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Chapter Twelve

 


Donnella settled back on the saltire. This was her
time and she was enjoying it. The warm wood on her back and limbs
thrilled her. Kurt in his tight black polo shirt had just finished
putting clamps on her nipples. These clamps were weighted and were
dragging her tits downward, giving her a little extra thrill, a
little extra pain. It was new, but it wasn’t something she couldn’t
handle. Her smart smile was fixed firmly on her face as Kurt
stepped back and looked at her.

“Having a good time?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said. It was impossible to deny. He knew
her too well.

His hand went between her legs. They were held well
apart by the restraints of the saltire but there was no reason for
her to deny him access to her cunt. She wanted him to touch her;
she knew she was that sort of woman, that sort of slut.

“You’re wet,” he said, telling her nothing she
didn’t already know. The moment the first clamp went on her nipple,
her pussy became a swamp.

“I know. I need to cum.” She grinned at him, waiting
to see what bit of cleverness he would come up with to excite her,
give her a thrill of pain, and then another incredible orgasm.

Instead of playing with her pussy a bit, which she
desired terribly, he instead walked away, grabbed a small towel
from the cabinets and wiped it along her pussy, drying her,
removing all her wonderful lubrication.

“It’s more fun to cum when I’m wet,” she told
him.

“Mmm-hmm,” Kurt said absently. After making sure her
cunt was good and dry he grabbed another pair of clamps and weights
from the drawers. He knelt down and pinched one of her labia
between his fingers and carefully attached the clamp.

This was new to Donnella, but certainly not
unexpected. When he had pulled the clamps from the drawer she
wondered if one was going to go on her clit.

After the first clamp was secure, a second was
placed next to it on her other labia. It pinched, but not painfully
so. Donnella could easily handle the pain and though her pussy was
slowly getting wet again, it wasn’t gushing with juice like a true
thrill of pain would cause in her body.

“How’s that?” he asked her.

“Nice. It pinches, but it’s not that bad. Not
yet.”

He smiled thinly at her and then added weights to
the hooks at the bottom of her labia clamps.

“Uhhmmm,” Donnella almost purred. The weights
dragged down her labia. She could feel her sex being stretched out.
She smiled through the pain causing little starbursts in her eyes.
It was just the right level of enjoyable.

“How’s that?” Kurt asked.

“Even better.”

He nodded at her answer. She rotated her hips a bit,
letting the weights move. She felt them just barely touch her inner
thighs.

“Do you know what the worst type of pain in the
world is?” he asked her.

After a second Donnella realized she didn’t have an
answer for that question. “No.”

“Psychological pain,” he told her. “Physical pain
can be overcome easily enough with determination. But psychological
pain…only the strongest people in the world can overcome that sort
of damage.” He stood up and left the room closing the door behind
him.

Donnella wasn’t big on alone time. She came to Kurt
for some physical abuse and powerful orgasms, not head games. He
had left her alone before for short stretches, five or ten minutes
at the most. She knew there were women—and at least one man—who he
would put on the saltire and leave them alone for hours. That
wasn’t her kink and she wouldn’t pay for it, even if he did have
clamps and weights on her most sensitive flesh.

She wasn’t alone for long. After a couple of minutes
the door opened and in walked Nerris, Kurt’s tall, redheaded
partner and supposed wife. Donnella regarded her coolly. She was
certain that she could withstand anything that Nerris could dish
out. The redhead was wearing a white corset, white G-string, white
garters belt, white stockings, and white heels. Not for a moment
did Donnella believe the redhead was an innocent virgin. They
stared at each other without saying anything and then Jeremy
entered the playroom.

She hadn’t expected to see her husband there.

As soon he walked in Nerris broke off her staring
contest with Donnella and went to Jeremy. She gave him a quick kiss
on the lips and then slid down his body, going to her knees in
front of Donnella’s husband.

At first Donnella didn’t know what to think because
she couldn’t think straight, distracted as she was by the clamps
and weights on her nipples and labia. When Nerris started pulling
at Jeremy’s belt and zipper, Donnella knew what was going to happen
and she realized that there was nothing she could do about it.

Yes, she had fucked all those other men at the
party, but in her mind that didn’t give Jeremy the right to have
sex with Nerris. She could have argued that she had been bound to
the saltire and had no choice in being fucked by the men, but that
was really splitting hairs. She might not have had the choice, but
she had wanted to be fucked; she wouldn’t have said no. Even though
Kurt had made her cum many times with his flogger and paddle and
hand, that was hardly the same thing.

“No,” she said firmly, ordering them to stop. Jeremy
was staring down at Nerris, who had just fished out his cock and
was opening her mouth to suck on the slowly growing head; he didn’t
look up. Nerris, however, turned her head to regard Donnella. They
were doing this just feet away and directly in front of her; that
was no accident. Nerris’s eyes narrowed.

“Keep your mouth shut or I’ll put a gag in it. Is
that what you want?” The redhead, as usual, was cold and
unfeeling.

Donnella almost opened her mouth to answer, but then
just shook her head no. She knew the rules of the game. She knew
she could stop this if she truly wanted, but in doing so she would
spoil everything.

Nodding once at Donnella’s submission, Nerris turned
her head back to Jeremy and put his cock in her mouth. Donnella’s
heart was thumping in her chest and she wanted to tell her husband
to stop, to not let the other woman suck his cock, but she was
stuck. She would have to suffer.

Kurt had been right; seeing her husband blown by
another woman was a worse pain than anything physical he had ever
done to her. The worst part wasn’t that Nerris was sucking on him;
the worst part was that Jeremy was enjoying it.

The room was strangely silent during the process.
Nerris ignored the other woman and Donnella remained silent,
unwilling to risk what might happen if she protested what was
happening. The only sounds were the occasional slurps from Nerris
and the moans that Jeremy made. As much as she hated to acknowledge
it, Donnella realized that Nerris was an accomplished fellatrix and
Jeremy was completely enjoying the blowjob. Maybe it was because
Jeremy was getting attention from a new woman, maybe it was because
Donnella wasn’t as good as Nerris, but it didn’t take terribly long
for Jeremy to climax and shoot his load into Nerris’s mouth and
down her throat.

Or at least that was what Donnella thought.

When Nerris was done with Jeremy, she stood up and
silently approached Donnella who said or did nothing because she
didn’t want to risk something worse happening.

Nerris grabbed Donnella’s face between her hands.
Donnella didn’t resist wanting to see how this would play out. She
didn’t resist when Nerris kissed her, pressing lips to lips. When
Nerris pushed her tongue against Donnella’s lips, she automatically
opened up because she was a good submissive.

She knew she shouldn’t have been, but Donnella was
surprised at the taste of Jeremy’s cum on Nerris’s tongue. It was a
flavor familiar to Donnella. She could have closed her mouth and
turned away, but that would have been worse for her she knew.
Instead she sucked on Nerris’s tongue removing every little trace
of Jeremy’s cum from the redhead’s mouth, swallowing it all.

At first she did it because Nerris was forcing her
to, but halfway through the process she did it much more eagerly,
not wanting her husband’s cum to stay in the other woman’s mouth.
When Nerris determined she was done, she pulled away and patted
Donnella on the
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