That Tiny Woman part 2

I arrived at the flat exactly on time.  Maggie answered the door and let me in, leading me through an entrance hall to the lounge.

It was a spacious, well maintained home – the upper part of an old manor house – and had lots of intrinsic character which was enhanced by the furnishings and lighting.  The ‘ceiling’ consisted of feature open trusses made from large timber beams supporting the roof.

A large, real fire was burning in an elaborate fireplace, oriental rugs were scattered on polished floorboards and an eclectic collection of quality furniture and ornamentation helped establish the warm, comfortable atmosphere.

As I walked in I immediately saw that we were not alone.  Seated in a large leather armchair at one side of the fireplace was a woman in her mid-twenties – fair-haired, busty, quite pretty and about 5’ 6” tall.  I knew her as Sophie – one of Maggie’s two flatmates.  She smiled and said hello.  She had a knowing look in her eyes.

In another armchair on the other side of the room sat the third member of the household - Kitt, a young woman of twenty who I had met on a number of occasions.  She had an English father and a Vietnamese mother, and was beautiful.  Dark haired, slim and petite (although at about 5’ still significantly bigger than Maggie) she usually (to my mind) had an innocent air about her, yet tonight she too wore a knowing smile as she also said hello.

“I wasn’t sure if you would come” Maggie said as she handed me a glass of wine.

“You told me to come, so I came” I replied.  I tasted the wine.  It was a robust red.  Shiraz I think.

Smiling, and moving closer, Maggie looked up at me and said, “do you do everything I tell you”?

I noticed the others exchange glances, slight smiles on their faces.  There was an air of tension, of expectancy, in the room.

I considered my answer carefully.  The event earlier in the day, where Maggie had suddenly and unexpectedly taken control of me, had, in retrospect, happened so quickly. Her intentions and desires had been clear to me then, but in the ensuing interval I had had a few doubts.  Had I missed the point somewhere? Was she just playing with me?  Was I just making a fool of myself by turning up here and (against what I believed to be my ‘normal’ leanings – I have always favoured the dominant role in relationships) waiting to be told what was going to happen?

My reply…”I will tonight”.

Sophie and Kitt exchanged looks again, their smiles a little wider.  Maggie said “you’d better have this then”, and handed me a joint.  I was still standing in the middle of the room, not knowing what else to do, so I lit the joint, took a deep pull, and looked around a little more.  The three women were dressed as if they were about go out to a formal event.  Maggie was in a clinging black dress that came to mid-calf, showing her tiny, but beautifully proportioned frame.  Sophie was in a dark grey trouser suit – like a business executive.  Kitt wore a tight print dress, which, because of the way she was sitting with her legs drawn up, revealed a disturbing amount of thigh.  They all wore full make up, and their combined perfumes were a musky cloud in my head as the dope kicked in.  Kitt moved into a different chair close to where Sophie was sitting.  I stood in the middle between them and the fire.

Maggie refilled all the glasses and came back to stand with me, her hand resting first on my forearm, then stroking up over my bicep and across my shoulders and back.  I felt a little like a dog being patted.

She gently took my hand and led me over to where the others were sitting and said, “Put your glass down”.

She made me stand facing the others, said, “don’t say anything” and without any further hesitation started to undress me.

She first removed my tie and shirt, pulling it out of my trousers without unfastening them, and all the while saying, “lift your arms” or “lean toward me a little”.  I was surprised at my level of silent compliance, and a little embarrassed. I felt awkward and ungainly as Maggie fussed around me like a little bird, twittering and fiddling with me, taking my clothes off.  Stripping me bare.

She took my shoes and socks off next saying “lift your foot,” and “now this one”.  Then, she stood up, looked me in the face and smiled.  She bit her bottom lip as if in concentration, savouring the moment, then sighed deeply and began to undo my trousers.  As they fell to the floor Sophie and Kitt began to giggle.  My underwear quickly followed, Maggie saying, “step out of them” and the two seated women sat upright and leaned forward to get a better look at me. 

I was completely naked but Maggie was still not satisfied; she even took off my watch and the gold chain from around my neck.  “There” she said at last “Unadorned.  Lovely”.

“How do you feel”? Maggie asked, her hands touching me – one stroking my chest and belly, her other just resting on my arm.

“I don’t know” I replied, I was shocked to hear such uncertainty in my voice, “Exposed I think.  Vulnerable”.  I was genuinely apprehensive.

The women could see that I was abashed and seemed to take delight in the fact.  Maggie mused ”vulnerable…. that’s nice” and she moved her hand down across my belly through my pubic hair, which she playfully twirled in her fingers for a second or two, then started to feel my cock.

I was already half erect anyway, but feeling her tiny, delicate fingers encircling my shaft quickly brought me fully to attention.

With a subtle tug on my penis she indicated that she wanted me to move again.  She pulled me closer to Sophie and Kitt so that their faces were just inches away from me.  They were both flushed (I hoped it wasn’t just the wine) and were watching Maggie’s hand as it squeezed and rubbed between my legs.

“Would you like to have a good look?” Maggie asked her friends, and with a variety of “oh yes” and “..please” they confirmed their interest.  With a small nod and a gesture of invitation from Maggie, it was Sophie who had first turn at examining me.  Her long fingers replaced Maggie’s on my cock.  Her touch was cool despite the heat in the room.  A wicked smile crossed her face as she briefly looked at my eyes then returned her attention to my genitals.  She didn’t try to masturbate me, although by now I was aching for her to, but she felt and caressed every inch of my thighs, my cock and my balls (pinching my scrotum a little and squeezing my balls slightly as she did so).  The sharp pain made me jump and make a small noise of protest, but Maggie, who had begun to stroke my chest again, pinched one of my nipples hard as a reminder of earlier, and said “don’t be such a wimp, we’re going to do a lot more than that to you”.  Her look as she said this was impish, and very, very arousing.  She pursed her lips and stood on tiptoe.  She could just reach my mouth without me bending too far and she kissed me passionately.  Her open, pliant lips and darting tongue filled me with desire. I felt like melting to her will.  We held this position for a while.  Maggie stretching to kiss me with Sophie crouching in front of me looking intently at my cock and balls as she stroked and squeezed them.  Kitt meanwhile moved behind me and, kneeling on the floor, had placed her hands on my buttocks and spread them apart so that she could closely examine my anus.

This little tableau continued for a few minutes. While Maggie kissed me, Sophie had pulled my foreskin back as far as it would stretch, exposing the sensitive swollen glans, and was lightly scratching her fingernails around it – it hurt deliciously.  Kitt was still behind me but was in turn touching me around my anus, then slipping her hand through my slightly parted legs and fondling my testicles as the whim took her.

Then Maggie pulled away and studied me from under her eyebrows.  She put her index finger to her lips as if thinking, and uncertain of what she was about to say, but, after a short time, said:

 “I would love to beat you”.

The others paused in their activities waiting for me to speak. 

This was substantially new territory for me.  I had never given myself to anyone like this before.  If there was beating to be done then I should be doing it....

…but I heard myself saying “do what you want”.

Maggie quickly told me to wait where I was, then disappeared out of the room.  Sophie refilled the glasses and lit another joint.  After she and Kitt had partaken it was passed to me.  I drew on it greedily. The toxic smoke rushed into my lungs and blood.  I felt detached and remote in one way, but warm, alive and strangely ‘earthy’ on the other.  I was pumped up, aroused.  I wanted more. I stood naked, my cock hugely erect.  The two women whispered to each other as they looked at me, light laughter occasionally escaping them.  Then Maggie returned.  She was still fully dressed (as were the others) but was carrying a number of items in her hands.

She had a wooden trinket box, a number of chiffon scarves, stockings and other strips of fabric, and a couple of broad leather belts.

She moved me nearer to the fire and, after a bit of confusion and standing on chairs, the women managed to secure a couple of chains of different pieces of fabric knotted together around one of the trusses.  They told me to raise my arms and then Sophie and Kitt secured one wrist each above my head.  They made me stand on tiptoe so that, when tied tightly, even as I relaxed down, my torso was still stretched.  I made a token attempt to wriggle free and realised with a little trepidation that I was tied securely.  I couldn’t get my wrists out.  

They stepped back to admire their handiwork, then all three approached and stood very close to me.  They put their hands on me - everywhere.  I groaned with pleasure as they felt me, caressed me.  They stroked and pinched and rubbed me for some minutes.  There was always at least one hand on my cock rubbing it; wanking it. A finger went into my behind – it was the lovely Kitt.  She pushed it in deep, stretching around and looking into my face with glee as Sophie wanked me. I murmured, “Please don’t make me cum”.  Maggie put her fingers to her lips, said “Sshh” and her eyes sparkled.  The others carried on with their fun as Maggie picked up one of the leather belts.

She stood slightly behind me and a little to one side holding the belt by the buckle end.  I was watching her over my shoulder, my hips gyrating with the rhythm of what the others were doing.  She told me to look straight ahead.  As I did, Sophie, her hand still working on my cock, stood up so that she could enjoy my reaction.  She was watching my face as the first blow landed.  It came as a shock.  The surprise, the loud ‘crack!’ as the belt connected across my back, and the burst of pain made me go rigid and cry out, “Jesus!”  A broad smile lit up Sophie’s face.

Kitt pulled her finger from my anus and moved back a few feet to enjoy the spectacle.

Maggie swung again and the next blow also landed across my back.  It was just as hard as before.  My body arched forward pushing my still erect cock into Sophie’s grip then back again as I relaxed after the initial shock.  Again she struck, and again.  The pain was equally severe each time, and each time I cried out in anguish while my face contorted and my body spasmed. 

The three of them continued to find this amusing, and, as the wine and smoke was taking effect, they started to make little jokes at my expense.

In a ‘baby’ voice Sophie mockingly enquired “Doesn’t he like it then?” she giggled, “Does it sting?” 

Maggie asked, “Have you had enough?”

“Yes” I gasped, “please stop now”.

But she and the others laughed and she said “well that’s hard luck because I’ve only just started” and she hit me again, harder this time, on my buttocks.  I cried out and again involuntarily thrust my hips forward, driving my cock into Sophie’s hand.  With a slightly devious look, and a lop-sided grin, Sophie pulled my foreskin back again, hard, and began to torment me by raking her nails over the exposed glans, as before, but with more pressure.  I writhed in agony, but I couldn’t stop her.

Maggie called to Kitt who had retreated to her chair to take a drink “fetch the box Kitt”.  Kitt grinned.  She obviously knew what was inside.

Kitt handed the box to Maggie who had paused in her attentions.  Sophie continued with hers – torturing my penis with her nails – and clearly loving every second.  I stood there moaning in pain, twitching and trying to pull my cock from Sophie’s sadistic grasp while Maggie opened the box and carefully withdrew the contents.

It was a vibrator.  Made from black rubber, it was lifelike in detail, about eight inches long and about an inch and a half in diameter.  Holding it pensively to her lips Maggie looked into my eyes.  There was that sparkle again.

Without speaking she moved a couple of chairs into position and, having motioned to the others, Kitt and Sophie climbed up and untied my wrists.  As I was released and stood there bemused, naked and still tingling with the various pains that had been inflicted upon me, Maggie said, “Get on your hands and knees”.  I instantly dropped down and got into position.  All choice had left me.  I couldn’t analyse it.  It was automatic.  I got onto the floor.  On my hands and knees.

Maggie hitched up her skirt, and, laughing again, sat astride my back.

I realised that she wasn’t wearing underwear as I felt her cunt pressing against my spine.  She was soaking.  She rubbed herself against me and gave out a small groan of pleasure.

I couldn’t see the others because they were standing behind me, but as Maggie said “Go on” I realised that they had picked up a belt each and, as she instructed, began to use them.

They laid blow after blow on my naked buttocks and the backs of my thighs.  I cried out in pain with each strike.  They gave me no mercy, and plied the straps fiercely.  Maggie was revelling in it, rubbing herself against me and urging the others on to hit me harder. Periodically Sophie and Kitt would pause from their fun and come around and crouch in front of me, putting their delicate hands under my chin and lifting my face up so that they could watch my expression as I was being whipped.  The harder the blows landed, the more my face contorted and I begged “please, no, please, please don’t…” They grinned with glee and squealed with laughter as I pleaded.

After some minutes Maggie, breathing heavily, her voice thick with lust, said “just do it on his legs.  I want to fuck him”.

I heard her switch the vibrator on, then felt it touching me between my buttocks.

I begged again “Please don’t.  Don’t do that to me”.

I knew what she intended to do and started to twist away, but she instantly ordered “stay still, don’t you dare move”.  Even now I can’t understand it, but I didn’t move, and, what is more, my cock was still ridiculously hard.  She remained like that for a couple of minutes just resting the vibrator in the cleft of my buttocks, enjoying watching her friends lashing my legs and feeling my body jerking beneath her, listening to my howls of pain.

She said “give him a rest for a minute” and then, to me, leaning over and almost whispering said, “Do you want it?  Do you want me to fuck you?  If you do you’ve got to ask.  Say please”.

My moaning subsided, my stinging body relaxed, and I felt her weight upon me.  She was light.  I could have held her for hours – or at least that’s what I believed.  Despite the pain I was filled with lust.  I wanted more.  I wanted her to fuck me.

So I said “Please.  Fuck me.  Please fuck me.  Make it hurt”.

She slid the thing down along between my buttocks and rested the head against my anus.  I felt a slight pressure there.  No one was talking.  I felt breath against the skin of my thighs and buttocks.  Sophie and Kitt had obviously moved in very close.  They were kneeling behind me, watching with intense interest as Maggie began.

The pressure on my anus increased and started to hurt.  I grunted in discomfort, but didn’t move - as instructed.

Slowly, very slowly, the pressure increased further, and I felt the vibrator going in to my body.  It felt huge.  The pain increased and I cried out.  That broke the silence.  They laughed.  They continued laughing, giggling and mocking me as I squirmed and groaned, and that big black cock moved inexorably into my bowel. 

Then it was all the way in.  My discomfort was complete, but the acute pain had subsided.  It was bearable but terrible at the same time.  I moaned as Maggie began to slowly slide it out, but not all the way.  As the tip was about to be released, she thrust it back in again suddenly and hard.  I cried out again – more in shock than pain, and then she began to fuck me.  She slid it out until it was almost released, pressing awfully on my sphincter from the inside, then she pushed it all the way back in, then nearly out, then back in, increasing the tempo all the time.

Sophie came and knelt in front of me and, while Maggie fucked me, harder and faster, kissed me on the lips.

I opened up to her, compliant and submissive as Maggie carried on relentlessly buggering me, and she pushed her tongue into my receptive mouth.  I moaned as she tongued me.  It was fantastic.

Then I felt Kitt’s hand slide between my thighs.  Maggie said, “Open your legs”.  I shuffled my knees apart and Kitt took hold of my balls.  Without any further preamble she began to squeeze, grasping each testicle in turn and crushing it between her finger and thumb.  The movements were small, and I know (now) that the pressure wasn’t that great – not enough to cause me damage anyway – but the pain was extreme.

I trembled from head to toe, I cried out, I gritted my teeth, I strained and groaned, arched my back and bucked, but they didn’t stop.  My anus was in torment, my balls in agony, but they kept on.  I begged and pleaded between my cries but it only seemed to spur them on - Kitt slapping my balls from below and Maggie fucking me, buggering me – on and on.

Then they began to slow down – the pain decreased slightly but didn’t stop.  The cock in my anus was still moving in and out but more slowly, even leisurely, and Kitt’s hand on my balls was giving me rhythmic jolts of pain.  My eyes had been squeezed shut as I endured the agony, but now I opened them and where Sophie had been kneeling before me to kiss me, she now lay on her back, her suit trousers removed.  Naked from the waist down, her legs were spread wide, her beautiful glistening cunt open to me. She said, “lick it” and spread the lips with her long slim fingers.

My mouth moved onto her eagerly and, as the others continued their subtle torture, I tried to employ all my expertise to give Sophie what she desired.  

I licked the length of her slit, tasting the slick juices that coated her.  I licked her anus as she raised her hips and, in lust, tried to push my tongue inside.  Her anus was too tight so I moved back up along her slit and took her clitoris between my lips.

I have over the years (I am a dedicated cunnilingist) developed a technique where I take the labia entirely into my mouth and then, while continuing with a rhythmic sucking motion, simultaneously rapidly flick my tongue directly on the clitoris.  Sophie’s reaction was delightful.  Obviously she had achieved a high degree of arousal while abusing me so cruelly, and within seconds was moaning and writhing as my mouth did its work.  She came with a prolonged cry and a wild bucking of her hips.  

Then she rolled away from beneath me as I panted for breath, and, without a word, sat astride my back directly behind Maggie.  Their combined weight was telling but not impossible for me to bear, but it didn’t last.

Maggie stood up, but there was no break in the movement of the rubber cock that was fucking me – she had handed it to Sophie, who, after making one deep hard thrust, continued where Maggie left off.  Kitt was still kneading my balls and pinching my scrotum.

Moving around quickly in front of me, Maggie positioned herself on the floor where Sophie had been, pulling her dress above her waist in the process.

She lay down and spread her legs.  Her shapely little thighs formed a beautiful channel leading to her gorgeous cunt.  She was surprisingly hirsute but I found this extraordinarily arousing, especially when she used her delicate hands to open her outer lips wide, exposing her dripping inner labia and her hard pink clitoris.  

I needed no encouragement to dip my head again and start my tongue work.

She took longer than Sophie to cum, and I vigorously licked, sucked and probed her to achieve it.  It was beautiful.  She had a slight musky aroma and, combined with the effects of the dope and wine, my brain was swimming in pleasure.  I was almost oblivious at this point to the ministrations of Sophie and Kitt as they continued torturing me.

I pushed my tongue inside her. I sucked and licked her clit. I licked every millimetre of her sex and her anus.  I gave her everything I knew until she came with a long ecstatic moan.

She rolled away; squeezing her lovely legs together, and in seconds had changed places with Kitt.

Kitt had perfect, smooth skin, and when she lifted her dress she revealed a perfectly formed cunt, her labia forming a tight slit, which was perfectly visible beneath just a light covering of soft black hair.

I put my head back down and probed between her cunt lips with my tongue.  Again I tried to exercise my accumulated expertise.  I licked the full length of her slit, sucked her lips and tickled her clitoris.  I tongued her anus with enthusiasm and she turned over, raised herself onto her knees and pushed her behind into my face. As she did this I pushed my tongue harder and it penetrated her sphincter, sliding a little way into her.  I didn’t care; I was almost overcome with lust.  

Maggie, meanwhile, had taken up a belt again and once more began to whip me.  This time she didn’t hold back. She thrashed my buttocks and legs mercilessly and I yelped with the pain.  Even as I did so, my tongue continued to fuck Kitt’s anus but I did it gently, almost lovingly.  With each agonising blow, I worked my tongue inside her, moving it around, savouring the slightly bitter taste and relishing the perversity of what I was doing.  I felt that I wanted to give her pleasure in proportion to the pain I was enduring.  Through my motions I tried to express my gratitude for the cruelty that was being inflicted upon me. 

I was aware of her reaching between her legs with one hand and starting to rub her clit. She was soon masturbating furiously, her head raised, with gasps and moans of pleasure escaping her lips.

Sophie had stopped fucking me but held the vibrator deep in my bowel, she seemed to be waiting for something.  Maggie told me to open my legs wider, and as I did she swung the belt around in an arc and the blow landed firmly and precisely on my balls.  I yelled out loud but the cry was muffled by Kitt’s buttocks. My body jerked violently and I felt Sophie almost fall from my back, but she righted herself with a laugh and pressed down hard on the vibrator, which was still impaling me.

Again and again Maggie hit my balls, and again and again I cried out. With each cry I lovingly tongued as deep as I could into Kitt’s gorgeous anus.  

A few moments later she achieved her orgasm. A shudder went through her entire body, her head thrust back on her neck, and an almost animal howl came from her mouth.

She pulled away from me, my tongue easily sliding out of her, and stood up, her dress falling back into place. She quickly composed herself and, smiling down at me, moved away to take her seat once more.  As Kitt found her wine and took a sip, Sophie pushed down hard on the vibrator one last time, then quickly pulled it from my aching behind.  As she stood up and I felt the pressure released from my back, Maggie gave me a final, very hard, blow on my balls with the belt.  I shouted “God! Jesus Christ!”  My legs automatically jerked together and I fell onto my side, my knees drawn up to my chest, my body trembling all over.

They smiled beatifically down at me, watching my suffering. 

When they considered that I had sufficiently regained my composure, Maggie told me to stand up.  It was difficult.  Everything hurt – especially my behind and between my legs.

They made me stand their for a few minutes as they looked at me, not speaking, just looking me up and down, and smiling.  Always smiling.

Maggie came over to me, tapped me under my balls with her fingertips – I jerked involuntarily – and said gently “Get dressed.  You’d better go now. We want to talk”.

Abashed, I did as I was told.  They all gave me a small kiss on the lips and ushered me out.  The entire session had taken less than an hour.  It seemed a lot longer.

As I walked away with my balls and anus screaming, I felt incredibly frustrated – I needed to cum – and yet I was strangely fulfilled and exhilarated.  A thousand thoughts went through my head as I made my way home, but one in particular – when would they send for me again?

