The Lady Masochist

She had advertised herself as a masochist to the local bdsm community. He had found her profile on the website devoted to their alternative interests. In his initial email to her, he had written: “I can deliver pain in rather intense and creative ways. “

She had written back that his email was wonderful, but she had just begun a vanilla relationship with another man. Timing is everything, it seems, but he had made a second effort, questioning if she was truly masochistic, would she be able to stay away from it and keep her monster need at bay. He wrote: “We need regular pain in our lives, so that we will even submit to someone who makes us beg for the repeated blows of a striker or the intense shock of an electrode against very sensitive, intimate flesh. Right now, there is no reason you cannot have both worlds. It might help you explore with a clear mind where you are going with him, and help you with a more permanent decision.”

She remained firm. And he tried one more time reminding her that he wanted little from her other than her pain. “I admire your commitment. Please understand that I can hurt you severely and without injury. I do not want a sexual relationship with you, so you can maintain that with him. Most of my pleasure would come from hurting you, controlling you, and giving you what you want and need most. I can hurt you in ways you have not experienced; intense and extremely painful ways directed at your masochistic needs. The door is open.”
Being a masochist, she wrote: That sounds quite nice.” 

Eventually, he wore her down and they met and agreed on “just one” session.  He came to her place at the appointed time. She lay on her back, naked, bound, vulnerable and helpless across her own bed. He hooked two tens units to her body with sticky electrode pads, so the electrodes were taped to the right side and left sides of her sex and then taped to the nipple on the same side. He took out another tens unit and grounded it with a Velcro strap to her wrist. The business end of the tens he held in his hand and told her he would apply that live end to her clit.
The units were powered up and adjusted so she could feel them, and increased some more. He stopped increasing the intensity just as they were becoming almost unbearable. As the pain was increased, she began to feel fear. It felt like someone was rubbing lit cigarettes where there  were connections to her sex and nipples. He brought out another tens unit and fastened the electrodes just below the ones on either side of her cunt. When that one was turned on and adjusted, her cunt throbbed and she felt her sex flood with moisture. They both could smell her arousal.

Before she could object, he placed duct tape over her mouth. Her fear increased tenfold. Not only was she helpless and vulnerable, she couldn’t even scream for help. 

“Just to keep you from bringing the police knocking on your door.” He placed a rubber ball in her hand and told her to drop it if there was too much pain. He began adjusting the intensity of the units, while watching her reaction. 
She had never felt such pain! She screamed into her gag, but the only sound was muffled and when she looked pleadingly into his eyes, she only pleasure and resolve to continue with her torture. The tens power was increased and she struggled with her bonds, trying to get free. Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, he turned on the last tens and touched her clit with it. The shock of it paralyzed her. Her scream came through her nose and sounded unearthly. She had forgotten about the rubber ball. Her nipples, cunt and clit were in fiery hell. Her body shook with the pain. Her spread-eagled legs thrummed on the mattress. It was as thought she had been punched in the stomach. The pain was so intense, she could hardly breathe. He turned all units up again and caressed her clit with the one in his hand. Her body turned into pain itself…it was just too much…and she remembered the ball…and dropped it.
He turned everything off and pulled the tape away from her mouth, so she could catch her breath. Letting her sip some water from a bottle with a straw in it, telling her what a good girl she was. She took a last sip, pushed the straw away with her tongue and whispered to him.

He couldn’t make out the words and leaned into hear. “More, please.”
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