The wax torture was finally over.  Silvia’s entire front felt like it was on fire, but the pain was gradually subsiding.  Soon, however, it would come back in full force.


“Um, Carrie,” John started.


“Yeah?”


“How do we get the wax off her?”


Carrie smiled a maniacal grin.  “Well, John, the easiest way to remove it is to whip it off with a cat o’nine tails!  That’s how Master used to remove wax from me!  And, of course, this doesn’t count as a sexual act, since after all we’re just removing the wax.”  She smiled again, as she went to her toy box and took out a large rubber flogger.  


Carrie stood over Silvia, who was more than a little scared.  She was pulling on her bonds as hard as she could, trying to squirm away.  Her eyes where open all the way, and she was staring in fear as Carrie lifted the whip and brought it down across Sylvia’s stomach.  Sylvia moaned hard, and her body tensed.  Sure enough, flakes of wax flew off her, and a part of her stomach was now bare.  Carrie lashed her again, this time across her breasts.  Inside her gag, Sylvia was screaming, but again all that came out was a moan.  It took a few more lashes before all the wax was off her breasts.  Carrie moved on down her body, until she had cleaned almost all the wax off.  Sylvia’s body was now a bright crimson from the heat of the wax and the lash of the whip.  Only one spot of wax remained, in Sylvia’s pubic hair.


“Now now now, that won’t do at all,” said Carrie.  “See, THAT’S why master made me shave and wax my pussy so regularly.  Well, no problem, we can just remove your hair right now.”


She went to the toy box and came back with a pair of scissors.  Sylvia watched in alarm as Carrie cut all the hair off down to a short fuzz.  Sylvia waited for her to get a razor, and almost jumped when she heard Carrie say to John, “Why don’t you run some hot water, I need to heat up some wax.”


Sylvia began to shake.  She HATED waxing her legs, it was always so painful.  She couldn’t even imagine waxing her pussy.  A few minutes later John returned with the hot wax and spread it across her.  Carrie laid a couple of cloth strips across Sylvia’s pussy, and they waited while everything cooled.  


“John, would you care to do the honors?”  Carrie asked.


John smiled and took hold of the first strip.  He looked at Sylvia with an evil grin.  “One, two, THREE!!”  He ripped the strip off as fast as he could, and as he did Sylvia screamed into her gag and her whole body tensed up.  And there, in front of John, was a perfect little patch of smooth pussy skin.  He repeated the ritual with the other strips, until Sylvia had nothing left of what she once considered one of her favorite features.


John slowly ran his hand along her smooth skin, now bright red from having the hairs torn out.  He was impressed.  He had never felt anything so sexual in his life.  Carrie reached over and caressed a little on her own.


Sylvia just lay quietly and tried to ignore the fact that two people were torturing her and caressing her pussy.  At least, she thought, that’s 3 sexual acts down, only 18 to go.  But she was mistaken.


As if she was reading Sylvia’s mind, Carrie leaned over her and said, “I know you think that was three acts, but the last two don’t count!  The whipping was just removing the was, and the waxing of your pussy, well, we’ll just say that was for your OWN benefit!”  She laughed out loud at the look of frustration in Sylvia’s eyes.  In the meantime John was having ideas of his own.  He had gone out of the room, and came back carrying a big bag of clothespins.  


“Carrie, why don’t you let me take care of the second sexual act?” he asked her with a sinister look in his eyes.  Carrie smiled and stepped back, leaving Sylvia’s body open.  John lay the bag next to her and took out a clothespin.  Not to be rushed, he carefully lifted up a fold of her skin between her breasts and clamped the pin in horizontally.  Sylvia winced at the pain, and her chest tensed.  John took out another clothespin and placed it to the left of the first.  Then one to the right.  He continued in this fashion until there was a line of clothespins all the way across Sylvia’s chest, but even then he didn’t stop.  The clothespins wrapped around her sides and through the tender skin in her armpits.  The clothespins on her nipples hurt the most.  Sylvia was getting used to the dull pain of the others, but those two pins still bit sharply into her.  John, however, still had a half the bag left, and he wasn’t about to stop until he had placed every one of them.  He began two more lines, starting at the outsides of the breasts meeting the first line.  He proceeded in the same manner, pulling up a fold of skin and placing a clothespin on it.  These two lines went down in a V pattern, converging on Sylvia’s pussy.  One line went down each pussy lip, biting into Sylvia’s rather tender skin.  These lines did not stop there; they proceeded down through the tenderest skin in Sylvia’s inner thighs.  Finally the bag was empty.


Sylvia was writhing on the table.  Her arms were sore from trying her bonds.  She wanted desperately to take off the clothespins, but there was absolutely nothing she could do.  She couldn’t even beg for mercy, for the devilish gag was still filling her mouth.  The clothespins wouldn’t stay on for long, but Sylvia was about to wish they would.


John produced three lengths of string.  He fed them through the clothespins, just below the spring in each, next t o the fold of skin.  One string ran across Sylvia’s chest, from one armpit to the other.  Another string ran down the right side of her torso, across her right pussy lip, and up the inside of her right thigh.  The other took the same path down the left side of her body.  At the ends of the lines of clothespins, John tied the sting off to the last clothespin.  At that point Sylvia suddenly realized what was about to happen.  She bit down hard on the gag and braced herself as John took hold of the end of the first string, across her breasts.  In one fluid motion he yanked it with all his might, and all the clothespins, from one armpit to the other, across Sylvia’s gorgeous breasts and nipples, were ripped off her.  If she hadn’t been wearing the gag Sylvia was sure her scream would have broken glass.  Tears were streaming down her face.  John took hold of both of the other strings at once.  He was grasping them at the tops, on the outsides of Sylvia’s breasts.  With no further warning he yanked, and all the clothespins from Sylvia’s chest, through her pussy to the tender skin of her inner thighs were pulled off.  The pain, if it was possible, was even worse than the first pull.  Sylvia writhed, biting as hard as she could into the gag.  Her moans of agony filled the room.


As John was calmly gathering up the clothespins and string, Carrie came across the room and stood beside Sylvia.  She gently took Sylvia’s head in her hands and stroked her hair.  She wiped away Sylvia’s tears.  Then she bent down and gave her a loving kiss on the forehead.  


“You know, my dear,” Carrie began “master used to do that one to me too, especially when we had company over.  I would be bound to the coffetable, and master would just sit and chitchat with friends, and they would all be sticking clothespins on me.  I would chat too, about whatever the topic was.  Then every now and then I would be gagged and the pins would be ripped off.  I love it!  Such an erotic feeling, don’t you think?  Especially the nipples and pussy.  MMMM I can feel it all over again!  Anyway, after they tortured me, they would take off the gag and I was expected to join right back in the conversation as if nothing had happened.  If I didn’t, well, that was a crime punishable by torture.  Speaking of torture, maybe I should show you what I mean by that.”  Carrie smiled an evil grin, and Sylvia began to shake.


Carrie returned to her box of toys.  She rooted around for a little while, then pulled out a medical bag stuffed full of, well, something, but Sylvia couldn’t tell what.  She brought it over to the table and laid it out next to Sylvia.  


First Carrie pulled out a collection of metal clips.  She began to place them on Sylvia, one on each nipple, three on each of her pussy lips, one on her labia, and one on her cunt.  She also placed them in other sensitive areas, like Sylvia’s armpits and inner thighs.  Then she pulled out some wires and some sort of junction box.  Each clip was wired to a receptor on the box, and the box was plugged into an outlet on the wall.  Right as it was being plugged in Sylvia guessed what was going to happen.  She began to shake again, and even though she knew it was futile, she fought her bonds with all her might.  The last item to come out of the bag was a remote control with nothing but a dial on it with numbers form one to 10 around it.  Sylvia knew exactly what the dial controlled.  She shook her head, and pleaded with her eyes.


“Now, my dear,” Carrie began again “although this WAS one of the many ways master tortured me for being bad, he discovered it was also one of the best interrogation techniques.  Whenever he needed information out of me, he would torture me with this.  It was under the pain of this machine that I confessed my deepest darkest secrets to him, and while screaming for mercy called myself the most horrible dirty things I could.  I’ve always wanted to see just how effective it was, and I think you will make a wonderful subject.  I’m going to take off your gag, but I’m warning you, if you just scream and nothing else, I’ll just put it right back on, turn the power to full, and leave it on for an hour.  Got that?”  Sylvia nodded.  “Ok, here we go.”


Carrie slowly undid the straps and pulled the gag from Sylvia’s mouth.  Poor Sylvia wanted so badly to scream, to beg for help, but she knew it would do no good.  For one, no one would hear her.  Secondly, she would just be gagged again.  And finally, she still felt a sense of duty to go through with this.  She had, after all, lost the poker game fair and square.  


Carrie stood beside Sylvia with the remote in her hand.  “I’m going to start asking you questions.  You are to answer in a manner conducive to that of a slave.  That means honestly, except in cases where a dishonest answer would be more submissive.  If you don’t get what I mean, you’re in for a long night!”  


“First question, what is my name?”


“Carrie-AHHH!!!!”  The dial went to three, and Sylvia’s body became tight with pain.”  


“What is my name?”


“CARRIE!!  AHH!!  No, no, stop, ahh, please God stop!!!”  The dial went to five this time.  


“What’s my name, you slut bitch, or it goes to 10!”


Poor Sylvia didn’t know what to say.  Then, fortunately for her, she had an inspiration.


“Mistress!  Your name is mistress!”



“Good girl.  Very very good.  And from now on you will refer to me that way.  What’s John’s name?”


“Master.”


“Very very good.  And what is your name?”


“Slave?  Eeeh!”  The dial went to two.


“Are you asking me or telling me????”


“Slave!  My name is slave!”


“There you go.  And a good slave you are my dear.”


Sylvia began to relax.  Perhaps, if she kept her answers sharp, she would escape pain for the rest of the interrogation.  But she soon found keeping her answers sharp would get very difficult

“Now, my dear,” said Carrie.  “I want you to tell me your deepest, darkest fetish.  The darkest desire you have ever had.”

“Sex.  Ahh!!!”  The dial went to 4.

“I said deep and dark!  C’mon, or next time it’ll be six.”

“Um, ah” the dial went to one for a little motivation “eeeh!  Ahh! Ouchie!” the dial slid to two.  “Ahh, stop, please stop!”  Three  “OK!  OK!  Ahhhh.  Um, to get all messy and have an orgy in messy chocolate sauce with lots of other women!”  Sylvia was surprised at herself.  She had actually just thought of the fantasy right then, but the more she thought about it the more she realized it was true.  She would LOVE to have a big messy orgy with other women.

“Not bad, slave, not bad, but I want DARKER than that.”

“I don’t have any darker fantasEEEEEEE!!!!”  The dial went to seven this time, but only for a few seconds while Sylvia squirmed and squealed.  “Ok!  Ok!  Um, I’ve always wanted to…” Sylvia thought hard, and suddenly into her mind popped her ultimate all-time fantasy, the one she never ever thought could come true.  “I’ve always wanted to dress up entirely in rubber, covering every square inch of my body, and be bound, used, abused, tortured, humiliated, and fucked!”

A huge smile spread across Carrie’s face.  “Very very good slave!  THAT’S what I’m talking about!  Tell you what.  A few more sexual acts, and maybe that fantasy will come true!  What do you think of that?”

“Yes, mistress, please, that would be wonderful!”  Sylvia couldn’t believe her luck.  Maybe the last of the sexual acts would be fulfilling her fantasy!  

“Good.  For the fourth act, and think Jon and I need a break from torturing you, so I have a little toy I’m going to leave with you until we get back.”  She went again to the bag, and returned with some sort of electric motor.  It looked sort of like a fan, but instead of blades there were floggers coming out.  Two of them were whips with many many tails, the other two were thin leather spankers.  Carrie spoke with John for a moment. And then they approached Sylvia.  

“We’re going to release you for a moment, Sylvia, just to turn you over.  Now don’t try anything!”  John said. 

“Yes, master.”  Sylvia responded, remembering her lesson from the previous torture.  John and Carrie released her bonds.  She obediently rolled over, and then was re-bound spread eagle on her stomach.  Carrie gingerly reached around Sylvia’s head and opened her mouth.  To Sylvia’s great dismay, the ball gag was re-inserted and fastened tight.  

Sylvia could now see nothing of what was happening, but she could guess.  The device was placed behind her, between her legs, and plugged in.  Carrie turned it on, and the alternating hits of lash and spank began to fall on Sylvia’s tushy.  They device slowly turned back and forth, from one side of Sylvia’s tushy to the other, so her entire as was being flogged.  Carrie gave Sylvia an affectionate pet on her head and then retired with John to another room, leaving Sylvia moaning with the pain in her ass.

“I have to hand it to you, Carrie, you’ve certainly done an amazing job so far!  I’ve never been so turned on in my life!”  John commented as soon as they were in private.

The still very naked Carrie smiled a coy smile.  “Why thank you.  It’s really not that hard.  I mean, I’ve had a LOT of experience!”

“So I can see.  How long were you a slave, anyway?”

“Two years, 24/7.  I never left the house without him, never went to work, never wore normal clothes for that matter!  Just leather, steel, and rubber, and an overcoat if we were going out.”

“How did it finally end?”

“He sold me.  He let a friend borrow me for the weekend, and the friend loved me so much he offered my master 3 slaves in my place.  My master accepted, and I became the slave of the new man.  I was with him for six months.  All he wanted me for was torture, though.  None of his other slaves could take it as well as I could.  I tried to escape three times, and each time I was caught and caged for a month.  I finally did escape.  I was left his house with no money, no possessions, and not even any clothes.  I didn’t even have a bank account I could get money from.  So I stole some clothes from a clothesline, and was a prostitute and a stripper for a few months until I got back on my feet.  Then I moved here and got this job!”

John was amazed at the frank and honest way Carrie told of her extreme sexual past.  The story obviously took a lot out of her; a single tear was rolling down her cheek.  John reached his hand out to her, and she took it.  He pulled her naked body onto his lap and cuddled her close.  

“Now, my dear,” he began.  “What shall we do with our dear friend Sylvia, over there in the next room being tortured as we speak?”

Carrie immediately brightened.  “Well, I thought for her fifth act we’d package her up real tight, then drive her into the city to a little shop I know of.  They’ll still be open late at night.  For a decent sum we can have them fit her for a rubber catsuit, and make it that night.  That will be the 6th act.  For the seventh we can parade her in public and humiliate her while they’re making it.  Then let’s go to my house for the rest of the acts.  I’ve got all the equipment we need for a great night!  And maybe, while we’re at it, John,” she gave an innocent smile, “you might torture me a little.  It’s been too long since I’ve been dominated.”

John smiled to her.  “I would love to, my dear.  Now let’s go rescue poor Sylvia from her torture in the other room.”

He started to stand up, but Carrie stayed firmly in his lap.  She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and stared seductively into his eyes.

“What’s your rush?”

