panted. She shrieked again as the Domme continued to strike her.

"I am giving you more." Bar's torture was diabolical. Without the poor sub's understanding of what was happening, she had set poor Marla up for this.

"My safeword….. Oh…. hurts… is more!" She finally managed to get the whole thing out.

"Oh, you're right, pet, I must be getting forgetful," Bar teased. She came around the bed to my side of it, directing me to switch sides with her. As she straddled the helpless blonde's face, she grabbed Marla by the hair and lowered herself on the sub's face. I climbed on the bed and buried my face in Marla's juicy box. I heard her moan through Bar's open legs. I easily pushed one finger inside her juicy cunt, then worked the second one in. She and Bar suddenly began climaxing together. In spite of the fact that she was securely tied down, Marla's spasms nearly shook me off and bumped my nose in the process.

I saw stars, and my eyes watered, but I was able to shake it off after a moment. Bar was still sitting on Marla's face, and was beginning to move against her mouth again. I brushed the head of my cock against Marla's shaved lips, easing it into her steamy insides. She was incredibly tight and wet. I began to build to my climax almost immediately. It was too soon. I wanted to make it last longer, but the scene had aroused me so much, that I quickly blew my load. As I pulled and tugged on the rope attached to her nipple clamps, Marla climaxed again.

I eased out of her and sat on the bed while I caught my breath. As I did, I realized that the bed was still shaking. I looked over, and saw that Bar still had Marla's head imprisoned between her strong thighs, insisting that the tired blonde give her one more orgasm. I picked up a flogger and began striking Bar's bottom with it as she worked against Marla's face. She built this one to a higher level than before, and finally shook through it, nearly smothering Marla in the meantime. Bar finally eased off Marla's wet face and sat down on the edge of the bed.

Marla looked like she had been put through the wringer. I unfastened her nipple clamps, causing her to whimper when the blood rushed into her abused flesh. I think she expected me to release her, but her tender nipples were too much temptation. I grabbed my small piece of split cane and began to tap Marla's nipples with it. Her squeals pleased me very much. I couldn't wait to see if I could make her beg for more.

The Network - Chapter Six


I knew she would be responsive, but I never for a moment suspected that she was gifted. Every thing that led up to this moment indicated that she wanted this with all her heart. All of the emails, phone calls and the final meeting that led up to this, indicated that she wanted to be helplessly bound, teased, tormented and loved. When I told her to take her clothes off, she blushed, but quickly complied. Once she was undressed, I fastened the belt around her waist and attached her wrist restraints to it. The moment I got her on her back and blindfolded her, she started to breathe heavily. I was afraid she might hyperventilate, so softly suggested that she try to relax a bit. That seemed to help.

I straddled her chest and fed her my cock. She gently sucked it in and nursed it with a wonderful action that almost made me come right away. I resisted and quickly withdrew. 

I like to explore the sensitivity of a new submissive, so started gradually. Slipping down, so I now straddled her hips, my cock caressed her stomach. I could feel her try to rub her pubic area against my bottom cheeks, but my weight prevented her from getting much action. I leaned in and kissed her lips, gently caressing them with mine. She moaned and returned the kiss. Soon our tongues were working against each other. It caught me by surprise when she climaxed that first time. It was a quick one, happening so easily that it almost sneaked by me.

"Why did you come so quickly, slut?" I whispered. She softly moaned and told me that she was so excited, she couldn't help it. She then surprised me by telling me that she was almost ready to come again. I decided to check it out and gently began kissing her ear. As my tongue caressed it, she again began to breathe heavily. My tongue swirled against her ear lobe, causing her to thrash against me as I pressed her body against the bed. She easily built to another climax within seconds.

This was almost too good to be true, so I tried the other ear. It took a few seconds for her to respond, but she whimpered and shuddered through a third climax. I was amazed. I hadn't even gotten to the good stuff, and she was cumming all over the place!

I gave her some time to recuperate, and pressed my ear to her chest, listening to her fast heartbeats. When it slowed down a bit, it was natural for me to turn my head and begin to lave her nipples with my tongue. I decided to start out gently to see how she would respond. I could feel the nipple buds stiffen against my tongue as I softly flicked it across each one. She began to moan again, and as she did, I rubbed my beard across the tip of each brown bud. She cried out with an "Ah-ah-ah" sound and grunted through an enormous orgasm that almost threw me off. As she climaxed, her head jerked from side to side and she bent at the waist, her head coming off of the mattress until it was over, and she collapsed.

I had never been with someone so sensitive and easily aroused. As we lay there, I decided to go for broke. I began kissing down across her stomach, spreading her legs with my shoulders. I teased her by kissing the insides of her thighs and running my tongue across them and up to the swell of her lips. I gently blew warm air across her furry pelt, watching it part the hair and tease her slit. Kissing her all around her target, I tormented her with the closeness of my mouth. My hands caressed her belly and the curves of her breasts until they palmed her nipples. She was shivering underneath me, breathing heavily and moaning continuously. I roughly pinched her nipples and was rewarded with a loud moan.

Almost accidentally, my tongue slipped between her cuntlips, then out again. She let out a small whimper of pleasure. I continued to tease her with it, slipping in and out and flicking across her clit when she least expected. Just when she was moaning and thrusting her hips in frustration, I buried my mouth in her sex. Her clit was large and stiff against my tongue. She was pushing up and against my mouth. Her hands flopped like butterflies against the restraints that held them at her sides. Her moans, and "Ohs" and Ahs were continuous. When my fingers entered her tunnel, her orgasm and her juices overflowed. She stiffened and grunted as it hit her. The top part of her body jackknifed off the bed, and I gently pushed her down and held her there until the spasms subsided.

There were a number of aftershocks, and I caused a few more by wriggling my still buried tongue against her clit. Finally, the aftershocks gave way to another race to the top of her mountain, and she came again. After that, each time my tongue moved against her clit, she quickly went over the top again, until finally she begged for mercy.

But mercy was not what she got. I moved between her legs and raised them over my shoulders, entering her easily. She was extremely wet and hot inside. As I began to move inside her, I pressed against her legs, bending her double, so she was helpless and my cock could thrust deeply inside. She quickly had another climax, followed by another and another. As I finished my race and grunted through my own orgasm, hearing the intensity of my climax brought her to yet another one of her own as I reached beneath her leg and pinched tightly at her nipples.

I relaxed my hold on her legs, and let her relax as I collapsed on her. When I finally had caught my breath, I pulled away the last shrinking part of me and got some tissues to clean us both up. She was so sensitive, the touch of the tissue against her sex, caused her to jerk with aftershocks. We cuddled a bit, and I heard her breathing get deeper as she drifted off to sleep. I wondered how someone could be so gifted so as to have so many climaxes in so sort a time. As I drifted off to sleep, I made a mental note to double check her reflexes when I woke up and before I released her. It would be interesting to see how she would react to nipple clamps, my flogger and the other toys I had not yet had the opportunity to try on her. I wondered if someone could get too much of a good thing and decided we would find out when we woke up. 

The Network - Chapter Seven


It is interesting how things happen. A number of years ago, I received a couple of wrong number phone calls from women. I was able to keep them talking long enough to get a date and end up in bed with each of them. Sometimes you get lucky.

The phone call from Chris was different. Bar and I had just returned from dinner at a local restaurant. I forget the name of the person she asked for, but I immediately told her she had the wrong number. She responded by asking me who I was. Bar was watching me with raised eyebrows. I shrugged my shoulders and rolled my eyes at her. That kind of question irritates me a bit, so I did my standard thing and asked the caller who she was. She told me her name and said a friend had given her my number. She was calling because she needed a good fuck. She sounded young, and I figured she was playing a prank. It never ceases to amaze me how aggressive young women are today. I decided to play along with the gag.

The more we talked, the more she revealed. Chris said she was 18 years old and living with her brother. Her parents had both died. She lived about two miles from my house. She came on pretty strong, telling me she was pretty wild and asking if I could give her a good time. I told her that I didn't think she could handle me, suggesting that she might not be able to cope with cumming many times. Chris told me she was ready for anything, including whips and chains. That got my attention. Gesturing for Bar to listen on the extension, I said I didn't use chains that much, but preferred ropes instead. I thought that would put her off, but she answered by saying she had seen a picture on the Internet with a mousetrap clamped on a man's balls. I responded by saying I preferred to use mousetraps on nipples. Chris did not hesitate in saying she would like to try that.

Keeping the conversation going, I told Chris I really preferred using nipple clamps. "Did you say, nipple clamps?" she asked, sounding like she had never heard of them. "Yes, ever wear them?" She replied, "No, but it sounds interesting." I kept drawing her out by asking if she had ever been tied up, spanked or had her breasts bound. She indicated she had done none of these things, then surprised me by asking if I wanted to get together with her. By this time, Bar was listening on the extension. When I gestured questionly in her direction, she nodded her head.

I told Chris we could get together in a half hour, if she thought she could handle it. I also told her that I would pick her up in the parking lot of the mall, and that she had to follow my instructions. She was to wear no underwear under her red sundress. I told her there would be two of us at the house, and she had to take care of both of us. I did not tell her one of the two was my dominant female partner. The meeting was quickly arranged.

After ending the conversation, Bar and I discussed the pros and cons of the situation. As long as we were in control, we felt it was worth pursuing. I would go early and get in a place where I could watch for Chris' arrival. If anything looked suspicious, I would not meet her. I would blindfold and secure Chris before leaving the mall parking lot. Bar would stay and arrange a nice welcome. If Chris did not show up, we had nothing invested but a little time.

I left for the meeting, leaving Bar with her preparations. We planned to start in the back yard and move into the house as it got dark. When I turned into the mall lot, it was almost half an hour till sunset. It was a pleasant, warm, early summer evening. The mall would not close for another hour, so there were plenty of places to park and watch for Chris' arrival. I found a good spot, and waited. People were coming and going but there appeared to be no one but me sitting in any of the cars nearby. There did not appear to be a setup.

Five minutes early, I saw a beautiful young woman in a red sundress get out of her car and walk to the meeting place. No one appeared to be following her. She was glanced at several times by teenage boys and young men as they passed on their way in and out of the mall. I rolled down the passenger side window, started the truck and drove over to where Chris was standing. Once we made sure we were each meeting the right person, Chris got in the truck. I drove about a block and parked in a deserted area of the lot. I immediately took control. Doing so reduces a sub's resistance, and enables me physically secure her as soon as possible. To verify her age, I made her show me her driver's license. I looked into her brown eyes and told Chris that tonight would be a sexual eye-opener for her. I made sure she understood that I expected her to follow directions at all times. I explained the use of a safeword to her, saying she could stop the proceedings at any time by using it, but that I would immediately bring her back to her car and never see her again.

When she agreed to my terms, I handed her the wrist restraints and blindfold. Never give a new sub the chance to think until you have her physically secured. Once she is bound, her mind gets into the scene, and she's mine. Chris needed help with the restraints, not having any experience with them. Her hands were also trembling. It had to be quite an experience for her. Less than an hour earlier, she had called a wrong number, and now she was being put in bondage, blindfolded and being whisked away for kinky sexual activities. I marveled at how naïve some young women are. It's a wonder any of them live to the age of 20. Her sexual arousal caused her to put herself totally into my hands, to be freely used and abused. I could have been a serial killer or someone who got his kicks by really hurting her. I intended to hurt her a bit, but not severely or permanently.

Once she put on the blindfold, I secured her wrists behind her and made her lay on her back across the bench seat with her head in my lap. She was a brunette with ample breasts and a curvy shape, just a slight bit overweight. But after all, who is perfect. She would do nicely. As we drove to the house, I made a few extra turns to confuse her. I talked softly to her, telling her how much we were going to enjoy using her for our pleasure. I kept one hand on the steering wheel. My right hand caressed her face and neck, then drifted down inside the sundress, caressing her breasts. I could feel the nipples stiffen under my fingers. When I pinched them, she whimpered and tried to push her breasts against my hand. As we waited at a traffic light, I raised the hem of her dress and gazed at the trimmed pelt that framed her sex. My fingers caressed her pubic mound, teasing her by slipping through the thinned hair. When my fingers dipped down between her legs, she spread them and moaned as she pushed her hips upward.

I tormented and teased her, never letting her have a climax. Each time she neared it, I stopped my more intimate touches, telling her to relax. I wanted her so aroused, she would do anything I asked without questioning it. By keeping her on an excited edge, any chance of resistance at the house would be reduced. Finally, I had her roll on her side and face me. I was wearing no underwear under my baggy shorts, so it was easy to move things around to free my cock. I rubbed it against her face, and she moved against my rubbery stiffness. When the tip of my rod finally touched her lips, she sucked it in greedily. "Slow down, baby pet, we've got all sorts of time." My fingers slipped between her legs again and flicked her clit. She was slippery wet, ready for action. I drove the truck up my driveway and around to the back of the house. When we stopped, I pulled her suctioning mouth away from my cock and got out.

Bar was waiting. I whispered that there had been no problems and that Chris seemed ideal for our purposes. We could use her for several hours, then release her with no problems afterward. Bar opened the door of the truck. When I eased Chris outside, I led her over to a wooden bondage horse, which was placed rope suspended from a tree branch. She was very passive, moving wherever I guided her. Chris was wearing just the sundress and sandals, so she was naked in no time. The straps of the sundress unbuttoned, and it easily dropped off her beautiful body, exposing her to our eyes. I caressed and pinched her heavy, firm breasts as Bar secured ankle restraints. Chris had exceptionally large, pinkish-brown areolas, which matched her thick, meaty nipples. She was moaning and trying to push the two beautiful packages further into my hands. When I roughly pinched them, she trembled and moaned her delight. When I added nipple clamps to her aroused flesh, Chris whimpered her reaction. She was extremely excited and willing to do anything we wanted her to do.

When Bar had finished with the ankle restraints. I got out the rabbit vibrator. Bar supported Chris as I slipped the elastic bands of the device over each foot and up her legs. The rabbit vibe I own is made from a soft pink rubber. It looks like a rabbit with a large tail and ears. The tail fits into a woman's vagina, while the rabbit ears surround her clit. The elastic bands hold the remotely controlled device in place to wonderfully stimulate its wearer into insanity. We fastened Chris' ankles to the legs on one side of the horse and had her bend forward so her stomach rested on the horse's crossbar. Chris' arms were still secured behind her, so it was easy to pull them upward and secure them to the rope that hung overhead. Chris was very helpless and not going anywhere. And she was at the perfect height for action all around.

I took off my tee shirt and shorts. Bar looked at my cock, still wet and stiff from Chris's delightful sucking. "You dirty old man. You didn't wait, did you?" I watched Chris react a bit when she heard Bar's voice for the first time. "Would you have waited, my lovely witch?" I teased back. I went to Chris and quietly said, "That's right, pet. I told you there would be two of us to take care of you, but you wrongly assumed both of us would be men. Well, it doesn't matter now." I caressed Chris's bottom and motioned Bar to the other side of her. Together we began spanking her so that we hit both cheeks at the same time. Starting out gently, we began to increase the force of the blows until she was verbally responding each time she was struck. The nipple clamp chain was swinging back and forth, bringing her extra pain/pleasure. I flipped on the power to the rabbit vibe, and heard Chris squeal with delight. I carefully watched her, and just as she started to climax, I turned off the vibe and we stopped spanking her.

I heard her moan with frustration. Then in a plaintive voice she said, "Please, I need to cum!" "Listen slut, you will cum when we decide you will cum. And you will always refer to me as Master and to Bar as Mistress. Is that clear?" "Yes," she whined. I struck her on the bottom, "Yes, what?" "Yes, Master." "That's more like it. Since you are new at this, I will be easy on you this time, but next time it will be much worse. Is that understood?" "Yes, Master." The quaver in her voice made me wonder if she was beginning to question her situation. Before she could think too much, I turned the vibe on again. She moaned as the wonderful rubber tips worked on her most sensitive spots. I moved around to her head, twined my fingers in her hair. "Suck, slut!" My cock pushed at her lips, and entered her warm mouth. She was an excellent cocksucker, providing my sex with just the right amount of pressure and movement. Her tongue performed exquisitely at my under-glans. I knew I would not last long, but didn't care. I motioned for Bar to start again on Chris' bottom, and she began to work on it with a short strap, striking first one side then the other.

Chris had reached a high level of excitement. We had played her like a musical instrument, giving and withdrawing pleasure. The nipple clamps were digging into her aroused nipples, and the chain was causing additional stimulation. My cock was filling her front end, while the vibe and Bar's strap were working on her bottom half. I heard her start to moan and begin her orgasm. She stopped sucking my cock, so I began fucking her mouth using her ears and hair to hold her in place. I nodded at Bar, and she increased the intensity and frequency of the strapping she was giving Chris' bottom. Chris' body stiffened and she moaned and screamed around my cock. I turned the vibe up to maximum and pulled at the nipple clamp chain. She went off like a rocket, her whole body quivering and shaking, while her muffled screams continued around my still moving cock. I squeezed her breasts hard. Then everything turned on end for me, as my scrotum contracted and my cock began to swell. I felt the muscles in my groin clench and begin to spasm as they pumped my juices from below. My spasms began in earnest, intensified by Chris' movements around my cock as she continued to cum. Bar was strapping her even harder now, and I could see stripe marks on her asscheeks. The whole scene increased the intensity of my climax. I grunted and growled through it, pushing my cock deeper into Chris' throat. As my sperm erupted into the back of her throat, I heard Chris cough, then felt her gamely swallow as she tried to keep up with my deposit.

I finally came to my senses, and realized that it was quiet, except for the pounding of my heart in my ears, Chris' whimpering breathing, and the muffled hum of the vibe. When I turned it off, I could hear crickets and other insects calling each other in the night. I gently pulled my shrinking cock from Chris's lips, taking great care to move slowly. It was still very sensitive. I untied the rope holding Chris in her bent over position and allowed her arms to drop to her back. Bar unfastened her ankles, and we walked her over to a picnic table bench. She sat down, and I unfastened her arms from behind her back. She stretched them a bit, until I finally eased her down on her back and refastened her arms behind her and under the bench. Her ankles were next fastened to the bench legs. She was not really that aware of her new predicament. But soon she would be. Bar had not yet had the opportunity to ease her sexual tension. Chris was in perfect position for facesitting. I did not know if she had ever orally served another woman. If not, she would soon learn how. I removed her nipple clamps, and she moaned with the pleasure/pain that resulted. Flipping the switch to the rabbit vibe, I motioned for Bar to undress and mount Chris's face. The evening was still young, and our scene had just begun. Chris moaned with delight as the vibe made its delightful movements. Bar straddled her head. "That's enough rest, slut. Time to get back to work."

The Network - Chapter Eight


While she was tied to the picnic bench, Chris did a wonderful cunnilingus job on Bar. She had to or Bar would have smothered her. While she was working on Bar, I removed the rabbit vibe and used my riding crop on her open cunt. The additional motivation of the crop striking between her legs, caused her to jump and moan, but she soon got the message. The more she hesitated, the harder she was flogged. The whippy crop is deceptive. Each stroke is by itself, gentle. It is the relentless number of taps, which when combined, build to something almost unbearable. Bar has used it on my testicles a number of times and has brought me almost to tears each time she has used it. It hurt Chris so much, I finally had to stop striking her with it, so she could pay full attention to orally bringing Bar to a shuddering climax. Chris' face was buried in Bar's sex as it was rubbed across her mouth and nose. Having been in that position several times before, I knew Chris might be feeling like she was being suffocated. Fortunately, Bar always comes to her senses in time. 

Once Bar had climaxed and was finished rubbing her clit on Chris' nose and mouth, we took a break and moved inside with Chris to the playroom. We stretched her out on her back on the bondage bench and secured her with her arms over her head and her legs spread. I brought out my favorite flogger. It was made from several long rubber bands that had been cut in half and glued into a handle. I like it because it is more severe than most of the others I have used, yet leaves no marks. Chris' blindfold had been removed, so she could watch and anticipate what was about to happen.

I began by using an overhand twirling motion to caress her breasts. A sub had once described the resulting feeling as like being bitten by a hundred insects. Chris struggled and moaned as the flogger bit into her breasts. I worked my way up each arm, then down again to her breasts, paying particular attention to her nipples. Her moans became more intense and almost guttural. Bar turned on the video camera and also began taking pictures with our digital camera. Some new pics were going to soon be posted on our website. Chris' moans became louder. That only excited me more, causing me to change my flogging technique to one that involved a whiplike striking of her breasts. Her moans turned to screams. When I started to flog her spread cuntlips, she sucked in her breath with the shock of it and began to scream some more.

Finally, I gave her a break, while I got out the small Tens Unit. I grounded one end at the opening of her vagina. The business end of the unit was pressed against her clit. When I turned it on, she jumped and began to moan again. I turned up the intensity of the shocks, until she was moaning regularly. Subs respond to clit shocks in different ways. Some love the sensation and can climax from it. To others, it is pure torture. Chris was a climaxer. As she gurgled and moaned through another climax, I increased the intensity some more. She strained and fought against her bonds so much, I thought she was going to hurt herself. Bar straddled her chest to hold her down and began pinching her nipples. Chris' whole body trembled and shook with the impact of an earth-shaking come. Suddenly it was over. We stood there awed by what we had just witnessed. I finally came to my senses and turned the unit off. We listened to Chris' breathing as it finally slowed down.

We spent another couple of hours using and abusing Chris. She spent quite a bit of time on our bondage horse, with Bar using the strapon to fuck her cunt and me feeding her mouth again with my stiff rod. Then we switched ends, and I took her virgin backside, while she squealed around Bar's artificial cock. Then we tied her to the bed with her legs bent double and fastened to her wrists. Bar flogged her cunt and the insides of her thighs some more. Her doubled up position allowed me plenty of deep penetration as I finished fucking her deliciously tight cunt. She came several more times before I was able to finish off for the final time. When we were finally done with her, I put her in the truck and drove her back to her car. She immediately put her head in my lap and fell asleep. 

At the mall parking lot, I woke her and guided her to her car. She walked like an old person, with her legs spread and unsteady. Once she was under the wheel, she seemed to drift a bit. I snapped her out of it by pinching her nipples through her dress. Her head snapped up, and she squealed. She was obviously very tender there. I told her I hoped she was tender all week, so she would think of us whenever she felt the slightest twinge of discomfort. I also told her I would call her when we wanted a repeat. She nodded her head and thanked me. I closed her car door, and she drove off. I followed her home at a distance, just to make sure she got there safely. She parked her car outside of her apartment building and slowly made her way across the parking lot. As she walked to the door, I couldn't help but wonder if we had permanently ruined vanilla sex for her. She had an adventure all right. Only time would tell how much of an impact it had made. My bet was that she would want to see us again soon.

The Network - Chapter Nine


Sometimes moving fast is best. I met her at a local bar. As we talked, I recognized the look. Submissive, but not sure she wanted to let it out. When she asked me what I did, I looked her in the eye and told her I tied naked women up with rope, then spanked them and used them for my pleasure. She was speechless at first, not sure how she should react… yet drawn like a moth to a flame, titillated by the possibility of a forbidden adventure.

"What to you mean," she whispered. I delivered it softly and straight, "You know what I mean. I think you are trying to decide if you should give in to your natural urge to be used by someone like me." She stood frozen, tempted, but afraid to go for it. I could see her nipples become erect and push against the fabric of her tee shirt. I decided to push her a bit. Holding her chin with one hand, I leaned in as if to kiss her. Our eyes were two inches apart. When she closed hers, my other hand reached down and captured a nipple, gently squeezing it. Her breath caught. As I slightly increased the pressure, she moaned and leaned against me. We went to my place.

Now she is standing naked in front of me. Restraints contain her wrists and ankles. "Turn around." I attach her hands behind her back. "You need some warming up" I adjust her posture so she is leaning over the table. "Spread your legs." I caress her, running my hands over her warm back, over the curve of her hips, caressing the cleft between them. The first strike of my hand takes her by surprise. I use my foot to spread her wider, so she's off balance. She wobbles slightly. "That's going to cost you." I talk to her in a low, soft voice, "You're mine, pet, all mine. Every part of you is here for my pleasure." 

She's breathing heavily and finding it hard to remain still. Her bottom tingles and is pink where I struck it. "We have just begun, pet, you will be bound and helpless for the rest of our time together." I place more rope, a flogger and nipple clamps on the table in front of her, and she shivers. My fingers reach for her breasts and begin to squeeze them harder and harder, making her whimper with pain, fear and pleasure. I attach a clamp to each stiff nipple. The chain swings below the clamps. She moans and stands there trying to adjust to the heady sensations. I pull her by the chain over to the bed, where I sit, then stretch her across my knee. As each blow falls, she gasps with the shock, but when my hand checks between her legs, she is sopping wet. 

Later she is bound to the bed, legs spread, open for me. I have wrapped her tenderized breasts with rope, making them more sensitive. My tongue lightly works at them, whisking the full nipples to a peak, making her ache, making her want more. Her tormented nipples sting with pain one moment, then sing with pleasure the next. They are on fire with sensations like she has never experienced.

Drifting downward, my mouth gently kisses the petals of her sex as they start to open for me. My tongue teases its outer edges, easing in, then slipping away like a ghost. Then it is back again, teasing, making circles around her clit. Now it slips deeper, touching her where she lives. She moans and tries to arch against my mouth, but I slip away again. Then back in, gently grazing against her hot button. "Oh please, Sir, let me come." "Quiet pet, we have all night." She sobs in joyful frustration.

I hear a car in the driveway. Barbara has arrived. I wonder what she will do with the surprise I have brought home? Reaching over for the riding crop, I mentally begin to change my plans for the evening, so as to include Bar in them. As I begin to flog our new pet with the crop, she shrieks and begins to come. I smile because I know the noise will bring Bar running. "Oh, yes, pet. You are in for many surprises tonight. What an adventure you have in store for you."

The Network - Chapter Ten


I went to my exercise club late that Sunday evening. It closed at 6:00 PM, and I arrived about an hour before closing. There was just one employee working I had met Deb several weeks earlier, and we had developed a kind of kidding relationship. She was in her late twenties, and as fit as only someone who works in an exercise club can be. Her shorts always seemed to fit tightly around a shapely bottom. Deb's legs were sensational, the product of hours of aerobics. Her breasts were ample, and pushed against the club's monogrammed tee shirt. Deb was a tall 5' 10" and had short brown hair that shaped itself nicely around her face, accenting her brown eyes. I never tired of looking at this beautiful woman, and I am sure most of the club's male members had the same feeling.

Deb was able to do it all from leading classes to working out in the weight room. Tonight, as I finished up and carried my bag out of the locker room, she was busy with some papers. I walked up to the counter and asked her what was going on. She said she was just finishing checking the next work schedule, and it looked OK. She locked the front door as I told her she looked OK, too. Deb he gave me a serious look and said something about me being all talk and no action. I asked her what she meant, and she said she would tell me if I would help her walk through the facility to make sure everyone had left. This was not the first time I had helped her with this routine, and we sometimes went out for coffee afterward. Deb had never given me any sign that she was interested in me other than as a buddy.

We went through the pool area, the gym and both locker rooms, turning off lights as we went. As we entered the exercise room, Deb turned and said that she had overheard a couple of female members talking about me the other day. One of them was telling the other that I looked so respectable, one would never imagine that I was into kinky things like tying women up and even spanking them. I was surprised to hear this, because I don't make it a practice to advertise my alternative lifestyle. I have an regular arrangement with another dominant female. We regularly get together to switch with each other or to double up on willing female submissives. Occasionally, I visit other femdom friends, and we either switch or share sub.

I guided Deb over to two exercise benches and sat her down on one, while I took the other. I told her the truth, admitting that I preferred bdsm be involved in my sexual activities. Then I gave her a brief run down of my sexual history, describing how these interests came about. As I finished, I wondered if I had lost a friend.

Deb took a deep breath and said that for a long time she had had fantasies about being tied up, spanked and used in other ways by a strong man. So far, she had not dated anyone who had been interested in these sorts of activities. She then looked down at the floor and asked if I would be willing to help her explore this part of herself. I told her that I would be pleased to teach her as much as she wanted to learn and asked her when she wanted to start. She swallowed and replied, "What about right now?"

A thrill shot through me when I heard her say that. Trying not to seem too eager, I told her a few simple rules. I told her I wanted her to obey me without question. I told her she would be safe with me, described the use of a safe word and gave her one. I gave her an opportunity to ask questions. When she had none, I told her I wanted her to strip immediately. She blushed, but began disrobing. Her shoes and socks were first. She stood and removed the red club tee shirt and tight blue exercise shorts.

"Let me look at you," I ordered. She was wearing a matching tan exercise bra and thong. I had her turn and model it for me. "You look very sexy, slut. Now the rest of it." She removed her bra. Her breasts came free with just the slightest jiggle. The areola were light brown and slightly oval in shape, circling slightly darker nipples. She slipped the thong off of her hips and let it drop to the floor. Her pubic hair was trimmed into a narrow shape. The skin of her breasts and bottom half were slightly lighter than the rest of her body. It was apparent that she wore only the briefest of bikinis when sun bathing. My cock stiffened in my shorts.

I moved an exercise mat to the edge of the bench I was sitting on. "Come over here in front of me and kneel." She came to me and got on her knees. "Put your hands palms up on your thighs. Now, remove my shirt and shorts." She pulled the tee shirt over my head. I stood and let her slip my shorts and underwear off as I kicked off my shoes. I went to a hook on the wall and removed a jump rope. I stood behind her and used the rope to tie her hands behind her back. In front of her again, my hands surrounded her head, and the fingers entwined in her hair. My cock was rock-hard, jutting toward her lips. "Suck it."

Deb took me into her mouth and began sucking, taking my cock in, then letting it slip out. She was moving her head a bit too fast, so I held her head tightly and began moving my hips, fucking her face. "Let me feel your tongue underneath." The flicking action was delightful. She continued to suck me avidly as I pumped in and out of her mouth. I reached down and touched her nipples, rolling and pinching them between my forefingers and thumbs. She moaned around me, but gamely kept sucking. I pinched her harder. She shuddered, again moaning and continuing her ministrations on my rod. I began to feel the rush building in my groin. My balls contracted in their sack. I could feel the rumbling start from inside. 

"Suck me harder, Baby." Her teeth scraped the head of my cock, almost driving me crazy. I began to spasm and knew that this was going to be one of those wonderful climaxes that was so intense it would hurt. I grunted as the first fluid shot out of the end of my throbbing prick. She choked, then swallowed and kept up with it. My thighs quivered and my fingers clamped down harder on her tortured nipples. Deb's lips and tongue worked their magic through one of the most intense climaxes I have ever had. "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!" I could make no other sound. Then it was over, I was almost paralyzed. I stood there gasping for air and shaking until I finally had to sit down. Deb never let go of me, keeping her mouth on my shrinking cock and sucking out the remaining jism that continued to ooze from its slit.

I finally recovered a bit and told her I was very pleased with her. I stood up and untied one of her wrists and led her over to a weight bench where I had her lie down on her back with her legs toward the uprights. I refastened her hands behind her and under the bench, then found another jump rope and fastened her spread legs at the ankles to the tops of the upright bars. She was now helplessly spread open and available to me. "Time for your second lesson, pet."

The Network - Chapter Eleven


I had Deb where I wanted her. She was stretched out on her back on the weight bench, her legs splayed and attached to its weight bars. Her arms were fastened behind her and under the bench. I covered her eyes with a towel, grabbed the door keys, and told her not to go anywhere. Letting myself out the front door of the club, I went to my car and grabbed my kit and digital camera.

I keep my kit in the car just for situations like this. It contains some basic play toys and tools, so I am never unprepared. When I came back into the exercise room, the lovely sight of a bound and ready woman greeted me. Seeing a tied, naked and helplessly available woman never ceases to please me. Eye candy. It's one of the reasons I am a dominant male. I stood there for a moment and took in the picture. Then I took a couple of digital pics for the website.

Deb didn't know what to expect. She was brand new at this, so it was my responsibility to make sure she enjoyed what was about to happen enough that she wanted to do it again, hopefully with me. Many dominant males do not understand this basic principle and are too severe with new submissives. If you want to have another session with your delightfully submissive pain slut, you must give her the motivation to come back.

I leaned in and licked Deb's nipples. Her breath caught, then she shivered and moaned. I could feel the nippleflesh begin to swell against my tongue. As I shifted my mouth from one nipple to the other, I pinched and rolled the other nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She was moaning almost continuously, and when I began biting her nipples, she groaned and began to shake. "Oh, my slut likes that." "Yesssss!" I pulled away and watched the frustration on her face. She jumped and moaned when I began flicking her nipples with my forefinger. We can use all sorts of toys to scene, but our most effective ones are our fingers, tongue, teeth and lips. I didn't let up. Deb was exclaiming with each flick of my finger. I knew that her nipples were becoming hypersensitive. I could see that they were a bit swollen from my rough treatment, but the areola were wrinkled and pebbled. She was extremely excited.

I clipped a pair of vibrating nipple clamps to her nipples and turned them on. She let out a small, "Oh," and continued to moan. As I moved between her open legs, I could smell her arousal. Her clit peeked between her lips. I took a small dowel from my kit and began tapping her clit with it. She jumped with each tap and tried to move away, but was firmly anchored and splayed open by the bench's bars. When I stopped the taps to her clit, she relaxed a bit until my finger slipped between the lips of her labia. She was so wet, that my finger easily entered her. I thought she was going to climax then and there, so stopped all movement of my fingers. "You had better not come, slut, until I give you permission. I am not going to give you permission until you beg me to come." She whimpered in frustration and tried to raise her hips to rub against my fingers, but they were too far away, and she could only move a fraction of an inch.

I began slapping her bottom with my hand. The first one caught Deb by surprise, and she jerked. The second was a bit harder, causing her to yelp. After a few well-placed smacks, my hand caressed her cheeks, feeling the curves. My finger again entered her, working its way inside and feeling every subtle nuance. I worked by second finger inside and twisted them both around. Deb began moaning again. When my tongue touched her clit, she came alive, gurgling her pleasure. I worked the tip of my tongue in circles around her swollen clit. She tasted salty-sweet. My fingers worked inside her love tunnel. Her increased moans indicated that she was approaching her climax. Finally, she begged me to come.

"Please!" 

"Please, what, slut?" 

"Please, may I come?"

"What will you do if I let you come?"

"Anything!"

"But you will do anything now. I can make you do anything I want, right?"

She moaned in frustration. "Yesssss!"

"I'll tell you what, let me give you some more of the pain you want. Can I hurt you some more?"

"Yes! Anything!"

Deb was too far-gone to understand the implication of what she had just said. I pulled away and took a rubber flogger from my kit. When it struck between her open legs, she screamed. I whispered, "You did say I could do anything, baby slut. And you did say I could hurt you some more." The flogger struck her tender lips again, causing her to jerk and strain against her bonds. It was no use. I stopped. "If you want to come, you will have to ask me to flog you three more times, right on your clit. Do you want me to do it? Do you want me to continue?" My fingers caressed her clit and slipped in and out of her opening. She was so excited, she would have agreed to anything. 

"Yes!"

"What do you want, slut?"

"More… Please hurt meeeee!"

I always try to give a woman what she wants. The flogger struck her clit and cunt lips three more times before I again buried my mouth and fingers in her sex. This time when she begged to come, I mumbled my agreement. She went off like a rocket, bucking her hips against my mouth. If she had not been tied down, I think she would have thrown me off. I stayed with her. Her climax was loud and long. She groaned through it, took a breath and went into another one. It was more intense and louder than the first one. My tongue and fingers kept at her, seeking to pull out every last bit of pleasure from her body. She finally collapsed.

I turned off the nipple clamps and uncovered her eyes. Deb lay there catching her breath. I stroked her legs, stomach and breasts, running my hands gently over them. When the palms of my hands touched her nipples, she began to stir again. Grinning, I realized that I was going to have my hands full. I stood between her legs and pressed my cock into her hot, slippery sex. She sucked in a breath. My fingers flicked out at her nipples, and we continued her education.

The Network - Chapter Twelve


One day I decided to take Bar to my friend's farm. When I checked with him, he said that he would be away for the rest of the day, but as always, I should feel free to use his barn for whatever pleasures I saw fit. It was a switch day for Bar, meaning it was her turn in the barrel. She had been a bit rambunctious lately, and needed to be taken down a peg or two, not to mention just plain needing to be worked over well. We drove on the freeway to a rural exit. Once off the freeway, I pulled over and had Bar put on her wrist and ankle restraints and blindfold. I clipped both sets of restraints together, pushed her seat back so she could nap or dream of what was about to happen, then drove the last half hour to the farm.

The farm is about 100 acres in size, and the farm buildings are located in the middle of the property, far enough from prying eyes or accidental eavesdroppers. I drove down the long lane, stopping the car right outside the barn door. I was quite familiar with the barn, having taken several subs there on different occasions. It is the perfect setting for nudity and bdsm. I immediately guided Bar through the side door of the barn and closed it behind us. As she stood there, I undid the ties of her sundress and let it drop to the floor. Except for her sandals, which I asked her to step out of, she was completely nude. 

As I have told you before, Bar has a classic hourglass shape with an ass that begs to be spanked. Her breasts are ample and tipped with dark pink nipples, which wrinkle at the least little bit of stimulation. They were very stimulated now, the wrinkles obvious from several feet away. You may remember, I first met Bar in a situation where she topped me, but later, she suggested switching, and we have continued that relationship, with me being the primary dominant. We tend to find submissive partners that we can both share, but still switch when the need arises.

The main area of the barn was open with beams above every 15 feet or so. From one of these beams, hung a block and tackle, which is used to lift hay bales into the hayloft. A rope ran through the block and tackle and hung in the center of the barn. Attached to the rope was a hook. I have used this device several times to helplessly secure submissive women. I rehooked Bar's wrist cuffs behind her and lowered the hook so I could attach her wrist restraints to it. The block and tackle was then used to hoist her arms up, causing her to bend at the waist and lower her head to the height of my waist. I hooked a spreader bar between her ankles, spreading them about two feet apart. To sweeten the situation, I clipped my most severe pair of clover nipple clamps to her delicious nubs. Clipping a chain to one clamp, I brought the chain behind her legs and attached it to the other nipple clamp. She groaned as the clamps bit into each nipple.

Bar was in a difficult situation. The clamps bit severely into each nipple, and the chain was wrapped so snugly behind her that the least bit of movement or attempt to straighten up would cause additional pain to her nipples. She told me later that her nipples prickled with pins and needles from the compression and tension on them. They were being pulled and stretched and the pressure on them was causing her breasts to enlarge. This caused more pressure and additional discomfort. I looked at her. She had no choice. She was available to my cock at either end. I caressed her bottom, letting my fingers slip into her wet cunt. She groaned and tried to move against me. I chuckled and pulled away.

"It's time for your punishment, pain slut," I stated firmly. "You know why this is happening. You have let things slip a bit lately. You can scream all you want, because no one can hear." I tugged on the nipple clamp chain and was rewarded by a grunt. "First I think I will warm you up a bit." I went to the side of the barn and selected a wide strap. I knew from past experience that it could sting quite a bit, but not leave marks. Walking back to Bar, I quickly struck her bottom. She screamed and jerked upward, but was quickly stopped by the way her wrists where held in the air and by the nipple clamps. When they tugged at her nippleflesh, she screamed again. This time I struck the backs of her legs. She had not learned her lesson and jerked again, giving herself more pain and me more pleasure. 

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. It was stiff from the visual and auditory stimulation. Twining my fingers in Bar's hair, I tilted her head up until my cock bounced and rubbed against her lips. "Do this well, slut, and I will go a bit easier on you."

"Yes, Sir." Her words were cut off by a mouthful of stiff cock. Bar was second to none in the cock sucking department. She went at it with her usual enthusiasm, hampered a bit by her position. I could feel my pre-cum leaking from the slit at the end of my rod and knew she could taste its warm, slippery saltiness. I released her head and let her move as much as she could. It had been a few days, and I could not contain myself for long. I came quickly, again holding her head still as she gamely tried to swallow every drop of my gushing warm fluids. She had to keep up or gag. It was one of the best climaxes she had ever given me. But I say that about nearly all of them. 

I finally pulled away and stood there on shaky legs caressing her bottom. Picking up the strap again, I struck her several more times, managing to reach in between her legs from the front. I fingered her clit as I struck her with the strap. She came quickly and intensely on my fingers, grinding against them. I whipped the backs of her legs with the strap, using the pain to magnify her climax. She screamed, moaned and cursed through it, squirting fluids that ran down my fingers and onto the barn floor.

I released Bar's wrists from their position and unfastened her nipple clamps causing her to scream from the sudden agony of the blood rushing back into her nipple tips. There were ligature marks from the restraints on her wrists. She stood up and waited for my direction. I flicked her breasts with my fingers, and then pinched them. Bar moaned and started with each touch. The spreaderbar and blindfold prevented any movement. I got two bales of hay and stacked one on top of the other in front of her. "Lean forward, pet," I directed and guided her so she lay down across the top bale. As she did, Bar's breasts contacted the roughness of the hay bales, and she screamed in surprise. There was nothing she could do about it, because her body weight and the way I had her feet positioned prevented her from getting up. Sometimes bondage does not involve rope and can be accomplished by using the sub's body weight to maintain her in place.

She looked so beautiful and helpless. I wanted to do so much more to her. As I began spanking her with my hand, I felt my cock begin to grow again. I wanted to fuck her mouth some more. I wanted to whip her with the riding quirt. I wanted her cunt and ass. I even wanted to whip her breasts till they had red slash marks on them. As I took down the riding quirt and swung it between her legs so it struck her cunt lips, I realized that I could do it all. We had all the time in the world. Bar screamed as the quirt found a particularly sensitive spot. "That's it, pet. Scream for me." I smiled to myself, as I looked at her helpless body and thought of some particularly painful new things I wanted to try on her. Why not, she was a pain slut, and there was no way she could stop me. I brought the quirt up between her legs again and Bar screamed and sobbed. I had been wondering what she could handle. Today was the perfect day to find out. I hoped she was up to it.

The Network - Chapter Thirteen


I struck Bar again between her legs with the quirt. Her body weight and the spreaderbar kept her from moving off the hay bales. I had just stacked one bale on top of the other and guided her so she stretched across the top bale. Her swollen breasts rubbed against the rough texture of the hay bales, causing her more discomfort. In her own painslut way, she had to be loving it. I stepped in between her legs and rubbed my stiffness through her sex trough. Bar moaned and tried to rub against me, but was pretty much helpless. Her body weight and the way I had her spread feet positioned prevented her from much movement. My body pressing against her also prevented much action on her part. She whimpered in frustration.

By the time my cock entered her aroused and tortured body, Bar had almost lost control. By that time, she was begging me to fuck her, so when my cock drove deeply into her insides, she came with ease. Her grunts of delight reached the rafters. I amplified her climax by reaching under her and squeezing her breasts roughly. I felt her cunt massage my rod as she shuddered through an earthquake that registered high on her Richter Scale. When she finally came down from it, she was in a quivering, shaking state.

I withdrew, not having come the second time. My pleasure could wait. Besides all of this gave me pleasure. I unclipped the spreaderbar and allowed Bar to stand and stretch her legs. She still wore the blindfold and had her wrists clipped behind her back. I love it when a sub is in a weakened state like this. Having climaxed a couple of times just makes her more sensitive to any pain or torture I might give her. I set up two more hay bales across from the two we had just used, then guided Bar between the two sets of bales and under the hoist hook. I unhooked her wrists, brought them over her head and hooked them to the hoist. The position made her breasts jut out nicely.

Next, I got a long, thin board from a pile of lumber stacked across the room. I slipped the board between Bar's legs, and put one end of it across the top of one stack of hay bales. When I removed Bar's blindfold, she squinted at the sudden exposure to the light, but as her eyes adjusted, she saw what I was up to, and looked at me with apprehension. "We've never done this, have we, pet?" I teased. "This is a horse of a different color." I raised the other end of the board and slipped it over the other hay bales. Bar wobbled a bit as she was brought up on tip toes. When I used the hoist to pull her arms a bit higher over her head, she moaned as her sex pressed against the rough texture of the wood.

She stood there helpless as I ran my fingers over her body. Her body was flushed and hot from its previous exertion. I caressed her ribs and underarms, then stroked her breasts, telling her how beautiful she was this way and how I much I was going to enjoy torturing her helpless body. Her weight was making the board dig into her crotch, and she unsuccessfully tried to move around to take some of the pressure off. I caressed her breasts, feeling their fullness against my palms. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensations as her nipples began to respond and poke stiffly against them. Opening my hands, I began to pinch her nipples, twisting them in my fingers. She moaned and tried to wiggle away, but there was no where to go. Her movements just made the board press harder against her twat. My fingers twisted harder, mauling the nipples and pulling upward on her breasts. Her moan turned into a whimper, then a scream. I pulled more until her back was arched from giving in to the pressure I was exerting. When I suddenly released her breasts, she screamed, then moaned as her cunt pressed firmly against the board. I watched as she frantically looked around for some means of escape, some way to ease the pressure against her sore sex.

There was no way out. And I was about to increase the stakes. I got a tawse from my bag and began striking her breasts with it, one, two, three, four times. The blows were not hard, but on top of all they had experienced to that point, they had to be sheer hell. She screamed and wailed with each one. I stepped back and admired the red welts that were forming across both breasts. Then for good measure, I gave her some more. With each strike of the tawse, her breasts bounced and shifted, and Bar, cried out with the pain. It was time for the finale. Bar whimpered as she waited. I began tapping her nipples with the riding crop, alternating sides after a couple of taps. Bar moaned. Suddenly, I saw the pain on her face turn to pleasure. "Come for me, slut," I whispered. "Come for me." The taps continued, and her breathing increased. She ground her sex against the board. Suddenly, it happened. Bar arched her back, closed her eyes and shuddered through an intense climax. I kept tapping her nipples through one of the most intense orgasms I have ever seen her have. With her head tilted back, Bar again screamed to the rafters. It was a single, long wail, that continued until she was hoarse and out of breath.

I lowered her arms and unfastened them, then eased her off the board. She was weak and shaky. I tossed a horse blanket on the floor and got her down on it, then stretched out beside her, amazed at what had just happened. Bar had climaxed just from the pain. I had seen this happen before, but this was a first time with this wonderfully gifted woman. Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her towards me, and we cuddled like two spoons. My brain mulled over the new development. I always have been the one who told subs to not put limits on themselves. A submissive should not fall into the trap of thinking that she only can experience so much. And yet, I had become so used to Bar's reactions, that this had caught me totally by surprise. Well, since we had gone to new level, we would have to just see what might be beyond that. One never knows. That is the beauty of it. 

The Network - Chapter Fourteen


I first met Annie at Mistress Lily's apartment. Lil and I have a relationship that involves both friendship and switching depending on need. I consider her a friend, a submissive and a Femdom, not necessarily in that order. I had not seen Lil for a while, but had made arrangements to stop by her apartment and meet her new submissive, Annie. 

Lil had emailed me that Annie was an attractive, middle-aged woman, who had recently become involved of bdsm. Until Lil, Annie's past experience had been limited to virtual bdsm through an on-line dominant male. Lil and I hugged and made small talk, until she introduced Annie, who was sitting quietly in a nearby chair. I greeted Annie, and Lil and I continued our conversation.

Finally, I turned to Annie and began asking her questions about her personal life. You know, where she worked, how long she had been working there and her job duties. We finally got around to discussing her more personal information, including her experience with bdsm. Annie seemed a bit shy at first, but warmed to the conversation as it continued. I shared some of my experiences with her and discussed some of my beliefs about our life-style. I found myself becoming more and more attracted to this blonde lady. It was apparent that she was submissive, but very inexperienced. She seemed surprised when I told her that she had value and was someone with whom many dominant men and women would be eager to have a relationship.

We were in the middle of a discussion about trusting someone else with your bound body, when I decided to demonstrate a point. I forget what the point was, but I wanted to test Annie's openness to having a scene with me. While Lil watched, I went to my bag and pulled out two pairs of restraints. I tossed them into Annie's lap and told her to put them on. Without hesitation, she complied. I stood and directed her to stand. When she did, I clipped her wrists behind her back and her ankles together. Embracing her from behind, I told her how beautiful she looked and began kissing the back of her neck and ears. Annie sighed, closed her eyes and leaned back against me. Soon I was biting her ears and neck.

My hands found her breasts and gently began caressing them through her blouse and bra. It was evident she was becoming more excited with each caress. When my fingers began to squeeze her nipples, she moaned and shuddered against me. I worked on her breasts and nipples for a while as Lil watched from her chair and smoked a cigarette. Wanting more of her, I pulled up her shirt and bra and felt her breasts spring free into my searching hands. I could feel their nipples tickle the palms as my hands made circles over them. They hardened and poked as I continued my caresses. Again and again, my fingers rolled her nipples, then squeezed them. Annie continued to moan, and her breathing became quick and labored. I whispered a safeword in her ear.

Pulling away from Annie for a moment, I went to my bag and laid out some equipment and rope. Lil has two large eyebolts anchored into the ceiling, so I ran a rope through them and moved Annie under them. Her wrists were unclipped, and her blouse and bra were removed. I gazed at her light brown nipples and noticed how much they had wrinkled. Annie was obviously very responsive. Soon her arms were secured overhead, her slacks and panties removed and her legs attached to a spreaderbar. I walked around her, touching the curve of her hips and her bottom and admiring her beautiful backside. Wherever I touched her, Annie got goosebumps. Soon she was shivering with each touch.

I ran my hands over her breasts, caressing their fullness and flicking the nipples with my fingers. Each time my fingers found their targets, Annie would start and moan. Lil hugged her from behind and whispered reassurances into her ears. We both told her how beautiful she was. Both breasts had bruises on them, evidently from a prior session with Lil. When I began slapping her breasts, telling her she was a slut and asking her if she agreed, she whispered, "Yes!"

I ran the pinwheels over Annie's breasts and nipples, and thrilled to her excited breathing and moans. Her underarms and bottom were almost as sensitive. Lil handed me a pair of clover clamps, and I quickly attached them to Annie's full nipples. She whimpered as each one was gently attached to her breastflesh. When my fingers stroked her pubic hair and entered her slit, I found she was well lubricated…. wet is a better word for it. I brought the nipple clamp chain to Annie's mouth and had her hold it there while I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. Her nipples were pulled and stretched upward. "Look at me, slut. Look me in the eyes, and see how much you are going to suffer." I finally removed the chain from her mouth. Annie was panting and shaking as she stood there waiting for what was next.

Both Lil and I took turns spanking Annie with our bare hands, then Lil brought out a strap and I slapped her ass with it several times, taking care to spread strikes so her whole bottom was marked with red weals. My fingers probed her slit, finding her love button with my thumb as two others invaded her tunnel. Her body strained against my hand, trying to hump it. "Do you want to come, pet?"

"Yes, Sir!"

My fingers slowed down and stopped, leaving her hanging. "You don't sound like you really mean it," I teased. "What are you willing to do if I let you come?"

"Anything, Sir!" She moaned in frustration.

"But of course, I can do anything I want to do anyway. Right slut? So it sounds like you have nothing to bargain with."

"Ppp-lleese," she begged.

"Please what?" I inquired as though I did not understand.

"Please let me come."

"No, you will have to wait." I removed the clover clamps from her tender nipples, and Annie gasped. I attached a pair of vibrating nipple clamps. When they were satisfactorily adjusted, I turned them on.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Annie licked her lips and thrust out her breasts. She looked like she was trying to jump up and down, but of course, the spreaderbar prevented that. I gave her stretched labia several slaps with a riding crop. She yelped in response.

"You better not come until I tell you to, slut! And you are going to have to beg a lot more than that before I give you permission."

I handed Lil a small whip and motioned her behind Annie. As Lil began striking Annie's cheeks and the backs of her legs, my fingers easily slipped back inside her. Annie was moaning almost continuously, and obviously trying to control her impending climax. I knew the poor sub would not be able to hold back much longer so I gave her permission.

"Come, slut. Come for Lily and me. Come like the come-slut you are!" My fingers made wet sounds as they worked inside her.

Annie humped my fingers and let go. Her body shook and danced as it fought her restraints. Her cunt hole was gushing fluids. Lily increased the strength and frequency of her blows to Annie's bottom. Annie grunted, moaned and made guttural sounds as her climax took control of her body. She later told Lil, she had never felt so out of control before, so dependent on her pleasure, wanting to will herself to move, but totally frozen with it. I watched as the climax caused her body to stiffen then pull at her restraints. I heard the sound of leather squeaking as her restraints being pulled to their limits. She fought her bondage much like an insect struggles in a spider's web. I leaned against her side and hugged her with my free arm, so she would not lose her balance, and Annie went into a second and then a third orgasm. We continued to work on her until her body finally stopped and hung in its restraints.

I unfastened Annie's arms, removed her nipple clamps and slowly guided her to the nearby bed. The spreaderbar remained between her ankles, so she needed some support to keep from falling. Annie sat on the edge of the bed, and Lil gave her a drink of water. I slipped a belt around her middle and fastened her arms to it at her sides.

While working on Annie, I had gradually disrobed, until all that remained was my briefs. I stepped between Annie's open legs and lowered my briefs. My cock sprang free and brushed her lips. "Suck, slut."

Annie sucked me into her water-cooled mouth. I entwined my fingers in her hair and thrust my hips forward, fucking her face. "Slow down, pet. Take your time. Let me feel that silky tongue of yours." Her mouth was magic. I felt my climax begin to bubble. Pulling away, I pushed Annie, so she fell back on the mattress. Lil got on her knees and used her tongue to work on Annie's pink-budded clit. She inserted two fingers into Annie's cunt and began moving them in and out. As Annie built toward another orgasm, I went to the kitchen, and removed an ice cube from the freezer. I wrapped the cube in a paper towel, so it would not burn her and returned to the action. Lil's mouth and finger movements were bringing Annie to another roaring climax. As she came, I pressed the cold and dripping paper towel between Annie's labia, just above her clit. Annie came with a vengeance, then slipped into another multiple orgasm as we continued to work on her.

I removed my homemade vibrator from my bag and rejoined Lil between Annie's legs. The vibrator is made from the base of a rechargeable toothbrush. With the toothbrush part removed, a small vibrating metal pin is all that is visible. I have custom fit a small rubber tip to the metal pin. The little device is made for clit stimulation. Several women have told me it is better that than vibes specifically made for that purpose. When I touched the vibrating rubber tip to Annie's clit, she moaned and built to another climax. As she came again, Lil and I took turns squeezing and pinching her nipples and breasts. Annie shook through another multiple climax that became so intense, I had to hold her down by pressing my hand against her chest. 

I removed the spreaderbar, and we let Annie rest for a few minutes. Then it was time for my reward. I helped Annie off the bed and onto her knees on the side of it. I quickly removed my briefs, and stretched out on my back in front of her. I spread my legs and pulled her head toward my lap. "Take care of me, slut," was all I had to say. Annie must have been exhausted, but she did not show it. Her mouth worked on me as I held her head in my hands, controlling its movements. "Use that tongue, pet. Yes, that's better." I felt my balls contract in their sack and my groin begin to tighten. Willing myself to relax, I delayed my climax as long as possible. When the sweet sensations finally overcame me, and my jism began to spurt, I directed Annie to swallow it all, as I raped her mouth. My cock thrust deep past her lips as it exploded into her throat. She swallowed it down, taking care to get it all, and continued to work on me to insure maximum pleasure. As my climax subsided, she continued to move her tongue around my cock in a way that brought me a series of little climaxes. My cock became so sensitive, I finally had to push her away.

Annie later indicated she didn't realize how difficult it could be to suck me off without the ability to move much or use her hands. She wanted to please me and give me back some of the pleasures that had been given to her. "I clearly remember the feel of you, felt you stiffen...smooth, warm, filling my mouth, getting slick. When I realized you were going to climax, I wanted to make it as good for you as I could. I truly was happy when you did come and continued to work on you for as long as you would let me." Spoken like a true and gifted submissive woman.

The Network -Chapter 15
 
As Mary drove home from the reunion, she couldn’t help but reflect on the weekend. Siobhan was sleeping off the wonderful weekend in the back seat, but Mary felt nothing but exhilaration. For the most part, it wasn’t the reunion itself that caused her excitement, but what had happened afterward. Oh sure, she had enjoyed seeing old classmates, and listening to their exaggerations and reminiscing about old times. But she had really come for a reunion with just one person. If only she had known what would happen… she would have done this years ago. But then again, maybe the timing might not have been right. She realized that there was no way to second guess one’s life. As she remembered what had happened, a shiver of pleasure coursed through her body. 
The event was the first she had attended of the several that had taken place since her graduation. There had been no interest in attending the others. At first, she had the same reaction upon receiving the invitation to this one. A few weeks later, she had received a preliminary list of those attending and had seen Robert’s name there. That had changed the whole picture for her. 
Suddenly, she was taken back to those days when they had dated. It was the summer of their junior year. Mary and Robert had spent the whole summer exploring their new-found sexuality. They had teased each other for weeks, slowly leading up to the inevitable. They went in stages, their caresses becoming bolder with each time together, kisses exploring more and more uncharted territory. The barriers of oral sex were quickly breached. Finally they were faced with “doing it.” The first time for them both was on a blanket next to his Father’s farm pond. 
His parents had gone to town on a shopping trip, leaving Mary and Robert to their own amusements. They had gone swimming. Robert had challenged her by removing his trunks underwater and tossing them on the bank. Even then, Mary was not one to be bested. Her bikini quickly followed Robert’s swimsuit. They swam for a few moments, teasing each other, before finally standing in water up to their necks and embracing. As they kissed, Mary could feel Robert’s manhood bobbing between her legs. Her breasts silkily slid against his chest. It was just a few steps to the blanket and pleasure they had only imagined. 
The rest of the summer was spent exploring every position and variation they could think of. One day, they were at the pond again, and Mary had played hard to get, teasing Robert by swimming away every time he tried to embrace her. He had finally cornered her and caught her in a bear hug, dragging her out of the water to the blanket. He rolled her over his lap and told her she needed to be punished. He pinned her arms behind her back, forcing them up a bit, and proceeded to spank Mary’s lovely buns. The first smack sent an electric shock that went directly to her cunt. The ones that followed simply added fuel to the fire. When Robert had finished, he released Mary’s hands. They both were paralyzed with the intensity of the moment, but neither knew for sure what the other was feeling. Then Mary realized that Robert’s cock was pushing against her mons. He had enjoyed it as much as she. She had slipped off his lap, rolled over on her back and spread her legs for him. He had not hesitated. With a quick movement, he was between her legs and they were going at it like rabbits. 
From that day on, they took every opportunity to add spanking to their foreplay. Mary was spanked in the car, the barn, the gym, under the bleachers and in the woods. Her favorite experience of all was the day they took a picnic lunch to the woods. Mary ended up hugging a tree, arms tied around it while Robert worked her ass and legs over with a belt. They ended up on the blanket again that day. While Robert’s cock pistoned in and out of Mary’s tight love ring, his hands were under her bottom, squeezing it for all it was worth. The sensations of his hands rubbing the welts on her cheeks, drove Mary to new heights of pleasure. Soon, during their love making, Robert regularly took advantage of making Mary helpless with ropes and then spanking or working her over with some other object. 
Mary’s father had died at the beginning of the next summer. Her mother had sold the farm, and they had moved several hours away to be close to her family. Mary and Robert had written for a while, but both discovered others. The old saying that absence makes the heart grow fonder, does not work for many relationships. Mary and Robert had lost touch with each other until the reunion brought him back into her mind. 
When Mary and Siobhan bought their remote cabin, they made it into a bed and breakfast out of financial necessity. The stroke of genius was making it into a nudity optional bed and breakfast with sexual activity being optional as well. They recruited a willing staff, advertised discretely, and soon they were doing well. So well, they had not been able to take a day off in months. When she found out that Robert would be attending the reunion, Mary expressed her desire to attend with Siobhan. As it turned out, with ample notice, they were able to close the place for a weekend, giving the staff and themselves a short and well-deserved vacation. 
The reunion itself was a lot of fun. Robert came with a tall and attractive blonde named Barbara. They had been living together a couple of years. Robert, Barbara, Mary and Siobhan ended up sharing a table and danced with each other all evening. Robert had not changed much. He had filled out a bit, which was good, because while dating Mary, he had been a bit skinny. He had also grown a beard and moustache, and was graying a bit around the temples. 
After the reunion, they went to a local bar for drinks and more conversation. Mary and Siobhan told Robert and Barbara about their unique bed and breakfast. The couple did not seem a bit shocked by the description or the fact that Mary and Siobhan were obviously a couple themselves. It was then that Robert dropped the bombshell. He told Mary and Siobhan that he and Barbara were very active in the local bdsm community, hosting a number of parties. They were both primarily dominant, but did enjoy switching on occasion. Robert told Mary that the seed had been planted many years ago, while dating her. Over the years, he had been able to explore this part of his sexuality with a number of submissive partners, but also needed to occasionally submit to a female dominant. Barbara and he were well-matched in that area, and were able to take care of each others needs, while introducing a number of submissive men and women to their lifestyle. They invited Mary and Siobhan to their house the next day to continue the visit and see their playroom. The lovers agreed to come by the next day. 
The next afternoon, Mary and Siobhan arrived at the English Tudor where Robert and Barbara lived and were ushered in. A tour of the house followed. It was furnished throughout with antiques. The tour ended with the basement playroom, which was full of equipment the couple used for their activities. Around the walls of the room were a rack, a St. Andrew’s Cross, two spanking benches, a bondage table and a variety of devices that looked like they could hold people quite securely while various nasty things were done to them. Mary felt her pussy start to moisten, and when she looked over at Siobhan, she saw that her nipples had already begin to make themselves visible through her blouse. The room had several sets of ropes and chains hanging from ceiling beams, along with various kinds of cuffs. On the walls were mounted different kinds of restraint devices, whips, ropes, chains, paddles and floggers. 
In the center of the room were two wooden bondage horses, positioned so their riders might face toward or away from each other. The horses had eyebolts positioned at strategic places, and Mary noticed holes drilled here and there. Both horses were painted a matching black and were padded and covered with what appeared to be a soft black leather. As Mary sipped her drink and stood next to one of the horses, her hand reached down and caressed the horse nearest her. She noticed that Siobhan was standing next to Barbara and doing the same thing with the other horse. Robert’s grin brought back memories. He looked straight into Mary’s eyes and said, “Would you like to see what the horse can do for you?” Mary’s breath caught in her chest, and for a moment she felt like a deer caught in a car’s headlights. Last night, she and Siobhan had discussed this possibility and decided to go through with it if the opportunity presented itself. Siobhan had chuckled when Mary referred to it as research. But she had watched Siobhan’s eyes glaze over as she pictured what it might be like to be helplessly bound and worked over by either of the two Doms. And following their discussion, the lovers had enjoyed an extra passionate time before drifting off to sleep. Mary gazed back at Robert and whispered, “Yes.” “When we are like this, you should remember to always say, “Yes, Sir,” he stated firmly.” Mary started to reply, but had to clear her throat before she was able to correct her response. “Yes, Sir.” She felt a trickle of moisture seep in between her cunt lips. 
“Good, girl,” Robert answered. “In order to enjoy the experience to it’s fullest, I want you to undress, slut.” Mary put down her drink and started to disrobe. Barbara said something to Siobhan, and heard her say, “Yes, Mistress.” Out of the corner of her eye, she caught Siobhan starting to disrobe, too. The two lovely women were undressed in moments and standing waiting for directions in moments. Siobhan’s red hair was a beautiful contrast to Mary’s blonde tresses. Barbara looked both women over and said, “Robert, I think we have a couple of prize sluts on our hands, don’t you?” Siobhan shuddered when she heard herself referred to in that way. Robert nodded. Together the two Doms attached restraints to both of the passive women. “For full effect, we want you to see what is happening to the other, so you will be bound to each horse on your stomach and facing each other.” The two Doms then directed Mary and Siobhan into position. Mary felt butterflies in her stomach as she stretched out on the bondage horse and let her hands and legs hug the legs of her horse. The top of the horse rested against her pubic bone and pressed against her clit. 
Siobhan had assumed the same position across from Mary. As her breasts brushed across the top of the horse, she felt an electric sensation surge through them that sent a jolt directly to her pussy. The two willing women were quickly anchored to each horse. Collars were next secured around each lovely neck. As the collars were fastened on, both women felt their arousal jump to the next level. They now understood why so many submissives wore collars. Siobhan tested her bonds, trying their strength and realized that she was truly helpless and under the control of the blond woman standing over her and caressing her back. She felt her body being touched in several places, gentle touches, stroking and enjoying all of her curves. Then Mistress Barbara was standing at the top of her head and reaching under her to caress her breasts as they quivered in their fullness. She closed her eyes and surrendered herself to the sensations. Suddenly, twin jolts of pain shot through her nipples as the Femdom squeezed them. “Ohhhh,” she cried out in surprise, realizing that the pain did not hurt as much as it added to her arousal. 
Across from her, Robert had caressed Mary’s breasts in much the same manner, but had then moved to a wall and returned with nipple clamps that he quickly had attached to Mary’s swinging globes. “Ahhhhh,” was Mary’s response. Then, “Unhhhhh,” as the second one was fastened tightly. The chain connecting the weighted clamps was dropped, and as it swung, Mary enjoyed the additional sensations. It was almost like there were two sets of Siobhan’s teeth working on her. Robert caressed her head and she felt his fingers in her hair. As he tipped her head up, she realized that he had unzipped his back leather pants. His cock and balls were exposed to her. As she opened her mouth to take him in, she had a flashback to those high school days when they had been lovers. His cock looked just like it had looked years ago when they were lovers. Then her mouth was surrounding it, reacquainting her with the feel and taste of it. The slightly salty, vanilla-like taste of his pre-cum made her mouth water. She became his cocksucking whore, giving him what he wanted. She would be a total slut for him… do anything he wanted…. and after that, she wanted more. 
Siobhan was experiencing a totally different set of circumstances and sensations. Barbara had been alternately caressing her breasts and nipples and then roughly squeezing their brown points. She could not believe how excited this was making her. This was a brand new experience for, and while she embraced it, she had no idea she would enjoy it so much or that it would make her so aroused. Barbara moved away and around to Siobhan’s backside, slipping her fingers into the redhead’s matching red-covered slit. They entered easily. As Siobhan enjoyed the sensations, she gazed across at Mary. She could see a bit of Mary’s mouth between Robert’s legs as her lover greedily sucked on his cock. As she noticed the nipple clamps dangling down from Mary’s nipples, she felt Barbara fasten a pair on her own pink nubs. The burning sensation she still felt from the Femdom’s fingers was suddenly intensified as the cold clamps bit down on her full nipples. “Ahhhhhhh,” then again, “Ahhhhhhh.” As she adjusted to the bite of the clamps and slowed her breathing a bit, she felt Barbara’s hand caressing her asscheeks. Suddenly, Barbara began spanking her. The shock of it caused her to jump a bit, and the chain fastened to the nipple clamps swung wildly, adding to the torture/pleasure she was experiencing there. As the spanking continued, she slipped into a pleasant floating sensation that was almost trance-like. As she started to drift, she felt pressure at her lips, and Robert’s cock forced itself between them. She took it all in, wanting to experience everything the couple had to offer. She felt totally owned and controlled. 
Mary’s eyes had glazed a bit as she enjoyed the vibrating cock that Robert had inserted into her cunt. He had also surprised her when he had turned on the vibrating nipple clamps she had been wearing. She struggled against her bonds, enjoying the additional sexual tension it created. Suddenly, her first climax washed over her, surprising her with it’s intensity. She moaned through it and shook as her bound body rode the horse. The vibrating cock and nipple clamps were relentless. Instead of relaxing after her climax, they caused her to begin to build to another one. As she closed her eyes and started to ride the wave to another one, Robert began to flog her asscheeks with a rubber flogger. The stings it made were like dozens of little insects biting her backside. Her body was awash with the pleasure and pain she was experiencing. She could not focus on one thing, but instead surrendered to the total experience. 
Siobhan was being spanked soundly with one of Barbara’s hands as the other plunged in and out of her cunt. The nipple clamps were causing her breasts to feel like they were on fire, sending extra jolts of pleasure directly to her cunt, where Barbara’s fingers turned her fluids into a froth. Her climax began, and as she screamed through it, Barbara increased the intensity of the blows to Siobhan’s bottom. Siobhan quivered and struggled against her bonds and the bondage horse shook under her. Mary and Siobhan were having the time of their lives. 
Both Mary and Siobhan were fucked, flogged, and spanked soundly that afternoon. In turn they were forced to please both Master Robert and Mistress Barbara in every way imaginable. They sucked both Doms to climaxes, switching partners several times. They were suspended and flogged, then tied down on the rack and fucked while being helplessly stretched. They were taken from the rear and by mouth by both Robert and Barbara, serving them in any manner the Doms desired. They lost track of the number of their own climaxes. 
That night, they were so exhausted that they stayed at Robert and Barbara’s house. The next morning they discussed their experiences and a deal was struck. Robert and Barbara would come to the Bed and Breakfast several times a year to host a BDSM Weekend. There was a small barn behind the cabin that could be converted for this purpose. Robert and Barbara would buy some of the needed equipment, and have it shipped. The rest of it, they would make and bring with them. The barn could be put to this unique use with minimal expense. If the idea took off, it could add a much-needed shot in the arm to those slow times of the year. Then someone suggested that their business could now be called the B&D B&B. after they had all laughed, the name seemed appropriate. For those special weekends, that would be what they would call it. They negotiated the necessary financial arrangements and other details, shook hands on the deal, and Mary and Siobhan began the drive back to the cabin. This new twist was certainly something to look forward to. 

 The Network -Chapter 16
 


Darla's eyes flashed blue-green with apprehension as the candle hovered over her nipple. The candlelight gave her dark red hair several shimmering shades as it framed her face and shoulders. Master Robert watched the nipple wrinkle... if just the thought of the hot wax brought this effect... what would the wax itself do? The first drops fell from the candle and splashed on her nippleflesh. Darla moaned a protest that no one believed. As she waited breathlessly for the next drops of the white wax to fall, Darla realized that what was happening to her was everything she had hoped for and more. 
Several months ago, she had been contacted by her friends Mary and Siobhan and told of their new business, a "clothing optional" bed and breakfast located in a remote and beautiful area. The two gals had fallen in love with their cabin and purchased it almost immediately as a place to live. To call it a cabin was not an appropriate description, because it was the large and modern former residence of a wealthy man, who had decided to sell and move to a location that was less remote. He had the money; he could live anywhere he wanted. Because he was rich, Mary and Siobhan had been able to purchase the residence for a good price. And because the good price was still expensive, they had hit upon the idea of opening a bed and breakfast with the clothing optional theme. Of course, what really made it attractive was the availability of sex with the owners and staff, who were all bisexual. Darla had come to the B&B on a trial run with her friend, Ken. Both had a wonderful time, and Darla had told her friends she would return for another visit as soon as possible. 
The 'clothing optional' and 'open sexuality' of the B&B insured a steady stream of guests. Their positive experiences let to referrals and a steady stream of guests. But Mary and Siobhan felt that to keep growing, additional services needed to be offered. Shortly after that decision, the gals had gone to a reunion, and met Robert, Mary's first love and sexual partner. Robert was attending the reunion with his housemate, Barbara. As it turned out, Robert and Barbara, were both experienced Doms, who occasionally switched. They had invited the gals to their home, and had ultimately scened with them. Being put through the paces by Robert brought back old memories for Mary. Both gals enjoyed being put in bondage, having measured amounts of pain given to them and then brought to earthshaking climaxes by the two Doms. At the end of the weekend, the foursome agreed to bring BDSM to the business as an additional optional service. 
Robert had immediately set about ordering basic equipment and tools of the trade for use in the barn behind the cottage. The barn was relatively new and unused, so was an ideal place to use for this purpose. The building was relatively open inside, and was framed inside by a number of wooden posts supporting beams that crisscrossed overhead. It was rustic, sturdy and easily converted to its new intended use. With some lumber and sweat equity, Robert, Barbara, Mary, Siobhan, Cindy and Josh were able to install equipment and construct wooden crosses, bondage and spanking benches, a rack, a hoist and other suspension devices. A rolling table was added to hold various clamps and other pieces of equipment. Cup hooks were fastened around the tables edges, and whips, floggers and paddles were hung from the hooks. 
Mary contacted Darla for a trial run in the new BDSM playroom, knowing that she was submissive and would enjoy the special treatment it offered. Darla had readily accepted the personal invitation after a short description of what it might mean to her. Which explains how Darla found herself in her present predicament, spread-eagle, tied and stretched on the rack, with hot wax dripping down on her nipples as her cunt oozed her love fluids. Each drip of the hot wax splashed across her throbbing nipples and breasts, sending electric like shocks directly to her sex. 
Josh watched Master Robert as he teased and tormented Darla with the hot wax, dripping it in measured amounts across both nipples until they were covered with copious amounts of the wax. Josh had volunteered to assist Robert with the hope that he could learn more about becoming a Dom. The idea had attracted him for some time, and the opportunity was just too good to pass up. 
"Help me get this wax off her breasts, Josh," Robert requested. "Just peel it away." Soon both of Darla's heated nipples were cooling in the open air. The men were on either side of Darla, as she lay on the raised bench under them. Her legs were attached to extensions on the bottom of the bench, so that her cunt was open and resting at the edge of the bench. As if on cue, both Robert and Josh leaned in and sucked in a warm nipple. Darla sighed with the sensations that shot through her body. Then they began to bite the sensitive nubs. The bites were gentle at first, but gradually became more intense. Darla groaned with the pain, struggling at her bonds and twisting her head from side to side. But there was no escape. A hand caressed her mound and found its way into her slit, caressing her gently. She tried to rub her sex against it, but was unable to move. The bites were harder now, giving her spasms that shook her whole body. "Owwwwwwww! No... No... Noooooo!" She cried, struggling to move away. 
"Josh, you have to remember that she can use the safe word any time she wishes. By saying 'no', she has not told you to stop. In fact, she is probably enjoying herself immensely," Robert commented to Josh the student. 
Robert came around to Darla's head, which was supported by an extension of the padded bench. He directed Josh to stand between her legs. Josh's cock had been erect throughout the whole experience, and brushed against Darla's reddish cunt hair. "We are going to play a little game, pet," Robert explained as he inserted his cock into her mouth. "Josh and I are going to fuck you at both ends. I am also going to pinch your nipples at the same time. If I pinch you hard enough, you may want to quit sucking my cock. If you do, I will pinch you harder, and Josh will stop moving his cock inside you. He may even withdraw. So you see, it is in your best interest to keep on sucking me, no matter what happens. Once Josh and I have both cum, I will release your nipples. Understand? 
Darla shook her head and began to suck Master Robert's stiff cock with gusto. She was forced to stop for a moment as Josh rubbed his hot meat against her slit and entered her roughly. She was in heaven with male organs filling her at both ends. Suddenly, she felt Robert's fingers on her nipples. At first, the mild squeezes were welcome and served to excite her even more. But gradually, Robert increased the pressure until the pain became almost unbearable. Darla froze as Robert's cock caused her cheeks to expand. She whined through her nose. Robert responded by tapping her cheek with his hand and admonishing her verbally. "Suck it, slut or the pain will increase." To make the point, he again roughly squeezed her nipples. It was almost too much for her to take, but she managed to resume her oral worship of his cock. Josh had stopped thrusting into Darla's slick cunt during this interchange, and he again resumed his reaming of her cunt hole. The pressure eased on her abused breastflesh, and Darla moaned in delight as the wonderful sensations began to overtake her body. She felt herself respond to the situation and could almost see herself secured to the table, filled at both ends by the men who were abusing and using her. The image only served to heighten her sensations. 
Robert worked his cock in and out of her mouth, and Darla made every effort to move her lips and tongue around it. Josh's cock was driving her crazy as it moved in and out of her cunt, massaging the walls that tightly caressed it. She felt Josh's thumb slide into her slit and dip into her wetness. It then began to rub against her clit, driving her to the brink. As she began to come, she realized that Robert's fingers were again tightening their grip on her sore nipples, but this time the pain had turned into almost electric jolts of pleasure that shot straight down and joined with what was happening in her cunt. As she groaned and grunted through her orgasm, she felt Robert's cock swell and begin to pour its seed down her throat. Josh also increased the speed of his thrusts until he shuddered through his climax. 
She felt that her climax would never end... it carried her to a peak that she had never experienced before... had only sensed. She floated there on an orgasmic sea of pleasure. She wanted to exclaim that it would not stop, but the gushing cock in throat, filled her completely, its spurting jism causing her to swallow lest she drown in it. It was just too much. Her body hung there as Josh pulled out and buried his mouth on her clit and made his tongue strum it steadily. Darla's body gave up and surrendered to another peak, this one higher than the one she had just left. Her body continued to spasm as her arms and legs pulled against the ropes that secured her. She was out of control, but in the back of her mind, wondered if she would dislocate something. She struggled to breathe around Robert's throbbing cock. He finally had mercy and pulled away, allowing her to breathe and scream out the rest of her climax. 
She finally came down from it, and lay there shaking and trying to get her breath. When she finally was able to breathe almost normally, she moaned that they must have been trying to kill her. "Not yet, pet," was Robert's reply. "We still have the rest of the afternoon to see what happens along that line." 
He signaled Josh, who resumed his oral attentions on Darla's sex. His tongue was relentless. She moaned, thinking that she had enough, but was surprised when her body began to immediately respond again. "Oh, no," she thought, "I can't believe that I am responding again to this." She felt something cold touch her nipples and looked down just in time to see Robert squeeze open the jaws of a vibrating nipple clamp. "Noooooooooooo aahhhhhhhhhhh!" There was no chance of backing out now. Her mind ceased to function normally and she forgot all about safe words. There was only pleasurepain. She became one with it, embraced it. Loved it.

The Network - Chapter Seventeen


I always was a sucker for a man who was good at going down on me. So when Robert slipped his tongue across my clit, I began coming and thrashing around on the bed. He said if I didn't stop, he would have to tie me down, and when I didn't stop, he was a good as his word. He must have had the leather restraints and ropes hidden near the four corners of the bed, because he had them attached to my wrists and ankles in no time. Then he took some more time and stretched my legs a bit farther apart until I couldn't move a muscle.

He leaned forward and looked into my eyes. I noticed that his were a beautiful ice blue. "Pet, any time you want to stop this, all you have to do is tell me, and I will stop. But to make sure that you really mean it, I am going to give you a special word that means stop. That word is red. Understand?" 

I had heard of this sort of thing, and had even read some stories about it. For years, one of my favorite fantasies has been to be tied down and used by a sexy man. It looked like Robert was going to make my dreams come true. But I was also afraid. What if he was not to be trusted. I felt the blood rush to my face and ears. Decision time. I realized that the one thing I did not want was to walk away from this and wonder what might have been. I swallowed, and nodded.

He licked around the areola of both breasts, teasing me, letting his tongue circle my nipples until I would have done anything to have him finally touch their brown targets. My pussy contracted. The sensations were heavenly and caused me to pant. I tried to arch my back to make my chest push out more in order to increase his contact with my hot spots, but my bondage caused me to remain glued to the bed. Finally, he nearly sent me over the edge by clamping his lips onto my right nipple. I jerked and squealed with delight. At the same time, his fingers brushed my mound, caressing the fuzzy, trimmed bush. His fingertips tickled and teased the slit between my parted legs, finally entering me easily. I squealed again and tried to rub up against his hand. I was already close to my another orgasm. He licked on my right nipple and caught it between his lips, pulling and stretching it out from my chest. It felt wonderful, and I could feel moisture begin to run from between my open legs as his magic mouth worked on me. But then he opened his mouth wider, sucking in more of my breast. I felt his teeth graze my flesh, then begin biting me. It began to hurt, and I told him. My orgasm hovered just out of reach. I whined as he continued to bite me. I fought helplessly against my bonds, thrashing my head side to side, whimpering with excitement. I continued to teeter on the verge of climaxing.

"Good, it is supposed to hurt. It won't be as good, if it doesn't hurt a little. Since you did not use the safe word, I won't stop." He was hurting me, and was going to continue hurting me unless I cried uncle! There was nothing I could do about it. A crazy part of me would never give in. Besides, something inside me craved this. Some other crazy part of me wanted to be treated like a sex object… like a slut… needed to be used. He began working on the other breast in the same manner. I squealed and strained against the ropes. I had never felt so helpless and excited at the same time.

"Ohhhhh, pleeease stop!" I begged and pleaded, with no results, until he finally changed what he was doing. Both of my breasts were grabbed and pulled together, and he began rubbing his beard across my nipples. It was like a fiery electrical current in a hot wire was being run across them and a thousand pins and needles were jabbing my sensitive flesh. A panting whine came from my lips as I stiffened underneath him, and immediately orgasmed. It was the most intense one I had ever experienced, causing me to fight and strain against my bonds. I "Ohhhhhhhed" through it, as my body quivered and shook. When he didn't stop, I crashed through another one. He continue to rub his beard across my supersensitive nippleflesh, sending fiery sensations through them until I peaked again, moaning repeated chants to my maker.

He cuddled with me a bit as I came down. I was overcome with the intensity of what I had just experienced, and just relaxed against his fully clothed body, enjoying the afterglow. But I discovered he was not through with me.

He began kissing down my body, allowing his beard to brush my belly, then the skin covering my hipbones. Finally, his tongue and lips slipped through my trimmed bush, and his warm breath gave me goosebumps. His tongue dipped down between my legs, caressing the lips guarding the portal of my sex. Right now, they did not want to guard anything. I willed them to open of by themselves and encourage his mouth to enter. His beard teased the insides of my thighs, making me moan with the sensations being sent to my core. My body and brain felt like they were on overload. 

His tongue flicked across my labia, then downward. It stopped at the bottom and licked upward, sliding slowly up my slit, sending hot jolts of pleasure pulsing across the outside of my sex. He reached the top, but did not enter me. I was sending him all sorts of signals and trying to push my pussy into his mouth, but he kept teasing me. And the feelings he was giving me were fantastic, I just wanted him there again. My clit was aching to be licked and sucked. Instead he licked back downward, and then back up and then back down once more. "Mmmooohhh," was my response. 

When he finally had mercy on me and his tongue probed me, I moaned even more. He still kept teasing me with his tongue, just seeming to miss my clit, licking up one side of it and down the other. When his tongue penetrated my vagina, my body tried to jerk off the bed, but was held securely. The combination of pleasure and frustration was almost maddening. I kept trying to move my pussy to where his tongue was, so I could increase the sensations from his wonderful mouth. Finally, I just relaxed and let the sensations he was giving me take me away. The mental picture of being tied wide open and being eaten by a gifted man overcame me. I listened to the depraved sounds his tongue made in my pussy and enjoyed my self to the fullest. When he finally licked my clit, it seemed almost by accident. A powerful electrical surge shot through my body. My clit throbbed each time his tongue touched it.

When he bit me lightly, I gave up another climax, tossing my head back and forth and wailing. He finally allowed me to rest and stretched out on top of me. I could feel the button at the top of his jeans press against my pubic bone, and the zipper pressed against my lips, causing me to become aroused again. When I tried to rub against him, he began to push himself against my mound. The pressure sent me through another cum.

I was exhausted, thinking I could handle no more, but when I heard him work the zipper of his jeans and felt his stiff cock brush my sex, I realized I was going to be taken along for another ride whether I wanted it or not. He rubbed his cock through my wet slit and teased me. It was one of the most erotic sensations I ever experienced. I couldn't believe it, I was wetter than I have ever been before, and almost beside myself with the need for his cock inside me. When he finally entered me, it was quick and too the hilt. He took me without mercy, rutting with me as though I was an animal in heat. I was helpless to resist and realized he was going to use me every way possible. As I built to another climax, I knew he was not going to let up until he made me a total sexual slave. I was under his total control. The thought brought me closer to cumming. I knew he owned me, and I didn't care. I was his to do with as he pleased. I closed my eyes and smiled as his cock jammed to the hilt inside me, and I came again.

The Network - Chapter Eighteen


"Here we go," I thought, as he pulled the rope fastened to my right ankle over to the bedpost and secured. I was spread wide open, stretched to the limits like a wishbone. No way to try to get away now. My arms and other ankle were fastened to the other three bedposts. My stomach fluttered. This was my first time with a real live Dom, and I was scared of what might happen now that he had me tied down, but at the same time, more turned on than I had ever been in my life. Having my eyes blindfolded only seemed to make the experience more erotic and scary at the same time. He had said all of the right things to make me jump headfirst into this, and when I looked into his blue eyes, I trusted him completely. But what if I was wrong?

His fingers caressed my body as they had done to ease me into this. He had started with a backrub, getting me all relaxed, pausing now and then to fasten a restraint to ankle or wrist. Then he had fastened my wrists behind me and rubbed my back some more. Light caresses of my bottom were next, followed by kisses that trailed down to the backs of my knees. When his tongue and beard caressed the backs of my knees, I went wild, breathing heavily and moaning. My reaction surprised me because I had not known I was that sensitive there. Then he began rubbing my feet. Oh, that felt wonderful. After the first few minutes I was putty in his hands. And what wonderful hands! They seemed to be all over my feet, legs and thighs, then finally settled between my legs. He had spread them apart, and kneeled between them, effectively preventing me from closing them to prevent any intrusion. His fingers caressed me, feeling my moistness, then entering me and causing me to thrust bottom up and against him. I was amazed that he was taking so much time to arouse me when he already had me helpless.

Then he was gone. I sighed in frustration. He unclipped my wrists and directed me to roll over. My wrists were fastened to ropes secured to the bedposts. His fingers trailed down my arms, tickled my sides then caressed my breasts. My nipples responded as though they were hot-wired to a battery. Oh, that was intense. I could feel them stiffen and swell. When he stopped to secure my legs, I was almost too far-gone to resist. I moaned a mild protest as he secured my left ankle to its bond. Then there was a light kiss to my mound. He stopped to caress my right leg. The pause made me impatient for him to continue, but then the leg was pulled to its limit. I began to have second thoughts and even considered resisting, when I felt him half sit on it. In a moment came the click of the clip. It sounded so loud.

"I've got you where I want you now, my pain slut. And there's nothing you can do about it." 

As I opened my mouth to protest, a ball gag filled it. "Nnnnuuuffff," was all that came out.

As I waited, I was both terrified and aroused. My sex was stretched open. I could feel the breeze from an open window caress me there. As I tried to slow my breathing down, I could smell my arousal. "Look at you, pain slut, all spread open and helpless like a sexual sacrifice. A grown woman needing this."

The vision of what I must look like caused my cheeks to burn and my heart to beat faster. I couldn't stop the feelings of giddy pleasure that coursed through me. Embarrassed? Yes! But so horny would have raped any man around if I had the opportunity. But I didn't have the opportunity. Instead, the tables were turned.

"What if you were wrong about me," he whispered. "What if I am some crazy man who will torture you? What if I am a serial killer?"

I knew he was playing mind games with me… at least I hoped he was. I felt the moisture begin to ooze from between my legs and run down onto the bed. I stood on the edge of a cliff in total darkness and waited to find out. 

