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Chapter I

 One Well-Whipped Ass



For a moment, the
air within the chamber was still, as if anticipating, waiting for
something – something both sudden and terrible. The wait was not
long. A swish, followed by a loud scream bouncing off the concrete
walls, filling the chamber from corner to corner with both sound
and anguish.

The scream faded
away to be replaced by the sobbing of a woman suffering pain. When
she could blink back her tears and look up into the eyes of her
assailant, the naked woman pleaded in a weak voice, “Please… No
more…”

The woman with the
whip did not reply by voice but instead pulled back her arm and
swung again in a vicious cut across a bare ass already marked with
dozens of ugly red lines. Again a scream echoed as the naked body
tensed, straining every muscle against the ropes that held her
bound to the post. In both anger and pain, her nudity shook all
over but could not move more than to shift the burning ass a few
inches from side to side. Her arms were lifted high above her head,
lashed to the post, as were her waist and knees. That left her with
little movement and no chance of evading the cruel kiss of that
black whip. She pressed her tear-stained cheek against uplifted
arms and wept, no longer pleading for mercy for she knew none would
come.

Those two women were
not alone in the basement chamber. There were others, a casual
collection of very kinky lesbians that jokingly called themselves
the Amazon League. The victim was a young blonde woman of perhaps
twenty, and who would have been considered beautiful were her face
not contorted with pain and streaked with smeared make-up and
tears. Her fair sized breasts were pressed against the hard wood,
held there by the tight ropes.

The woman with the
whip was a tall brunette with an athlete’s body, muscular and trim
but not at all unfeminine. She wore only a very short skirt of
black leather, tight about her hips and offering glimpses of her
Venus Mons uncovered by panties. A single ring, a diamond
solitaire, adorned her whip hand, and a small, carved image of jade
hung from the slender gold chain about her neck. Her muscular legs
were accented by the high heeled shoes, in shiny black patent
leather and lifting her heels a good five inches off the floor on
those stiletto heels.

Looking on from
comfortable chairs along two walls were other women, three of them,
each avidly watching the delivery of pain to the helpless one,
their eyes aglow as they took in the scene. In the first chair was
Charlotte Ury, a slender blonde who looked something like a fashion
model, that slender kind of frame with small but well-shaped
breasts sexy to both men and women. She tended to wear black
dresses with very long slits up the sides, incredibly low cut
necklines, and no sign of any undergarments at all. She always wore
red high heels, and she rarely spoke.

The second chair was
occupied by Tamara Bach who had the blackest hair of any, long and
straight and hanging down to her waist as her trademark. Not a bad
figure, either, shown off that evening by a pair of hot pants in
electric blue so tight that they looked as if they were painted on,
a see-through pale blue blouse, and heels – not that her legs
really needed any improvement.

The third place was
taken by Daniela DeArcy. This Irish lass was in her mid-twenties,
possessed fiery red hair and intense green eyes. As with the
others, her figure was well above average and generally considered
the most “full figured” of them all, what with those large breasts
pushing against the sheer silk blouse. She tended to wear green
pantsuits, a good color to go with her red hair.

It was Daniela who
rose from her seat, slunk over to Christine, took the whip from her
hand, tossed it aside, and then took the whipper’s head in both
hands and kissed her – hard, with probing, demanding tongue. The
kiss was returned as the two of them pressed their bodies together.
Soon hands were roving eagerly over curves and hallows.

“Shit!” said Charlotte, getting up. “Before those two turn this
into an orgy, I want to get some licks in.” With that, she picked
up the discarded whip, approached the bound woman and measured the
distance to that abused and fiery red ass with an experienced eye.
She cut a hard stroke across the red lines and welts already there.
The whip was not large but it was made of braided leather and had a
stiff end. In the right hands, it could deliver a most painful blow
on bare flesh.

The cry of anguish
was loud but they had already heard louder during the earlier parts
of the whipping. With a hiss of disgust, Charlotte drew back the
whip again. She knew – from experience – that this woman was
becoming numb to more pain applied to her ass. If she wanted a good
reaction out of the woman, she could either strike harder to induce
more pain, or switch to a fresh target where the nerves were not
beaten numb.

This time, the
stroke cut across the back of both thighs, midway between the sore
ass and the knees, producing a scream that was much more sincere,
as was the jerking of the woman within her bonds. Twice more
Charlotte cut that soft, virgin flesh there, leaving strips of red
that were slowly swelling up. Then twice more, a forehand and a
backhand, delivered as hard as her arm was capable of.

The screams that the
rapid-fire whipping caused were heartrendingly pitiful. Which was,
of course, pure music to the ears of those women, all of whom
considered themselves superior to all men and most other women. And
all of which were sadists to the core, or at least switches.

Daniela had pushed
Christine up against the wall and was grabbing bare breasts,
squeezing them hard and kissing as she did. Christine, for her
part, returned the groping and clamped her hands onto Daniela’s
ass, digging her nails in.

Knowing those two
would be occupied for a while, as would Charlotte now that she had
begun the marking of those lovely thighs, Tamara pressed one hand
against the crotch of her hot pants, while grabbing a breast with
the other. As two made rough, lesbian love on one side, and the
third became lost in a mad desire to inflict as much pain as she
could on a helpless woman, Tamara slumped back in the chair, closed
her eyes and slipped a hand down the waistband of her hot pants. It
was a very tight fit in there, but she managed to pushed aside the
labia and began fingering that oh-so sensitive clitoris. Soon she
was moaning as both her touch and the cries of pain, diminishing
now but still heart-felt, stimulated her, excited her body, forced
her to faster and faster fingering of her clit until – with a
strangled cry of her own, she came to an orgasm, her whole body
going stiff with the pleasure of it.

When she returned
from that wondrous land women go to when properly stimulated, she
found Daniela and Christine had divested each other of all
clothing, and were licking each other’s snatches as if their lives
depended upon speed. Charlotte was curled up on the floor, a
position Tamara knew meant that she had tossed the whip aside and
fingered herself into an orgasm of her own.

Slowly Tamara slid
her hand out of the hot pants, and rose from the chair. Feeling
very mellow, she walked over to the post where the naked woman was
still bound, her sobbing having died down to whimpering. For a long
time Tamara examined the abused skin, for it was a wonderful
intense indication of the pain that woman had felt. She ran her
fingertips along the swollen flesh, traced some of the marks around
the curve of that sweet ass, and wondered how Charlotte had managed
to put so many stripes between the butt and knees in such a short
time.

Eventually she
worked at the knots of the rope binding the girl’s knees together
and to the post. When that rope was completely off, she left the
room for a moment, returning with a large, battery-powered vibrator
shaped vaguely like a penis. More of a bullet shape, actually.
Slapping the girl’s thighs, she ordered her to spread her legs as
far apart as possible. For a moment it appeared the woman would not
obey, but then she began shuffling her feet sideways until she had
reached the limit. Tamara knew that this woman was afraid of
receiving more pain, which was why she obeyed. For a while, Tamara
fought the urge to pick up that whip and placed a few more marks on
areas not yet touched by its sting, and perhaps even swing the whip
end up into that oh-so-sensitive place between the legs. That would
create a satisfying scream. Had she not have one nice orgasm
already and was feeling mellow from it, she might have done just
that. Instead, she turned on the vibrator, knelt and pushed it up
between the girl’s legs. Finding just the right place more by feel
than sight, she gently pushed its head inside the hot, wet vagina
and held it there to let it work its magic.

Very soon the
woman’s moans were changing. After a few minutes, it was obvious
that they were no longer caused by pain but by pleasure. As the
woman’s body heated up, responding to a stimulation it could not
ignore, Tamara felt a heat begin again between her legs. One hand
held the vibrator hard inside the woman while the other slipped
down into her hot pants again. In a surprisingly short period of
time, the bound woman was crying out in ecstasy. Still the vibrator
was held in there, inducing her into more than one orgasm. Under
the over-stimulation of the pain, helplessness and now the
vibrator, she was experiencing the finest series of orgasms of her
life.

Not long afterward,
Tamara plunged into another one for herself, not as intense as the
one fueled by the woman’s screams, but still nice. Only then did
she click off the vibrator and removed it from contact with the now
exhausted woman.

Leaving the vibrator
on the floor, Tamara returned to the chair and sat down. It had
been a most exciting evening – and it was not yet over. Once these
girls got going, they could party all night.

Christine was
getting up. Wearing only her high heels, she clicked her way across
the floor to the post and the still bound woman.

“Martina,” she said as she leaned close to the girl’s ear. “Do
you feel well punished?”

“Oh, yes,” said the woman.

A sudden, unexpected
slap across the very sore ass reminded her of the rules.

“Yes, Mistress,” she hurriedly added.

“Good. What are you going to tell your husband when he sees
your beaten ass?”

“He
won’t see it. I’ll tell him I don’t feel well and can’t have
sex.”

Christine snickered.
The old “not tonight, I have a headache” routine. “And what will
you do next Saturday night?”

For a moment there
was no reply. Then the woman whispered, “I’ll come here,
Mistress.”


Chapter II

 Aftermath



The session was
over. Martina had been freed from the post and gingerly pulled on
her skirt over a very sore bottom. The fact that some whip marks
showed on the backs of her thighs meant that she would be wearing
longer skirts for the next couple days, but that was, after all, a
small price to pay for an evening of intense feelings. By nature a
submissive and more than a little of a masochist, Martina had found
a degree of satisfaction from the abuse heaped upon her by this
group of women, abuse that went far beyond a few whip marks. She
was scum, dirt, unworthy of these magnificent women who so enjoyed
making her feel her lowly status to the fullest. Most women would
have fled from such harsh treatment, but this woman, a corporate
executive in a small company, had found an answer to both her
dreams and nightmares at the hands of these women. Satisfaction is
a strange word to use for what she gained by their abuse, yet that
is the best word that could be found to describe the
experience.

She would return
again to them, open her soul and body to whatever they wished to do
with them, and feel fully, if painfully, satisfied.

With Martina
cringing as she sat on the leather seat of her Mercedes to drive
back home to her loving but unsatisfying husband, three of the
women were still in Christine’s lavish home in Santa Marina. In
addition to the dominant leader of the feminine wolf pack, there
was Tamara and Charlotte. They had finished with the dungeon-like
torture chamber below and were sitting on lounge chairs on the back
deck of the house, overlooking the dark Pacific. A last quarter
moon threw a path of light upon those dark waters and illuminated
the three naked women. Being in the privacy of a home surrounded by
security fencing and a wall, they saw no need to don clothing.
Besides, soon enough all three would be in the huge circular bed of
Christine’s, practicing the arts of Lebos, more gently and less
frenziedly than before.

“We
need to get more subs,” Charlotte said after taking a sip of her
wine. “Martina is nice, but we need more. Don’t you agree,
Christine?”

Christine tossed
back the remaining scotch in her glass before answering. “Of
course,” was her opinion. “A lot more. Tender, soft, young asses
for my whip. Smooth and firm breasts that bounced so nicely when
you whip them.”

Charlotte laughed.
Christine took the couple steps to be by her side. Reaching out,
she swatted the bare bottom as Charlotte stood there, hard enough
to make a loud slapping sound.

“Hey!”

“Are you sub enough? Want to be the star next week?” Christine
asked.

“Hey, you know I’m not a serious sub at all. That
smarted.”

Christine only
smiled in a most wicked manner. She knew that Charlotte protested
and made as if she were totally dom, but when gotten alone and
being topped by the right person, she could sub with the best of
them.

The pale moonlight
casting her face into a dark and mysterious mask, her body moving
with the grace of a snake, smoothly and almost sinisterly,
Christine came up to where Tamara sat on a lounge.

“How about you?” she purred. “Feel like a little
pain?”

“Didn’t you have enough tonight?” Tamara asked. “But if you’ll
come to bed, I’ll show you how submissive my tongue can
be.”

Christine laughed,
but humor was lacking. “Maybe…” was all she said. But the question
of what she was referring to, lesbian lovemaking or the delivery of
pain, remained open.

Charlotte came up to
Christine and knelt before her. Without the need of talk, her offer
was understood. Christine spread her legs and leaned back against
the railing. Shuffling up on her knees, Charlotte grabbed the naked
hips before her, parted the labia with one hand and attacked with
her tongue. She seemed in a hurry to bring about the desired
result, discarding gentleness and patience in her frenzied
tongue-lashing.

Tamara watched the
little moonlit scene, her fingers straying to her own sex and there
stroking, not as fast or strong as Charlotte’s, but with the
desired results. She watched as Christine clamped her hands onto
her breasts and squeezed them tightly, making them stand out. In
the soft light, she could see the nipples were extremely rigid.

The scene reached
its climax as Christine grabbed Charlotte’s head and pulled it hard
against her hips. Unseen, the kneeling girl’s tongue was shoved as
far up into the juice-filled vagina as possible. With skilled
timing, she wiggled that tongue just as Christine was bursting into
her orgasm.

Soft moans were the
only sound on the night air. Charlotte shifted off her knees and
sat there, a delicately carved white statue, waiting for Christine
to finish her enjoyment. As usual, Charlotte was very good at what
she did.

On the lounge,
Tamara wished Charlotte would do the same for her. A strong and
talented tongue was better than a finger any day. She considered
asking, but decided to let Charlotte rest for the moment. Before
they both returned to their normal lives the next morning, there
would be opportunities.

Christine stretched,
like a cheetah or other large cat, her athletic body looking very
sleek in the moonlight. Without a word, she moved into the house in
the direction of the bedroom. Charlotte and Tamara followed. Soon
the three bodies were intertwined on the soft bed and it was a
while longer before the night’s activities came to a final
close.


Chapter III

 Abuse


Christine jerked the
loose end of the rope, tightening the cinch rope viciously.
Charlotte squealed at the way those white cotton ropes were cutting
into her elbows; they were tight enough to be embedding themselves
into her soft flesh and causing pain. Her wrists had already been
bound, as had her legs, each one spread wide and the ankle bound to
the metal frame. There were several bondage devices in the
basement, the one currently being used was simply two inch thick
metal poles set into concrete, raising up for three feet then
topped with another metal pole across the top joining them. The
whole arrangement was quite solid and immobile, the perfect
framework for binding a submissive with legs spread wide and bend
over the top pole. There was a ring set into the concrete almost
under the crosspiece. A rope or chain from the neck down to that
ring would keep any woman bending sharply over the metal with her
ass sticking out as if inviting punishment.

But in this case,
Christine had not bound Charlotte bent over the pole. She had bound
her ankles to the supporting posts, and then tied her waist to the
crosspiece, lashing her hips solidly to the cold metal. The arms
were the last part to be tied, and Christine was making sure that
Charlotte was not only totally helpless, but feeling it in the
extreme. The wrists had been tied with the palms facing each other.
Then the arms were looped just above the elbows and pulled tightly
together. Half a dozen windings of the white rope held them in
place, but Christine was not satisfied with just that. She wrapped
the end around the rope binding the elbows three times, and then
pulled. This was called a cinch, and it had the effect of
tightening the main ropes down. The more you pulled, the tighter
they became. Christine was in a nasty mood and wanted Charlotte to
suffer.

Not that she had
anything against Charlotte. Indeed, they were the best of friends.
Just the night before they had shared a bed and practiced lesbian
lovemaking for a long time before both fell asleep from
exhaustion.

But this morning was
different. Christine was in one of her mean moods, and nothing
short of making another woman suffer would satisfy her. Charlotte,
having been the subject of abuse by this truly dominant woman
before, recognized the signs. But instead of fleeing, she obeyed
the order to go with Christine down into the large basement room,
which was more like a dungeon than anything else. Christine was
rich and could have custom rooms added onto her mansion as she
pleased. The basement room was soundproofed quite nicely, and held
a constantly expanding assortment of torture apparatus ranging from
mild to extreme.

Since she was not
dressed, Charlotte did not have to be ordered to disrobe. Meekly,
she stood as she was told and watched as her friend lashed her
ankles to the cold, hard metal. She expected that she would be bent
over the pole; that was the usual use of this device. And she
expected that her bottom would be quite sore before long. But it
was a surprise when her hips were bound to the crosspiece. Then her
arms were pulled together by those strong hands, and she knew that
something else rather than just a spanking or whipping of her ass
was in store. She had been nervous as she walked in front of
Christine down the stairs. She knew there was going to be pain. She
could only hope that it would not be too severe. And that, perhaps,
when Christine’s sadistic streak had been sated, she would be
rewarded with an orgasm, either by a tongue lashing, or a vibrator,
of which they had a goodly selection.

With her legs spread
like that, she hoped that one of the dildos would be used to fill
her cunt. When she was tightly bound, feeling oh so wonderful
helpless, and her ass was on fire, she got so damned horny!
Understanding this tendency to become extremely sexually excited,
Christine sometime extended her sadistic pleasure by leaving
Charlotte bound and unable to touch herself for a few hours. The
blonde girl, once driven to heights of arousal, was very slow to
come down. And while she was so aroused and unable to do anything
to satisfy herself, she suffered a horrible, yet wonderful,
frustration. At times she would fight the ropes, beg and plead to
be touched, and even curse like a sailor. Christine loved those
times when Charlotte went through all those phases and was finally
reduced to a sobbing little girl – a well-punished, sobbing little
girl.

Knotting the elbow
rope tightly, Christine stood back. The view was wonderful! There
was this lovely naked body, all the curves and softness on display,
along with ropes holding her both helpless and painfully aware of
that status. With her fingertips, she traced the way those ropes
were embedded in the flesh of her arm. She lightly ran her
fingernails down the arms and then felt how beautifully tight the
ropes were around the wrists. There was no doubt in either girl’s
mind that she would never – not in a week of trying – be able to
free herself.

It was so delicious
to have this power over such a sexy woman. Christine could do
whatever she wanted to her friend. Or she could do nothing but
stand there and watch her suffering from the position and tightness
of the ropes. It was delightful and she felt a tingle of excitement
race through her. Stepping back, she shed the baby-doll nightie she
had been wearing, and stepped up to press against Charlotte’s body.
She wrapped her arms around Charlotte and pulled hard to press her
breasts against those bound arms. As she enjoyed the feeling of
ropes and arms squashing her breasts, those tied hands twisted
around and the fingers sought the smooth, freshly shaved sex being
pushed towards her ass. Charlotte was breathing heavily now, and
Christine felt her body heating up. She let the tied girl massage
her sex – it felt so damned good!

Being an expert
sadist, Christine knew that it would be a shame to allow herself to
be teased into an orgasm by those talented fingers this fast. She
pulled away and walked around other side. Drawn on Charlotte’s face
was a strange combination of fear and eagerness. Her lips were
parted, her face and neck blushing, and the nipples of her moderate
sized but nicely shaped and firm breasts were standing at
attention.

Christine pushed her
larger breasts against the smaller ones and took Charlotte’s head
in both hands to hold it still while she kissed the helpless
female. The kiss was overloaded with passion and need, her tongue
roughly probed into the submissive mouth as their lips pressed hard
together. Even in the act of kissing, Christine was the dominant,
forcing the simple act to be a very real symbol of that
domination.

With breasts pressed
together and in a tight lip-lock, both women were becoming wet
between the legs. It would not take much to push either of them
into an orgasm. Which is what Christine did not want – at least not
until she had hurt this helpless friend. She pulled back, leaving
Charlotte moaning and leaning forward as much as the pole allowed,
wanting more of this
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