BROKEN
The fiery pain burns through my nipples as her fingernails pinch them beyond all tolerance. I scream into my gag and struggle unmoving against locked leather restraints. I am securely bound to her chair, naked and totally vulnerable—beyond fear—can this be what I wanted? There is no way I can escape her. My nipples throb from their mistreatment, and my head shakes and twists in frustration.

She chuckles. "I can do this all afternoon, pet. You taught me, it’s the repetition that takes it beyond what you can handle. It’s what you wanted."

Her nails cruelly caress my nipples again. My head jerks back and another muffled scream escapes. My cock has shriveled to a nubbin. 

"Time for the clover clamps, pain pet."

I shake my head, but she tells me I have no choice in what will happen. I gave up my safeword long ago. Terror erupts like an explosion. She has already broken me, and we have just started. “You know what I want to hear.”

Head bowed, she always makes me admit my need. I sigh—humiliation piled on top of the humiliation of needing to surrender to her torture. “More pain please, Mistress.” 
She tickles my nipples with her fingernails, and my body jerks in surprise. She chuckles again. “You must be careful what you wish for, pet.”
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