Dear painslut:

I have a Black and Decker Workmate table. It is about three feet tall, and like a sawhorse with two giant pieces of wood on top that open and close when two handles are turned. Black and Decker’s initials are B & D. Isn't that appropriate? I can and will fasten your arms behind you, force you to lean forward so your breasts are in the open jaws. Then I will close them. You will be leaning so far forward that you cannot stand up as the jaws close tighter and tighter. Then I will fasten your ankles to a spreaderbar, and your mouth, ass and cunt are all available to me. I can do the same thing to you with a bondage horse; only the horse already has places to tie you so you are helpless and fuckable in any opening I wish to use.

One day, I will fasten you spread-eagle to the bed, naked of course. Then show you a little plastic medicine bottle. "Do you see the bee in it, pet?" I will blindfold and gag you, and then you will hear the top pop on the bottle the lid quickly removed as it is placed over your nipple. "Try not to move, pain slut, or you will feel the sting sink into your nipple several times, and it will swell and be painful for quite a while." You feel it crawling on your nipple. You are terrified and excited at the same time, and my fingers probe your slit. Almost against your will, you respond as my fingers enter you and play a tune on your clit and in your opening. "Cum pet." And you do cum, so intensely that you squirt all over my hand and the towel I have placed under you. I cap the bottle and put it away. Afterward, you wonder was it real? What if you had been stung? How would that have felt? What if you had been stung, and I then moved it to the other nipple for a repeat?
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