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The Cafe

It was a small café on the north side of town and surprisingly, I didn’t have any trouble finding a parking spot. Tucked between a salon and a cell phone store, the place was refreshingly cute; a strange mix of Coffee Shop, patisserie, and southern diner. I detected the scents of French Roast and cinnamon rolls swirling along with crusty baguettes baking and the crisp richness of basil pesto. Admittedly, my stomach rumbled just a bit, but since it was lunch, I didn’t mind so much. I glanced around the place and spotted a woman sitting in the back corner, barely visible in the large, secluded booth.

She was tall, dark haired, and had an olive complexion that hinted quite strongly at a Mediterranean pedigree. I use that word in the strictest sense, because Mistress Isobel Peters was about as close to royalty as I’d ever likely encounter. She was domineering in every sense of the word; beautiful, guarded, self-assured, and completely in command of both herself and her environment. Mistress Isobel was dressed in a charcoal gray business suit that emphasized her impressive curves, and yet was totally respectable in every single way. Her ears were decorated with fire opals and I couldn’t help blushing with desire as her huge, brown eyes found me across the café, beckoning me forward with eagerness.

As I approached, I realized that there was another person in the booth with her, sitting to her side. The girl next to Mistress Isobel was so different that you didn’t need to be familiar with the concepts of domination and submission to see that Madeline was the other side of the coin. Petite, adorably cute with long, dark, curly hair, and wearing a black slinky dress that sported both a tight collar and a rather eye-catching opening above her impressive bosom, Maddie was clearly eye-candy, the sort of girl you might find being offered as a gift. Or as a sacrifice.

She was also twitching.

As I approached, it was difficult not to stare because Maddie’s eyes looked a little glazed over and her face was flushed. The material of her dress was rather lacy and as I got closer, I could see that it was actually translucent, making the fine pink tips of her breasts visible, pressed tight against the bodice. I could tell instantly because the glint of gold from a small, charm-sized padlock flashed just beneath her right nipple. Madeline’s mouth was open slightly and I realized that the spasms going through her all started at the hips. Mistress Isobel gestured at the bench seat across from her and I slid into it, tugging down on my black mini skirt in a vain attempt to keep my bare bottom from sticking to the vinyl. No such luck.

“Good Morning, Mistress Isobel,” I said politely to the dominatrix across from me, pressing my thighs together as I shifted back and forth, trying to find a comfortable seat. Isobel smiled warmly. Then I looked at Madeline. “Hi Maddie. You look like you’re having fun.”

Madeline blinked, gave me a look, and grinned. “This is your fault,” she accused, though the words came out a little breathy.

“My fault?” I asked curiously, trying to figure out how I could possibly be responsible for her current situation.

Maddie nodded. “It’s the RVP you bought me for Christmas,” she replied, swallowing hard.

Oh. Maybe it was my fault. I couldn’t help it. The corners of my mouth curled up and I gave my friend an appraising look. The RVP, which was an acronym for “Rotating Venus Penis,” was nothing more than a strap on sex toy that sported a four-inch-long, silicon cock which both vibrated and twisted inside the person wearing it. From the way she was trembling, it couldn’t have been set to more than the lowest levels. Still, I knew from experience what she was enduring. “Both functions?” I asked cheerfully, referring to the fact that under the best circumstances the toy would not only corkscrew around inside her, but shake at the same time.

Maddie’s cheeks got a little redder, possibly with embarrassment, and Isobel came to her rescue. “Madeline is not yet ready to handle the same levels of stimulation in public that you are capable of handling, Breanne. I’ve left the vibration function for later.”

I looked at Isobel, then glanced back over at Madeline. So she was being stirred, slow and steady, as if my finger was inside her sweet little slit, whipping her into a froth. Yummy. I licked my lips and looked back at Isobel.

“I appreciate the invitation to lunch, but am surprised that neither Kari nor Julie were invited.” I was, of course, referring to my two regular mistresses, who were notable in their absence. “What can I do for you, Mistress Isobel?” I asked.

Isobel smiled. Her teeth were straight and white and perfect and I again felt this urge to literally strip naked, kneel at her feet, and just beg her to use me. Her eyes dipped down toward my breasts. “Well, for starters, you should remove your jacket.”

And just like that, the urge changed. My eyes flitted over my shoulder back into the café. I leaned forward, once more facing Isobel. “Mistress,” I said softly. “My blouse is not exactly appropriate for a public venue,” I explained, my cheeks starting to turn the same color as Maddie’s. I felt a surge of embarrassment.

Isobel was fazed. “So?”

I swallowed a tiny bit of hesitation. “Mistress, my blouse is gauze. Kari selected it herself this morning. The only thing covering me up is the jacket.”

“Exactly,” she replied with a wave of her hand. “Which is why I wish you to remove it.”

For a moment I sat there. Maddie looked at me, growing alarm in her eyes. I could tell what she was thinking. I was resisting. I’m known for being difficult. Snarky even. I bit my lip as I hesitated. Madeline's eyes widened and she gave me a little shake of her head, making it clear that I was asking for trouble. I pursed my lips, trying to decide if I should give in, when the usual barriers in my head broke down and I shrugged out of my jacket.

My blouse was a tight-fitting lace number, and it wrapped around my top with darling sensuality. My breasts filled out the front with impressive curves and the dark pink tips of my breasts were disturbingly visible through the thin gauze. The ends of my silver barbell piercings created multiple, and quite enticing bumps on either side of each nipple. Swirls of flower-like shapes stitched into the lace made my front a mix of ivory and cream dotted with pink rose, and the fact that the collar was as tight around my throat as Maddie’s outfit, just emphasized the fact that no revealing décolletage was needed. My entire bosom was already on display. You just had to look properly. I made Madeline look like she was dressed for church.

“Beautiful,” Isobel observed. Maddie was staring at my chest as well. Then Isobel nodded her head downward. “And what is your toy of the day?”

Like Madeline, I was following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, which stated clearly that girls such as Maddie and I needed to be stuffed to the brim with some sort of sexually stimulating toy. Or cock. Whichever was most readily available. I knew that Maddie was bi-sexual, as am I, but Isobel’s penchant ran a little on the Sapphic side. Besides, keeping a hard cock inside you constantly isn't exactly easy. I smiled at Isobel.

“Vibroballs, Mistress,” I replied simply. She knew what I was talking about. Two, spherical objects the size of golf balls that Kari had pushed into my sex that morning.

“Wireless,” Isobel replied. Of course, she’d seen me walking in, and since there weren’t any visible wires running out from under my skirt, she’d deduced the controller was undoubtedly in my purse. “And from your behavior, I can tell they are not currently on. Which I find inappropriate for this meeting.”

I’m the sort of submissive that doesn’t mind looking a dominant in the eyes and this was no exception. We stared at each other for a moment and a whole host of silent, yet totally clear messages were exchanged. With just that look I dared her to make me, and her response was just as loud. Fuck yes, I’m going to make you. I yielded first, again to Madeline’s relief, and I reached over to my purse. I drew out the controller fob. It was nothing more than a simple slider. I turned it up just a fraction and inside me the two spherical sex toys came to life, buzzing and shaking. My pussy tightened instantly, squeezing the sex toy and I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to adjust to the familiar sensation. Not every girl can sit still, having a conversation, while being sexually stimulated.

“Please give the controller to me,” Isobel asked, holding out her hand. I opened my eyes, hesitating again. But then I nodded and deposited the small controller into her palm.

“There,” Isobel said in satisfaction. Then she turned to Maddie. “And I believe adding another level to your own torment would be appropriate,” she said. “Would you prefer me to turn up the rotation function? Or turn on the vibrations?”

Madeline blinked, obviously trying to mentally digest that. Honestly, I didn’t think she could handle either and was likely going to pop either way. But then Maddie looked down at the table. “More rotation please, Mistress.” Her voice was so soft and demure that I almost had trouble hearing her. Then Isobel produced another controller, this one larger than the one that handled my vibroballs, and I saw her nudge another slider up a bit. Madeline gasped, loudly, stiffening in her seat for a moment, only to crumple a bit, grasping the table. I saw the expression on her face; half panic, half insane pleasure. Her entire body moved and I could see that she really was grinding on the churning, motorized cock inside her.

I was almost jealous as my own hips rolled gently.

Isobel gave us both warm looks, then smiled. “I believe now would be a good time to order lunch.” She lifted her hand and waved.

That look of panic on Madeline’s face was depressingly familiar and had I not been more used to the vibroballs going inside me, I’d have shared her momentary panic attack. Maddie had to worry about the obvious lack of control she was enduring. Anyone with half a brain would look at Madeline and know she was being sexually stimulated. Hell, I could hear the motor on the RVP as it swirled the four-inch-long probe through her slit. But me? The vibroballs were on their lowest setting. I couldn’t hear them. Just feel them. And while my hips moved, I had a little bit of control. As the waitress came over, I could tell she could hear the motor between Maddie’s legs and her eyes quested, a curious look on her face. I felt bad for Maddie. So I took a deep breath, thrust my chest outward, and coughed. The waitress glanced over at me and her eyes widened slightly. I knew exactly what she was looking at.

My breasts. Right through the lace.

“What can I get for you to drink?” The waitress asked, her eyes lingering on the pink tips of my bosom showing through the thin gauze of my shirt. I wrapped an arm across my chest in embarrassment.

“A diet soda, please,” I said, knowing that I was already committing an egregious act by ordering before Isobel. The waitress noted that down and then turned. Isobel seemed unperturbed and ordered for herself and Madeline. Seemingly satisfied, the waitress went away. Maddie gasped in relief and slumped in her seat, trembling. I gave her a sympathetic look.

“I don’t appreciate your actions,” Isobel said sternly. “I meant for her to be humiliated.” Then her eyes softened, “though I suppose you deserve recognition for offering yourself up for that embarrassment.”

I swallowed. “My apologies, Mistress Isobel.” I hurriedly glanced at the menu, hoping it would provide a distraction. Lots of good, delicious, horribly fattening things to eat. I selected another salad with a sigh and waited, my pussy buzzing softly.

The waitress returned with our drinks in less than a minute and we ordered. Or at least Mistress Isobel and I did. Madeline once more allowed her mistress to select an item off the menu for her, unwilling to trust her voice. Or maybe it was respect. Or heck, maybe Isobel doesn’t allow her submissive to order for herself. Who knows? In either case we were once more left alone and I took a sip of my drink, trying to steady my nerves. My pussy was tingling around the vibroballs.

“The vibrations suit you,” Mistress Isobel observed a moment later, gazing at me across the table. I bit my lip, trying to figure out where all of this was going.

“Thank you?” I replied, just a little bewildered by the compliment.

“Do you think it appropriate for the vibroballs to be on their lowest setting?” She asked curiously.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think whatever level I’m told to set them is appropriate. It’s not my decision.”

Isobel glanced down at the small control fob sitting between us on the table. “Whose decision is it?”

Trick question. I knew it. And I deliberately gave the wrong one. “Kari,” I declared, fast and assuredly. “And after that, Julie.”

I’d just listed my two mistresses, the women I respected and loved more than anything else, and both of whom had almost carte blanche to inflict all sorts of interesting, explicit, sexually exciting things upon my person. It had been Julie who had ordered me to wear the vibroballs for the day, on the lowest setting so that I would be kept in a state of sexual excitement, without the risk of an accidental orgasm. And it had been Kari who had not only specified what I was to wear for the day, but had purchased the outfit.

Kari had been my best friend from sixth grade and we’d grown up together. Obsessive, compulsive, beautiful, and domineering, Kari had been in charge of one facet or another of my life since we first became friends. She’s a natural leader, while I’m a natural follower. I’d gone with her to college, living with her for the first two years as both her lover and sexual submissive. And even after I moved out we frequently revolved in dizzying spirals of sexual energy. And when my parents sold the farm, forcing me to move out and find a real job? She’d hired me on the spot, effectively supporting me financially, mentally, and spiritually. Of course, it also meant that my days were a whirlwind of sexual escapades, but that suited me just fine.

And Julie? Well, suffice it to say that Kari couldn’t fill in all the gaps in my life. For several years Julie had handled that role, a younger, more vicious, but ultimately loving woman who understood the things that made me tick. She’d asked to share me with Kari and my best friend had acceded. Perhaps Kari had even been somewhat relieved that someone else had stepped up to take me in hand and satisfy my various longings.

What can I say? My life is complicated.

“Neither of them are here,” Isobel replied saucily.

I smiled. “I’m no longer a submissive of the Society. You saw to that,” I reminded her.

Mistress Isobel nodded in agreement. “That is true. When Julie left the Society of the Golden Rose, many of us felt that losing you was a travesty. For that matter, losing Julie was even worse than losing Kari. Some mistresses even believe you to be bad luck.”

For years I’d been one of the submissives of the Society, an upscale BDSM social club catering to the interests of a cadre of lesbian dominatrixes. Half social club and half sadistic orgy, the Society was meant to provide a safe outlet for the sexual needs of a select few women. The mistresses of the Society not only shared their passions, but helped each other; creating opportunity, networking, passing on information, and creating a sort of safe space to practice their unique interests. Membership was exclusive, by invite, and required not only a great deal of wealth, but a sadistic attitude and a properly submissive strumpet to share. For example, Madeline.

I’d been introduced to the organization when my own mistress, best friend, lover, and employer; Kari Anders, was invited to join and I’d been her token sacrifice. What we hadn’t known then, at the beginning, was that some of the long-time members had a penchant for cruelty, and the normal and customary rules of the BDSM lifestyle were being ignored. Kari had quickly steered the society into more ethical territory, but had ultimately decided that she wasn’t quite lesbian enough to stay. Kari was bi-sexual, and while she had no qualms about stretching me out and running me through a variety of sexual paces, her primary interest had always been cock. Her husband, Robert, was a stunning specimen of a man and our ménage a trois events had been energetic, satisfying, and quite deviant, even if poor Robert winced when he saw some of the things being done to me by his incredibly beautiful, if sadistic, wife. I found those sessions to be some of the best, because nothing really forms a bond more than suffering with someone. Robert and I both loved Kari and submitted to her every whim. That was enough. And the orgasms…. Wow.

When Kari had left the Society I’d been handed off. Being a voracious fuck slut with appetites no single dominatrix could hope to satisfy on her own, there was already another woman who had begun to use me on a regular basis: Julie Uterro. I’d found her at the mall running a small, junk jewelry store and Kari had taken a liking to her. By the time Kari was ready to leave the Society, Julie had already been mentored by Mistress Isobel, gotten a much higher paying job, and was ready to assume the role of Society Mistress. So I was handed off from one dominatrix to the other, at least the way the Society saw it. I still spent the day working for Kari as a sexualized personal assistant, and on the weekends and evenings, I was Julie’s sex toy.

For a while at least. As a single parent, I had other duties and couldn’t always just kneel in front of either of them, begging for some attention. I had a child to watch over and parents to care for. At the beginning it worked out, but eventually Julie formed a bond with another one of the doms in my life. Mike the Hardware Guy. Julie ended up moving all the way out to Katy and into his home. At Christmas, just last year, she had told me that he’d asked her to marry him. I hadn’t exactly been surprised. I saw it coming. But what hadn’t been as evident was the fact that Julie was clearly submissive to Mike, just as I was submissive to her. He kept her naked at the house. She was frequently subjected to the kinds of torments that I was used to.

I couldn’t believe it. Julie was a switch.

And that, to the Society, was a no no.

Julie knew it. She knew they wouldn’t accept her being submissive to a man. So she resigned before they could kick her out. Fucking a man? Yuck, but tolerable. Submitting to him?

Hell no.

Me personally? I loved Mike. He was wonderful, both in bed and out. He was endlessly creative and if you’ve read my other confessions (I mean… books,) you know exactly what I’m talking about. Plus he is just about as sadistic as Julie. I am frequently the third wheel on that tricycle and let me tell you, a third wheel on a trike is a necessity, not an appendage. I had no doubt that they would be successful together, but if tying me to their marriage bed, teasing and tormenting me senseless while at the same time making love to each other, helped, then I was all for it.

At Christmas I was suddenly faced with the consequences of other peoples’ choices. The gold padlock that had hung from the hoop piercing on my right nipple had been removed. Hell, the hoop piercing was gone, replaced with a more fashionable (in my mind) steel barbell. I was no longer subject to the rules and regulations of the Society, and while both Kari and Julie had maintained friendships (with benefits) with certain dommes and their subs, I had embraced the fact that I wasn’t going to be stepping foot into the meeting rooms of the Society again. At least for a while.

“Bad luck?” I said to Mistress Isobel. “How is this my fault?”

Isobel laughed. “I don’t really think anyone blames you,” she replied with a smile. “While most of us acknowledge your faults, the fact that you were our most famous, most notorious, most voracious, most adorable little fuck slut, is hardly in question” Isobel shook her head. “Even Mistress Lucille wanted you to stay.”

I snorted. “So, she could torture me,” I replied sourly. Mistress Lucille hated my guts.

Isobel’s eyes burned into mine. “Tell me truthfully, if Lucille were here, right now, and ordered you to submit, wouldn’t you?”

I gulped. Would I? I thought about it for a moment. Mistress Lucille was a vicious, cruel, sadistic woman with an attitude problem. She’d been a pain in my ass since day one and had never, not once, turned down an opportunity to hurt me. Particularly if it involved my rear end and large butt plugs. But even then, she left me screaming in ecstasy at the same time.

I looked away from Isobel. I didn’t want to answer. I was no longer one of Isobel’s submissives. Or Lucille’s for that matter. They had no power to order me to do anything. I wasn’t required to submit to either of them. Isobel smiled even as Maddie let out another tense gasp. My eyes flickered over to my friend and saw that she wasn’t even really paying attention to the conversation. She was trying hard not to cum. I suddenly wondered if Isobel had specified a punishment for unauthorized climaxes.

Isobel noticed my distracted glance at Maddie and nodded. “I am a caring Mistress.” Her other hand came forward and there were three wooden clothespins cupped there. She laid them down on the table, right next to the fob that controlled my vibroballs. “This is the punishment Madeline will endure if she cums. But I only have one set. Should these clothespins be in use elsewhere, then sweet Madeline will not have to wear them.”

For a moment, our eyes locked and I saw the gleeful manipulation Isobel was engaging in. I glanced at Maddie. I had no doubt in my mind that she could handle a trio of clothespins hanging off her nipples and clit. My only concern was the dress. The material was too thick to pin her breasts through the dress itself, which meant that the cut above her cleavage would need to be utilized to get at her nipples. And the dress was tight. The clothespins would have to bend and that would hurt.

Slowly, I reached out. I thought about taking the fob to my vibroballs. I did. I’m sad to admit to that. But then I closed my eyes and grabbed the clothespins.

“Make sure you put them on correctly,” Isobel said softly.

I opened my eyes and glared at her defiantly. I tugged the front of my skirt up, spreading my legs and exposing my wet, glistening, vibrating, stuffed slit, and placed the first clothespin right on my clitoris. It bit down with a hard pressure and I gasped, closing my eyes for a second as a different kind of surge shot up through my body. It wasn’t quite pain. But it wasn’t pleasure either. Still, it was exciting.

“Now your nipples. Right through the blouse,” said Mistress Isobel, clearly excited.

I did as ordered and brought the first peg up to my left breast. In seconds it closed down on the small bump, the lace covering almost non-existent as far as either the clothespin or I were concerned. I groaned, a spark of pain shooting up through my breast. Then I did the other tit, letting the two clothespins stick straight out from my breasts.

And of course, that’s when Mistress Isobel picked up the controller and turned up the vibroballs to medium. Inside me, the two motorized spheres began shaking twice as hard and my pussy clenched down tightly.

“Breanne, dear, I want to invite you to the next meeting,” Isobel said simply.

Had my pussy not been quivering around two ping pong ball sized motors, driving me into the same sort of frenzy Maddie was approaching, and had my nipples not been throbbing with just enough pain to make my pussy clench harder, or had my clit not been burning with need, pinched between the wooden maws of a clothespin, I might have responded with a raised eyebrow of disbelief. Or maybe even a polite, “um… I don’t think so.”

Instead my eyes widened in disbelief and I managed a gravelly, incredulous response.

“You can’t be serious,” I squeaked.

Isobel grinned. “Of course I am.”

I leaned forward, the memory of the January’s meeting fresh in my head. “Three weeks ago Mistress Savannah invited me to the January Meeting and I was stripped naked, oiled, bound to a restraint frame, set in the middle of one of the seating niches, and teased and whipped relentlessly for five hours without orgasm.”

Isobel smiled, nodding. “You were quite exquisite.”

I gave her a shocked, disbelieving look. “You made me into art!” I exclaimed.

“Yes I did,” Isobel replied. “I said that you were intended to be art. Living art. And you were greatly appreciated.” She leaned forward, eyes flashing with excitement. “You were screaming by the end of it, begging us to hurt you so you could cum. Do you remember what you said to Lucille? How you begged?”

I looked away. Across from me Madeline moaned and I felt the vibroballs in my own pussy roll and rumble as the throbbing sensation coming from my nipples and clit seemed to intensify. I nodded grimly. I did indeed.

“I remember,” I whispered.

I remembered…


Art

“I cannot believe I’m doing this,” I said to myself as the front tires of my white Jeep Wrangler bounced up onto the asphalt lot of the warehouse. The place looked dilapidated. Boring concrete sides spotted by half a dozen garage doors and three human sized glass doors were lined up along one side and the corrugated steel roof needed repainting. The parking lot was more gravel than asphalt and there wasn’t actually room for a full-sized semi, which is why most of the warehouse was empty. The place only had two tenants, ostensibly occupying opposite ends.

I pulled my jeep into a parking space next to a silver Lexus and a white, BMW convertible. I recognized both vehicles. The first belonged to Mistress Isobel. As matron of the Society, she usually arrived an hour before everyone else, setting her submissive Madeline to a seemingly endless series of tasks before the meeting actually started. The convertible belonged to Mistress Savannah. She was a grand southern belle, blonde and tall and gracious and it was at her invitation that I was here at the Meeting, a submissive without a mistress, to serve in some unexplained and abstract fashion for the entertainment of the Society’s current members.

I was supposed to be “Art.” Whatever the hell that meant.

The sun was setting and already the temperature was dropping. As I turned off the engine and peered through the gathering darkness, I fastened the front of my coat against the cold. The temperature was in the lower fifties and falling, and bundling up made sense, especially since I wasn’t wearing anything else.

And I wasn’t’. The coat was all I had on. In fact, I was stark naked under the blue felt. But hey, I was just following instructions.

I turned off the engine and eyed the distance between my jeep and the door of the meeting rooms. It was a good forty feet and I wasn’t looking forward to crossing the space in my platform heels, especially considering the conditions of the surface lot. Stripper shoes may look sexy, but they are not made for crossing treacherous surfaces. I sat there for a moment, gathering my courage, but then popped the door, climbed out, and shivered as the brisk, cold air swirled around my ankles. And maybe a little higher.

“You go girl,” I muttered as I looked at the building.

The acrylic soles of my stripper shoes clicked annoyingly on the gravel as I moved forward and I kept my hand on the side of the jeep as I tried to take short steps. The crumbled asphalt made walking difficult, so small steps were the remedy to both. There was one positive though; my coat. It was much, much worse when the weather was warmer and I wasn’t allowed the protective and concealing folds of the jacket. Then I had to make the walk au natural, which made me want to sprint the distance. It almost made a south Texas girl appreciate the cold. I let go of my jeep and edged my way across the lot, until I climbed the concrete steps, just thrilled to have made it alive. I knocked on the door.

And waited.

I tapped my foot gently. For a warehouse, this place wasn’t exactly huge. But when all you’ve put into the building is a few pieces of furniture, it leaves some big, empty spaces. It takes a few moments to get from one end to the other. Eventually I saw movement beyond the door and when it opened, a beautiful brunette with dark chocolate hair and a pixie cut grinned up at me. She was even more naked than I was, barefoot and scrumptious, and her makeup made her look younger than I knew her to be. A tiny gold padlock, embossed with the black outline of a golden rose, dangled from a golden hoop going through her right nipple, catching the light that seeped through the doorway. She had a heart-shaped face and deep blue eyes that made me want to either buy her an ice cream cone or tumble her onto a mattress and see how many licks it took to get to her creamy center. I stepped in and as the door shut behind me I started taking off my coat.

“Hi Bre!” Kylie said cheerfully, embracing me tightly in a hug as soon as bare skin was exposed, my arms still trapped in the sleeves of my jacket. Our breasts touched and I felt the warmth of her skin, the cold metal of her piercing, and the residual slickness of baby oil that still made her skin glisten. Her hands cupped my bottom and then her mouth was on mine, kissing me with both passion and urgency as she pressed her pussy against my leg. “I’m glad you could come! I missed you!” She said brightly when she finally came up for air.

I chuckled. “Kylie,” I replied, somewhat taken aback. “It’s only been three weeks since we last saw each other. You make it sound like you haven’t seen me in months!”

Kylie was younger than me by almost ten years and despite being in her mid-twenties, looked like she’d just graduated from high school. Thin and elegant, Kylie had the body of a dancer, the face of a china doll, and the masochistic impulses of… well… someone seriously fucked up. But I’m not exactly in a position to criticize her. I’d seen her standing stoic for full body whippings, her narrow wrists bound above her head, her dainty ankles spread wide and secured to a spreader bar, stuffed with a variety of vibrating toys, while her mistress, a woman named Savannah, slapped a black, leather tipped crop into Kylie’s softer bits. Kylie wasn’t quite as screwed up as me of course. But I’d done a number of deviant things with her and she was no pansy. But then she suddenly looked sheepish, and maybe a tad uncomfortable.

“Mistress Savannah asked that you remain here, on your knees, until she could come to fetch you. She was still setting up your…” her voice trailed off. “Ummm… station.”

“Station?” I asked, hanging my coat on the nearby rack.

Kylie nodded. “Yeah,” she said a bit nervously, then looked over her shoulder down the hall. Her expression suddenly changed, and she gave me a panicked glare. Then she put her mouth near my ear.

“Breanne! Are you fucking crazy?” She whispered hurriedly. “Do you have any idea what they are going to do to you? And without Julie here to protect you? You need to leave! Now!”

I blinked, totally unprepared for the difference in demeanor. “What?” I said stupidly. “What the heck are you talking about?” I said it in my normal voice too. But Kylie made a hushing noise, eyes widening in alarm as she lifted a finger to her mouth.

“Go ahead and get on your knees now,” she said loudly, her tone changing again to bubbly friend and fellow submissive.

My eyebrow went up. “Do you know something I don’t?” I asked suspiciously.

But by then it was too late. A blonde goddess swept into the room. She was not much taller than me, though had I been barefoot, and not nine inches taller thanks to the stupid fuck me shoes, she would have towered over the top of my head. Her hair was set in falling curls and looked like it had been done at a very expensive salon. She wore a light, almost transparent, ivory colored blouse that only had three buttons to keep it closed, which emphasized a plunging neckline that dipped so low that half of her incredible bosom was falling out. No bra. Yum. I resist the urge to beg her to let me suck on them. Just a little. But I knew what that would cost me and Mistress Savannah was just a little too fond of that crop. Which I couldn’t help noticing, happened to actually be in her hand.

“Good afternoon Breanne,” said Mistress Savannah. “Thank you for coming. I appreciate you getting here early. Now, as Kylie was telling you, I need you on your knees. You are no longer a submissive of the Society, therefore you do not have the right to stand in this building.” She lifted her crop and I flinched as she stroked the tip of my left breast with the soft, leather tip.

I folded like a wet blanked because I’m a good little submissive fuck slut, and not because I was scared she was going to hit me with the crop. I did keep my knees together though. She saw that and tapped my thigh with the end of her stick, the little leather end stinging slightly.

“I’m curious,” Savannah said. “Are you following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one?”

I blushed. As an official Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut who is actually certified, there are a number of rules I’m supposed to follow. The first and most important rule is that a girl like me is supposed to always have cock inside her, or a suitable alternative. The idea is to ostensibly keep me wet and ready for sexual use at a moment’s notice, but I have suspected that over the years it’s been more of a psychological directive, repeating constantly into my head a simple phrase:

You, Breanne Erickson, are a fuckslut.

I nodded my head. “Yes Mistress. My ben wa balls.”

Mistress Savannah gave me a skeptical look. “I’m somewhat disappointed in you, Breanne. Ben wa balls are the least of the available options. A fuckslut like you should be vibrating, left dripping and constantly close to orgasm. Spread your legs.”

I was still kneeling, so I widened up. I sucked in a breath as Mistress Savannah moved the crop downward and I felt the leather end stroke my labia and clit. I braced myself, even as the pleasure of the caress seemed to race upward through my veins. I was absolutely sure she was going to hit me.

“Kylie, please retrieve Breanne’s ben wa balls.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Kylie said it primly and sank down to her own knees.

“With your mouth.”

I blinked at that statement, even as Kylie glanced up at Savannah. She didn’t say anything, but instead rolled over onto her back. I looked down at her adorable little face as she slid underneath me, her arms coming up to circle my thighs. I spread myself a little wider, lowering myself down and then came the delicate touch, the amazing sensation of her mouth on my pussy, her tongue digging into my soaked, stuffed slit, wriggling around as she struggled to capture the waxed loop of string that would enable her to pull the ben wa balls out.

It wasn’t easy and it took her almost a full minute before she was able to snag the loop with her tongue and begin pulling. I knelt there, trembling as waves of acute pleasure shot up through me. Then Savannah used her crop to push open Kylie’s knees. Kylie opened up obediently and I watched with growing concern as Savannah took a step back. There was no way Kylie could see what was coming. Her nose was practically in my ass.

“Mistress? Please hit my breasts instead of Kylie? I’ve been a bad girl,” I blurted out.

Savannah looked up at me, a grin forming on her face. She still let the crop stroke Kylie between the legs, eliciting a gasp from the girl, whose mouth was still working at my pussy.

“Have you?” Savannah asked politely. Then the crop came up from Kylie’s cute little shaved slit and slapped down again, hard enough to make Kylie jump, crying out in both shock and pain. But she didn’t stop licking at my pussy, trying to get the ben wa balls out.

“Please Mistress?” I begged again. This time I cupped my breasts, offering my nipples. It just didn’t seem right for Kylie to get punished.

Savannah took a step closer, the crop coming up to my breasts. But even as I braced myself for the swat, I felt the ben wa balls suddenly get yanked, pressing against my sex from the inside, and Kylie let out a successful shout. She slid out from beneath me, her face a wet mess, with my ben wa balls dangling from her clenched teeth.

Her mistress looked down at Kylie, who scrambled to adopt a similar pose as me, except with my goo covered sex balls hanging from her mouth. Savannah nodded.

“Very well,” she said softly. “Kylie, go and but Breanne’s toy away.”

Kylie nodded and crawled off, going through the door down the hall.

That left me with Mistress Savannah, who stared down at me with a hungry look. The crop twitched in her hand and she pressed the end to my left breast.

“Now what did you say about being a bad girl?” She asked.

I gulped and closed my eyes. “Yes Mistress. I’m a bad girl.”

Savannah suddenly laughed. “Of course you are.” Then she pulled her crop away. “Come with me,” she said simply. I watched as she turned and went through the open doorway.

I followed along, my pussy dripping wetly, crawling along behind Savannah as she moved down the hall. As we passed the kitchen I could see Kylie’s lower half at the counter, undoubtedly washing my ben wa balls before storing them. Then Savannah and I passed the open doorway, skirted the bathroom door, and I felt my hands and knees sink into three inches of soft, shag carpet.

Kari had been the matron of the Society when we’d first rented the warehouse and it had been me she’d dragged along to stores to test the softness of her preferred flooring. I remembered the day quite well. We’d gone to several high class locations and it had been a humiliating process as Kari would ask them to unroll a sample, then order me to pose in a variety of denigrating poses, my shirt riding up to expose my breasts, miniskirt clad ass up in the air, only to question me about the softness of that particular shag. Do you have any idea what it is like answering the question, “and how does that feel on your nipples when you rub your breasts back and forth on it?” in front of a shocked sales clerk?

But not only was the carpet itself the best money could buy, we’d tripled the padding underneath. I sank down a good two inches into the plush and it was like I was crawling across a mattress. In fact, Mistress Savannah had way more difficulty just walking on it. Especially in her boots. I was glad I was on all fours, rather than trying to follow along in my stripper shoes.

The main area of the meeting room was a wide open space. The metal roof of the building was covered in insulation and I could hear the heater on the roof humming, leaving the temperature closer to eighty than seventy. The metal rafters were exposed and there were a number of yellow painted electric winches mounted strategically in various places. Heavy accordion doors that could span the entire distance were set along one wall, creating three distinct spaces, the first and last each about half the size of the one in the middle. Only the furthest door was pulled across the floor, hiding the storage area where all of the Society’s more disturbing pieces of… well, I’m not sure you can call sexual restraints furniture, were contained.

Not to say that there wasn’t anywhere to sit. In fact, there were several couches, love seats, settees, and armchairs, each accompanied with a myriad of small tables of every size. There was no theme or color style. Kari had merely selected items that would be suitable for the kind of use the Society would prefer. Wooden and metal frames were in vogue, the better to tie naked and squirming girl. Easily cleanable cloths and removable upholstery were fashionable. Each piece was arranged in groups of three or four, allowing the various mistresses the opportunity to clique and converse in semi-private groups.

And there was furniture for the submissives too, though more often you would find us kneeling by our respective mistress. If said dominatrix preferred her sex kitten bent over, her rounded buttocks available for a nice caning though, there were four different kinds of stocks nearby, made from both wood and metal. And if she preferred her sub spread-eagled, legs open so that said mistress could beat a tempo out on her poor, unprotected thighs, ending with a concussive blast to the poor girl’s pussy… well… there was always the iBench, or the vBench. And should a mistress want to watch her sub dance, bouncing up and down on the sharp edged spine of one of the wooden ponies, she would have her choice of them.

There were also a few trunks and cabinets close by, the doors closed, but filled with a collection of bondage cuffs, whips, canes, switches, clamps, dildos, and other, even more disturbing implements of sexual torture. Extension cords and violet wands. Zappers. Zip lines. Bungee cords. Candles. Bins full of rope. Feathers and vampire gloves. You name it.

Even closer to the hallway entrance, there were at least four folding tables set up, cloth covered and groaning with a plethora of sweet smelling dishes that were mouthwatering. Every Society meeting was catered and the foods were almost all bite-sized or needed nothing but a fork. I spotted Madeline, dressed in her usual, perverted “little French maid” costume, dithering around with some of the floral arrangements. She winked at me before giving a little bow to Mistress Savannah. I gave her a wave with one hand and kept crawling, following Savannah's booted heels, right into the center of the room.

Which was where I found something new. Something I’d never seen before.

In the center of one of the larger niches, surrounded by enough seating for a full dozen, was a scaffold. It was at least nine feet tall and made of welded metal, and reminded me of the speaker and light supports that you might see at a concert. As I got closer, I could see that it also sported a metal cross bar, haphazardly pushed through one section of the upright, about three feet up from the floor. My eyes snapped to the D link carabiners connected to the crossbar and off to the side I saw three more bars, each sporting the same metal fixtures. There was also a seat, hooked at the back so that it could be repositioned at various heights along the metal frame. But it wasn’t exactly the kind of place most people would want to sit. That’s because there was a dildo, or a plug, mounted to it. A thick, stubby one, about four inches long and almost as wide.

“Wow,” I said in a hushed tone.

Savannah looked down at me. “Yes. It is impressive. Mike the Hardware Guy brought it to us.”

My mouth curled. “Of course,” I muttered under my breath. Mike the Hardware Guy was one of the men I’d met years before and had become something of an asset to the Society. Especially since he had a relationship with Julie, my other mistress. He’d also proposed marriage to her, which was what created this mess in the first place.

Savannah tilted her head. “Did you say something?”

I smiled up at her. “Oh no,” I replied brightly, trying to keep a lid on my sarcasm. “Just, Mike is very creative.

Savannah, mollified, gestured back at the sculpture. “Mistress Isobel procured it for the Society. You will have the privilege of being the first displayed upon it.”

Displayed? “Oh,” I said, trying to figure out exactly how I was going to be “displayed” upon the damn thing. Was I going to be hung upside down? But then why the seat? I knelt there, just trying to imagine how it was all going to work. Savannah moved to one of the settees and picked up two sets of bondage cuffs. Both were made of tooled leather, dyed scarlet and I’d be remiss if I didn’t mention that the color was exactly the same shade as the hair on my head. She came to me and I held up my wrists, once more sitting back on my haunches, knees spread wide. You know, just in case she wanted to have someone lick my pussy some more.

It didn’t take Mistress Savannah very long to get my wrists the way she wanted them. Then she told me to climb up on one of the nearby couches and lay on my back. There was an unwritten rule at the Society; Mistresses don’t kneel. I knew that I needed to lift my feet into the air and I spread my legs too, draping one over the back of the couch so that Savannah had a really good view of my wet, pink gash. I half hoped she would slip a finger into me, or several fingers. Instead she dutifully buckled the cuffs around my ankles.

“Is your bottom lubricated?”

I gave her a startled look. “Uh…”

Savannah didn’t even warn me. She just pressed her finger against my rump and pushed. I squealed, twisting away before I even thought about how that was a bad idea. I almost fell off the couch and kicked Savannah. Not hard, but enough that a frown crossed her face. She snapped her finger, pointing at the floor. “On your knees, slut. Now.”

With a whimper, I rolled off the couch and fell onto my side. Then I got on all fours.

“Ass up. As high as you can get it,” Savannah said strictly.

I put my hands on the ground and arched my back as my bottom lifted. I almost raised my knees, but I knew that wasn’t what she wanted. Then there was a swish and Mistress Savannah’s crop slashed across both cheeks, the leather tip smacking hard against my opposite hip. I yelped loudly, but held my position as the hot sting burned across my flanks. She swung again, leaving another fire laced line and I squeezed my eyes shut, wincing as the hurt blossomed. A third stroke left me breathless and I began to wonder just how many hits I was going to get.

Make no mistake – this was punishment. There was nothing sexual about what Savannah inflicted upon me and I knew it. I deserved it. My butt hurting was the price I paid for not being accepting. I let out a soft sob and the fourth stroke was just as bad as the first. Then Savannah ran her hand over my ass, rubbing me gently, almost as if she were working out the burn. She ran her hand down the crack of my ass, spreading me open, and something wet landed right on the brown button of my bottom. This time, when she pressed her finger to my rump, I froze in place, trying hard to put myself into the correct mindset. She pushed her finger up to the first knuckle, feeling around in my ass, but then pulled out.

“Not bad, but you’ll still need lube,” Savannah said with an understanding sigh. She wiped her finger on my back, then walked away, leaving me there between the sofa and the frame, my bottom up in the air, too scared to move. I kept my eyes closed, mostly because all I was going to see anyway was the bottom of the couch. But I could hear and the soft rustle of a shoe against the carpet made me positive that someone had come up behind me.

“Look at that darling little ass. Someone has already left a few telling lines across it. Have you been a naughty little slut, Breanne?” A hand slapped hard against my bottom and I let out a sharp, pained gasp. I recognized the voice. It was one I’d been dreading.

“Yes, Mistress Lucille,” I said, still maintaining my position. Her hand played over my rump, tracing the lines Mistress Savannah had carved into my flesh. It hurt, just a little.

She gave my ass a hard pinch, making me yelp. “So why are you here, and not mounted yet?”

I was about to respond to that, when I was saved by Savannah. “Because I haven’t lubed her yet,” Kylie’s mistress said acidly. There was little love lost between Savannah and Lucille, though admittedly they were generally cordial to each other. In fact, the only thing they agreed on was that I deserved as much sexual torment as could possibly be inflicted upon me.

“Oh? Is she dry?” And for the second time I had a finger stuck into my ass. I let out a savage groan, mostly because Lucille went way deeper. Savannah held up the bottle and shook it. Mistress Lucille just laughed. “Why waste oil when she comes with her own fountain?” And with that she pushed her thumb into my empty but still excited cunt. Now, with two fingers in me, one in each hole, I quivered, tightening around her hand, gasping and wriggling. “Doesn’t feel dry,” Lucille said wickedly. “In fact, this hole right here is so wet that I’m sure we just need to move some of this slick from one spot to the other.” And with that she pulled both fingers out of me and moved her thumb to my bottom. I kind of was expecting it this time, so I sucked in a breath, closed my eyes again, and focused on not clenching.

Ever had a thumb up your butt?

Savannah crossed her arms. “I don’t mean to spoil your fun, but I need to get her mounted.”

Mistress Lucille’s thumb wriggled around inside my bottom in an uncomfortable circle. “Of course,” she said sweetly. “Just trying to help.” She pulled her hand away from my bottom and I hissed as she wiped her thumb off on my buttock. Then Lucille walked over to one of the nearby loveseats, sat down, and stared, clearly wanting to watch the show.

Savannah let out a sigh. “Alright Breanne,” she said. “I’m going to lubricate your ass now. Try to relax.” Then something cold and wet touched me in exactly the wrong place, but after Lucille, I was more than able to handle it. Savannah worked first a single finger, then two of them into my rump, widening me and pouring even more of the sex gel into my rear. Finally she patted my seat and straightened up. “Alright Bre, get up on your knees.”

I straightened up. I could practically feel the gel leaking out of my ass and I saw that Lucille was no longer alone. Her submissive, a busty, overly lush girl named Bethany was lying across Mistress Lucille’s lap. Her bottom was in the air and from the flushed look on her face, and considering where Lucille’s fingers were, she had to have been getting finger fucked. And in the wrong hole. I was kind of ambivalent. Mostly because I liked Bethany about as much as her Mistress.

“Now, I’d like you to stand up, back up to the frame, a foot to either side,” Savannah explained. She lifted the dildo seat and placed it on the upright metal frame. But it was too high. Savannah seemed to know this, because she reached under one of the nearby tables and pulled a two-step folding stool out from hiding. She opened it and set it down on the metal platform holding the frame.

“I’m supposed to sit on it?” I asked carefully, staring at the phallus mounted on the seat.

Savannah nodded. “Yes, facing the couches. Where Lucille is sitting.”

I blinked. “But… the dildo is too far back,” I said.

Lucille let out a raucous laugh while Savannah gave me a patient look. “Breanne,” she said softly. “It’s not a dildo. It’s an ass plug.”

I gulped. Right. I bit my lip and took a deep breath.

“You agreed to this,” Lucille sneered. “And it doesn’t violate your limits anyway. Get your fucking bottom on that plug before I come over there and beat your ass red.”

It was Savannah who turned and glared at Lucille. “I’m handling Breanne, thank you.” She said decisively. “I will decide when her ass gets spanked.”

I noted the “when” rather than the “if.” I stood there, just a little flabbergasted, and then Savannah pivoted and her hand flashed out, smacking me hard on the rear. I yelped, both hands going to my butt cheek. I looked at her in shock.

“Which will be in just a moment if you don’t climb the stool and have a seat,” Savannah said wickedly.

I nodded, just a bit fearfully. No one looks forward to sitting on a butt plug that size. Still, I moved before Mistress Savannah had a chance to give me another swat. Lucille was still laughing, while poor Bethany squirmed, clearly uncomfortable with Lucille’s finger in her butt. I climbed up. The seat was too high up and my toes wouldn’t touch the ground. Carefully, I swung leg over and Savannah moved in front of the stool, grabbing my arm and helping me.

“That’s it. Just sit down on it.”

I let out a little whimper as I felt the tip of the plug on my bottom, but I lowered myself, using the frame itself as a brace. I closed my eyes as it went in, thick and full and spreading me open. It had to be about four inches long and I groaned as I settled into place, my ass uncomfortably full, my weight perched on the tiny seat. And I mean tiny. There wasn’t much room. In fact, I felt like I was going to fall off, leaning forward. But Savannah held me in place, her body acting as a brace.

“Lift your arms,” she said. I raised my hands up and realized that the metal cross bar above my head could swivel on a single mount. Savannah brought one end down, secured my wrist, then slid to my right, pulling the other end closer while lifting my left arm so high into the air that I felt myself come up off the dildo by an inch. I gasped, one foot still on the stool, trying to support my weight, while she quickly attached my other wrist. The bar itself wasn’t that much higher than my head. Only a few inches, but when Savannah let it go and I became level again, I settled back down on the plug.

Then Savannah yanked away the stool.

My left foot suddenly had nowhere to go and both feet swung down, toes pointed, as my body strained to touch the floor. I felt myself slipping, falling forward, but the crossbar above me kept me from falling. I kicked for a moment, gasping, but then reached back, my toes finding the frame itself, and I managed to grasp a welded rung. Lucille laughed again, clearly enjoying the way I was perched.

“I love it,” Lucille said. “Look at her cunt! It’s all exposed and open.”

Savannah smiled. “I think that was the point,” she said with mild satisfaction.

Lucille grinned. “Do you think he tested it on Julie?” She asked, giving me a dark look. I frowned. That was an inappropriate question about my mistress.

“Can you imagine that, Breanne?” Lucille continued sweetly. “Your former mistress stripped naked, oiled, and spread open on that thing in Mike’s shop? All tied up and tortured? I’d like to have her here now, joining you. I’d take a whip to her bony little butt and…”

“She’s still my mistress,” I retorted, just a little angrily, as I glared at her. But then Savannah stepped between us, blocking my view.

“Lucille,” Savannah said firmly. “Thank you.” She gave me a telling look and then went over to one of the extra cross bars and brought it back to the frame, sliding it through the upright just behind my back. “Would you mind having Bethany oil Bre? She needs to be glistening.”

Mistress Lucille gave Savannah a dark look, but then nodded. She pulled her finger out of Bethany’s butt and I watched as the girl slid off her mistress’ lap. Beth was not petite. She was five foot seven at least and weighed around one-sixty. Her midriff sported a couple of rolls of blubber and it was clear she was losing that battle. Still, she moved spritely enough, which might have been from the relief of not having her mistress’ finger buried in her colon. Beth marched off toward the storage cabinet while Lucille stood up, her finger still extended.

“I’ll be back,” she announced, and then headed off to the restrooms.

Savannah rolled her eyes. But then she reached down, grabbed my left foot, and yanked it away from the frame. I cried out as I tipped, but even then, all my shifting center of gravity did was make the dildo in my ass move. Mistress Savannah clipped my ankle cuff to the lower cross bar, which bent my knee dramatically and forced my pussy even further outward, my spine curving into an arch.

“Now the other foot,” she said whimsically.

A moment later I was bound and I pushed down with both legs. To my astonishment, I could lift myself up off the plug and I did eagerly. I figured Savannah would say something, but instead she puttered around me, arranging furniture and placing some rather disturbing items on some of the tables. Like paddles. Clamps. A mobile TENS unit. A flogger. A bucket holding a zipline. Vibrators.

Yeah. That’s what I thought too. Fun.

But as I hung there, a tension began growing in my arms and legs. It was uncomfortable and intense, and a moment later I realized that the unnatural position I’d been forced to adopt, just to stay up off the butt plug, was causing more than the usual amount of muscle fatigue.

Bethany came back into view, holding a spray bottle. She didn’t say a damn thing, just stood there and began spritzing me. The oil landed on my skin and after a dozen squirts, she set the bottle down and began rubbing my breasts. Beth didn’t say a word, but her fingers dug into my boobs sharply and she began pinching my nipples. I let out a groan and glared at her but didn’t object. Besides, Savannah would probably have encouraged her. The oil itself kept it from being tto painful.

As she moved to my arms I felt my legs begin to tremble. Carefully I lowered myself down again, feeling the tapered tip of the phallus press against my bottom. I couldn’t manage to get my hips back far enough to put the plug in the other hole and I was forced to cope. I let out a groan as the plug slipped back into my ass and I was allowed to rest my weight on the seat, instead of my limbs. Or at least some of it. Through it all, Bethany ran her hands up and down my body, oiling my arms, my collar, then down my sides, over my ribs, and onto my thighs.

“What about her cunt, Mistress Savannah?” Bethany suddenly asked.

Savannah came around into view, looked down at my pussy, and laughed. “You really think Breanne needs vaginal lubrication?”

Bethany blushed, but there was a touch of anger too. “I think Breanne needs a weighted alligator clamp on her clit,” she replied respectfully. “It would keep her still while I finish oiling her legs.”

Savannah let out a laugh. “Of course you do,” she replied. “And that’s not a bad idea. I happen to have some of the alligator clamps in the small bowl on the corner table over there,” she said, pointing behind me. Beth’s eyes lit up in pleasure.

Oh. Oh fuck.

“Grab three of them, bring them here, and then go get an assortment of weights,” added Savannah.

Beth grinned and darted away. I gave her a dark look. Bitch.

Savannah grinned up at me. “You look beautiful. Are your arms and legs getting tired yet?”

I blinked. “What?”

Savannah pointed at my hips. “You’re most of the way off the plug. But you’re going to tire quickly. And then you’ll have nowhere to sit except one spot.” She grinned. “You’ll be bouncing all night.”

I bit my lip as I realized she was correct. I was already feeling the strain in my thighs and arms. I lowered myself down a bit more, groaning as the thick plug went a bit deeper and Savannah laughed.

“Here you are, Mistress,” said Bethany, returning to view and holding out three alligator clamps.

These were a bit different than the ones I owned. First of all, they were not metal, but rather very hard plastic. The teeth were a bit wider too, and I knew the likelihood of getting cut by one of these was slim to none. But they were also crueler in some ways.

“I love these 3-D printed clamps,” Savannah said, taking them from Beth. Beth smiled and hurried off, obviously to get the weights. Savannah looked at my breasts, and without any warning, just pinched two of the clamps open and set them on my nipples. Straight on.

They were like clothespins, but much worse. Pain laced through my nipples and I groaned, winching. And while I was dealing with that sensation, Savannah grabbed my labia, both of them, and worked her fingers until she was able to expose my clitoris. The third clamp went on, dangling and wiggling as my hips jerked and then another shard of pain shot through me.

“Owwwwmmmm,” I managed to say.

Savannah chuckled. “I’m glad you’re enjoying them. Don’t worry. You’ll be vibrating soon enough.”

I let out a pained whimper, my bottom aching only half as much as my nipples and clit. That’s when I caught another flash of red in the corner of my eye. I turned my head and Mistress Sara was standing to my left, eyes flashing with clear pleasure, studying my form.

“I must admit Savannah, that you certainly do know art,” Sara said, coming a bit closer. Mistress Sara was the Society’s only other redhead, or at least, the only redhead now that I was no longer one of the society’s submissives. The fact that I was considered nothing more than an object impaled, hanging, and suffering for their pleasure seemed to reverberate through my mind. Sara was dressed in a soft, black dress that emphasized her massive bust, the cleavage dipping so low that I knew the dress itself was what contained her ample bosom. Sara wouldn’t have anything underneath the material either, perfectly suited for straddling the face of a willing sub. And speaking of willing subs, crawling on the floor next to Mistress Sara, was another naked girl, a gold padlock dangling from her right nipple. Her skin was curiously flecked with small, starburst shaped marks and her hair was done up in a long braid that had then been bound into a ball on the back of her neck. She was wearing a collar too; not a dog collar, but an elegant leather number with a steel circle at the hollow of her throat. She looked up at me with soft brown eyes and made a sympathetic sound.

Alissa.

Alissa was the youngest of all the submissives in the Society and when I first met her, she’d only been barely legal from a sexual perspective. Her former mistress had been abusive, and violent, forcing Kari and I to literally rescue her. We took her to Sara’s place because Kari wanted to leave the girl somewhere safe and not only was Sara an attorney but worked with sheltering abused women. But what was supposed to be a temporary haven had quickly become a home and Alissa had ended up calling the red headed woman Mistress.

“Thank you, Sara. I need someone to finish oiling her,” commented Savannah, who stepped back and admired my taut and stretched form. “The nice part is the seat. She’s got a four-inch-long, three-inch-wide dildo in her ass.”

Sara’s eyes widened slightly and I saw her mouth twitch with a suppressed smile. “Really?” She asked, clearly intrigued. “Breanne doesn’t generally care for having things in her bottom.”

Savannah let out a soft snort. “I didn’t ask her permission,” she assured Mistress Sara. “I just impaled her.”

Sara nodded. “Quite suitable.” She looked up at me. “Are you comfortable my dear?”

I shook my head. “Do I look comfortable?”

Savannah’s eyes widened and with her open hand, she slapped my left breast, spanking it hard.

“Owwww!” I mewled, eyes widening in pain.

“I’m glad you find your perch satisfactory,” Sara said happily. “But no one appreciates the sarcasm.” She snapped her fingers at Alissa. “Go on dear, oil Bre’s legs and feet.”

Alissa crawled over to me, grabbed the spritzer that Beth had been using, and then began squirting my legs. I felt her fingers glide back and forth, and she put more and more oil on me. Even my feet. A few moments passed and I just struggled with the various sensations, the pain and the pleasure. Savannah and Sara began conversing in low tones, occasionally glancing at me and Alissa, but I couldn’t hear the conversation.

“You look exquisite,” Alissa whispered.

I glanced down. “Thank you?” I replied in a strained voice.

She looked up. “You know what they have planned, right?”

My eyes widened. “No,” I said quickly. “What do they have planned?”

Alissa’s expression became somewhat panicked. “You don’t know?” She blurted out, much too loud. Sara’s head snapped up. “

“Alissa?” Sara’s eyes narrowed. “No talking.”

Alissa pressed her lips together and looked down. I let out a silent curse. “You know I have a phone, damn it. Someone should have called me,” I hissed. I glanced back at Mistress Savannah.

“Mistress?” I said loudly enough. Savannah turned and looked back at me.

“Yes?”

“Please? Can you tell me what is going to happen to me tonight?”

Savannah and Sara exchanged glances. “Tonight, you are meant to be art,” Savannah said.

I swallowed. “Yeah. I get that. But what does it mean?” I thought about telling her of the warnings I’d gotten, from Kylie and Alissa, but that would have just gotten my friends in trouble.

“It means,” said Savannah gently, “that you will suffer for our pleasure.”

I stared at her. “And that’s different from normal how?”

Bethany showed up, her hands holding a tray filled with about a dozen different weights. She offered the selection to Savannah, who selected a nice, one pound steel ball, mounted to a clip. “Like this,” she replied, and hung the weight on the clamp chewing on my clitoris.

Ow.

I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes.

“Nipples too,” Sara encouraged. Beth grinned, holding out the tray again. Two more weights, each a pound, were secured to the other alligator clamps and my nipples were twisted downward painfully. Of course, the extra weight, the position, and the pain just made my legs tremble even more and that shook the weights. I dropped down, groaning as the plug filled my ass again.

I was in trouble.

Savannah disappeared and Sara came up, obviously admiring me. Alissa had pretty much finished coating my skin, but was still rubbing my legs, trying to provide my calves relief. Bethany placed the weights on a nearby table, then dropped to her knees, spreading her legs and watching me suffer. The look of satisfaction on her face made me angry, but it wasn’t like I could do anything about it.

Savannah reappeared and reached down between my legs. Suddenly my clit felt another sharp surge of hurt, but it was just her removing the clamp. I whimpered as she set the alligator clamp and weight aside, then she lifted her hand, showing me the vibroballs.

They were huge.

“Oh,” I whispered.

Sara came over, looked at the toys, and let out a laugh. “That will fill her up nicely,” she observed. Savannah nodded.

“I know these are a little larger than usual, but I think under the circumstances, it makes sense.” She picked up one of the egg-shaped forms with her fingers, brought it down between my legs, and began rubbing it against my folds. I gasped, this time with an entirely different sensation streaming through me, and suddenly my breasts didn’t hurt quite so much. I tilted my hips as Savannah pressed harder and when I tilted my hips upward, it gave her the opportunity to push the motorized device inside me with a wet, squelching sound. I crooned softly as my pussy fluttered.

“Now the other one,” Savannah said brightly.

Movement over Savannah’s shoulder caught my eye and Mistress Isobel stepped into view. Lucille was with her and they were talking animatedly. Lucille gestured at me and Isobel, who looked slightly irritated, shook her head.

“How is she, Savannah?” Asked Isobel.

Savannah, her hand cupped over my sex, fingers pressing the second vibroball into my slit, grinned. “Almost ready and wetter than Houston during a tropical storm.”

Isobel and Sara both chuckled, but Lucille rolled her eyes. I would have said something snarky. Or funny, except I was just a little distracted. And maybe I didn’t want someone to hit my boobs again. The second vibroball was just as big as the first and with my ass filled with rubber plug, I wondered if there was enough room in there for everything.

Clearly Savannah thought so because she pushed a little harder. I yelped softly as the egg went in, jamming against its mate, and then I groaned, shifting as the two egg-shaped vibrators settled in my sex.

Savannah reached into her pocket and drew out not one, but two controllers.

“Ohhh,” Sara said in realization. “I wondered. I’d never seen a pair quite that large.”

It took me a moment, and to be honest, I didn’t understand what was going on until after Savannah set one of the eggs to medium, while the other other rumbled along on low. My pussy tightened and I gasped, realizing that it wasn’t a pair of unusually large vibroballs. Instead it was two separate toys, each individually controlled. I shifted left and right and then Sara lifted the alligator clamp with the weight and put it right back on my clit.

“Fuck!” I hissed.

“She won’t be able to have the clamps on for very long,” observed Isobel. “Especially with the weights.” Savannah nodded.

“Ten or so minutes at a time. Between the other torments.”

Isobel nodded. “Good.” She smiled wickedly. “We want to make sure it hurts.”


Art – Part Two

For the next ten minutes or so, I suffered. Still energized and strong, I found myself constantly bouncing as I lifted my aching ass off the seat, literally pulling the entire butt plug out of my bottom as I strained with arms and legs, pulling downward and pushing up. But the way I was restrained made the position impossible to maintain and I found myself unable to support my weight for longer than twenty or thirty seconds. Then I’d slip downward, impaling my bottom once more. The weights clipped to my nipples and clit bobbed and pulled angrily and nothing I did seemed to make it tolerable. Worse, the vibrators in my pussy were buzzing at different frequencies and that just confused things all the more. My pussy was a mix of hurt and yum and those signals were being sent to my brain, where my own perverted, mixed up, masochistic mentality made a hash of things.

Now while all this was going on, the other members of the Society of the Golden Rose began to arrive. Mistress Amanda with her short and rambunctious blonde submissive Gwendolyn greeted Sara and Alissa. I watched with jealousy as the subs embraced, kissed, and then promptly groped each other between the legs. Gwen then crawled over to Bethany and the embrace was even more passionate. Beth literally slid two fingers into Gwennie’s slit, rubbing her into even higher states of arousal.

As Mistress Amanda sat down in a position to watch me, Gwen went back to her. I watched as Amanda directed her sub to lie on her back legs spread. Mistress Amanda ordered Gwennie to remove her shoes, and then barefoot, began rubbing Gwen’s pussy with her toes.

“Lisa!” Exclaimed Mistress Sara. Another well-dressed woman approached. Mistress Lisa was tall, lithe, and wearing a dark leather bustier and pants, along with some knee-high boots. Her submissive, a beautiful Thai girl named Georgia, crawled along behind her. Georgia had already been treated to an encounter with baby oil, because her skin glistened just like mine. She had an ethereal beauty and she looked up at me with a sort of sympathetic, yet somewhat jealous expression.

“Hello Sara. I like what you’ve done to Breanne.”

Sara laughed. “Not me. Savannah.”

Lisa looked over at the southern belle. “Oh. Nice work,” she complimented.

Savannah tipped her head. “Thank you. Breanne is easy to work with,” she said simply.

I felt a ripple in my leg and I lifted myself back up off the plug. It was hard and the weights swung from my clit and nipples, throbbing angrily. I held the position for just a few seconds, then went back down. My ass felt awful. It was worse than just having something in there. It was the way I was constantly having to fuck myself in the butt. And I had no choice.

Lisa and Sara began talking quietly and I tuned them out. It was inconsequential, besides, I was starting to ache in all the wrong places. I whimpered and lifted up again. Then went back down.

Three more of the mistresses and their subs arrived. Jillian with Wendy, Lynda with Brooke, and Haley with Morgan. Morgan was dark skinned, the only African-American in the group, and something of a pariah. Morgan was huge. An amazon, if you take my meaning. Not a scrap of fat anywhere on her body, and she had a bosom and booty that you couldn’t compare to fruit unless you hit up the watermelon section. She had an infectious smile and I could see her eyes dancing over me, taking in my situation.

I let out a groan and pushed up again. It wasn’t my bottom though. It was my breasts. The clamps were making my nipples throb. Then my legs gave out and plop. Down I went again, four inches of hard rubber just jammed hard into my butt. I did this maybe three or four more times when suddenly Savannah turned, reached up, and removed the clamps hanging from my tits.

Well, that actually hurt. The blood rushed back into the crushed tips and I mewled loudly, I shuddered and moaned. I went up again, my bottom tightening as much as it could, only to shake, twitch, and drop back down as my body failed to hold the position.

Everyone’s conversation stalled for a moment, watching as I thrashed on the frame. Then, as I settled down once more, bottom stuffed, they continued. It was almost as if I were inconsequential myself. A sexual oddity. A curiosity. Something to be admired, appreciated, or maybe ogled, as if I were just…

Art.

Savannah removed the alligator clamp hanging on my clitoris. Again, my body went rigid as blood surged back into spots where it had previously been restricted and I shook like a leaf, my voice muted into an angry wail. The assembled mistresses seemed to ignore it. I forced myself up, off the butt plug again, the pain giving me energy, only to have it seemingly vanish just a few moments later as my legs and arms once more gave out.

Savannah appeared in front of me again. Except this time, she was carrying a blackout mask. And a gag.

“Please,” I whispered. “Don’t gag me!”

Savannah gave me a patient look. “I’m sorry, Breanne. But we just can’t have you disrupting the meeting.”

I shook my head. “I won’t disrupt it! I promise! I won’t speak or saying anything sarcastic. I promise!”

Savannah blinked. “Breanne,” she said softly. “Speaking isn’t the problem. We don’t want your screams to be disrupting.”

Then she pressed the red ball gag against my mouth. I refused to open, so Savannah merely grabbed a nipple and twisted until I cried out. The hard rubber ball was suddenly jammed between my teeth and she let go, using both hands to get it secured behind my head.

“Mmmmhhpphhghhh!” I said angrily, glaring at her. Savannah ignored me. Then she shook out the bag. I blinked, tears filling my eyes. I didn’t want to be blind and mute. How would I be able to see what was happening? And there were so many amazing things to look at! Morgan was in a sixty-nine position with Georgia and the two of them were licking at each other like dogs lapping at bone marrow. Little Gwennie was now laying across two laps: Mistress Amanda and Mistress Haley, both of whom were pinching, squeezing, and teasing her clit and nipples. Alissa was on her knees, tilted back, her breasts presented while Mistress Sara was demonstrating a specific methodology of hitting a set of soft boobs with a cane, in certain spots alternately, so that the sub could withstand more blows. Bethany had returned to Mistress Lucille and the two were glancing at me repeatedly, whispering to each other.

Which… might have been why I really didn’t want to be blindfolded. But it wasn’t like I could say no. Or resist. Savannah fit the mask over my head and my vision went dark. I shook my head, but there was no way to dislodge the blackout mask.

Frankly, there’s another reason I don’t like masks. I’m a fucking writer. How the hell am I supposed to recount an experience if I can’t freaking see things? Am I supposed to transcribe what I hear?

“Well, I think you should go for it. We can make some calls to encourage them to select you.”

“What do you think about that district attorney from California?”

“I’ve begun keeping a plug in her ass, just to keep her tractable. That and daily enemas.”

“Yes, she’s quite attractive. I’d love to have her stretched out so I can beat those…”

“Rule number one isn’t just for Breanne. You should try subjecting Wendy to it.”

“Ladies, it’s time we begin,” came Isobel’s voice.

There was a cacophony of voices then. A few guttural cries as subs were hurriedly spanked, or caned, or whatever. And I was left to myself, pussy vibrating, mounted on a four-inch-deep anal plug, arms bound over my head, my legs pulled backward with my high heel clad feet secured only a few inches from my stuffed ass. The ladies moved far enough away that while I could hear them talk, most of the words were muffled. I bounced. I tried to free myself instinctively, pulling and tugging on the crossbars.

Then I heard something. Movement? A brush of sound? I turned my head sharply, trying to follow it. A clink. Glass?

The sensation was intense, severe, and brutal and I cried out, mostly in shock, as an ice cube was pressed to my right nipple. I pulled away of course, and since the way I was bound made it easy to do, I managed to avoid the cold. But even as I lifted myself off the anal plug and away from the ice, whomever was holding it followed me up. The tip of my breast was once more subjected to the freezing sensation. Instinct took over and I jerked back down, which rammed the thick plug back into my ass.

The ice moved again thanks to my antics, but this time it pressed against my left breast, caressing the areola and tip. I let out a choked sob and stayed in position, realizing that nothing I did mattered. Cold seared my nipples, making them tingle as my tormentor went back and forth between my breasts. My brain short-circuited a bit and I tried to figure out how she was holding the ice cube so securely. Those things melt. How come I hadn’t felt her hand? This bothered me, but without a visual clue, there was nothing I could do. Besides, going back and forth from one nipple to the other, only made it worse. She’d freeze one sensitive nub solid, while the other thawed into painful prickling, then she would switch again.

I’m guessing it took five minutes for the ice cube to melt, though I’ll be honest, I have no real idea. I had no way to track it. I must have lifted off the anal plug two or three dozen times, each seated return driving it thickly into my rump. I was literally getting butt fucked and doing it to myself. I whimpered, breasts so cold that I was starting to shiver, when something hard latched down on my nipple, pinching it so tightly that even numb, pain flooded up through my tit. I let out a screech, the sound of my voice muffled. I heard a click. Weight twisted the tip of my breast downward and from the way it felt, something heavy and long had been attached to my boob.

I had a hard time imagining what might be clinging to my nipple, but then another ice cube was set against my left nipple, the one not clamped. I squealed, jerking, but learned that I should probably try to keep as still as possible, because whatever was on my breast hurt like the dickens when I twisted. I struggled against the torment, then the ice moved. And in the worst possible direction.

Downward.

My tormentor pressed the ice cube against my clitoris and I really wasn’t able to mentally process the predictable pattern being established. It was just fucking cold, and my pussy was hot, and my tits and ass hurt, and my calves and biceps ached. In fact, my entire body was a riot of sensation. And beneath it all the vibrators in my sex were still shaking, one on medium and the other set to low. The fact that they were shaking at different tempos didn’t help. I tightened in spasms, my hips jerking, which of course yanked on the fucking anal plug.

Someone had thought this torment through.

The ice went back to my left nipple and circled around the areola, all while my clit began to thaw. “Mmmpppghh,” I said, knowing that nothing I said would be understood.

“All I can understand,” said a voice, “is that you are interacting with what I’m doing to you.” I trembled, trying to figure out who it was. Whoever it was had to be tall. I breathed in the air and a recognizable scent of wine hit my nose. And the ice was pressed to my clit again. I whimpered. Loudly.

“This cube is almost melted.” She rubbed it around my clit some more, freezing that bundle of nerves, only to move it back to my breast. I felt the sharp edges of the shard against my nipple, then the prickling. Something firmer touched me, cold, and then agony speared through my unclamped nipple. I let out a cry as Mistress Margaret pinched my tit. Another heavy weight was added to my bosom and my cold nipple throbbed angrily.

“Mmmhpphh!” I blubbered in a crooning voice. Pain laced up through my tits. This was way worse than the alligator clamps and weights. What the hell had she attached to my breasts?

“Just one more,” Margaret said in a light voice. Unable to see, I jerked my head. “Mmhph?”

Then another ice cube was jammed against my clit. I launched upward, up off the anal plug, and the two clamps on my breasts danced, sending waves of pain through my chest. Suddenly I realized what I was dealing with. Forceps. That was how Margaret was holding the ice! And when the ice was finished melting she was clamping the forceps onto my body. Which meant…

“FFFMMPPHH!” I squealed. I wriggled my hips back and forth, trying to avoid the ice cube, but this made the forceps already hanging from my breasts hurt even more. Not only that, but after about fifteen seconds, my strength once more gave out. I had to lower back down and when I did, I did it hard. It was like getting a baseball bat hammered tip first into my ass. I burst into tears and then the ice twisted and pressed hard. Margaret had no problem getting to my clitoris since I was literally in a position where my entire pussy was exposed and available. I shuddered, hurting and not much else, until my clit froze solid.

And then she clamped it.

Pain radiated up from my loins and I’ll tell you, I pretty much lost any connection to sexual pleasure. It just hurt. And hurt. And hurt. Tears filled my eyes and I felt the bottom edge of the mask getting soaked. I blubbered and I’m absolutely sure I said some unintelligible things that made it clear I was in pain. But Margaret was just as much a sadistic bitch as all the rest of them. She must have put her wine glass down because she put her hands on my sides and began dragging her nails up and down my torso, coming up to grab my breasts, shaking them (yes, that fucking hurt too,) before going back down to my ass.

“Breanne,” she said softly. “I want you to know that I wasn’t in favor of you being ousted. I wanted to keep you in the Society, regardless of what Julie chose to do with her life. You were the one who brought Lisa to me and we both love you. And I love hurting you. I hope you are invited to every meeting so that I have additional opportunities to do so. Which is why I’m not going to remove the clamps at the end of my session. The next mistress will remove them.”

I sort of shrieked as she bounced one of the forceps, but then I sensed her walking away. My nipples and clit throbbed horribly and I hung there, ass burning and hurting from the constant plugging, still cold in the wrong spots, and feeling as if I were being torn apart slowly. I counted the seconds, or at least I tried to. My heartbeat seemed incredibly loud and I ended up verbalizing my pulse as it tried to force blood into my crushed nipples and clit.

Suddenly something grabbed my right nipple, twisting it, and I screamed, but then the pressure was released and the sound of the metal forceps hitting a nearby table echoed in my ears. The other forceps clamp on my right breast came loose with similar agony. Then my clit was released. Pain flooded through me, but it was better than what I’d been enduring. This was a different kind of hurt. I felt soft hands cup my breasts, fingers kneading gently, and the warmth of her palms made my nipples prickle.

I shuddered. “Mmmhank Vvuuh” It was supposed to be “thank you,” but it’s tough to talk when you have a rubber ball buckled into your mouth.

There came amused laughter. “You shouldn’t thank me yet, pet.”

I trembled a bit. The voice… Mistress Charlotte. Charlotte was not a mistress I’d spent a great deal of time with since she was technically part of Lucille’s clique. But she wasn’t cruel either. Well… okay she was cruel. But she wasn’t vile like Lucille could be. Her hands came away from my breasts and I braced myself, wondering what viciousness would be applied to me. I heard a noise – a motor – and then something soft, rounded, and wide was pressed tightly to my cold, hurting clitoris.

A massager.

It was on, and shaking, and suddenly my body thrummed with sexual need. Fuck the torpedoes! Full speed ahead! Arousal blasted through me almost as strongly as the pain had, just a few minutes before. I gasped, hips thrusting wildly as Mistress Charlotte rubbed the massager in a circle over my pussy, jamming it in between my petals, making sure my entire cold, dripping slit was getting vibrated.

Oh. Oh yeah. My chest began heaving as I sucked in air, my entire body pumping. Soon even the discomfort in my bottom seemed to fade as I was forced toward climax.

“Do you like that, pet?” Charlotte cooed. “Do you like how that makes you feel?”

I nodded frantically, but I tried not to groan. I didn’t want her to know just how much I liked it. I didn’t want her to know how close I was to cumming. I probably was about to earn myself a punishment, but dear God… this was so much better than fucking clamps and ice!

They say that when your sense of sight is taken away, you tend to compensate for the lack of visual input with your other senses. My sense of touch was clearly being overloaded, but all that heavy breathing and panting did one other thing. It allowed me to breathe in way more and with that came a scent. So even with the massager pressed and rotating against my slit. My brain connected the smell with Charlotte’s earlier comment.

“Don’t thank me yet.”

I suddenly connected the dots. How close did the candle have to be for me to smell it? A few inches? A foot? On one of the nearby tables? Charlotte wasn’t saying anything. She was just standing in front of me, rubbing my pussy with the massager. I hung there, wriggling my body for her, my libido surging as I was worked upward toward the pinnacle of climax. Then she shifted her grip and her middle finger slipped into my pussy, tapping the vibrating eggs inside me, all while she cupped the massager and held it against my pussy. Holy crap! I squealed, unable to hold back, my body tensing as I prepared to cum.

Extremely hot wax fell onto my left breast, encased the tip, and began rolling down the underside of my boob.

At the same time my nipple was incinerated, the massager was pulled away from my wanton pussy. I cried out, jerking up again (my poor bottom!) only to crash back down (my poor bottom!) That didn’t stop Mistress Charlotte. She moved the candle to the other side of my chest and worked carefully to make sure that my left nipple was just as thoroughly coated as my right. Of course, I didn't make it easy for her. I bounced up and down, twisting and shaking. This undoubtedly explained why I felt some odd bits of heat in some unusual places. Even my belly got hot waxed.

To make matters worse, I was still cold in certain places, still suffering from the ice torment. That made the sensation of the melted paraffin falling onto my skin twice as intense. Charlotte grabbed my left tit, bunching it up and even pushing the nipple upward slightly, giving herself a better target. In seconds I could tell that the entire tip of my breast was coated in wax, burning and cooking as the heat simmered my teat.

Charlotte, satisfied that my areola were now completely covered, decided that attiring me in a melted wax bra would now be her specified goal. My world became heat and as she allowed more and more wax to fall, there was only the blistering burn. Eventually there was no more skin to coat. Charlotte had managed to cover each breast completely. I sucked in cool air around the ball gag, ignoring the spittle that was dripping down my chin. I swung my tits left and right, trying to shake free the still hot, but now solid melts clinging to my nipples. Then came a new sensation.

Someone was taking off my shoe.

Oh, hell no.

I screeched as Charlotte grabbed my big toe, holding me still as I fought to twist my foot away. She poured hot wax right onto my sole, coating the arch down to the ball of my foot, making sure the soft, delicate center was just as covered as my breasts. I sobbed, the sensation so horrible that I just wanted it all to stop. She moved around the frame and I blubbered, knowing what was coming, knowing my other foot was about to get it. My toes curled against the stripper shoe as my messed up brain hoped that I could keep her from pulling it off.

Instead, the massager came back to my cunt. It pushed against my clit, the vibrations even more powerful than before and I fought the surge of pleasure. I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want to get pushed back into the “on” position! I didn’t want to cum anymore! I wanted it to hurt! There was just too much vacillation between extremes.

“Mph! Mmppphhh!” I screeched. But Mistress Charlotte ignored my voice, my pleading, my begging. And while she was rubbing my pussy with the massager, she utilized the distraction of pleasure to knock the other acrylic platform heel off my right foot. I felt it. The air against my sole. Then she tipped her candle to the side and poured a ridiculously hot blob of paraffin down onto the freshly exposed arch. It splashed everywhere, mostly because she wasn’t holding my toe this time and because I twisted my ankle. But she kept pouring more, drop by drop, as my foot rotated violently. And through it all she just rubbed and pressed the massager against my pussy until I didn’t know up from down, on from off, or aroused from agony. Once more I approached climax, shuddering and whimpering and with the same demonstrated skill as before, Mistress Charlotte pulled the candle and massager away from my body at exactly the worst time possible.

And I began to cry. There is no sexual torment so terrible that it can possibly match a frantically aroused woman being denied orgasm.

I heard the motor of the massager turn off and I sat there, a thick, uncomfortable ache in my bottom, my boobs and feet hot and heavy, my clit throbbing with need, my pussy still vibrating from the weird eggs, bound hand and foot.

“There we go,” cooed Charlotte. She sounded pleased with herself. “You were just a canvas before. Now you are truly art.” I felt her lips on my cheek and her hand came up between my legs. She cupped my sex, her thumb grazing my clit, which felt amazing, but it wasn’t enough. I whimpered, moaning, but then she pulled her hand away.

I didn’t hear her depart. But I felt it. I was surrounded by people, but so alone! How long had I been suspended there already? Thirty minutes? An hour? I couldn’t tell. My pussy tightened around the vibrating eggs, trying to get to the same altitude as I’d been at moments before, but the sensation just wasn’t powerful enough. I needed them on high to achieve orgasm. The deep-seated ache in my bottom had gotten worse and I knew I’d literally bruised my insides as I’d forced the plug into my ass with repeated impalements. I curled my toes, feeling the wax melts on my feet crack and begin to flake off.

“Hey now,” came a lilting voice. “I’m supposed to take care of that.” I froze and only had a second to panic as the swishing noise preceded the impact. A sharp pain flashed across my foot and I squealed through the gag as the thin, rattan cane broke the melt even more and then cut into the arch of my foot. It stung horribly and before that hurt could turn to heat, Mistress Sara hit me again, snapping her stick in sharp, staccato rhythms as if my foot was some sort of drum. It became too much too quick and I began rotating my ankle, curling my toes as the pain built and burst. Then she ran the edge of the cane down across my foot and I realized that she had flicked every bit of paraffin off my sole.

Dear God.

“Would you like me to clear your tits next?” She asked wickedly. “Or your other foot?”

I hate options like that. Did it fucking matter? I mean, she was going to do them both anyway!

“Foot!” I practically screamed. But unfortunately it sounded like “ffffmmph!”

Fucking gags.

Sara either understood me, or decided to do my foot anyway. She rounded the frame and I tried frantically to get as much of the wax off my right foot before she got there. I wasn’t entirely successful and the thin cane snapped down, Sara’s expert marksmanship left several very thin welts across the bottom of my foot. I know because when I finally got free hours later, I checked. Right then though, I sobbed as the pain shot up through me and it took almost ten or so strokes to clear my oiled sole. Then she came around to my front. I know because she pressed the cane to the underside of my boobs.

“I have to tell you, that your tits are the most exquisite little cupcakes I’ve ever seen in my life,” she said in admiration. “Especially with you in an upright position. It’s a shame photographs aren’t allowed, because Charlotte clearly knows how to hot wax a pair of breasts.” She stroked the underside of my bosom and I shivered, bracing myself. “I’m not sure if I should try for both tits at once, or just aim for a single nipple.” She almost sounded like she was talking to herself.

I didn’t answer, not that I’d have said anything intelligible. I’ve known Mistress Sara long enough to recognize a rhetorical question when I’m hit with one. Besides, she answered it herself a second later, snapping the cane across my entire bosom, perfectly in line with both wax capped nipples. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt all that much. Certainly not as much as the strokes to the bottoms of my feet. I whined a bit but was grateful that Sara had taken pity on my poor breasts.

What I didn’t realize was that the wax had absorbed a good portion of the kinetic energy of her stroke. Huge pieces of wax fell from my tits and when Sara’s next stroke once more lined up between one barbell pierced nipple and another, the brutal sting and flaring heat of the cut seared me so badly that I pushed myself up furiously, even angrily, shouting “fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” as my body hovered over the butt phallus, my limbs straining.

“Mmuph! Mmuph! Mmuph!”

“What?” Asked Sara mildly.

I held myself up for a moment, waiting for the cane, but nothing happened. The seconds ticked by in my head and my strength began to ebb. My body softened and I slowly lowered until the slick, thick plug pressed up against my bottom for the umpteenth time. I tried clenching, but my weight was too much and I settled down with a whimper. Even the vibration of the egg in my sex couldn’t compete with that. And as I panted, spittle dripping down onto my chest, Sara took aim and began striking my breasts.

None of the strokes she delivered over the next four or five minutes hurt as badly as the first few, but she was clearly trying to flick all the wax off my tits. The cane snapped repeatedly against my breasts, then she’d wait four or five seconds as I lifted myself off the plug, and as soon as I was right back on it, she’d give me another hot and heavy stroke. Pain shot up through my bosom and my mask was soaked with tears as I shuddered and suffered. Then her hand cupped me, her fingers flowing across my skin. Roughly. It hurt. She’d raised welts.

“Exquisite,” Sara said in satisfaction, running her thumb across my sore nipples. “You’ll have those for maybe two or three days. I’m sure both Kari and Julie will be appreciative. It will also make anything else done to your tits tonight feel especially strong.” I felt the cane again and jerked back, scared she was about to hit me again, only to feel her use the end to draw a line across both nipples. “This one here is especially pretty. It crosses both tips.”

I moaned. Then Sara put her hand between my legs. My pussy quivered, the combination of her touch and the vibrating eggs inside me suddenly intense. I gasped, thrusting my hips into her hand.

“And how are you feeling, Breanne? Aroused?”

Why the fuck do people keep asking me questions when I’m obviously gagged?

She continued caressing me. “You feel nice and wet, so I presume that you are aroused, though I suspect you are also hurting. It is quite delightful and I must admit that having you as a canvas has been one of Savannah’s better ideas. You make exquisite art.”

I thrust my hips against her hand and she let out a little laugh. “Oh, do you need to cum? Of course you do, but you’ll find no release tonight. That I can assure you. It was agreed that any mistress who allowed you to orgasm would put her own sub into the punishment circle. And the price will be high.”

I froze, trying to reconcile her statement. If I exploded, one of the other subs would get punished? How was that fair? I shook my head. I didn’t want Alissa to get punished just because I couldn’t hold off. I lifted away from Sara’s hand and felt her touch disappear.

“So beautiful,” whispered Mistress Sara. Then she melted away.

I hung there, trembling. My body was a riot of confused sensation. The vibrators were buzzing, sending little tremors through my pussy, all while my aching ass just seemed to throb. My breasts felt as if I’d used them to beat the snot out of someone, and even the bottoms of my feet were sore. My arms and legs though… they felt like lead and ached. For several minutes I sat there, arms outstretched, impaled on the thick rubber dildo in my bottom, breasts throbbing, as my wanton little cunt quivered from the vibrations.

Unable to see, all I could do was wait for the next torment. That, and think. Why had I agreed to this again? What had Mistress Savannah said that made me think this would be a good idea? Promises of orgasm? Why would I have believed that these women wanted to make me cum? I lifted up off the plug, not because it was hurting, but because my arms and legs needed to stretch. I came back down gently after a few seconds, once more impaling myself in exactly the wrong hole.

And that’s when I felt it. Something touched my foot.

It wasn’t a hand, that much I was certain. Nor was it a whip, or a cane, or a paddle, or even hot wax. Something light, and fluttery, something diaphanous, had been run from the heel of my foot down to my toes and the sensation it left was borderline amazing. I’ve always had sensitive feet and I love it when someone rubs the bottoms, preferably with just the tips of their fingers, lightly. Like a caress. Done slow and tortureous, and it brings me to a point where I’m almost, but not quite being tickled, and for me, the sensation is almost as good as sex. Not quite, but almost. Kari and Julie both know how to rub my feet. And they know that a quick flutter of their fingers will have me screaming and laughing in seconds.

The touch came again. Light. Feathery. Drawn down my other foot heel to toe, across my arch, slowly. I gasped, which wasn’t a good idea when you’re gagged, as I started to choke on the excess spittle. Then I tensed as I felt it again, my pussy tightening down on the vibrating eggs inside me. Another touch. Soft. Sweet. Delicate.

The touch moved up my leg to my knee, then up my thigh. I sucked in a breath as it moved toward my groin, like a breath of air, only to caress my exposed clitoris. It hovered between my legs only for a moment before moving up my stomach and to my breasts. I groaned again as it circled a nipple, then went to the other side of my chest. I had to clench my teeth as it moved under my left arm and up my bicep, my skin rising in goosebumps as I was touched. Now we were borderline on the tickling.

It took me a moment, but I realized that the feathery touch was just that: a feather. Peacock or ostrich. Probably the latter. Still, someone had to be holding it. It slid down my body again, around to my buttock, and then back down to my foot. It felt… it felt…

I groaned in pleasure. Whoever was doing this knew me. And they knew me well. I felt myself tingling, especially where the feather was touching me and whomever was doing it, she began the entire route again, caressing my skin with the tip. Special attention was paid to the bottoms of my feet, the tips of my breasts, under my arms, along my sides, and my clit.

But… it wasn’t strong enough, not to make me cum or to make me hurt. It wasn’t someone’s fingers rubbing me. It was too light. Too ethereal. I wanted to beg for more, until I remembered that one of the other submissives was going to get punished if I exploded. More feather light touches flared gently against my skin. The seconds ticked by and with only the vibrations between my petals, the thick anal plug in my bottom, and the ache of being bound open, arms and legs spread, the feather caress didn’t really change the status quo.

Until the pace changed.

The feather was being drawn up my left side, from hip to my arm, and suddenly it quivered, moving back and forth in a shaking movement even as it swirled up my body. I gasped as my nerves were suddenly overloaded. The tickling sensation solidified and I let out a sharp yelp as my nerves, already on the edge, overloaded.

A loud, but clearly objecting squeal came out from around the ball gag, but that didn’t stop the mistress tormenting me, nor did she respond by stopping. Instead she brought the feather back down my side, giving me a second dose as I began trying not to laugh. My teeth clenched down on the rubber ball as she moved the feather along my leg, tickling my inner thigh, then moving to the bottom of my right foot. Suddenly I was laughing hysterically, my ankles rolling violently as I struggled to stay away from the dancing tip of the feather. Then it traced back up my leg, seemingly unerring as it found one ticklish spot after another. I yelled as my body trembled and I couldn’t stop laughing, shrieking as I was tickled mercilessly.

When it stopped I slumped down on the frame, my butt completely full of rubber phallus, my body aching. I was panting hard, and while not struggling to breath, I was forced to draw full, long breaths of air through my nose as my body began replenishing the depleted oxygen levels. Had she left me alone? Was it time for someone else to torture me? I kept turning my head, trying to sense if someone was close to me. Hearing was worthless. The meeting was still going on full strength and the sound of almost a dozen other fucksluts all getting licked, whipped, sucked and fucked made for a cacophony of noise. I heard my pulse pounding.

The feather danced across both my boobs and I whimpered. I didn’t want to be tickled again. The light feather danced downward, over my ribs and in seconds I was once again rigid, lifting myself off the stupid anal plug, struggling to breathe while I laughed crazily. For three whole minutes she turned my nervous system into a razor wire. My feet. The undersides of my arms. My waist. My thighs. And to my horror, the thin line of my abdomen, just along my bikini line. Holy Fucking God. When the feather ran across that, from hip to pussy, I went total BFNC: banana fucking nuts crazy. The spasms along my tummy practically hurt.

When it stopped, I dropped back down with a sob, feeling the horrible plug slide into my bottom as if it were designed to be in there. I hung weakly, panting, exhausted, aroused, and just generally winded. I waited, not daring to hope it was over, scared to death that she was going to tickle me a third time. It was worse than being whipped! I breathed heavily into the silence, a sliver of fear going through me.

Something sharp touched the bottom of my foot.

I let out a yelp through the gag, my head swiveling, as if I’d have been able to see through the stupid fucking mask I was wearing. But even as I did it, there was a line of pin pricks that went up my foot to my heel and even while I was jerking away, I recognized the sensation. It was a Wartenburg pinwheel, a simple tool designed to test nervous response in trauma patients. It was nothing more than a wheel made of free standing, but needle sharp spokes attached to a central hub. A handle allowed the pinwheel to spin freely and when applied to the skin, it provided an intensely prickly sensation. Push a little harder, and you can apply some serious pain. And admittedly, you can even draw blood.

The person running the wheel up my foot wasn’t after my blood though. She was after a different sensation, and I admit that the dichotomy between the feather and the pinwheel was rather extreme. My nervous system didn’t handle it well, the very different sensations, the physical responses of my body, the not quite but almost pain. I practically freaked, especially as I felt the sharp spikes travelling up the back of my leg, up and over my left buttock, then around my hip. It felt harder against my ribs, but then the spikes rolled onto my breast, along the soft side, and seemed to be aimed right at my nipple. I whimpered, twisting slightly as the sharp pins dug into my skin and I was absolutely sure the pressure changed as well, so that the spikes penetrated deeper into the soft, malleable flesh of my already well beaten, iced, hot waxed, tickled, slapped, and tormented breasts.

She spent well over a minute or two going back and forth between my nipples. Just like the feather hadn’t quite tickled when used lightly on my skin, the pinwheel didn’t quite hurt either. I probably would have thought that through a little bit more if I hadn’t been so distracted just by the prickling. Finally the spinner moved away from my breasts, downward, over my belly, then to my pussy. I let out a wail, tensing as the pins found my clit.

It was a bit of a shock, but then the needles rolled down my labia, moving like a clawed caress. It was excruciating, only because it wasn’t excruciating. It was done deliberately. Methodically. Neither slow nor fast. And it was done lightly, with just the barest bit of pressure. I let out another sob, shaking as my body tried to handle the stimulation.

The pinwheel completed its circuit and then started round two. I broke down, shaking my head. I think I blubbered a bit, crying and quivering, chewing on the gag. Hoping she wasn’t going to do my feet again, or my breasts. It wasn’t because it hurt either. It was just so freaking intense! But she spent her time rolling the pinwheel in all the right places a second, then a third time, until I was a gibbering mess. She ended at my toes and I jerked. Then the spikes finally left my skin. I trembled, breathing heavily, trying to get a grip. Perspiration beaded my forehead. I felt exhausted, sore, tingly, and excoriated. Then there was a warmth near my ear. A puff of breath.

“Brace yourself,” came a soft voice. Not even enough for me to use to identify the speaker.

How to describe what happened next? I wasn’t prepared for it, that’s for damn sure. A simple “brace yourself” could hardly be construed as a warning. A hand came up, grabbed my left breast, and then something wet landed on the nipple. I flinched, wondering what had just been splashed on me when the pinwheel was pressed hard against my nipple. Pain shot through the tip of my breast and then… then I smelled lemon.

I screeched as the pain shot through my chest and I tried to surge up, jerking away from the hurt. That didn’t stop the pain though. My nipple felt like I’d dipped it in fire. She waited until I dropped back down and then did it again, this time to the other side of my chest. I whimpered with the pain of it, my body shaking violently, my bottom clenched tightly around the plug. Again came the piercing burn, the short needles digging into my nipple, and I wailed as the pain hit me like a brick.

Then the sharp prickling disappeared, leaving me breathless and wet, and a mouth came down on my breast, sucking my nipple hard. I groaned, shaking and a hand came up between my legs, cupping my sex, the thumb stroking my clit. Instantly I surged forward, my hips thrusting, my body alight with need, and the fires of desperation flared. I gasped, then groaned, and then, perhaps a bit naughtily, I clamped my teeth together, desperate to hide my arousal.

Because… because I wanted to fucking cum.

Do you blame me?

But whomever it was holding my sex, rubbing my clit, and sucking on my nipple, seemed to understand my duplicity. Even as I approached the cliffs of orgasm, sneaking up to the edge with the intent of throwing myself off, she sensed the gaping abyss, pulled her hand away from my groin, her mouth coming up off my breast, and left me panting.

Then she reached up and undid the ball gag.

My jaw ached as I worked it, my tongue almost stiff and I wished heartily that I could wipe a hand across my chin, just to clear the drool away. I swallowed. The mask was still on. I couldn’t see. But I could beg.

“Please,” I pleaded. “Please let me cum! I’m supposed to be allowed to cum! Mistress Savannah promised me I could cum!”

I felt the feather swish across my breasts and then, it was gone.


Art – Part Three

“How are you doing, Bre?” It was a sweet voice. I flinched as a pair of hands touched my left leg.

“Don’t! Don’t!” I blubbered.

“Whoa! It’s me! Alissa! Calm down!”

I froze. “Alissa?”

“Hold on a moment,” she said. Then the mask came off my eyes and I looked down to see the brown haired beauty standing in front of me. The top of her head only came to my breasts and she smiled softly. I blinked, the bright light shining down on me a little much. Still, I could see her pretty face. There were some fresh marks on her bosom though, as if she’d been struck with a cane.

“Are you okay?

My bottom lip trembled. “No,” I whispered.

She gave me a look. “Are you in pain?”

I blinked. “I’m not sure,” I replied roughly. “I think so.”

She nodded and smiled ruefully. “Where?” She asked.

I took stock. My arms and legs ached terribly, but they didn’t actually hurt. At least, not more than I could handle. The big issue was the butt plug.

“My bottom,” I whispered.

Alissa grimaced as she looked around for the vibrator remotes. “Yeah, not much I can do about that. There are other seats, but none of them would keep your pussy exposed and vulnerable, and to be honest, they are all more painful than this one. Ah… there it is.” She picked up the small controller and I felt the shaking in my sex go silent. I let out a groan. Alissa moved the step stool back in front of me. “Let me get your legs,” she said softly. Then she unclipped my ankle cuff from the bar. I swung my leg forward, toes touching the stool, and with a groan, lifted myself off the fucking anal plug.

“Steady!” She exclaimed. “Let me get your other foot.”

A moment later I was standing, working out some of the kinks, as Alissa massaged my thighs.

“You’ve been amazing,” she said softly. “We’ve been watching what has been done to you. The feather and the pinwheel were incredible. I’m jealous.”

“Feel free to take my place,” I groaned.

Alissa grinned. “Can’t. Did you know they have some sort of contest going on? There are prizes if each of them pushes you further without orgasm.”

I looked down. I felt defeated. “Savannah promised orgasms.”

Alissa looked sympathetic. “Well, you’ll probably have one. Eventually. God help the sub of the mistress who accidentally gives it to you though.” She climbed up the metal frame behind me and started unclipping my wrist.

“Wait,” I said. “Are you taking me down?” I asked.

She nodded. “Thirty minute break,” she replied. “Bathroom. Food and something to drink, if you want it.”

I shuddered as she freed my other hand. “Water,” I whispered. “And yes, the restroom.” I took a step and pitched forward off the stool. One foot shot out so I took a step, but I still ended up face planting onto the sofa.

“Bre!” Alissa yelped. She jumped down.

“I’m fine,” I muttered, pushing myself up. Now that I was moving, I was hurting in places I didn’t realize I hurt. I glanced back at the frame. The dildo that had been in my ass didn’t look as big as it felt. I took a deep breath. “Bathroom,” I said to Alissa, who looked at me in concern. She nodded and as I started to push myself up, she put a hand on my shoulder.

“I’ve been told that you need to crawl.”

I looked up at her, then sighed. “All right,” I replied. Slowly I made my way toward the bathrooms, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to look around. The meeting was in their “swap” time, which meant that each submissive was getting used by someone other than their normal mistress.

“Where’s Sara?” I asked suspiciously.

Alissa looked down at me, a touch of frustration on her face. “Mistress Sara,” she corrected. “For God’s sake, are you trying to get us both punished?

I gave her a grin. “So where is your mistress?”

Alissa pointed and my eyes trailed over to where I could see a head of red hair buried between the legs of someone’s upraised lower half. And the toes up in the air were curling. I couldn’t help wondering what Mistress Sara was doing.

Or having done to her.

I blinked. “Oh.” I tried to do the math. “But then who isn’t sharing?” I asked, just as we got to the restroom door.

Mistress Savannah was waiting, crop in hand.

“Well, you’ve managed to handle the first hour and a half,” she said simply. “You have thirty minutes to stretch, rest, eat, and drink before I string you back up.

I looked up at her. “You promised I would cum,” I said accusingly. “Not get tormented constantly!”

Savannah lifted the crop quickly and it pressed against my cheek, pushing my head up and backward.

“Excuse me?” Savannah said quietly. “Are you complaining about the attention we’ve been giving you? I seem to recall that your purpose is to suffer sexual degradation, humiliation, and pain as entertainment for your betters. Not as some sort sex kitten who only purrs when she gets her way.”

My eyes widened and my breath caught in my throat.

“If it wasn’t for the fact that I’m going to put your right back on the frame again in half an hour, I’d flip you over and crop your tits and cunt until you’re crying.”

It was her tone that really got to me. She was actually irritated. I bit my lip and looked away from her.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I said apologetically. “I forgot my place. Please punish me for my attitude. I deserve it.” And with that I rolled over onto my back. I spread my knees, exposing my freshly abused slit and damn near jumped out of my skin when Savannah stroked my petals and clit with her crop. I sucked in a breath and held it, totally expecting the blow.

Instead Savannah loomed over me, still teasing my pussy with her crop. “See? It’s exactly that. That’s why everyone loves you. You just spread yourself open for me to punish.”

I looked up at her, just a tad bit terrified, but I nodded anyway.

“Alright then,” Savannah cooed. “Just one.”

Before I could process that statement, she flicked her wrist and the crop snapped down onto my pussy with a stinging smack. I wasn’t ready for that one and I squealed sharply, my knees coming together.

“Oh, and that was so cute,” Savannah said sadly with a shake of her head. “You closed up though. So we’ll have to do another.”

I blinked the tears out of my eyes and looked up at her. Slowly, I spread my legs again. My chest heaved and I nearly jumped out of my skin when Savannah stroked my pussy with the crop again. I counted the soft, sweet caresses. One. Two. Three. Four. Five…

*CRACK*

I yelped. My feet kicked wildly. But I kept my legs open, eyes squeezed shut, grimacing as the pain laced through my sex. Savannah seemed satisfied and tapped my leg with her crop.

“Go on,” she said. “Use the restroom. Stretch. Come back out here when you’re done and I’ll take you by the buffet table.

I sucked in a shuddering breath and crawled away, right into the restroom.

For the next ten minutes I stood, stretched, washed, and took a moment to examine my pussy and breasts for damage. To my surprise I was still in good shape, though I suspected that my bottom wasn’t going to close up for a while. Finally, I moved back out into the meeting rooms to find Mistress Savannah waiting for me. I dropped back down to all fours and she led me over to the table.

Food. I indicated what I wanted and Savannah put a selection of goodies onto a fancy paper plate. Then she grabbed a bottle of water and walked me over to a private corner. Alissa joined me a minute later and Mistress Savannah walked off. I unscrewed the lid and took a long drink.

“Are you okay?” Alissa asked.

I nodded. “Except I haven’t cum,” I muttered.

She gave me an exasperated look. “Bre, can you get your mind out of the gutter for a moment?”

I blinked. “Probably not. It pretty much lives there.”

Alissa rolled her eyes. “Yes,” she replied ruefully. “I’m aware.” She flicked her finger against my toe. “But I’m being serious here.”

I shoved a cheese laden cracker into my mouth and munched away cheerfully. “Me too,” I said, crumbs falling from my lips. She leaned closer.

“Bre, you shouldn’t be doing this.”

I gave her a look. “Why?” I said. Sorta. My mouth was full and it came out a little muffled.

Alissa put her hand on my leg. “Because Mistress Lucille wants you.”

I smiled. “Lucille wants me,” I replied.

“Mistress Lucille wants to hurt you.”

And that made the hairs on my arms stand up. “She’s been trying to talk everyone into letting you back into the Society, as a sort of fuckdoll to pass around. And Bre, Julie isn’t here to keep her in check.”

I swallowed. “The rules…” I started to say, but Alissa shook her head.

“Leave a lot of wiggle room,” she finished. “That’s the problem. Until you call a medical out, she’ll just keep pressing.”

I bit my lip. “What does Sara think?”

Alissa gave me a frustrated look. “Mistress Sara! Breanne!”

I gave her a sheepish smile. “I’ve never been good at that,” I said smugly. “Besides, I’m not a submissive of the Society anymore.”

“Yeah?” She said, just a tad bit contemptuously. “So I guess that wasn’t you bound naked to a metal frame, anally impaled while half a dozen of the mistresses took turns tormenting you.”

I looked away. “Well, when you put it like that…”

“Look, we can’t do anything about tonight. Mistress Sara said she will keep an eye on you, especially when it’s Lucille’s turn, but after that, you need to decline any more requests to come to the meetings by yourself.”

I put the last bit of food in my mouth and washed it down with the cold water. “Alissa, if someone offered you the chance to have the most powerful orgasm ever, or lots of them, in exchange for a little bit of discomfort, would you?”

She tilted her head to the side. “It would depend on whether the person inflicting said discomfort on me was Mistress Lucille.”

I let out a little laugh. “I’ll trust Sara, Savannah, and Isobel to keep her in check,” I said surely. Then I frowned. “Except, I trusted Savannah when she said I’d cum. Lots.” I flicked a crumb off my thigh. “That has not been the case.”

“The fact that you’re here at all tells me you’re too trusting,” Alissa said simply, folding her arms. Suddenly she looked up over my shoulder. “Times up. Mistress Savannah is coming.” I looked over my shoulder to see the southern belle dominatrix approaching, crop still in hand.

“Let’s go Breanne,” Mistress Savannah said, swishing her stick. “Alissa, you can clean up the debris.”

Alissa nodded obediently. “Yes Mistress,” she said and started gathering my plate, bottle, and napkin.

“Bre, do you need to use the restroom again?”

I shook my head. “Good, then let’s go.”

Savannah gestured me forward using her whip and I once again crawled across the floor. Around me there were pockets of sexual activity. Morgan’s breasts were bound tight and she bounced on a huge rubber phallus while Mistress Tiffany swung a flogger at Morgan’s bottom. Kylie’s forearms were tied to her legs and she was on her back, positioned on a coffee table, with rope tied to her knees to hold her open, all while Mistress Amanda alternated a leather sap with licks of her tongue on Kylie’s soft bits. Even Mistress Lucille was busy. She had poor little Brooke suspended by the wrists, gagged, her toes barely touching the floor, writhing as Lucille worked one hand between the girl’s legs, while the other spanked her breasts back and forth viciously. All around me were sighs, moans, whimpers, and even a few shocked cries.

“Miss it?” Savannah asked as we headed back to the metal frame I’d been secured to at the start.

“Miss what?” I asked, still crawling.

“Being a submissive of the Society.

I looked up at her. “Mistress Savannah, I haven’t been gone. Here I am, at the next meeting. Haven’t missed a single one.”

“It’s more than that,” she replied as we approached the frame. “It’s a sisterhood.”

I smirked a little. “I’ve seen Kylie once since December and Alissa twice. And remember, even though Julie is living with Mike and they're engaged, it doesn’t mean they’ve stopped having me over.”

Savannah shook her head and sighed. “Breanne,” she said softly. “Variety is the spice of life. Climb up on the stool.”

I looked up at the frame. I did not want to sit back down on the anal plug. “Mistress Savannah? Is there any way I could have a different seat? Or a small plug at least?”

She cocked her head to the side. “I do have a different seat,” she said. “But it’s a pointed ridge.”

I blinked, imagining the hard edge digging up into my pussy. “Oh,” I said softly. “This one is fine.” I stood up and climbed up onto the stool. I turned around, slid backward, and a moment later felt the lubricated thickness pressing against my ass. I closed my eyes, braced myself, relaxed, and sank down.

Fuck.

Mistress Savannah didn’t waste any time. My wrists were reattached to the spreader bar above my head and my feet were pulled up off the stool and hung on the cross beam even with my bottom. I sat there perched on the evil little seat when she lifted the gag and mask.

I shook my head. “Please! No!”

Savannah stepped up and fitted the mask over my head, despite my shaking it back and forth. My sight disappeared into blackness and I clamped my jaw shut. I felt her press the hard rubber ball against my lips, rolling it back and forth, but I clenched my jaw.

So, Savannah grabbed my right tit and twisted.

With the ball gag now firmly wedged between my teeth, she buckled it on as I nursed a throbbing nipple and made some growling noises under my breath. Finally she stepped away and I heard the stool being folded up. Left in the dark, already aching, I yanked on my bonds.

“You are an exquisite treat, Breanne.”

I felt the crop caress my left breast, the leather tip soft and tantalizing. “But you are also the most contrary, irritating, and frustrating submissive I’ve ever met.” Then the crop was pulled away and in its place a mouth latched onto my nipple, sucking hard. I groaned. This lasted almost an entire minute, with Savannah’s tongue lapping and stabbing and wiggling the hardened tip of my breast.

“And you are the most delicious,” she whispered, nipping me with her teeth.

I would have replied, had she not gagged me. Then I felt the twitch inside me, followed by both vibrating eggs getting turned back on. They were set to low, a slow, incessant buzz that wouldn’t send me over the edge easily, but would instead provide a constant backdrop of sexual arousal, just to season whatever further torments they intended to inflict upon me.

That torment started sooner, rather than later. I felt movement around me and then a hand touched my side.

“Well, what do you think, Gwennie? Breanne looks rather delectable up there, doesn’t she?” In my head I could picture Mistress Amanda, her dirty blonde hair matching her submissive. Of course, the real difference was height. Amanda herself was around five foot five, but Gwendolyn barely got over four feet. She was the shortest woman in the entire society and she was also one of the few submissives who could match me.

In tolerance.

I felt Mistress Amanda’s hand slide down from my side, over my hip, then down to the outside of my thigh. She walked around me, her fingertips following the contour of my leg, down to my knee, and then along the outside of my calf. There was a brief moment when her hand moved across the ankle cuff, but then I felt her again against the edge of my foot, drawing a sensitive, delicate line to my arch. I gasped, surprised at how good that felt, and I wondered when the other shoe was going to drop. There was no way Amanda was going to leave me shivering with delight and not turn around and hurt me.

Then I felt another set of hands touching me, this time on the opposite leg. I presume it was Gwendolyn, and both mistress and submissive began unclipping my ankle cuffs. For one brief, glorious moment my legs were free. Sort of. They both held onto me and I found them swinging my legs forward, bending me at the waist, until suddenly my feet were level with my belly button. I let out a groan as they went higher and suddenly the anal plug in my bottom didn’t quite appreciate the new angle.

Mistress Amanda spoke, but not to me. “Now Gwen. Lift her legs up.”

Just like that, my bare, little foot up was pushed toward the ceiling. My leg rotated toward the front and I found myself bent in half, tilting backward. The phallus in my rump changed angles dramatically and suddenly my heels were in the air. My eyes widened as I let out a protesting groan, only to have both Gwen and Amanda pull my legs open, spreading me wide apart. Then came the inevitable clicks as the D Link carabiners locked down on the steel rings embedded in my ankle cuffs.

And suddenly my position was twenty times worse.

Now, all my weight was on my bottom and my spine was pressed tightly to the metal frame behind me. I tried pulling myself upward, but I didn’t have the upper body strength to do more than lift myself an inch or so off the butt plug. And it was tilted in my ass too, which made it all the more awkward. My feet were up by my wrists and my legs were sticking straight out from my groin like a giant, overly large letter “V.” I let my knees buckle and while that relieved some of the strain, the reality was that I was now on display in a very disturbing and exposed manner.

“Mmmmm,” hummed Amanda, who ran her hand down to my pussy. I gasped as she pushed her fingers in, snagging the still rumbling eggs and began pulling them out. I let out a muffled groan of protest. I heard them rattle for a second, then go quiet.

Amanda let out an evil little chuckle. “Worried about what I’m about to do to your cunt?” She asked softly. I nodded, sucking back some of the saliva building up behind the ball. She let out a laugh. “Good. You should be,” she said softly. She put her hands back down by my groin and this time her fingernail began rubbing somewhere a little different. I yelped as I felt her touch my perineum, the spot between my bottom and my pussy.

“Nice and sensitive,” Amanda cooed. “Is the rest of your sex like that?” Her fingers slid up through my folds, tugging on my tender labia and opening me up. I looked away, just a little perturbed at the blatant and rather through inspection. Finally, she found my clit, pulling upward on my petals to expose it more thoroughly. Then I heard a buzzing noise and something soft and rubbery touched my clit.

I mewled as pure pleasure shot through my pussy.

Amanda hummed softly to herself and I felt the massager bulb move around in a circle. I couldn’t help it. I thrust my hips forward, desperate to cum, to let her fuck me. My toes curled and if I’d been able to get myself up off the damn plug in my ass, I’d have been jerking forward, frantic for more stimulation. I felt my breath quicken and trembled.

“Don’t think this is about making you cum,” Amanda assured me, though if it wasn’t about making me cum, she sure as hell was doing a phenomenal job. “It’s about making you sensitive.” Then, without further commentary, she pressed the bulb lower, against my petals, pushing the entire two-inch-wide head completely into my gaping hole. I tightened around it with a screech, the intense reverberation flooding my loins and shooting up my spine. I gasped, toes curling up above my head and I felt a spasm ripple through my legs. I tried to maintain my composure, to hide the fact that I was rushing straight for the cliff again, fully intent on throwing myself over into the abyss. Finally, I was going to cum! I clenched my fingers and gritted my teeth, thrilled and desperate and excited. Arousal flooded through me and sexual climax loomed just a few feet away.

Except Mistress Amanda seemed to know what was happening. Just before I was past the point of no return, she pulled the vibrator away from my groin. I whimpered, then kicked my feet. I made a crap ton of noise too. Squeals, whimpers, groans, even frustrated but muted cries. All I wanted was the damn massager vibrating my little pussy again.

Instead, something was placed against my clit, or more accurately, around it. There was a strange sensation, and then something grabbed the sensitive little nub and began tugging it hard, straight up. I gasped. This wasn’t quite the stimulation I needed, but I could work with it. Unfortunately, the sensation doubled and the tug became an uncomfortable, solid, non-stop pull. That’s when I realized that my clit had been put into one of those vacuum clamps. The soft skin around my clit was serving as the seal and the entire nub had been sucked up into the vial.

It didn’t technically hurt, but it was uncomfortable. I half expected some other torment for my pussy, but then it was my breasts being touched. Something cold was fitted over both nipples and I figured that Mistress Amanda’s submissive, Gwendolyn, was helping.

It didn’t take me long to realize that they were attaching clamps to the tips of my breasts, and when the dull, throbbing ache began seeping through the various other sensations, I made my displeasure known.

“Another two turns,” Mistress Amanda ordered. Gwendolyn obeyed and I mewled desperately as the discomfort became actual pain. My nipples, which had already been caned, iced, prickled, lemon juiced, sucked on, slapped, and pinched, now got compressed and it took a sharp squeal to let Mistress Amanda know when the clamp was tight enough. She tugged on it, twisting the tip of my breast around, as if it were the volume knob on a radio. Then she checked the other one that Gwendolyn had put on.

“Tight enough?” She asked me.

I nodded frantically, blubbering through the gag.

Amanda laughed. “Do you know what your problem is, Breanne? You’re arrogant.” She put a hand on my thigh, my upper thigh, just inches from my exposed pussy. My clit was still throbbing in the vacuum clamp She’d put on me.

“You dare to think you are in control,” Amanda said simply. “You are not.”

Mistress Amanda was lucky I was gagged. And perhaps I was lucky I was gagged. I felt fingers run up the insides of my right leg and I squealed because it tickled. Then a very different sensation rolled over my toes. Elastic. The rubber kind.

Uh oh.

“Begin,” Mistress Amanda said simply. I tilted my head sideways, trying to figure out what I should begin, when the rubber band was drawn out from the arch of my foot, held in place for a second, and then let go. It snapped back against the center of my sole. I hissed, grimacing as the sting seemed to blossom to life along my instep and the delicate center of my foot. Remember, I’d already been hot waxed and caned there, so I was already quite sensitive. Whoever Mistress Amanda was talking to plucked at the elastic again and I braced myself, toes curling, expecting another snap.

Which was why I wasn’t quite prepared for the three fingers that were unceremoniously shoved into my pussy. Hurt and pleasure. Of course.

I groaned as my sex tightened and the third snap struck my delicate arch. I crooned a bit and realized that a fourth finger had been added to the mix being jammed in and out of my dripping hole. Of course my clit was still trapped in the vacuum clamp, but that didn’t seem to stop Mistress Amanda, or prevent her from pushing her thumb in. I gasped, eyes widening beneath the mast as Amanda’s entire fucking fist fucking fucked me.

My pussy liked it.

My foot, on the other hand, was not so happy. For that matter, neither were my nipples, or my clit.

My foot twisted around by the ankle as Gwendolyn (it was clearly Gwennie, undoubtedly standing on the stupid footstool) continued to snap the rubber band against the bottom of my foot. With each snap the stinging sensation increased until finally it was almost unbearable, a burning line etched across my arch. My clit and nipples throbbed, and only the swirling touch of Mistress Amanda’s hand, opening inside me before she pulled almost completely out, kept me from screaming.

And not in a good way.

I clenched my jaw down on the rubber ball gag as the stinging from my foot became caustic and I tried to make it clear that I was unhappy with the stimulation. I almost wanted to tell them “one or the other. Either fucking hurt me or make me come. But stop this awful mix!” A particularly painful snap, somewhere in the teens, made me squeal and my eyes closed tightly beneath the mask. Honestly, it was only Amanda’s fist fucking that got me through it. Tears threatened to spill again as Gwendolyn kept snapping and I knew the soft, delicate arch would undoubtedly be a hash of red welts. 

“Her other foot please,” Amanda said politely. I let out a choked sob, chewing on the damn rubber ball gag, saliva dripping down my chin. I expected her to remove the rubber band, but she left it in place and I heard the sound of the stepstool being moved. Mistress Amanda kept her hand inside me, keeping me quite entertained as Gwen circled around me.

I felt a new rubber band being slipped over my toes as the stepstool creaked and then, as I was expecting another snap, Mistress Amanda grabbed hold of the vacuum clamp on my clit and began jostling it vigorously.

Holy fuck!

I mewled my protest and Gwen took that as the signal to start snapping the other rubber band against my left foot. I twitched, jerking and curling my toes, but Gwen seemed to be able to sense how I was going to rotate my ankle and she adjusted. In less than thirty seconds she’d left the bottom of my foot a hot, stinging mess and my pussy tightened as Mistress Amanda continued to move her hand in and out of me.

“Like that?” Amanda asked wickedly. But before I could grunt, or moan, or anything, she added more. “Never mind. Don’t answer. I don’t actually care.”

I lost count of the snaps to my left foot, but I’m pretty sure it was right around twenty when Gwennie stopped and Amanda pulled her hand completely away from my sex. I was still frantic with need, desperate to cum and not at all happy with my awkward position, the clamps gripping my nipples, the plug up my ass, or my now freshly burning arches. The piece de resistance was when Amanda yanked the vacuum clamp right off my clit. I let out a loud screech and Amanda’s hand slapped down on my pussy.

Ow.

“Here Gwen,” Amanda said. “Put the vacuum clamp on your own clit and hold the vibrator to it.”

“Yes Mistress,” I heard Gwendolyn say. There was a soft gasp and then a buzzing noise.

Which is when I heard an entirely different voice.

“She looks fetching,” Mistress Lisa said softly.

“She is fetching,” agreed Amanda. “And quite wet.” Again, I felt her hand slap down on my pussy. I yelped.

“I’ll take her from here,” Lisa said, placing a hand on my thigh and stroking me with her thumb.

Amanda laughed. “You know she’s close.”

Lisa nodded. “Yes. I can tell. You did well.”

“Come Gwen,” I heard, and then the buzzing faded. Suddenly the mask was flipped off my eyes and I blinked as the light blinded me. A moment later I was looking into Mistress Lisa’s eyes. She had big, dark brown orbs and I could sense a sort of hungry, eagerness behind them. Then she unbuckled my gag and took out the rubber ball. I worked my jaw, groaning softly.

“How are you?” Mistress Lisa asked softly.

I gave her a tired look. “I want to cum,” I whimpered. “Savannah promised I could cum.”

She laughed. “I know you want to cum. We all want to cum, Bre. Your problem is that you don’t just want an orgasm. You want a mind-numbing, tongue twisting explosion that turns your brains to jelly. And to do that, you need us to push one of your buttons.”

I gulped. “Buttons?” I whispered.

Mistress Lisa nodded. “Public Humiliation, being wildly used, or being hurt. Those kind of things. And you behave in a manner that forces us to do one of those things to you.” She shook her head. “The torment you are willing to endure in order to get that orgasm is sometimes awe inspiring.”

“Can I cum then?” I asked stupidly.

Lisa smiled. “Eventually. Maybe. But right now, I’m entitled to torment you, and as long as orgasm isn’t the outcome, I can indulge myself.”

I gulped. My brain started to process her comments and I wondered just what awful thing she was planning to do to me. Then Georgia appeared at Lisa’s side, a container of clamps in her hands, and I whimpered.

Each clamp was capped with rubber, which was fine. But what I didn’t like was that each of those little pincers were also tied with string. And not together. It wasn’t a zip line. This was something way worse. Georgia pulled the first black frame clamp out, handing it to Lisa, who set it on my left labia, pinching it down. I groaned as the meaty part of my pussy was caught in the clamp’s grip. Georgia gave Lisa another clamp, and this one went on my right labia. Over the next several minutes, six clamps were put onto my pussy, three on each side, making me groan. It was quite uncomfortable. Black strings hung off of each clamp and I waited for the other shoe to drop.

Which it did. Mistress Lisa gathered up all the string on one side and ran them up to my left foot. She made a show of making sure my knee was bent, and then started tying the strings to my toes. I realized just how awful it was going to be when she used half hitches and made sure the strings were taught. If I jerked my leg even a little…

Georgia started the right side, but then Lisa moved around to help. It didn’t take them long. Within a minute my pussy was spread open, clamped to expose the delicate, pink insides. Of course I could also see that my poor clit was now in perfect view. The vacuum clamp had done a number on it and I could tell it had started to swell. Mistress Lisa pulled my petals away and the soft little nub was sticking out from under its hood, all by its lonesome. That worried me.

Because, you know, I was in a room full of sadistic dominatrixes.

Lisa leaned over to Georgia and whispered something in her ear and the Thai girl hurried off again. I bit my lip. That didn’t bode well.

“Mistress Lisa?” I asked.

“Yes, Breanne?” She asked, still adjusting the tightness of the strings.

“Am I arrogant?”

Her eyes widened a bit and she looked up at me. “That’s an odd question. Why do you ask?”

I licked my lips. “I’ve been recently told that I’m not properly submissive,” I said softly.

Lisa chuckled. “You are… difficult on occasion,” she conceded. “It’s not that you aren’t properly receptive to what we want to do to you. It’s that you…” she looked up, as if searching for the right thing to say. “You fight it. You have expectations. Kari and Julie do a good job of balancing things between their needs and yours.”

“So that means that I am arrogant?” I asked, just a little confused.

Lisa smiled and put her hand back on my leg. “You are demanding.”

I blinked. “I’m not sure I understand.”

She laughed. “Ask Kari. Or Julie. They’ll explain it.”

Georgia reappeared. My eyes widened as I saw what she was holding. “Oh. Oh shit,” I breathed.

She had a skewer.

It was simple bamboo and obviously not meant to go through any part of my body. It was for grilling kabobs and I wasn’t worried about them trying to push it through my breasts, or my clit or anything. What I was concerned about however, was the fact that the skewer had a very sharp, pointed tip, and some very delicate, very sensitive, very exposed parts of my inner sex were now quite exposed.

And to complicate matters, Georgia had also brought a pencil vibrator. It was essentially a motorized toothbrush without the bristles, but it was designed to deliver stimulation in an extremely specific, very contained, very discrete spot. And while I knew that it could easily deliver a clitoral orgasm, I found it unlikely that Lisa would risk a punishment to Georgia, just to let me finally cum.

Lisa took both items, looked at Georgia, and then smiled. “Why don’t you go back to Savannah darling. She was looking at you earlier. Tell her that I’m gifting you to her until I’m done with Bre.”

Georgia nodded obediently. “Yes Mistress,” she replied, then moved away, leaving me alone with Lisa.

“Still okay, Bre?” Lisa asked.

I swallowed. “I’m tired, desperate, horny, and just a little scared.”

“Scared?” She asked in surprise. “Why scared?”

“Because I’m worried about what you’re going to do to me.”

Lisa nodded. “Do you think I’m going to hurt you?” She asked curiously.

I nodded, a little emphatically and she chuckled. “Well, you’re right. I am.” She lifted the skewer, the pointed end directed at me, and to my consternation, poked my clit with the sharp tip. I gasped, my body shaking. At first, the sensation was just a light, almost prickling feeling. But as she stroked the tiny nub, then poked it a little harder, I quivered and jerked. It was just so intense! Like she was trying to over sensitize me. Of course, that movement generated an entirely different sensation as my knees moved, my feet twitched, and that movement, and the pull, tugged hard on the clamps holding my petals open. Suddenly my cunt was stretched wide and the clamps seemed to tighten on my folds, sending a wave of pressurized discomfort through my groin. I felt… stretched.

“Mmmmm,” Lisa laughed. “I was worried I hadn’t tightened the strings enough but look at your pussy now!” She declared. I heard the small, pinpoint vibe coming on and she brought the pink tip up. I expected her to press it to my clit, but instead, she began running it around my opening, using the tip to create a very different sensation. I whimpered, not sure if I wanted her to plunge the damn thing deep into me, go lower and rub my perineum, or bring it up to my clitoris. I shuddered, trying to come to grips with what was being done to me.

Lisa poked at my clit a little harder with the skewer, dragging the sharp tip repeatedly over my clit, eliciting a variety of choked yelps, cries, and whimpers from me. It didn’t hurt precisely, but it was like hearing fingernails dragging on a chalkboard, or some other intensely focused sensation that drives you banana crackers without actually causing harm. I let out a choked sob, starting to cry because it was just too much and that’s when she switched the vibe and the skewer. Suddenly my clit was being shaken instead of poked, and the soft, pink innards of my pussy were being tested with the sharp, pointy end of a stick.

So yeah. I went fucking nuts.

Lisa pulled away from me as I thrashed on the frame, my pussy pulled wide apart by my own movements and jerking feet. Pain shot through my groin and I shook my head, trying to sort out the way my pussy was feeling.

“Need a moment?” Lisa asked, “Or can I go back to tormenting your clit?”

“Please! Please don’t!” I blurted out.

Lisa grinned. “Oh? Don’t give you a moment? Alright.”

“Wait! Please! Stop!” I practically screamed, but it was too late. The skewer started jabbing my clit again and I just wasn’t prepared, mentally or physically to take it. Once more my feet jerked, my labia were stretched open wide, and Lisa just scraped at my clit with the fucking skewer over and over.

Mistress Savannah appeared. “Good Lord, Lisa. We can hear her screeching over on the other side of the room. What are you doing to her?”

Lisa held up the skewer while I sobbed. “Sensitivity training,” she said smugly.

Savannah looked down at my opened slit, nodded understandingly, and then looked at me. “You alright Breanne?”

I shook my head, tears streaming down my face. And to think… it wasn’t hurting. It was just too much! “No!” I managed to gasp. “No! I’m not alright! You promised me that I’d cum!”

Savannah let out a laugh. “Well, I presumed you would,” she said simply. “I mean, with this many mistresses torturing you, I figured you’d eventually pop. One way or another.” She looked back at Lisa. “Are you just about done? Or do you need a few minutes?.”

Lisa’s eyes widened. “Oh. My time is up?” She grinned. “I mean, I’d be delighted to work her up into a frenzy for you,” she said wickedly.

Savannah laughed. “Are you that eager to see Kylie get the punishment for Breanne cumming?”

Lisa looked around and then leaned forward. “Rather, I’m hoping Lucille has that honor.”

Savannah snorted. “As if any of us want Bethany,” she said wryly.

Lisa leaned back, a displeased expression on her face. “Bethany can provide her own delights and I wouldn’t object. Still, she isn’t as robust as Kylie, and there is the immediate punishment.” She shrugged. “So while I’m rooting for you, I certainly wouldn’t mind seeing Kylie stretched out and whipped.”

Savannah smiled. “Of course.”

Lisa nodded and put down her skewer and the little vibrator. “Fine. I’ll leave her in your capable hands,” she replied softly. Then she turned back toward me, bent down, and suddenly her mouth was on my pussy, sucking on my swollen, sore, tender clit. After the intensity of the sensation she’d caused with the vibration and the sharp wooden stick, it was like getting a warm shower on a cold day, or drinking a big glass of refreshing ice tea on a hot, summer afternoon. Or laying on a soft table having a full body massage with a happy ending…

Happy endings. I gasped, eyes wide. Suddenly the fire between my legs was roaring and I found myself rushing toward the edge. I thrust my hips upward, panting, whining, whimpering with desperation. Oh my God. Yes. Yes! I was going to cum! I was going to explode! I tensed, my entire body writhing, my ass clenched around the stupid plug, my toes curling! I threw my head back, teeth clenched and…

*CRACK*

Pain exploded across my pussy. My clit was the target though and I yelled out, my eyes snapping back open as I looked down. Lisa was walking away and in her place stood Savannah, the tip of her crop an inch away from my pussy.

“Can’t have you cumming,” she whispered softly. “At least not yet.” Our eyes met and she grinned. “Scream for me, Breanne.”

And me, being the good little bondage slut I was, obliged her.

“AAAAARRRHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


Art – Part Four

I let out a choked sob, my hips thrusting against the burning sting and Savannah bent down, putting her face right between my legs. “My goodness, your labia are starting to swell a bit, aren’t they?”

My pussy felt like someone had poured hot water on it. Very hot water, and the licking Savannah had just given me with her crop had been both brutal and cruel. Worse, my body didn’t know if I was close to cumming, or breaking. I quivered, my nervous system rebelling at the maelstrom of sensation flowing up through it. The crop touched my clit softly and Savannah stroked me. Which was half of the problem. It felt good.

Until it didn’t.

Savannah flicked her wrist and another sharp, stinging blow landed on my sex.

“Eeeeggghhhhhhhhhhaaaaaaa!” I squealed.

Savannah grinned. “I love that sound,” she told me, looking up. “If I hit you again, will you do it some more?”

I glared at her, gritting my teeth.

Savannah took a step back. “You know what your problem is, Bre?”

“You lying to me and saying I could cum?” I blurted out.

Her crop moved faster than I could follow, though I sure as hell felt it. “Eeeeggghhhhhhhhhhaaaaaaa!” I screamed again.

“Your problem is that you have an attitude,” she turned her back on me and went over to the nearby table. I could see the vibrating eggs that she’d put in me earlier sitting there. She picked one up and brought it back over to me. My eyes widened as she began rubbing it up and down through my soaked petals, smearing the silicone covered plastic with my juice. My pussy tightened as she began pushing it in and once more the pain and heat faded, replaced with maddening arousal. I groaned as the sex toy slipped into me. Her fingers found my clit and rubbed for a moment in wet circles, and if getting the egg pushed into me set me going, you should have seen what that caress did to me. In seconds I was back near the edge, mad with desire.

“Please!” I whispered. “Please let me cum!”

Savannah shook her head and pulled her fingers away. “Not hardly,” she said. “But don’t worry. I’m almost done with you.” She went back to the table, where the second egg was waiting, and I expected her to pick it up and jam it into me, but instead she grabbed the control box. She brought it back to me and held it up. “Ready?”

I nodded. Was she mad? If she turned the egg on, letting it vibrate inside me, I’d cum for sure. But I was hardly going to argue with her.

“What will you give me in exchange for a minute?” She asked.

I blinked. A minute? “A full minute?”

I swallowed. “You can whip me,” I whispered.

She laughed. “I can whip you anyway,” she shrugged.

I trembled, my eyes locked on the controller. Her thumb was right on the dial. Just one little movement would do it. “I’ll… I’ll… I’ll submit to you.”

Savannah rolled her eyes. “Breanne, you’ll submit to anyone. Even Lucille.” She shook her head. “No. I want something else.”

I became a little frantic, pulling on the bonds, making the entire frame thingy I was bound to creak. “I don’t know! What do you want from me?”

She leaned forward. “I want to demean you. I want you licking my boots, begging me to punish you.”

My eyes hardened. “THEN PUNISH ME, DAMN IT!” I hissed.

Her hand suddenly cupped my entire pussy, the palm pressing wetly against my folds. I gasped as she waved the controller. Then she rolled the dial and I heard the violent vibrations.

Except, they were coming from the fucking coffee table.

Both of us looked and Savannah let out a laugh as the other stupid vibrating egg danced and jittered and fell onto the floor, where it continued shaking. She turned it off and laughed, picking it up and jamming it into her pocket. “Whoops!” She said delightfully as I panted, trembling. “Wrong remote!” She dumped the controller onto the table and instead picked up the correct one. Then she picked up the fallen toy.

Savannah suddenly blinked, a surprised look on her face and she glanced around. I watched as she gestured and looked off to my left, to see Kylie hurrying over. The cute little brunette smiled up at me as she got down on her knees, presenting her beautiful, but freshly marked body to her mistress. Her bottom was quiet pink from both a spanking and what might have been marks from a leather strop. Both breasts had rope markings around them, indicating she’d been bound, and she was still wearing bondage cuffs on both wrists and ankles.

“Yes mistress?” Kyle asked softly.

Savannah handed her the egg. “Put this in your pussy. Right now.”

Kylie eagerly accepted the egg and she pressed it to her petals. It took her only a few seconds to get it properly lubricated and I watched it disappear into her depths. Kylie wriggled her hips back and forth, and then smiled up at her mistress. Savannah, holding both controllers, turned one on. I braced myself, breathless with anticipation, but instead it was Kylie who gasped, eyes glazing as her hips began to roll. Savannah smiled, turned off the vibe, and then tossed the controller down onto the table. Then she tucked the fob that would have turned on the egg in my pussy into her pants.

“Go wait for me over by Mistress Sara please,” Savannah said.

Kylie, somewhat disappointed, hurried away, leaving me with her sadistic mistress. Savannah picked her crop back up and ran the leather tip over my clit, making me jump, only to drag the soft, flexible end up my left leg, tickling my thigh, all the way up to my foot. She lifted her arm and began tapping the end of her weapon against the bottom of my foot.

“Please,” I begged. “Please… not there.”

Savannah cocked her head to the side. “Really?” She asked. “Why not?”

I was about to answer her, but she smacked my sole instead. It stung and I grimaced. “Because it hurts!” I blurted out, looking away. Her left hand came right back to my pussy, cupping me again. This time her thumb found my sore clit and began rubbing it back and forth. I gasped, thrusting up into her hand. So she hit the bottom of my foot again.

“If you thrust, I’m going to hit you,” she whispered.

For the next thirty seconds I almost went mad. She stimulated my pussy with her fingers, rubbed my clit with her thumb, and even worse, stroked the sole of my foot with her fucking crop. And I held still. Until I couldn’t. Mewling with need, I gave in, pushed up against her hand, and the crop flicked sharply, smashing out an entire flurry of strokes against my instep, until my ankle was rolling.

“Beautiful,” said a new voice.

Savannah pulled the crop away from my now bright pink sole and turned. Mistress Lucille, with Bethany in tow, were standing just a few feet away. Lucille’s arms were crossed and she looked at Savannah with a leering grin. “I’m actually surprised she made it this far,” Lucille said, stepping closer. She put her hand on my leg and ran it up to my foot, digging her fingers into my freshly beaten arch. I hissed.

Savannah tossed the vibrating egg controller onto the coffee table. “Yeah, well she’s right on the edge. You’re the one who wanted to go last.”

Lucille shrugged. “Don’t worry. She won’t cum from what I’m about to do to her.”

Savannah sneered. “Just remember, you can’t just hurt her. It has to be both pleasure and pain.”

Lucille shrugged. “I know how to do it. You don’t need to remind me.” She leaned down to the table and picked up the controller. “I’ll even turn it on right now,” she said. Savannah, standing behind her, moved a hand to her pants and stepped behind Lucille. My eyes widened as Lucille held up the fob and moved the dial and I felt the vibrations inside me start. I groaned as my pussy locked down tight around the vibrator.

Lucille turned to look at Savannah. “There. See? Now go away.”

Savannah’s eyes narrowed. “I’ll be watching you,” she warned Lucille, then she walked away quickly, heading for the small niche where Kylie was shuddering next to Mistress Sara.

I glanced away, wondering what the hell was going on, when Lucille gave me a terrifying grin. “And now, it’s just you and me.”

She lifted the controller and turned it off. But to my surprise, the egg inside me kept going. In fact, it picked up speed. I glanced off to the left and saw Kylie slump, clearly no longer buzzing.

Bethany moved into view and she handed Mistress Lucille a flogger. A leather flogger.

“Now, I can promise you that for the next ten minutes, cumming will be the very last thing on your mind.”

And with that, she swung.

In some ways, the flogger is easier to endure than the whip and I had little doubt that the reason Lucille had started with that was because she could lay into me and not have me screaming my head off. The flogger stung horribly, but it wasn’t as bad as a bullwhip, or what she could do with a paddle. I gasped, toes curling as the flogger slashed down against my loins, biting into my pussy. The leather strands were dragged through my petals and I squealed, shaking as she coiled up for another stroke.

Bethany grinned and brought the flogger down again. And again. I cried out, thrashing. Taking the beating, I tried to focus on the vibrations in my pussy. Again, it was the same story. Pleasure and pain mixing, non-differential as my poor brain couldn’t tell the difference. I felt my pussy ripening, fluids mixing and soaking the leather, and each fresh impact made it worse.

And Lucille saw it.

Which is why she hit me harder.

And the vibrations inside me increased.

Energy coursed through me and my pussy fluttered, jerking as suddenly everything seemed to coalesce. My eyes snapped open and I stared directly at Lucille, nodding. “Yes,” I groaned. “Harder! Please! Hit me harder!”

That seemed to infuriate Lucille because she let one blistering blow land on my cunt, then tossed the flogger aside and picked up one of the nearby leather paddles. She brought a burning stroke down on my pussy and I felt the vibrating egg move into high gear. I screamed, thrashing as I thrust my hips forward, jerking and tensing as Lucille beat my pussy into a steaming froth. I pulled myself up, coming almost completely off the anal plug and as my vision began to tunnel, I could see Lucille, whacking furiously at my pussy, an almost panicked look on her face.

And then, then I was there. Finally. My vision swam and I stood on the edge of the cliff, my eyes dark and brooding. Lightning flashed in the storm clouds above me and the abyss of orgasm loomed.

“No! You fucking cunt! Don’t you dare!” Hissed Mistress Lucille. I felt the impact, the pounding, the pain, the pleasure. Suddenly the two hours of torment I’d endured, of coming up and going down, from the beating of my feet, to the throbbing hurt at the tips of my breasts, to my impaled and aching ass, to the fire between my legs, all of it seemed… worthwhile. I was at the edge of the cliffs of orgasm, the yawning abyss waited and beckoning.

I stuck my tongue out at Mistress Lucille. And then I fucking jumped.

***

The orgasm was one of the more powerful ones I’ve ever endured and I don’t remember very much of it. There was a continuous pounding between my legs, combined with vibration, and heat, and hurt. Still, I sort of faded out as my brain overloaded and my pussy began squirting copious amounts of girl goo, splattering Mistress Lucille’s black leather boots. She gasped, stumbling back as I popped, and if there were any doubts in the minds of all the other mistresses that I’d cum, my mewling cries of satisfaction probably put them to bed.

“No,” whispered Bethany from off to the side, her eyes wide. Lucille said something very inappropriate, threw down the paddle and stalked away. She was furious. But I didn’t care. I really didn’t. Even when the vibrating egg in my pussy slowed and then went silent. I twitched, trembling as I sucked in another breath and the sexual euphoria that washed over me felt like the clean fresh scent you experience after a rainstorm. Even bound, I felt myself relaxing, slumping down, ignoring the discomfort of my outstretched legs, my impaled ass, and awkward position.

Then hands were on me. Sara and Savannah and Lisa and even Alissa and Kylie and Georgia. I was lifted off the anal plug and lowered to the ground. Then Alissa and Kylie and Georgia all surrounded me, their hands wet with oil and they began massaging my legs and arms, staying far away from my pussy.

“That was clever,” Sara said softly to Savannah.

The southern belle smiled in response. “I know,” she said, pulling the controller for the vibrating egg out of her waistband. She thumbed it up and inside me, the vibrating egg started back up, but on low. I groaned and Alissa moved her hand down between my legs. I gasped.

“What about Bethany?” Mistress Sara asked. “Was this fair to her?”

Savannah frowned. “Lucille was the one who risked it. Besides, if she had been fair to Breanne, we would have seen the same results.”

I groaned as Alissa began softly rubbing my clit.

Lisa snorted. “The vibrator only levelled the playing field in my opinion. What I wonder is what she was thinking.”

Suddenly, I felt myself ripening. Again. I gasped, my hands coming down to touch both Georgia and Alissa. Kylie was rubbing my thigh so I could reach her.

“Thinking?” Asked Mistress Sara. “What do you mean?”

Lisa shook her head. “Well, I thought everyone knew that Breanne’s favorite type of torment, the one that gets her going, is to spread her legs wide apart, and to take a freaking paddle to her cunt. I mean, she literally writes about it all the time in her books.”

The other mistresses looked around at each other. Then they started to laugh. “I don’t think Lucille reads Bre’s books,” Savannah said wryly.

“Good thing too,” Sara agreed.

It was too much. I shuddered and another orgasm, much smaller than the one before, rushed through me. I whimpered as my toes curled and then Alissa pulled her hand away from my still vibrating pussy.

Savannah looked down at all of us. “Alright girls. Three more. Then you can let her up.”

Savannah squatted down as Kylie slipped herself over my leg. Her mouth came down on my sex, her tongue lapping softly against my clit as I stiffened, quivering. I moved my own hands and both Alissa and Georgia gasped as I pushed my fingers into them. Savannah put a hand on my breast, giving my nipple a soft little tweak that drew my attention.

“Mistress?” I panted, already feeling it. Already coming back up.

“Bre,” Savannah said quietly. “I told you that you could cum. And you will.” She stood up and turned. “Now ladies, let’s go punish Bethany.”

Sara looked back down at me, lying on my back, legs spread wide, three other naked girls touching and licking me. She grinned as the mistresses walked away and I heard just one more thing before I was lost in the pleasure cascading up through my loins.

“Now that is art.”


The Café – Aftermath

The memory of being Art faded and I found myself back in the café, sitting across from Madeline and Mistress Isobel. Around me, the lights had dimmed slightly, undoubtedly a shadow from a winter cloud crossing the sky, or perhaps a momentary reduction in the available power. I felt a shiver run through me and I wrapped my arms around my body, trying to decide if I was cold, suffering from some other physical malady, or if Mistress Isobel was playing with the vibroballs remote again. All sorts of tension was working through me. Each of my nipples throbbed thanks to the wooden bite of the clothespins, which were clinging to the tip of my breasts right through the ivory colored lace of my shirt. A third clamp dangled from my clitoris, dancing with each twitch of my hips, which were only responding to the vibrations coming from the vibroballs buried in my sex. I took a deep, shuddering breath, trying to focus my thoughts beyond my immediate sexual needs and the memory of me cumming.

I looked up at Mistress Isobel. Dark hair, olive complexion, and this commanding demeanor that just demanded obedience. My eyes suddenly narrowed, vibrations and pinching be damned. “I had to remind Mistress Savannah of her promise to make me cum.”

“Which she did,” Isobel acknowledged.

“At the very end,” I hissed. “After Mistress Lucille paddled me between the legs.

Next to Isobel sat Madeline, still panting with exertion as the Rotating Venus Penis strapped to her loins twisted in her pussy. She made a small mewling noise, gripping the table with both hands. Isobel glanced at her, then looked back at me.

“If I recall,” she said quietly. “You exploded while Lucille was using the paddle on your pussy. Afterward, you were allowed an orgy with Kylie, Alissa, and Georgia. Were you not? And didn’t Madeline join you while I was busy overseeing Bethany’s punishment?”

I rolled my eyes. “Punishment? She was strapped down on a sybian!”

“While paddled across the bottom and flogged across the breasts until she exploded,” added Mistress Isobel. “A fitting punishment. She also had to give an hour of her submission to each of the other participating mistresses.” She shook her head. “I don’t see that you have anything to complain about. You exploded. Multiple times. And be honest, Breanne. How many of your fellow submissives can explode just from being hit with a whip?” She shook her head and put a hand on Maddie’s shoulder. “Madeline here is a masochist. She enjoys the pain, but because it makes a contrast with the pleasure. You, on the other hand, find the pain to be a pleasure.”

I grimaced, somewhat embarrassed by that statement. “Well, not quite. I mean, I just get to a point where I can’t tell the difference.”

“Exactly,” Isobel agreed. “Madeline knows the difference. She always knows the difference.” She looked at her submissive. “If you wish me to turn it off, then take the clothespins from Breanne and put them on your own breasts.”

Madeline’s eyes snapped up to Isobel and I could see her trying to choose. Pain or humiliation? Her eyes flickered to the clothespins, trying to decide which was worse. But then she focused on me and I saw a sympathetic flush go through her. She was worried that I was hurting. Her hands came up and I shook my head.

“No,” I whispered. “Don’t do it for me. I’m fine. I can handle it.”

Madeline seemed to deflate, then the sound of the motor got even louder. Madeline jerked in her seat, suddenly let out a tiny squeal, face flushed, her hands going down to her lap. Her eyes closed as she tilted over to the side, clearly in the throes of orgasmic release. Isobel looked over at her, then back at me.

“Do you understand?” Isobel asked me curiously.

“Understand what?” I asked in bewilderment.

“What you are?”

“Insatiable?” I snickered. Isobel’s eyes rolled and she frowned at my sarcasm. I swallowed. Across from me, Madeline was twitching and the sound of the Rotating Venus Penis had decreased. Mistress Isobel’s hand was in her lap and I knew that the remote to Madeline’s toy had to be in it. “What am I?”

Her mouth twitched. “Incorrigible,” she retorted. I let out a laugh.

“I want you to come to the February Meeting next week,” Isobel replied smoothly. I gave her an incredulous look.

“You want me to be art again? Bound for Lucille’s pleasure?” I asked, just a little perturbed. “Stripped, oiled, whipped, and spread open? Tormented and not allowed to cum? Just a fuck doll to be used?”

Isobel smiled warmly. “No. Not this time,” she said simply. “No. If you agree to come, it won’t be art,” Mistress Isobel declared as the waitress appeared, plates in her hands. She slid my salad bowl in front of me, her eyes finding the clothespins jiggling from my nipples, her eyes hardening with disdain. Maddie, who sat there limply, eyes glazed, breathing heavily, seemed to escape the waitress’ judgement.

I picked up a fork, ignoring the vibroballs buzzing in my sex, and the throbbing at the tips of each breast. “I’m not one of the Society’s submissives any longer,” I said simply.

Isobel dipped her head in concession. “And yet, you still are submissive. You still want it. More importantly, you are a nympho humiliation pain slut, by your own admission. Yes?”

I gave her a suspicious look. “Yes,” I agreed.

“And the rules that govern that particular role are documented, are they not?” Isobel asked.

I bit my lip. I knew where this was going now and I felt my stomach tighten up into a knot. “Yes,” I whispered.

Maddie whimpered and shook her head. Isobel glanced at her. “Eat darling,” she said, pushing a dish toward Madeline. Then Isobel’s penetrating gaze came back to me. “If I recall, one of the rules that binds you is that you must obey an order, from anyone, anywhere, at any time, that doesn’t conflict with your limits.”

I took another bite. I didn’t even need to respond. We both knew how that rule worked in real life. But then I shook my head, opening my big fat mouth. “That rule is designed to govern my behavior in situations that I would normally object to, that will inflict maximum humiliation or sexual stress on me, with the intended goal satisfying the person giving the order.”

“Indeed,” agreed Isobel.

I leaned forward a bit. “It’s also subject to the phrase ‘within my limits’ which means the consideration over whether something is wise to do.” I took another bite and smiled. “I find it interesting that neither Kari nor Julie were invited to this meeting.”

Isobel laughed. “You think they are unaware of our luncheon?”

I froze. Shit. Of course Isobel would have asked first. Both of them had probably already given their blessing. But neither of them would have answered for me. They wouldn’t be present, so they couldn’t take responsibility for me. For what was done to me. Just like they hadn’t been there a few weeks before, when I was begging for release…

I swallowed. “Oh,” I replied weakly. I closed my eyes. What did I want? Did I dare go a second time? Did I dare give myself up to them? Without Kari or Julie there, I didn’t technically “belong” to anyone. Did that matter? I didn’t want to be an object again, I didn’t want to be art. Which left just one question.

And I didn’t dare ask it.

In the quiet recesses of my head, my alter ego, her hair scarlet with black streaks, popped up from behind an imaginary, seedy looking sofa. Little red devil horns rested on a hair band and she was wearing some strategically applied black tape and some scarlet gauze. She leaned on the old couch, her breasts dangling like ripe fruit, her bottom half concealed, and she waved.

“Ask her!” She urged me, blowing me a kiss with her dark red painted lips. Mousy Bre, my other alter ego appeared, also coming up from behind the couch. She was a brunette, with plain brown hair, very little makeup, and a furious look on her face. Her flannel shirt was unbuttoned, her bra askew, with one cute little nipple showing… and there were lipstick marks running down her neck, which made me wonder. Dark red lipstick marks. She glared at Dark Bre and then shook her finger at me.

“Don’t you dare! You know what they did to you last time!” Mousy Bre declared.

Dark Bre snorted. “That’s why she wants to ask,” she said wickedly.

Mousy Bre started to get up, even as she fiddled with her shirt, tucking her breast back into her clothing. “Are you kidding me? They whipped her between the legs!”

Dark Bre laughed. “So? I did that to you yesterday and you loved it!”

Mousy Bre’s eyes widened, her face turned scarlet. “Wh-what? No, I didn’t!” She stammered loudly in protest. “I mean… It hurt! Lots!”

Dark Bre rolled her eyes. “You exploded like a fucking water balloon in a cactus garden.” Then the evil side of my psyche grinned. “Ask her Bre. Ask her!”

I pushed my weird psyche away and looked up at Isobel.

“What will my role be, if not as art?”

Isobel ate another bite. “Your role? Your role will be what it always is. A nympho humiliation pain slut whose purpose is to please others with your sexual suffering. Isn’t that your mantra?” She asked.

I grimaced and nodded. Isobel leaned forward. “Breanne, you were meant to be humiliated, which is why I made you take off your coat when you sat down. The shirt you are wearing amplifies your curves, revealing your nymphomania to everyone who sees you.” She set her fork down and picked up the vibroballs remote. “The sex toy you keep in your pussy vibrates, not only to keep you wet and ready for use, but to force you into a mental loop where all you think about is sexual satisfaction. You crave it constantly, night and day.” Suddenly, the vibroballs moved to their highest setting and I gasped, eyes widening.

“Isobel!” I blurted out.

Her eyes narrowed. “Mistress Isobel, Breanne. Don’t forget it. Just because you are not in the Society doesn’t mean I can’t, and won’t, punish you for disrespect.”

I gulped, nodding. Now my body was trembling and I suddenly respected what Madeline had gone through just a few minutes before. I felt an orgasm building, struggling upward, pushing on me. My throbbing nipples and tingling clit seemed to pulse in time with the sexual energy streaming up from between my legs and I gripped the table, my hips thrusting in short, frantic movements. Then, Isobel did the unthinkable, she reached across the table, her fingers grabbing hold of one clothespin, the one on my right nipple, and she pulled on it just a bit, then twisted it.

Pain shot up through my breast and my hand snapped up to hers, but she didn’t let go. “And you were meant to suffer. Not without purpose, or with hatred. But to incite you, to titillate you, to emphasize your sexual needs.” She twisted the clothespin again, and a fresh shard of sizzling sensation shot down, straight to my slit, which suddenly convulsed in a slurry of motions. “You want to give in. You want to give yourself up. And yet you want to resist too. You want to make me take you.” She let the clothespin go, but then flicked it hard. I let out a choked cry, clapping a hand to my mouth to keep from upsetting everyone else in the café.

“Basically, you want to orgasm,” she said. “And not just any orgasm. You want the strongest, most powerful, most overwhelming climax possible.”

I stared at her, body on the edge, totally overwhelmed. She wasn’t wrong. I was desperate. I was on fire. I was so aroused that my pussy was dripping. I couldn’t hold back. I knew I was going to explode. It was just seconds away.

“Now you have a choice,” she said, echoing the very same statement she’d given to Madeline just a few minutes early. “If you wish me to turn off the vibroballs, then all you need to do is remove the clothespins and give them to Madeline. She will put them on immediately and there will be no more questions. The invitation will be retracted, and I will ensure that you are never again asked to visit the Society.” She leaned forward. “But if you want to cum, right now, right here, with a wet, humiliating, pain laced orgasm that puts you in your place. Ask me again.”

“Ask what?” I whispered, trembling.

“Ask me with acceptance. Ask me with agreement,” Isobel replied.

My bottom lip trembled and my body rippled with excitement. I couldn’t stop it now. Even if I removed the clothespins or asked her to turn off the vibroballs. My body answered for me. And as my pussy tightened and my toes curled in my boots, I looked at Isobel, my face darkening as I flushed with sexual climax.

“W-w-what will I be at the m-m-meeting?” I gasped.

Mistress Isobel smiled and folded her hands in front of me. “Breanne, you’ll be what you always are,” she said simply. “A fitting target.”

And with that, I exploded.


Target

When I pulled my jeep up in front of the warehouse, I have to admit that a small part of me, the conservative, prudish, rather mousy looking part of my subconscious, was not exactly happy. In my head, she was dressed in blue jeans, boots, a dark blue tee shirt, along with a button up flannel shirt that made her look every inch the working cowgirl. Her hair was a light brown that looked as boring as hell, and she was shaking her head as if to say “don’t you dare go in there. Not after what they did to you last time.” 

Last time I’d been “art,” strung up and tormented for hours.

But as I put the jeep in park, another part of my subconscious pushed the mousy cowgirl aside. This “other” Bre had scarlet hair with black streaks and was also dressed like a cowgirl, albeit a very different kind. Her hat was jet black with a red band. Her blouse was just a scarlet colored lace bolero that didn’t close in the front, and every step she took provided tantalizing glimpses of her breasts, the tips of which were decorated with heavy, steel clover clamps connected with a silver chain. Her hips were wrapped in a gauzy, almost see through, black miniskirt that was about five inches too short and showed off her lack of panties by revealing a good portion of each buttock and a shadowed, yet clearly seen pink gash that looked disturbingly wet, as if she’d just been engaged in coitus. A bright pink wire emerged from between her petals, came up from under the hem of the skirt, and went to a control box tucked into her waist band. She wore a pair of black, open toed sandals with a spiked heel so fucking high that I wasn’t quite sure how she could walk.

“Don’t listen to this bitch,” She said, her hand lashing out to give the Mousy Breanne, a nice, hard spank on the ass. “She’s scared to feel anything.”

Mousy Breanne yelped, both hands going to her bottom and she glared at Dark Bre. “Am not! It’s just I know what those women are going to do to her!” She declared angrily, looking down at her more *ahem* slutty counterpart. “How can you even wear that?” She demanded.

Dark Bre placed a hand on her chest, ostensibly giving her clamps a nice, visible tug. “This ole’ thing?” She sneered, clearly mocking Mousy Breanne. “It’s because this is what she likes.”

Meaning me. I’m a complicated girl.

Mousy Breanne opened her mouth to object, but Dark Bre grabbed her face with both hands, kissed her aggressively, and the next thing I knew the two halves of my subconscious were falling to the ground. Dark Bre ripped off Mousy Bre’s clothes in a flurry and as I sat there in my jeep, still hesitating, Mousy Bre ended up with the clover clamps on her breasts, legs flung open wide, while Dark Bre sixty-nined my conservative, prudish half with her tongue.

Yeah. I’m a perverted fuck slut even in my subconscious.

I shook my head, trying to get my thoughts on what was happening, rather than the rather erotic and totally fascinating interactions of my masturbatory psyche. I needed to focus on the now. My fingers tightened on the steering wheel of my jeep, the heater blowing cascades of warm air over my body and I realized I was shivering. And not from the cold.

They’re going to hurt you.

Well, that was a given. After all, I was literally parked in front of a warehouse crammed full of sadistic dominatrices, all of whom had a vested interest in sexual torment. And while each of them were in possession of a submissive that regularly served their needs, the whole point of the monthly meeting was to share. Let’s face it. Variety is the spice of life. And honestly, part of me wanted to be hurt. It was an aphrodisiac, a way to spice up the sexual recipe and supercharge it. At least for me, and several other girls who would undoubtedly be subjected to those same unspeakable torments.

Six months ago I’d been one of those submissives, at least until my mistress Julie had given up both her position within the Society, and me. Don’t get me wrong. Our friendship hadn’t changed. I’d been over to her house and been tied down multiple times since then. But I was no longer a submissive of the Society of the Golden Rose. Not officially.

I’d been talked into going to the meeting in January and now here I was again, ready to walk into the lion’s den once more, this time at Mistress Isobel’s behest. My vision darkened and I saw my two Bre’s entwined in my imagination. Mousy Bre looked up, face flushed, glared at me “Bre! Don’t be an…” Then Dark Bre stuck her tongue in Mousy Bre’s slit and whatever she was going to say disappeared in a wild groan.

I snorted. “Idiot.”

Mistress Isobel had been particularly reticent in giving me any additional details during our little meeting at the café and in hindsight, the only one I had to blame was myself. Why hadn’t I asked about what was going to happen? Could it have been that I’d been so sexually stimulated that I would have agreed to anything?

Dark Bre looked up at me, her face wet with girl goo and a glimmer in her eye. She laughed wickedly, winked, and then went back down on Mousy Bre, slurping at her exposed clit. That made me feel stupid.

I looked across the parking lot at the warehouse. There were only two other cars parked in front of the front entrance to the meeting rooms, and my Jeep Wrangler stood out like a sore thumb. And it was practically brand new!  To my left there was a dark blue Audi R8 Spyder and a Lexus. The rest of the parking area was empty and no one was around. Which suited me just fine. Because I was naked.

I know – driving while naked is not very smart, but since the Jeep had been a gift from Kari, I felt obliged to meet her expectations. One of her “stipulations” had been that if driving alone, I needed to do it sans clothing. I put the Jeep in park and reached between my legs. My fingers scrabbled at the base of a very long, very thick, purple vibrator that was, at that particular moment, pushed up inside me, and pulled it free. It wasn’t on. Only an idiot would drive around with a vibrator purring in their pussy.

I only turned it on at stoplights. Like I’m supposed to.

I dumped the vibe in the coffee cup sitting in the console and felt the familiar flutter as my sex quivered. I didn’t like being empty. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 stated unequivocally that girls like me are to keep themselves stuffed and ready for sex at a moment’s notice. Mistress Isobel had told me to come au natural though, with not even a toy to keep me wet.

Which left me aroused. Even desperate.

Beside me in the seat was a summer dress. I could have slipped it on in about two seconds, one handed even, but I knew better. Besides, the temperature was in the lower seventies. So with a quick glance around, I pushed open the door, and barefoot, nude, and uncomfortably aroused, I hurried across the parking lot with just my keys in hand. I climbed the three concrete steps up to the glass door and knocked loudly and insistently.

“One, two, three…” I muttered, counting out the seconds. The longer I stood naked on the stoop, the more of a chance one of the hundreds of cars going by on the road not a hundred feet away would have a driver looking in just the wrong direction. They’d get a temporary glimpse of my bare ass, hip pressed against the glass, which would be more than enough to cause an accident.

Or hey… a police car could pull into the lot.

I hit twenty four in my head and there was movement behind the door. It opened and Madeline stood there, beckoning me in. She was dressed in her usual little French maid costume, the one that belonged on the set of a pornographic movie, and frankly it made me feel a little less exposed. The front of her “uniform” was nothing more than some frilly lace over a black corset that left both of her breasts just as bare as mine. Her tutu like skirt was wrapped around her waist and covered nothing from her hips down. She wore a pair of high heels that looked uncomfortable.  I didn’t envy her.

“Over dressed for the occasion I see,” I said to her in a teasing voice. Maddie smiled.

“We can’t all walk from our cars naked,” she retorted. I rolled my eyes. I highly doubted that Mistress Isobel would have subjected Madeline to that kind of public humiliation. I looked down the hallway, past the kitchen and the restroom/shower area and saw that the main rooms were still dark. I knew I was early, but was I too early? I glanced at the small analog clock in the lobby. The main monthly meeting wouldn’t start for at least another hour. “You’re expected,” Madeline intoned next, turning and gesturing.

I blinked. “No crawling my way across the floor?” I asked curiously. The previous month I’d been treated like a slave, or an outsider. I understood it was meant to demean me, to reinforce the concept that my value wasn’t as a person, or even as a fuck slut. I had been designated as art. Nothing more. So, being allowed to walk in, rather than crawl, was sort of refreshing.

“Not today,” Madeline said with a grin. “But you can if you want,” she teased.

We passed the kitchenette and the overly large bathrooms. There were showers in there, and not individual stalls. Everything was communal, which made sense considering that group orgies were the norm around this place. But there were also rubber coated steel chains in the bathroom, which just made the whole thing a bit more sinister when you think about it. Maddie didn’t slow down and a moment later my toes felt the deep, soft plush of the carpet. There was over two inches of padding built into that rug and I sank at least an inch down. Madeline had to step a bit more carefully in the shoes as she turned to the immediate right, leading me to a well illuminated massage table. A small cart was next to it and I took a moment to examine the objects laid out across the top.

The first thing to catch my eye was a pack of markers. There were only two colors: black and red. Next to the back were three sets of glass… vials… I suppose. I recognized them. They were suction clamps. I’d experienced them before on various occasions. A rubber tube could be attached to the valve at the top, and when placed over a breast and the air drawn out, the vial became a vacuum, sucking up a great deal of boob. Or nipple. Or clit for that matter. It was hardly comfortable, but not exactly the worst sort of torment I could imagine.

“Hello Breanne,” came a chipper voice. I turned, looked over my shoulder, and saw a pretty woman with light brown hair walking toward me. Dressed in black leather pants that looked like they’d been painted on, her hips swung in with a feline grace and athleticism that made me think “gym time.” And of course I knew her. Her name was Lisa Walker. She was a personal trainer, a job she did for fun since her inheritance more than covered her financial needs. And she also happened to be a mistress of the Society of the Golden Rose.

Next to her walked a gorgeous Thai girl who was wearing the exact same outfit I was. Mostly. George was just as naked, but instead of silver barbells piercing her nipples, she had only one piercing; a gold hoop through the right tip of her breast. Beneath it dangled a tiny gold padlock. She was toned, and I mean toned in every sense of the word. Her stomach was a tight, lithe expanse of skin without a trace of flab. Her arms and legs rippled with muscles – not bulging and still feminine – just lean and strong. Her long black hair was tied up at the nape of her neck in a bun.

“Hi Bre,” Georgia said politely, a warm smile on her face.

I bowed my head a bit, wanting to show a bit of deference. I wasn’t terribly close to Mistress Lisa, but I’d always respected her. And to be honest, it was hard not to like Georgia. She was incredibly sweet, and I’m not just talking about when you run your tongue through her sex. She just had a kind soul. Lisa came closer, put a hand on my shoulder and then kissed me softly, right on the lips.

“I’m glad you came,” she said softly. “It doesn’t seem right, having a meeting without you here,” she added.

“Right,” Georgia nodded in agreement.

I licked my lips, tasting the flavor of her gloss. Strawberry. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Lisa nodded. “So we have to prepare you. We can start with your bottom, so if you’ll lay face down on the table, we can begin.”

I blinked at that, still bewildered, but a good little fuckslut submissive does as told. I noticed Madeline hadn’t moved away either, so I gave her and Georgia a little wink and then climbed up onto the massage table. There was a little indentation for me to stick my nose between a pair of small pads and I lay still, feeling just a little tense as they surrounded me. When you are normally getting a massage, the masseuse doesn’t strap you down. However, in my case that happened in seconds. Straps went over my waist, across the backs of my thighs, at my knees, and then again at my ankles. I was even surprised when Mistress Lisa began using some thin cord to tie my toes together. It was unusual bondage, that was for sure and I admit that I whimpered a little, even as Maddie began rubbing oil into my buttocks.

“So… um… what’s the play here?” I asked.

Madeline placed the largest of the glass vacuum vials onto my left buttock. The second vial, of the same size of course, went next to it on the other flank. Georgia held them both in place as Madeline attached the rubber hoses and a moment later I heard the suction motor start up. There was a perverted squeezing of my buttocks as my gluteus Maximus was drawn up into the vials.

“Mmmmm,” said Georgia. “That’s nice.”

Madeline handed over a marker. A black one. “Here.”

Next thing I knew I felt something weird around the edge of the vial nearest to Georgia. Someone was tracing the edge of the vial. “Hey,” I said over my shoulder. I was bound so there was nothing I could do. “What are you doing?”

Suddenly the vial on my left side released and my bottom relaxed. Then I felt the same weird sensation on my right buttock, again around the outside of the vial.

“Nothing to worry about,” Madeline assured me.

“Yet,” Georgia laughed.

I twisted my head even further, trying to get a glimpse. But then the other vial was let loose and I heard the air rush back in as my bottom seemed to spill out.

“Are you drawing on me?” I demanded.

“Yes. It doesn’t hurt, does it?” Mistress Lisa asked me.

“No Mistress,” I replied, still worried. What the hell were they doing to my ass?

Lisa laughed. “Now this might tickle a little, but try not to move your feet.”

“What might tickle a….. ahhhhhhh!” I gasped. On the bottoms of my feet, Lisa was drawing with something soft. I seemed to know instinctively that it was one of the markers. She drew a rather impressive circle around the arch of my foot that even managed to get a good bit of my instep. Of course I wasn’t able to see it until much later in the day, but I have to admit that it was a damn good circle for being drawn free hand. As were the two inside of it.

Three concentric rings had been drawn in permanent black marker on the bottom of my right foot and even as my toes twitched, Mistress Lisa drew another trio on my left. I was so focused on not bursting out into laughter that I almost totally missed the two new vials being attached to my buttocks. Only when the machine drew the air out, sucking out smaller globs of ass into the glass cylinders, did I start to put the math together. The black magic markers traced the outlines of the vials and then the third, smallest set of glass suckers were attached in place.

“I have to color this in, so hold still.”

Now I really was worried. “Color it in?” I blurted out. But it was too late. Mistress Lisa was rubbing the red marker back and forth in fast little movements. I’m tolerant of a certain amount of stimulation, but I’m sensitive on the bottoms of my feet. I’m ticklish there. I can handle slow, sensuous rubs that are right on the verge of tickling. But go fast and I’m going nuts. A second later I let out a scream as my toes twisted. I heard Lisa let out a little curse and Georgia leaned over to help hold my feet together.

It was, for all intents and purposes, one of the worst three minutes of my life.

Have you ever been tickled? I mean held down and tickled? Had the room not been soundproofed and the rest of the warehouse empty, I’m absolutely positive the police would have been called. I went crazy. I screamed. I cursed. I squirmed. I could feel her coloring in the inner and outer rings of her circles, drawing on the bottoms of my feet. It was the worst on my arches and I found myself sobbing and laughing in hysteria, not even realizing that Georgia and Madeline had finished with the vials on my rump and were now coloring in their respective rings. It was maddening.

I was hiccupping violently, still crying and giggling, when Mistress Lisa and the two submissives finished torturing me. I was in a state, my eye-liner streaked, my face flushed, and my feet and bottom tingling. I felt the straps loosening at my ankles and knees, then the one across my waist. Finally my hands were released and I pushed up, intent on getting off the massage table, when Mistress Lisa held up a hand.

“No Bre. Just flip over.”

Our eyes met and she stared at me for a moment. She had markers stuck behind each ear and I almost looked down at my feet, just to see what she’d done to me. But then my will crumpled like a wet noodle and I sat down on my new inked in butt tattoos and then laid back. Madeline drew my arms up above my head and then helped Georgia secure the straps a second time.

“Madeline? Can I please have the smallest vial and the hand pump?” Mistress Lisa asked.

“Of course, mistress,” the little French maid replied. I watched as she handed the equipment over to Lisa. Then Georgia reached across me and grabbed one of the larger glass vials. Maddie took the other one and I lifted my head, looking down at my body.

“What are y’all doing to me?” I asked helplessly.

Lisa laughed. “Circles darling. We’re making circles.” She set the smaller vial over my clitoris, pressing into my folds. It didn’t cover my whole sex and when she started pumping the air out, I groaned in discomfort. Of course my clit seemed to get sucked out of its hood and I laid my head back, wondering how long I’d have to endure the vacuum.

Just then, Madeline started the electrically operated pump going to the two vials positioned over my breasts. The entirety of each breast, right down to my ribs, were sucked up into the glass, getting compressed neatly. I gasped, but then Lisa shook her head.

“No, no. That won’t work. Look, if you do that circle we won’t be able to see it. Get the second set of vials.”

Then the awful suction on my breasts was released and I realized that I could feel another sensation. Mistress Lisa was drawing on my pussy. A circle. Around the outside edge of the small vial that had sucked up my clit. I squirmed, gasping, and then that vacuum was released.

“I think a smaller circle, just around her nub. I’ll draw it free hand,” Lisa quipped. As Maddie and Georgia put the smaller sized vacuum pumps on my breasts, I felt the tip of the black marker being drawn in a small, tight circle around my clitoris. She drew over my mons, up one of my folds and across the labia. It tickled, but I bit my lip and whimpered, trying to hold still and keep my legs open. Finally she seemed to finish and went up to switch markers, but then laughed. “I’m not sure I need to color the inner circle in. She’s all red there anyway.”

Georgia smiled. “It’s Breanne. If she’s not red yet, she soon will be,” she said with an assured tone. Madeline didn’t comment. She was too busy drawing another big black circle around the base of the vial. It was about five inches in diameter and pretty much encircled my half dollar sized nipples by a good margin.

“I need the smaller one now,” she muttered, switching out the vials. The next glass tube fitted over just my nipple and when the tip of my breast was sucked up into it, I let out a passionate groan. Georgia quickly outlined the edge and moved the contraption to my other breast.

“Tits, pussy, ass, and feet,” Lisa declared. She looked at Madeline. “Would you please get Isobel? I want to make sure she’s happy with this,” she said, gesturing down at my body. Maddie nodded obediently and hurried off as Georgia finished a last bit of coloring. I glanced down at my breasts, lifting my head. Both boobs had been turned into black and red concentric rings and my overactive imagination immediately recognized the symbol drawn onto my flesh.

“Is that… Is that… a target?” I asked incredulously.

“I wanted to go classic,” Lisa said in a serious tone. “Blue, red, then yellow, but we tried the yellow marker and it looked weird on skin, so we decided that wasn’t a good idea.”

I blinked. “Wait. Are these permanent marker?”

Lisa grinned.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, just a little too wrapped up with the thought I’d be sporting these marks for a week or two as the ink faded. Well, shit.

Mistress Isobel stepped into view, looking down at me. She reached out and touched my breasts, then nodded. “Yes. I think that looks marvelous. Go ahead and put her in the frame. And don’t forget to stuff her.”

Lisa laughed and Georgia began loosening my wrists. I sat up as the waist strap came off and I looked at Mistress Isobel. “What are you going to do to me?” I demanded.

Isobel, her dark brown eyes sparkling with mischief, looked at me. “Last month you were art,” she said simply. “This month, you’re a target.”

My mouth dropped and I sat there in shock. A shiver ran through me and then Georgia pulled on my hand. I felt myself tugged from the massage table and led away from Mistress Isobel.

Being a converted warehouse, the meeting rooms were actually one large, cavernous space that had been separated by three accordion doors hanging from the rafters. Only one was shut, the furthest away, and Mistress Lisa, Georgia, and Madeline led me over to a well-lit circle of love seats, couches, and settees. Unlike the setup the previous month, this arrangement was clearly meant for the entire Society. There was enough seating for a dozen refined ladies, and enough… well… space for their assortment of submissives. But what concerned me, right from the start, was the weight lifting bench set right in the center, positioned between two dangling chains, ten feet apart. 

And that wasn’t all. Off to the side was a table covered in a black cloth. A vicious assortment of whips, paddles, canes, crops, and floggers were arrayed across the surface and I couldn’t help swallowing nervously as I considered the collection of striking instruments. The fact that I’d just recently had seven targets drawn onto my body made it rather obvious what I was going to be facing. Of course, there were a few other things on the table as well. A zip line, a TENS unit, a bucket full of clothespins, a violet wand, clamps and weights, not to mention a number of prickly brushes and a wooden rubber band gun that was loaded with about a hundred rounds of rubbery ammunition.

Oh shit.

But what really grabbed my attention was the spinner. Positioned on an easel, it was made of poster board, or foam board, and the circle graph had been cut up into an even dozen options. I read them quickly, eyes widening in alarm.

“Right Breast?” I spluttered. “Pussy? All?” I asked weakly.

Mistress Lisa smiled. “At least ‘all’ is only there once,” she replied. She looked at the two other submissives next to me. “Georgia and Maddie, please put cuffs on her ankles,” Lisa ordered, picking up a larger set of cuffs from the table and handing it to Georgia. She handed one to Maddie and the two girls knelt down by my feet. I noticed the leather was thicker and hardier than usual and required some serious tightening. That worried me.

Lisa, in the meantime, told me to hold out my wrists. She put the leather cuffs on my arms, giving me a winsome smile.

“Am I going to cum tonight?” I asked softly.

Lisa’s eyes snapped up to mine. “Absolutely. I doubt you’ll be able to hold back.”

I felt a little bit of the tension go out of me.

“But that isn’t the question you should be asking.”

“It isn’t?” I said as she finished up my other wrist.

“No. The question is ‘will I be allowed to cum?’ And the answer to that is no.”

I blinked. “I’m not allowed to cum, but I will.”

She smiled. “I can’t give you any more detail, but you’ll hear Isobel explain the entire game to the other mistresses. Things will go quick. I promise you.”

That didn’t make me feel good either.

“These are good,” Madeline declared, looking up from my bare feet. “They’ll hold when she jerks.”

Lisa nodded. “Good. Let’s get her secured.”

Maddie and Georgia stood back up and the three women pushed, pulled, and prodded me forward toward the bench. It was a simple, leather padded metal bench, approximately a meter long and tilted at approximately a ten degree angle. I was turned around so that my back was to it and Lisa pushed me down. I laid back as Georgia drew my right hand up above head, and Lisa got my left. I braced myself, letting them bind me. A moment later I was secure, unable to bring my hands downward.

“Now her legs,” Lisa ordered. Both Georgia and Madeline each grabbed a foot, lifting my lower half up. I gasped as they spread me open, stretching my legs obscenely wide and lifting my ankles upward toward the dangling chains.

It took Lisa’s help to get my ankle cuffs connected, but when they were done, I was in an extremely vulnerable position. My legs were in a very wide V shape, leaving the bottoms of my feet and the hand drawn targets in perfect view of most of the surrounding seats. My pussy was utterly exposed, the black and red circles providing a perfect highlight to my waiting, tingling clitoris. With my hands above my head, both of my breasts were bare too, and because I was tipped back so much, my boobs had flattened slightly, falling off to the sides. All in all, it was terribly disturbing.

“Oh. I almost forgot!” Declared Lisa. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a black stretchy net-like thing that she lifted up and began pushing down over my head. She pulled my hair through it, then tugged it down past my chin until it settled around my neck. It didn’t hurt, and it wasn’t a collar.

“Choker?” I asked curiously.

Lisa nodded. “It was a request,” she said smugly.

I rolled my eyes.

Lisa put a hand on my shoulder. “Now, which would you prefer? Vibrating egg? Or a set of vibroballs?

I blinked. “I get a choice?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yes. Either way, they will be on the entire evening, though we’ll start off on low and each hour we’ll turn them up.”

I gave her a suspicious look. “Society Meetings usually last four hours.”

She smiled. “Then you’ll be buzzing through the last two on high!” She replied.

I bit my lip. “Vibrating egg then,” I said.

Madeline’s eyebrow went up. “Why?” She asked curiously. “I thought you liked the vibroballs better.”

I gave her a look. “I do,” I said. “But if the goal is not to cum, because I’m going to get punished, then I’d rather have something in me that isn’t driving me banana crackers.”

Lisa laughed. “Did I say you had a choice?” She exclaimed. “I was wrong.” She reached over to the table and grabbed the vibroballs.

“Oops,” Madeline said, giving me an apologetic look.

I sighed. “Thanks, Maddie.”

Lisa stepped up between my outstretched legs. “Do you have any idea how yummy you look?” She asked, staring down at my sex.

“Feel free to take a lick,” I said with a grin. Lisa laughed. Then she turned and handed the vibroballs to Georgia. “Would you please prepare her properly, and then insert these?” She asked.

“Of course, Mistress,” Georgia replied obediently.

Lisa nodded. “Good. Madeline, I think you and I are needed to help Isobel and Margaret set up the buffet table.”

I glanced back toward the front and sure enough, the other two Mistresses were arranging trays. There was another naked submissive with them, a cute little brunette with long hair bound into two puppy ears. She also happened to have a furry tail sticking up out of her ass.

Mistress Lisa and Madeline hurried away, leaving me with the beautiful Thai girl. Georgia sank down to her knees, her face positioned just above my clitoris, and she smiled up at me.

“So, I’m a target, huh?” I asked softly.

Georgia nodded. “Mistress Lucille was furious with you last time,” she said. Before I could reply, her tongue came out and she licked my perineum, the little spot between my back and front doors. I gasped as she then came upward, pushing her tongue deep into my pussy, then up through the folds to my clit. A rush of pleasure hit me and for a moment I was breathless, caught up in the sensation.

Georgia came up, her face wet. “She intends to make you suffer.”

I licked my lips, tingling as I watched her go back down. Sure enough, her tongue repeated the entire process, licking from one end of my pussy to the other. Energy surged through me and my arousal levels skyrocketed.

“Of course she does,” I groaned. “I can take it.”

Georgia had suckled my clit into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. I whimpered, eyes closing, until she let it go. “Maybe. I couldn’t,” she admitted. Then she went back down to the bottom again, tongued me in wicked circles, and then licked upward, all the way through my cunt.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

It was maddening, and wonderful, and wonderous. All I cared about was what Georgia was doing to me. Her muscular arms and back stretching and beautiful as her dark black hair seemed to glisten in the light. I loved her angular eyes, the sharp lines of her cheekbones, and most of all, the glistening wetness covering her mouth and chin, as she slurped and sucked and licked on my slit.

Then she pushed the first vibroball in.

It was off, of course. But having something inside me felt so amazingly good, especially when both preceded and followed by another round of long, lollipop licks from my favorite yoga instructor. Georgia had me worked into a froth by the time she slid the second golf ball sized sphere into me, and despite the fact that I’d been warned not to cum, I was already totally willing to break the rules and explode. I just needed one or two more licks, or maybe for Georgia to turn on the vibroballs, or to take one of the leather saps and just give me one or two strokes and…

“You’ll need to put a strap across her waist,” came a cruel sounding and utterly recognizable voice. My eyes snapped open and I looked up to see Mistress Lucille looking down at me. Her submissive Bethany was kneeling next to her, glaring at me with a vicious sneer. Beth’s bosom was a mass of black and blue bruises, which I had to admit looked fetching on her, but I also suspected they made her ache. She was already wearing a set of tweezer clamps, which made her breasts look even more scrumptious. Standing next to Mistress Lucille was another woman, Mistress Amanda, who stared at me with hungry eyes. I didn’t see her submissive, the petite and diminutive Gwendolyn, but I was sure she was around somewhere.

“And maybe under her breasts,” Amanda observed. “Otherwise she’ll squirm when we’re hitting her.

Another wave of pleasure shot through me and as Georgia pulled back, leaving my pussy wide open and available, I looked up at the two mistresses and did something utterly stupid.

“Please?” I panted. “Please whip my pussy?”

Lucille’s eyes widened as Georgia gasped and I saw the Thai girl shake her head. Amanda grinned and looked up at Lucille with a laugh. “What do you know?” Amanda said wryly. “You were right.”

Lucille frowned and looked down at me with a sneer. “Why?”

I gritted my teeth. “I’m so close! I’m desperate! Please! I want to cum!”

Lucille’s eyes darted over to the table. So many weapons. “Cumming is prohibited,” she said quickly. “If you orgasm, you’ll have to be punished.”

I nodded, just a little frantically. My blood was boiling. I could just imagine the paddle coming down and smacking my pussy. “Yes! I know! Please! Whip my pussy!”

Lucille picked up one of the crops. This one had a sort of loop of leather on the end, and was somewhat narrow with a flexible cane. She turned back toward me, but Amanda’s hand came down on her arm.

“Really?” She asked. “Isobel might not be happy with this,” she pointed out.

Lucille snarled. “Who cares?” She asked. And with that, she gave me exactly what I wanted. The crop flicked sharply against my pussy and I felt the burning sting as my clit was struck almost perfectly. I yelped, though in all honesty it was closer to a shriek that was abruptly shortened. And the reason it was cut short was because Lucille hit me a second time.

And then a third.

I clenched my jaw shut, eyes closing as I lifted myself up off the bench, the pain incredible. Lucille followed me up even as I tried to shut my legs and delivered another three or four slashes to my clit and labia, leaving my pussy a burning morass. I shuddered violently, almost there, so close to cumming that I could practically taste it, when suddenly I heard Mistress Isobel.

“What is going on here?” She demanded.

I opened my eyes to see her advancing on Mistress Lucille. Amanda took a step back.

Lucille turned away from me and looked at Isobel.

“PLEASE!” I squealed. “Don’t stop!”

Isobel looked down at me and then back up at Lucille.

“She asked,” Lucille said simply.

Isobel smiled. “Then finish,” she replied.

Amanda’s eyes widened as Lucille grinned. She raised the crop and brought it down with a savage swing, the leather loop at the end striking my clit perfectly. Pain and need blossomed inside me. Then the fucking vibroballs turned on, going all the way to high, and I saw that Amanda was holding the controller, playing with it.

*CRACK*

I screamed, thrusting my hips upward, spreading myself open even wider. Lucille hit me again. And then again, my pussy burning, buzzing, dripping and clenching. I threw my head back as several other mistresses and their subs gathered around, plates of food held in their hands, glasses of wine shining the light. I heard murmurs, laughter, sounds of appreciation as Lucille whipped me repeatedly between the legs.

“FUCK!” I yelled. “FUCK! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m …”


Target – Part Two

“See?” Mistress Amanda said softly. “I told you she needed extra straps to hold her down.”

Mistress Lisa leaned over me, a finger brushing my thigh where a particularly livid welt was forming just an inch or two away from my pussy. Lisa sighed and shook her head. “Yes, I see that.”

I panted, slowly calming down as the flood of endorphins left me senseless and quite happy. Even bound, I still felt great, my body thrumming with the aftereffects of orgasmic bliss. The vibroballs had been turned down to their lowest setting and my wet and dripping pussy only felt some residual heat and tingling from Lucille’s beating.

In the back of my head I was aware that I’d earned a punishment, but I didn’t really care at that point. Sure, I was trussed up, vulnerable, exposed, and the other mistresses and subs were gathering around me like vultures about to feast on a fresh roadkill, but come on… I’d just exploded. Hard. Inside my head, Dark Bre was lying in a senseless heap, tongue lolling out to the side, while Mousy Bre was sitting near her, shaking her head.

“You are so fucked up,” Mousy Bre said.

Back in the real world, Lisa pulled a leather strap out and secured my hips to the bench.

“Her chest too,” chided Amanda.

“One thing at a time,” Lisa replied.

I let out a long breath and looked around. Everyone I knew and cared about was there. Mistress Sara, the only other redhead in the Society, was wearing a black corset that made her huge breasts seem even bigger and was stroking Alissa, her star-speckled submissive while she ate. Next to her sat Mistress Haley, a tight black dress concealing her curves. Her submissive, an amazon of a woman named Morgan, was curled up on the side of the couch, her huge breasts literally cushioning her Mistress’ head.  Mistress Savannah, the blonde southern belle, was seated with Mistress Tiffany and I could see Kylie and Charlotte in a sort of sixty-nine embrace, their tongues already lapping in sapphic glory. Everyone was settling down, eating, drinking, and laughing, all ignoring the fact that I was the centerpiece of their little social.

As Lisa finished the second strap, just under my breasts, Mistress Isobel stepped into the center of the open space, just off to my left. She said nothing, just looked around, waiting. It took only seconds for the conversations around her to go quiet. It was an expression of power, of acceptance, of respect. All eyes went to Isobel.

“Ladies, welcome to the February Meeting of the Society of the Golden Rose. As you are aware, we will not be following our normal protocol for this meeting, though I can assure you all that we will still hold a punishment circle. We will also do our normal submissive exchange immediately afterward. Before we get to that however, I’m pleased to provide you with the evening’s entertainment.” She half turned, lifted a hand, and gestured at me. Everyone looked over at the bound, redheaded nympho humiliation pain slut. I blushed crimson.

“Uh…” I said, “Hi?”

“Already at it?” Savannah asked lightly. “I see Breanne’s cunt looks quite raw.”

Lucille grinned over from where she was sitting. “She was a naughty little girl. I whipped her. And she earned a punishment.”

Savannah gave me a surprised look. “You came just from being whipped?” She asked with a smile. “Well now, that’s an auspicious start.”

There was a little chuckle of laughter and Isobel continued. “As she did last month, Breanne has graciously volunteered her body to be the subject of tonight’s game. Last month she aptly served as ‘art’. Tonight, she will be our ‘target’.”

Eyes flickered over me, focusing on the concentric circles surrounding the tips of each breast, the half seen target between my legs. Then they looked at the spinners and the table. Isobel noticed their interest and the soft murmurs between various mistresses.

“Before we get started with the game, we do need to address Breanne’s lack of decorum. While she will undoubtedly cum frequently this evening, she has been informed that doing so will result in punishment,” Isobel explained. “And I can think of no better means to demonstrate some of our game’s functions, by allowing Mistress Lucille to give our selector a little spin.” She pointed to the foam board with all the options. “Lucille, please give the spinner a good turn.”

Mistress Lucille stood up, smiling and walked over to the spinner. I watched with a growing tension, realizing that I was about to get whacked somewhere on one of the targets. Everything was already exposed too, though I suppose my buttocks would have been a bit difficult to get to. Lucille grabbed the wheel and gave it a good pull.

It whirled around, the spinner clicking as the various options rolled past. Everyone sort of held their breath as the circle slowed and I watched with the wheel clicked past “all”, then almost stopped on “left buttock,” only to halt on “left foot”. Uh oh.

Isobel nodded. “The target is her left foot. Please select a tool Lucille, and deliver twenty strokes to the target.

I gulped. Twenty strokes? To my foot? I knew Lucille would aim for my arch. This was going to fucking hurt! I bit my lip as Lucille looked over the table and then selected a narrow plastic cane. She whipped it through the air and I heard the swish as it cut.

“That’s going to hurt,” muttered Amanda cheerfully.

The quiet comments and talk from the other mistresses started back up again and Lucille came over to me. She stood just a few feet away from my left foot and laid the thin stick right on my sole.

“This,” Lucille said simply, “is for being a fucking fuck slut.” Then she began swinging.

The whippy little cane cut through the air with a hiss and it sliced down on the arch of my foot with a vicious sting. I squealed, jerking my leg, but I was pretty taut and only had about an inch of movement. Lucille followed along as my toes curled, beating my toes, arch, and heel with fast and ferocious strokes until I was crying out, struggling to pull my foot away. Tears blossomed in my eyes and the bench creaked as I pulled on my bonds.

“Twenty!” Lucille called out. She lowered the stick and then grabbed my foot by the toes, twisting it toward Mistresses Amanda and Wendy, both who nodded at the reddened skin with appreciation.

“Is she still wet?” Asked Savannah curiously.

Lucille reached over and roughly groped my pussy, sticking two fingers into me. I gasped, teeth clenched, unprepared for the pleasure of that sensation combined with the burning heat coming from my foot.

“Soaked,” Lucille confirmed. She pulled her fingers out of me, wiped her digits off on my thigh, and then returned the cane to the table. “I hope she cums again soon,” she said with a sneer.

Mistress Isobel stepped back up to me, inspected my foot with a nod, and then turned back to the assembled mistresses. “Tonight’s game is simple. Each submissive will be given a sexual challenge. While she is completing that challenge, Breanne will be stimulated with the vibroballs and a set of vibrating clamps. Each challenge will have a set time limit and if the submissive can complete the task within the time limit, her mistress will have an opportunity to spin the punishment dial.” Isobel then smiled a bit more wickedly. “Submissives who fail to accomplish their challenge will receive the punishment meant for Breanne.”

Isobel went over to the table, reached under the cloth, and pulled out a large bowl. It was clear plastic and there were about two dozen folded bits of white cardstock inside. I could even see Isobel’s careful handwriting. “Who is first?” She asked playfully.

The assembled mistresses looked around and I saw Lucille whispering quickly with Amanda. Mistress Tiffany was leaning in, listening too. But before they could make any decisions, Mister Sara raised her hand.

“Alissa will go first,” she announced firmly.

Everyone, including me, looked over at Alissa. She was the youngest submissive in the entire Society. Her long brown hair was bound tightly in a braid that hung down almost to the floor when she was on her knees, and her skin was marked with a stunning pattern of speckles. It made her look exotic, but I knew those were actually scars that had come from her previous mistress. Alissa smiled and crawled out into the clear space near Isobel, and just a few feet away from where I was bound open and waiting.

Maddie appeared by my side, holding a pair of vibrating nipple clamps. She grinned down at me as Alissa straightened up. Isobel held out the bowl and Alissa blindly picked one of the pieces of paper. She held it up and I watched her eyes widen as she read it.

“Aloud Alissa,” Isobel chided.

“Yes Mistress,” my friend said. She cleared her throat. “With your teeth, take a crop to each Mistress where you will receive one stroke to your bottom. Three minutes.”

There was a titter of laughter and as Isobel selected one of the crops off the table, Madeline started attaching the clamps to my breasts. She didn't tighten them down, and for that I was grateful, but she turned both on. The vibes were built into the clamps themselves and I let out a groan as the oscillations began exciting me.

I glanced at Alissa, who now had the crop in between her teeth. I was startled to see that it was the one Lucille had used on me. I could tell, because the head was still soaked. Mistress Isobel looked over at Maddie, who I realized had a stopwatch looped around her neck. Madeline nodded and Isobel gestured to Alissa.

“You may begin,” she said simply.

Alissa went straight to Sara, which I thought was a mistake. Sara was in the middle of the collective, which meant that Alissa would need to backtrack. I’d have started on the far left, with Lucille and Amanda, then worked closer to more friendly mistresses. Sara cupped Alissa’s cheek, accepted the switch, and then as Alissa turned around, Sara gave her a solid thwack across both butt cheeks. Alissa let out a sharp little squeal, put one hand on her ass, and then hurriedly turned around, taking the cane back in her teeth. She moved a foot to the right and offered the cane to Mistress Haley.

“Bottoms up,” Haley said with a grin. Then she delivered a pretty blow to Alissa’s rump.

I had to admit, it was a difficult challenge. There were twelve mistresses and moving between them was taking the most amount of time. As Alissa got each swat, I couldn’t help noticing the red lines appearing on her ass. Clearly she was not being spared.

“Thirty seconds left,” announced Madeline as Alissa finally got over to Amanda, Tiffany, and Lucille. Amanda gestured at Alissa to hurry, snatched the crop from her mouth and smacked her hard across the ass, then forced it back between her teeth. Tiffany went next, giving Alissa a cursory swat, then Lucille finished it all off, giving Alissa a stroke hard enough to make the little braided girl gasp.

“Times up,” announced Madeline.

Mistress Sara stood up. “But she was successful,” Sara said with pleasure. She was dressed in black leather pants and a corset that pushed her breasts upward. It was an impressive outfit. She wasn’t wearing heels, but instead had on black flats, which spoke volumes about her intelligence. She walked over to the spinner, grabbed hold of the edge, and whirled it downward. I tensed as it rotated and when it landed on “Both Buttocks,” I quivered.

“Twenty strokes across both buttocks,” confirmed Isobel.

“Twenty?” I blurted out.

Isobel looked over at me. “Each time you are targeted it will be twenty strokes.”

“Holy fuck!” I blubbered. Sara approached and leaned over slightly, examining my ass.

“Mmmmh,” she said, running a hand over my flank. “Let’s turn this a nice red color, shall we?” Then she pulled the paddle back and smacked me hard.

I’ve been spanked before. Multiple times. I’ve been bent over knees, bound on coffee tables, hauled over sofa arms. This was much worse. I couldn’t move and while Sara aimed for my buttocks, she moved a little higher than I would have preferred with a number of her blows. This left the backsides of my legs, right where they met my rump, stinging and hot and I was mewling with the pain and heat by the time she reached the twenty count. Of course, the vibroballs were still inside me, buzzing away, as were the nipple clamps. As the stinging changed to heat I felt my loins tightening, my body charging as waves of stimulation swirled up into my brain.

“Charlotte will be next,” announced Tiffany.

Charlotte was a beautiful blonde girl with a cheerleader type body. Athletic, but not as muscular as Georgia. Her hair was cut at about shoulder length and she reached up to the bowl eagerly, grabbing one of the slips. She unfolded it and then read it aloud.

“Balance a dildo on the bridge of your nose while straddling the face of the submissive of your choice. Do not touch the dildo or drop it for four minutes.” She looked up at her mistress. “Oh,” she said softly.

Isobel smiled, already holding out a thick rubber dildo she’d picked up from the nearby table. “Who do you choose, Charlotte?”

Charlotte took the rubber cock. “Gwendolyn.”

Gwennie hurried forward and lay down right next to Charlotte. There was a little bit of maneuvering and I watched Charlotte straddled Gwen, bracing herself. She gasped as Gwen pulled her loins downward a bit more, spreading Charlotte’s knees wider, but then I watched with amusement as Charlotte put the side of the dildo on her nose and carefully moved her hands away.

And Gwen started licking.

For a moment, I thought Gwen would go easy on Charlotte, especially considering the chummy way their mistresses behaved. But in seconds Charlotte was twitching at the hips and I could tell that Gwen was really going at her. I couldn’t see Gwen’s face, since I was looking at Charlotte’s pert little ass, but it was definitely starting quiver. Whatever Gwen was doing, she was doing it intensely.

Which is why the dildo never had a chance.

I think Charlotte was about a minute and a half in when a spasm rippled through her and the dildo started to fall. She reached up and grabbed it, much to Mistress Tiffany’s disgust. What was funny though was that Charlotte just stayed there, mounted on Gwen’s face, while Tiffany rose, stalked over to the spinner, and gave it a firm push. Everyone except Gwen and Charlotte watched in fascination as it rolled around, clicking through each option.

It landed on “Both Feet.” I blinked, pleased to have avoided that punishment.

Tiffany examined the table and opted for a double paddle made of leather. I rolled my eyes. It would make a hell of a lot of noise, but it wasn’t going to hurt that much. Tiffany walked over to where Charlotte was still grinding her pussy into Gwen’s face, and pushed her forward. Charlotte let out a gasp, but caught herself on all fours.

“Keep your cunt on Gwen’s mouth,” Tiffany ordered, putting her hand on Charlotte’s back. “And lift your feet up into the air. Count the strokes out loud please.”

I felt a twinge between my own legs. Charlotte had pretty feet. Delicately painted toenails and a white, smooth arch that made me want to get out a bottle of oil and just rub her soles. With them sticking up in the air like that, making perfect targets, I felt a surge of arousal that was half jealousy and half overwhelming desire. I started breathing just a little harder, my own pussy quivering as I watched Gwen and Charlotte play.

Tiffany lifted the double paddle over her head and brought it down hard on Charlotte’s right foot. It made a disturbingly loud cracking sound as the two leather pieces were slapped together, with Charlotte’s sole being at the bottom. She squealed a bit and I watched her toes curl, then her ankle swivel as she dealt with the sting. Almost instantly I could see the skin flush a little pink.

“One,” she blurted out.

Mistress Tiffany didn’t waste time. She swung at Charlotte’s left foot. Again the girl yelped. “Two!”

Gwen spread her legs and I couldn’t help wondering if she was wordlessly asking for a swat on the pussy herself.

“Three!” Screeched Charlotte as Tiffany switched back to the first foot again, the sound of the paddle loud and clear.

“Four!”

I couldn’t help it. My hips started to roll and I felt the waves of pleasure from the vibroballs. My breasts were tingling and all I could think of was what it would feel like having my clit licked and sucked on while my feet were spanked. I wanted to get off the bench, close my legs, and go hold Charlotte while she suffered. And I wanted her to take Gwen’s place, with me straddling her, my own feet offered up for the same torment.

Tiffany continued the punishment, working her way upward. Somewhere in the mid-tweens Charlotte screamed, but not from the spanking of the bottoms of her feet, but from Gwen’s tongue swirling around and over her clit. Gwen clung to her too, not letting off the suction and I watched as Charlotte exploded, drenching Gwen’s face in pussy juice. The last few strokes were delivered as Charlotte slumped, held in place by Gwendolyn’s arms, until finally she croaked out a suffering “twenty.”

With a dramatic whirl, Mistress Tiffany dumped the paddle back on the table and helped Charlotte off Gwen, who lay there grinning like an idiot, her face coated in girl goo.

Mistress Amanda waved her hand. “Gwen can take the next one,” she said with resignation.

Mistress Isobel nodded and held out the bowl for Gwen, who sat up. She plucked one of the papers from the bowl.

“Lay spread-eagled on the ground, with looped bells on your hands and feet, and allow the mistress of your choice, other than your own, to tickle you with an ostrich feather. Do not let the bells ring.” She blinked and looked up. “Jesus fucking Christ!”

The laughter that followed was actually pretty amusing as everyone took in Gwen’s dismay. I had to admit, there was no way I could have tolerated that either. Isobel produced two sets of jingle bells, each attached to a ribbon, and as Gwendolyn lay down, spreading herself open, Isobel tied one set of bells to the big toe on Gwen’s right foot. Then Isobel put the other on Gwen’s left thumb.

“Who will tickle you, Gwennie?”

Gwne bit her lip. “Um, Mistress Lucille please.”

My eyebrow went up. Why on earth would Gwen choose Lucille? That didn’t make any sense. Lucille wouldn’t get anything out of it. And frankly, she was the cruelest mistress around. She’d do whatever she could to make sure Gwen received the punishment.

Isobel nodded and looked up. “Lucille?”

An ostrich feather was produced and across from me I saw Madeline start the timer. Lucille stood over Gwen and ran the feather down her exposed ribcage, eliciting a gasp. I figured Lucille would then brush the tip of the feather over Gwen’s loins, tickling her along the bikini line, except Lucille went back up to Gwen’s breasts, rubbing the tips. Gwen gasped, but it was clearly titillating, rather than excruciating.

“I don’t think she’s ticklish there,” called Savannah with a snort. There was a murmur of agreement, but Lucille didn’t seem to care. She just kept on rubbing the feather back and forth across Gwen’s tits.

“Almost out of time!” Someone called out. It was only in the last few seconds that I realized what Lucille was doing. It wasn’t about Gwen at all. It was about me.

“Time!” Madeline called out.

Gwen rolled up off the floor quivering and she gave me a huge grin. Lucille didn’t bother looking, but returned to her seat as Mistress Amanda stood up. She walked over to the spinner and gave it a strong pull. I felt a growing tension as it rotated, clicking until “Right Buttock” was selected. Amanda gave me a studious look, then grabbed one of the leather strops.

Oh shit.

“Twenty strokes,” Isobel reminded her. Amanda nodded and got into position. She didn’t offer me a warning, or gave me spurious orders. She just pulled her arm back and then let loose, swinging the flexible leather and letting it crash into my right flank.

“Owwwww!” I squealed, the hot wash of pain flashing up as I jerked. My pussy locked down around the vibroballs, which suddenly seemed twice as powerful. My ass tightened and when I relaxed, panting hard, Mistress Amanda hit me again in exactly the same spot.

“OWW! Fuck!” I cried out. I felt the sting, which then melted into pure heat, and I struggled to get away from Mistress Amanda’s swinging strop. It walloped me again and I yelped, but the belt around my waist kept me from moving away. I almost wished she’d selected “both buttocks” because having all the pain just on one side was absolutely horrible. I let out a choked sob as I endured the spanking.

When Amanda was done, I was further away from orgasm and I could feel it. My ass felt like one side had been dipped in molten lava. I blinked tears out of my eyes as Amanda walked away, clearly pleased with herself. She sat down next to Lucille, who grinned over at me with a dark look.

Bitch.

Isobel stood back up and looked around. “Any other volunteers?”

Mistress Jillian waved her hand and gave Wendy a push with her foot. Wendy was a cute little brunette with glasses and reminded me of Meg from the Family Guy. Except cuter. And thinner. Wendy licked her lips apprehensively as she crawled over to Mistress Isobel, who held the bowl full of challenges. She reared up and selected one, then read it aloud.

“Complete the mini anal gauntlet in three minutes. Full insertion,” she read softly.

Oh. Wow. What the hell was the “mini anal gauntlet”?

Evidently I wasn’t the only one who had no clue what it was, because almost immediately the assembled mistresses began talking and everyone turned to watch Isobel as she reached under the tablecloth again, only to pull a five foot long board out from under the table. It had some small braces to keep it up off the floor by a few inches, but the impressive thing was the five anal plugs secured in place. They were of various sizes and shapes, from thick and conical to long and knobby. The final one seemed huge. Isobel dragged it out into the middle of the open space, right next to Wendy, and then dropped a small bottle of oil next to her.

“You may lube your bottom,” Isobel said graciously.

Wendy eyed the last plug skeptically. “That thing is huge,” she whispered. Mistress Jillian stood up, came over to her sub, and put a hand on her shoulder.

“You can do this,” Jillian urged.

Wendy swallowed and nodded. “Help me lube, Mistress?” She held up the bottle.

Jillian smiled. “Of course.”

Wendy nodded and bent over, raising her ass up in the air. It was adorable and I watched as Mistress Jillian poured an impressive amount of oil into her crack, rubbing her vigorously before working a finger, then two, into Wendy’s poor little bottom. She let out an appropriate little squawk and then Jillian literally poured more oil down into her upturned ass.

“There you are, darling. Do your best,” Jillian said, wiping her hand across Wendy’s flank.

Wendy straightened back up and moved to the end of the “mini anal gauntlet.” I understood the basic concept. The second she touched the first plug to her butthole, the timer would start. She would need to fully impale her bottom on each of the five phalli within the three minute time limit. I grimaced. I was glad it wasn’t me. I hate things in my bottom. And those were not exactly easy plugs. The shortest one was also the thickets. The tallest one had huge knobs. None of them would be comfortable. And to do it fast enough?

Wendy knelt over the first plug, the shortest, and lowered herself down. Jillian, kneeling close by, gave her a smile. “You’ll need to go fast, darling.”

Wendy nodded. She took a deep breath, then pushed herself down.

So, imagine having a tapered beer can underneath you, and imagine trying to sit on it. That’s almost exactly what Wendy was doing. I couldn’t see as much as I would have preferred, since her calf was in the way, but from her body language, from the way her back arched and her legs spread wide, there was little doubt in my mind that she took that fucking plug as if it were made for her butt. I’ve never, not once, been able to handle that kind of straight out ass slamming, and to see it done so smoothly, without a sound other than a groan, was downright impressive.

“Full insertion,” announced Isobel, who was standing directly behind.

Wendy shuddered, rose up, and I could see the plug glistening with oil as it came out of her bottom. She scooted forward, this time to a narrower, but slightly curved phallus, grabbed hold of it with her hand, and then drove it into her bottom. She went down with similar skill and I gaped, pussy quivering as I watched her just take it.

Good grief.

Again, Isobel called out full insertion and I suddenly realized that the three minute time span was a ridiculously long amount of time for someone like Wendy. Me? It would have taken a week! This girl? Holy crap! Suddenly she was on plug number three, groaning as it slid into her lubricated ass. I bit my lip, watching as she cleared the third plug and moved onto the fourth. The largest. And sure enough, she sank down, only to earn a round of freaking applause from the assembled mistresses.

Jillian especially cheered and hugged Wendy as she pulled her submissive off the gauntlet. I could see that Wendy’s butt hole was dark and huge and my hips churned as my pussy tightened. I was going to get another twenty strokes. A little flurry of panic rushed through me as I saw Jillian kiss Wendy, then stand up, heading to the spinner.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck.

Jillian stepped back as the spinner clicked and we both held our breath until it stopped on “left buttock.”

I shook my head. Great. Just great.

Unlike Mistress Charlotte, Jillian selected a thick, rattan cane and I pulled away as she came closer. She moved off to my right, bending under my leg, and with quick strokes, began beating out a fresh tempo on my left flank.

I think I would have preferred the mini anal gauntlet.

The cane made me hiss with the first few strokes, but then as the heat and hurt penetrated, I began yelping. By the time Jillian got into the teens I was wailing, trying to pull away as the hurt just blossomed. Even the vibrations at the tips of my breasts and deep in my pussy weren’t enough to counteract the pain. I let out a choked sob, feet twisting as I struggled to cope.

“Twenty,” Jillian announced, pulling back. Isobel leaned forward and looked at my bottom, which I had little doubt had twenty red welts developing along one side. Several of them had technically landed on my thigh and I was blinking tears from my eyes as Jillian put the rattan cane back down on the table. She gathered up Wendy, who had turned to watch, and together they returned to the easy chair Jillian had been occupying.

Haley went next, or more accurately, she had Morgan crawl into the center of the open space, grab a piece of paper and read out the next challenge.

“Three submissives of my choice will try to force you to cum with pencil vibrators for five minutes. Resist,” she read aloud. Morgan grinned, looked up, and then pointed.

“Alissa, Kylie, and Georgia.”

There was a bit of a mutter as both Alissa and Kylie had to be disentwined from what they were doing. Alissa had been busily carpet munching Mistress Sara’s pussy while Kylie had been on her back, legs spread, with Mistress Sara’s foot rubbed her sex while Sara’s fingers caressed the bottoms of Kylie’s feet. It took them a minute but finally all three were armed with those narrow tipped vibrators that looked like bristleless toothbrushes.

“You may begin.”

Morgan had decided to remain kneeling and Alissa moved behind her, only to lie on her back and move between her legs. I saw her slip the end of the vibe into Morgan’s pussy, swirl it around, and then pull it back out to press it against Morgan’s ass. At the same time, Kylie was rubbing her tip against Morgan’s clit, and then Georgia got in on the game, running her vibe down from Morgan’s huge breast down to her slit.

Morgan gasped, shivering as the vibrations surged through her, and when Georgia and Kylie managed to pin Morgan’s clit between the tips of their vibrators, I suspected that Morgan wasn’t going to be able to resist. What I didn't realize though was that Morgan had picked her position wisely. Her hips jerked, causing the tips to move away from her pussy and it took Kylie and Georgia time to reposition. Even Alissa was having trouble keeping her vibrator in the right place for stimulation. The clock ticked by quickly and I felt a resurgence of desire, my pussy vibrating in a similar fashion. The nipple clamps were definitely not helping.

For a minute there, I thought Morgan wasn’t going to make it. She was quivering and gasping clearly on the cusp of orgasm as the last few seconds slipped away and I realized that both Kylie and Alissa were actually trying their hardest to make her cum, thus sparing me another punishment. Morgan however was adamant, strong and confident, and she withstood the direct stimulation of her clit until Madeline called out the five minutes and Kylie, Alissa, and Georgia were all forced to pull away, leaving Morgan desperate and wanting.

And me waiting.

This time it was Mistress Haley who spun the dial and I watched it click through all the options until it settled on the one target I’d been both dreading and praying for.

“Pussy,” Isobel said simply. “Haley, pick your weapon.”

And just like that, I was hyperventilating.

Haley spent almost half a minute deciding what she was going to hit me with and I almost felt a sense of relief when she picked up the leather sap. I knew what it was going to feel like. It was going to hurt, but with my legs spread and the buzzing, there was a chance I was going to cum. Which I also realized was absolutely horrible. I licked my lips as she came closer, only to move around under my leg to stand by my side.

“I want everyone to be able to see,” Haley said simply.

Isobel smiled.

“Smack her good!” Lucille crowed.

There was a scattering of applause and my hips rolled as I braced myself, chest heaving. My pulse raced as Mistress Haley raised the sap, and then with almost negligent care, slapped it down hard on my clitoris. The flexible leather of the paddle curled downward, smashing my petals flat and leaving a burning sting from the apex of my pussy down to the very opening. I squealed, thrashing on the bench, heat and scorched fury seeming to emanate from my groin. Haley responded to my mewling cries simply by giving me another wet, hard spank between the legs and I cried out, jerking my hips. Not that I went anywhere. It certainly didn’t take my stinging pussy out of the target zone. The third blow landed wetly and my vision began to tunnel. Pain laced through me, as did pleasure and I gritted my teeth. I didn’t want things to come together. I wanted it to just hurt. But the stretch in my thighs, the way I was tied down, the vibrations of the vibrator in my cunt and the stupid clamps on my nipples. Stimulation was burning through me and as expected, by the time everything got to my brain, my psyche was in no condition to pass judgement.

In the recess of my mind, Mousy Bre was desperately trying to wrangle each nervous twitch, swinging a lasso around each, and trying to determine which corral it needed to go in. There were two. Pain and pleasure and at first, she did fine. But then so many twitches began coming that she couldn’t cope with the flow. The pleasure corral suddenly became flooded with twitches, many of which should have been in the other pen. She cried out as she was swept from her feet and Dark Bre, armed with a cattle prod, dived in to rescue her.

Or maybe to fuck her stupid. Who knows?

I let out a hissing squeal as my pussy quivered and I had no fucking clue how many strokes I’d taken, or how many I had left. All I knew was that I was close. Damn close. Close as cousins. My toes curled and I was pumping my hips, not that I could go anywhere, and the noises coming from my throat almost certainly indicated my imminent detonation. I was going to pop. Vociferously. 

“Twenty!” Haley said, pulling the sap away from my scorched pussy. I cried out.

“NO! FUCK! MORE! HIT ME MORE! PLEASE!” I let out a choked cry. “PLEASE! I’M SO CLOSE!”

Haley’s eyes widened and she glanced at Isobel. Isobel shrugged and Haley frowned, indecision written across her face. I wailed and closed my fingers into fists. “Hit me! Hit me! Please! Oh, Mistress Haley! Please let me cum!”

Lucille suddenly stood up. “Oh, for God’s sake,” she muttered. She crossed in front of the table, snatched up the same crop she’d used before, and swung it down sharply on my cunt. I let out an excruciated scream, my head snapping up, but Lucille snapped her wrist down again. Then she flicked the crop back and forth, up and down, flicking my clitoris sharply until I threw my head backward, arching my back, cum squirting out of my buzzing, fluttering, bursting pussy.

Isobel suddenly grabbed hold of the crop, but Lucille had clearly stopped. Their eyes met and there was a flash of defiance in Mistress Lucille’s expression. “She needed it,” Lucille said simply. “Couldn’t you see?”

I sucked in a harsh breath and shuddered.

Haley looked at me with concern, but when she realized I was high as a kite, riding the euphoria of sexual orgasm, she let out a frustrated breath and took her sap back to the table. Lucille let go of the crop, leaving it in Isobel’s hand.

“Whatever,” Lucille sneered and returned to her seat. She sat down, arms crossed.

Isobel came over to me. “Breanne? Are you okay?”

I smiled stupidly. “Mmmmmmmmmm,” I said.

“Bre, are you hurting?”

I nodded, an idiot’s grin on my face. “Oh… oh yeah….” I said dreamily.

Savannah stood up and came over. She looked down at me and snorted. “Give her a moment. She’s floating.”

Isobel frowned but then nodded. “I’m not sure… should she be punished for this?

Lucille’s eyes widened. “Damn right she should be punished for this.”

Isobel looked at Savannah who nodded in agreement. Then Isobel took a deep breath. “Alright. I will spin and deliver the punishment.” She went over to the dial, gave it a firm spin, and waited.

Click, click, click, click, click, click… 


Target – Part Three

“Both Breasts,” Isobel announced as everyone watched the spinner come to a stop.

Everyone sort of got quiet for that. Except me. I was still panting and grinning like a fucking moron from the orgasm. Drug highs. What can I say? I’m an addict.

Isobel went to the table and picked up a flogger. It was a simple rubber stranded one, with about a hundred strings. She ducked under my outstretched leg and began removing the nipple clamp from my breast. Savannah went around to the other side and helped. A moment later I groaned as the clamps came loose, letting my pinched nipples get a chance to breathe. Isobel lifted the flogger, aimed at my breasts, and then swung it down straight at me.

I won’t lie. I was totally unprepared. I was still on cloud nine and the last thing I was expecting was for my boobs to suddenly be the epicenter of my own little hornet attack. It stung. I yipped as the flogger flattened my boobs, tore at my nipples, and then were pulled away. I gasped, turned my head to look at her, and managed to watch as the next blow landed.

“Owww,” I hissed. Mistress Isobel didn’t slow down. She slashed a third time, and then a fourth, with almost no space between them. This, if you didn’t know, is the way you need to use a flogger. Each blow in and of itself isn’t that bad, but combine them in a flurry, whipping away at your target’s soft bits, and the sting starts to compile, getting progressively more painful. My boobs jumped around, lashed by the narrow strands of rubber and by the time Mistress Isobel got halfway through the required twenty, my tits were starting to burn.

I whined at first, a high-pitched sound that made it clear I was in some discomfort. And I was. The stinging was starting to turn to heat and then there was more stinging, adding to that heat. I closed my eyes, arching my back, which only pushed my breasts upward, straight at my tormentor. She took advantage of it, slashing down harder.

I sucked in a breath and when I let it out this time, I couldn’t control myself. It was a full-throated wail. My boobs felt like they were being dragged across sandpaper. Fast. On top of that, someone had dipped them both in hot wax. Or something. I closed my eyes, jaw clenched, and as Isobel approached the twentieth stroke, I threw my head back, trembling.

*CRACK*

I almost let out a sob of relief as Mistress Isobel stepped back. She wasn’t even breathing fast, though I certainly was. I felt a touch on my right breast, only to turn my head and see Mistress Savannah happily attaching the vibrator clamp back onto my nipple. I whimpered as she tightened it down, way more than it had been the first time, and I gave her a pained look. She only grinned up at me.

She whispered, “I know, Bre.”

Then Mistress Isobel started putting the other clamp back on me. A moment later I was enduring the vibrations again, this time through sensitized nipples. If I hadn’t cum, just a few minutes before, I’d have been in serious trouble of earning another punishment.

I blinked. Was I aroused? Already?

My pussy was still dripping and no one had turned off the vibroballs. I let my head fall back down with a groan and then Isobel returned the whip to the table. It took her a moment, but then she looked back at the assembled mistresses. “Who would like their submissive to take the next challenge?”

Mistress Lisa waved her hand. “Georgia will go next.” She patted the Thai girl’s shoulder and I watched listlessly as Georgia crawled into the open space near where I was bound. I let out a breath of relief. There was no way Georgia was going to fail her challenge, which meant I would get a break from punishment.

But not from stimulation.

Georgia pulled her slip of paper from the bowl and I saw her grimace. “Using clamps of your choice, support one pound of weight per minute from your breasts for four minutes.”

There was a soft murmur and Georgia gave the slip to Isobel. This was not a “fun” challenge and played more into the sadistic interests of the dominatrixes watching. The Society matron nodded and gestured at the table. “You may select whichever set of clamps you think might be appropriate. The weights are near them.”

I glanced over at the table. Sure enough, there were a variety of clamps laid out, several of them connected by either string or chains. Georgia crawled over, stood, then selected the clover clamps. I sympathized. The duckbill clamps might have been less painful, but if she wanted to keep the weights off the ground, she needed something secure. And she’d need to secure them tightly. I sort of doubted that those clover clamps had been customized with non-slip ridges like the ones I have at home. Georgia also grabbed the weights and with a stoic look on her face, returned to her spot in front of me, setting the weights on the floor.

Putting clover clamps on yourself isn’t difficult but doing it in such a way so that your poor nipples can support four pounds of weight takes some sacrifice. You must put the pincers far back and high, so that your nipple itself almost acts like a stop. Georgia had her back to me so I couldn’t see what she was doing, but from the way her back muscles rippled, I knew that she’d done it right. She knelt, spreading her legs wide with perfect submissive demeanor, then bent down and picked up the first weight. I saw Madeline lift the timer and a moment later Georgia gasped and I saw both hands move to her sides, then clasp behind her back.

No one really spoke and I understood why. What Georgia was doing deserved respect. Even Mistress Lucille and her group liked Georgia and her mistress and everyone watched as Georgia suffered.

“One minute,” Madeline announced softly.

Georgia unclasped her hands, reached down, and picked up another weight. Again, I couldn’t see, but there was no doubt she hung it on the chain attached between her nipples. Two pounds. Ouch. I lay there, my pussy and nipples buzzing, wondering if I would have had the same quiet dignity as Georgia, or if I’d been blubbering.

“Two minutes,” Madeline called out. I blinked as Georgia picked up the third pound of weight and hung it from her breasts. She didn’t make a sound, just endured it, and now came a few whispers. Including some support, which I thought was nice. I felt my bottom tightening as I realized that I needed to be one person discouraging her, because if she was successful, Mistress Lisa would be spinning that wheel of pain and I’d be the one getting punished.

Madeline smiled. “Three minutes,” she said and the fourth pound went on. Georgia was starting to tremble, just a little, and I could see it in her buttocks as she braced herself. Her nipples had to be throbbing angrily and I whimpered in sympathetic pain. My own breasts were clamped, even though I was being vibrated instead of having weights attached. I knew what she was enduring. I’ve done exactly what she was doing. What sucked is that she didn’t have a vibrator in her pussy, or someone licking her.

I can tolerate tremendous amounts of physical pain if I’m also suffering some sort of sexual pleasure. Want to twist my nipples, followed by covering them in hot wax and a solid whipping? Easy – just stuff me with a vibrator and keep me on the edge of cumming and you can pretty much do whatever you want to my tits. Want to paddle my ass until my buttocks are bright red and bruised? No problem. Put vibrating pendants on my tits and vibroballs in my cunt so that I get all confused about whether I’m cumming or going. Want to take a leather sap to my pussy and beat me until I’m sobbing? Well… actually, I just like that anyway. Go right ahead.

“Four minutes!” Madeline crowed and Mistress Lisa darted forward even as Georgia let out a soft whimper, her hands coming up to her breasts. Mistress Lisa quickly removed the weights, dropping them on the floor, and then I heard Georgia cry out as the clover clamps were released. The hardware dropped too and Georgia cupped her bosom, leaning against Mistress Lisa, who kissed her soundly.

“Well done,” I heard Lisa say. Georgia nodded and I saw them both look up at me. Georgia looked… I’m not sure. Sad? Resigned? Accepting? I’m not sure. Sympathetic? She knew that I was about to get it. Mistress Lisa stood up, her hand going through Georgia's short dark hair before she walked over to the punishment wheel. She gave it a good spin and everyone, including me, watched with vested interest.

I bit my lip as the little dial clicked through the options. They were mixed up of course. Left foot, right breast, both buttocks, followed by pussy, which I thought unfair since my poor slit was listed twice. Then there were both feet followed by the left breast, preceding the right buttock. But the option that really worried me was the one that said “all”. What the hell did that mean? Did it mean I’d get twenty strokes on every target? Which is why, when the little dial stopped on pussy, I didn’t know whether I was lucky, or in trouble.

Everyone sort of straightened up in excitement when Mistress Lisa went to the table and I suppose that the big question was what she was going to use on me. I’d already been hit with the crop and the leather sap between the legs. I’d known Mistress Lisa for several years and she didn’t have favorites the way Mistress Savannah did. She looked across the table to my immediate discomfort, and picked up a zapper.

“Is this alright?” She asked Isobel. “I realize it isn’t technically a striking instrument but…”

“It is totally acceptable,” Isobel replied immediately. She gestured over at my outstretched legs. “Please go ahead.”

My eyes widened. “Wait. Please… can’t you use a flogger? Or a whip?” I blurted out as Mistress Lisa approached. The zapper was a triangular wand and the end delivered a rather painful shock. She extended it as I suddenly began to struggle, trying to break the leather strap holding my loins in place.

“You like those too much,” Mistress Lisa said, extending the zapper. She touched the end to my clitoris and I tensed. Then the shock hit me.

“FUCK!” I shouted, pain shooting through my pussy. I grimaced, eyes closing, mouth curled up into a pained expression and my toes curled. My ass quivered as everything below my waist tightened horribly. She didn’t really give me much time to cope either. Maybe ten seconds? Then she moved the tip down to my labia, along the left side of my pussy, and gave me another solid zap.

“IIIEEEEEE!” I squealed. Freaking hell! That fucking hurt! I bit my lip as my body reacted to the pain. My pussy was locked solid around the vibroballs and I squeezed my eyes shut, hurting.

So, I didn’t see it coming when she pressed the zapper to my perineum and elicited another scream from me. Panting, wailing, I struggled on the bench, pulling hard and kicking, all to no avail. She zapped my right labia twice, then nailed my clit again.

I let out a sob as my body twitched violently, trying to avoid the fucking zapper but nothing worked. I was bound open, my thighs stretched out, legs wide apart, and Mistress Lisa seemed to have no problem finding a target for the electric probe. I let out a cry, tears brimming as pain lanced through me, over and over, and I realized that she had started to focus on my clit, coming back to my swollen, burning little nub over and over. I burst into tears as she hit me with a few zaps, leaving me sobbing.

“Georgia,” Mistress Lisa said softly, “would you please get Breanne back to the edge?”

Isobel opened her mouth to protest as Georgia crawled over to me, still on her knees, but then Mistress Isobel glanced down at my face and nodded in acceptance. Georgia rose, but her hands on my outstretched thighs, and then began lapping softly at my clit. I jerked back at the sensation, yelping with fear, but then the pleasure hurt and once more my tormentors fucked with my head, sending waves of pleasure after the pain. Which just confused me even more.

Go figure.

“Who is next?” Asked Mistress Isobel. This time Mistress Savannah stood up, gesturing at Kylie.

“Kylie is next,” Savannah announced.

Isobel smiled and nodded. “Very well,” she held out the bowl.

“Out of curiosity, how long do you plan to allow Georgia to lick Breanne?” Savannah said in a conversational tone.”

Everyone glanced at Georgia, except me of course. My eyes were closed as I reveled in the soft, wet bliss being perpetuated on my clit. My hips were rolling almost as much as they were when her mistress was zapping me.

“Until the next challenge is finished and either Breanne is getting punished, or Kylie is.”

Lucille snorted. “Yeah? What if Bre cums? You know how she is.”

Isobel smiled. “Then Breanne will receive an extra punishment, as per the rules.”

Savannah grinned. “Very well. Kylie, pick a challenge.”

I opened my eyes to look past Georgia’s bobbing head and darting tongue, to see Kylie reach up and grab a slip of paper. She unfolded it carefully, then read it aloud.

“Select a submissive of your choice and lick her to orgasm in less than five minutes.”

Lucille laughed. “Damn! I couldn’t have picked it better myself! There’s no way Breanne can last five minutes!”

Kylie looked down, clearly uncertain about the situation and Isobel put a hand on her shoulder. “Pick girl.” I understood Kylie’s dilemma. Who had already experienced an orgasm that evening? Almost all of the submissives had been subjected to a variety of torments and sexual stimulation. The last thing Kylie wanted to do was pick someone who had just exploded. I could see her looking around, her brow furrowed, when suddenly she smiled.

“Madeline,” she said.

The little French maid holding the stopwatch looked up in surprise. I glanced at Mistress Isobel who frowned. Maddie hurried forward and handed the timer to her mistress with a grin. Isobel suddenly let out a little chuckle.

“A wise choice,” she said to Kylie. “Savannah, I’m impressed with your submissive’s quick thinking.”

Savannah grinned. “She’s not just sweet and sexy. She’s bright too.”

Isobel nodded. “Very well,” she said. Then she turned toward Madeline, who was already getting into position, kneeling and lifting her little tutu of a skirt. “You will resist cumming for the entire five minutes, or it won’t just be Breanne getting to bear out the results of the spinner.”

Madeline’s eyes widened. She swallowed, then nodded at her mistress.

“That’s not fair,” chided Mistress Lynda from one of the nearby sofas.

Isobel smiled. “It’s my prerogative,” she replied.

Kylie rolled over onto her back and slid up under Madeline’s legs. Since Georgia was still licking and lapping at my own clit, I knew intimately what Maddie was about to experience. Isobel told Kylie to start licking and then activated the timer.

There is something heavenly about someone licking your clit. Especially if it’s another girl. Don’t get me wrong – I like it when guys do it too. They’re rough and intense and exciting. Women on the other hand are soft and steady and they build things up. Or at least, that’s how Georgia was doing it. By the time Mistress Isobel told Kylie that she had a minute left, I was twitching madly and close enough to orgasm that I wasn’t entirely sure I was going to make it to the four minute mark.

Alissa must have been adopting a different strategy than Georgia because Madeline was trembling violently, her fingers balled up into fists. I could see her panting from exertion and I wondered if she was really trying to resist. I whimpered just as she did, and I couldn’t help wondering if my cheeks had the same ruddy complexion.

“Thirty seconds,” intoned Mistress Isobel.

I clenched my jaw as Georgia suddenly changed tactics, licking up and down my slit and doing some things with her tongue that should have been illegal. Or under different circumstances, totally required. I let out a high pitched squeal and everyone sort of started looking at me instead of Madeline, which is why half of them missed Maddie’s sudden cry and pained expression. I was still the star of the show and poor Georgia got a mouthful of girl goo as I exploded wetly.

Kylie pulled out from under Madeline, who slumped over to the side, her hips still twitching madly. Mistress Savannah handed Kylie a small hand towel and she wiped off her face as the Southern Belle stepped around Maddie and went straight to the spinner.

“Once for Breanne’s punishment for cumming,” Savannah said brightly. “And then another for Kylie winning the challenge. Correct?”

Isobel nodded. “And then one for Madeline.”

Mistress Savannah spun the wheel and I lay there, legs still spread, my clit swollen and wet, pussy gushing, as the clicking sound of the dial hitting the pins went by. Slowly it stopped and I cringed.

“Left breast,” Savannah announced. “That’s for cumming of course.” Then she reached up and gave the bloody wheel another spin. My eyes widened as the wheel stopped with the indicator on “pussy.”

“Oh God,” I whispered, seeing Savannah grin.

“How appropriate,” she said.

“Savannah?” Asked Isobel. “Would you mind giving the dial one more turn for Madeline?”

Savannah laughed and then spun the stupid thing a third time. Madeline looked up, her eyes unfocused as the wheel flashed. I watched the options going by in a blur, already trying to come to grips with the fact that I was about to get twenty strokes to my left boob, followed by my pussy. The wheel started to slow down and we all watched with widening eyes as the option rolled from both feet to left breast to pussy… and then went one more click.

To the option that said “all.”

No one said a word as Madeline stared at the spinner. It was pure dumb luck. There were twelve options. Granted, the fact that I was getting another pussy whipping certainly made it clear that the one sixth chance every spin of getting my slit swatted made the numbers look scary. But there was only one “all”. We’d never hit it. Not once. There was a one in twelve chance of getting it!

Isobel stared at the wheel and then she took a deep breath as everyone sort of sat there in shock. Even Savannah didn’t quite know what to say. Isobel looked around, almost as if she were looking for a way out. Finally she cleared her throat.

“Madeline, please remove your uniform and lay down on the floor. I will need six mistresses to assist me in delivering Maddie’s punishment.”

I blinked. Six? Oh my God! Were they really going to do it?

Madeline looked close to tears and she began to undress, pulling off the little French maid costume.

“Savannah? Please start Breanne’s punishment,” Isobel added.

Mistress Savannah blinked and then nodded. “Of course,” she replied, turning toward the table. She picked up one of the crops, swishing it back and forth. She walked past Madeline who slid her black tutu and apron off.

I tore my eyes off Maddie to watch Savannah, who ducked under my right leg. She lifted the crop over me and then reached across my chest.

“Are you ready for your punishment, Breanne?” She asked.

I gulped. “Please, Mistress Savannah. Please let me do the punishment for Madeline.”

Savannah hesitated. Then she looked back at Madeline’s mistress.  “Isobel?”

Isobel was staring at me.

“Please?” I asked again, this time louder. “Please? Let me take her punishment?”

Across the way, Lucille laughed. “Oh hell yes. I’ll volunteer to help!”

Then Isobel’s eyes hardened. “No. You earn your own punishments. As does Madeline.”

Savannah grinned, grabbed my left breast between iron hard fingers, removed the vibrating nipple clamp that had been chewing on the nipple, and plumped the soft rondure of my breast. “Twenty strokes then,” she said glibly. The crop snapped down and I felt a burning sting slash across my nipple. I threw my head back, grimacing and Savannah flicked her wrist again, striking my breast. I hissed, then on the third stroke, I squealed. I closed my eyes for a second and when I opened them again, Savannah was still poised to strike, six other mistresses had risen and were now selecting from the table.

Mistress Sarah opted for a rattan cane brush and positioned herself near Madeline’s left breast. Mistress Jillian had grabbed the electric zapper that had been used on me earlier. Mistress Lucille had selected a leather sap and was standing quite deliberately between Madeline’s outstretched legs, clearly intent on giving Maddie’s clit the same sort of treatment I’d received. Mistress Amanda had a small leather paddle and had grabbed Maddie’s left ankle, hauling it up and outward, while Mistress Halley grabbed the other leg, a leather strap in her hand. Mistress Lisa grabbed a short plastic paddle, while Mistress Isobel availed herself of a flogger.

You might be wondering how I remembered all this, especially since while this entire process was going on, I was still tied tightly to the bench, arms above my head, my legs stretched out into this wide V shape, with a pair of vibroballs bouncing and jittering around in my cunt, while one breast was still getting titillated with vibrations coming from a clamp on the nipple, all while Mistress Savannah smacked my other tit with vicious cruelty. Well, Alissa was keeping notes for me, watching from the sideline as both me and Madeline suffered.

My left breast felt hot and swollen and it was clear that Mistress Savannah was enjoying herself. She was also blocking most of my view, but I sure heard the sounds of the various whips, canes, and paddles being used on Madeline. They must have been hitting her simultaneously and I couldn’t help noticing as two more Mistresses came up, just to help hold Maddie down. I heard her desperate mewling turn into more agonized cries and as Mistress Savannah finished up her twentieth stroke to my nipple, I finally got to watch as Madeline was spread open, her pussy spanked, the bottoms of her feet paddled, both breasts simultaneously walloped, all while having her bottom swatted.

It was… breathtaking. Well, mostly for Maddie. Every time she squealed someone was whacking her again.

They were taking turns, going around in a circle. Mistress Sara would slash down on Maddie’s right breast, then Mistress Amanda would snap her leather paddle against the bottom of Maddie’s right foot. Mistress Lisa followed that up with a sharp, hard stroke to Madeline’s right buttock, which would then yield to Mistress Lucille, who would leave a blistering snap of the paddle directly to Maddie’s cunt. Isobel would then attempt to distract Madeline with a hard swat of the flogger against Maddie’s left flank and then Mistress Halley would use her leather strap to etch a red line across Maddie’s left arch. Finally, Mistress Jillian would touch Madeline’s left nipple with the zapper and she’d screech loudly, trying desperately to pull her arms away from her captors as she struggled.

“Fuck!” I blurted out as one particularly hard blow caught my nipple. It felt like Savannah was trying to rip it off. Tears blurred my vision and I clenched my teeth, trying to work through the pain. Suddenly Savannah was leaning over me, her mouth coming down on the swollen, tender nub, sucking it in. And not gently. Oh fuck no. She was sucking like she had to siphon water or gasoline or something. I whimpered and then couldn’t help it as I let out a frustrated, anguished wail.

In the background, I could hear the sounds of Maddie getting hit and damn it, I didn’t like it. Maddie wasn’t like me. She didn’t get turned on from pain. She was more of a “this then that girl.” Isobel was going to have to seriously reward Madeline for enduring this kind of torment. I, on the other hand, am a very different kind of “fucked up.”

“Ready for me to whip your pussy?” Mistress Savannah cooed, moving her crop away from my breast and down my side. She didn’t run the leather tip over my pussy and instead brought it up the inside my left leg, along the delicate inner thigh. I winced, every muscle tight as I braced myself for the coming torture. Savannah dipped under my foot, her crop stroking my sole, playing with the soft bit of my arch before moving once more along my leg toward my slit. Every inch closer caused my heartbeat to increase and by the time the soft leather tip of her crop was brushing my clit, I was damn near close to hyperventilating. And don’t forget the vibroballs were still on! I may have just exploded. Again. But non-stop stimulation? When the crop caressed my clitoris I almost lost it. Sweet bliss exploded through me and I crooned out a little love story as my loins went into hyperdrive.

Madeline, on the other hand, was suffering. When Mistress Savannah moved I was able to better see the circle around Maddie. They were taking turns with each stroke, one after another and the only blessing was that the mistresses weren’t hitting her all at the same time. I couldn’t see very well, but from the sounds Madeline was making I knew she was at the limit of her endurance. I understood that. I’ve been whipped to a point where I couldn’t stay in position any longer and my muscles moved involuntarily, covering the intended target. But I couldn’t even imagine how bad it would be, getting every single spot struck!

But then Madeline’s situation was driven from my mind as Savannah snapped her crop down on my cunt with a flick of her wrist and the leather end slapped against my clitoris. Already sensitive, the pain elicited a squeal of agony from me and I closed my eyes as I struggled to cope. It stung. Horribly. Then, as the sensation moved from angry hornet to hot bathwater, Mistress Savannah let me have another blow. I cried out again, jaw clenched, hissing as my poor little pussy was abused.

Savannah seemed to sense my situation and began stroking my sex again with her tool. I didn’t like that. Not in the least. Because it felt good and I didn’t want to feel good. I wanted it to hurt. I knew what was coming next. She was working me into another froth, exciting me sexually so that not only would I be able to endure more torment, but that the torment itself would become confused with the pleasure. This was exactly opposite of what they were doing to Madeline. I whimpered noisily over Madeline’s sobs and when Savannah lifted her crop and instead began rubbing my clit back and forth with her hand slapping away wetly at my cunt, I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

“No! Please! Don’t make me cum again!”

Savannah’s hand was flashing back and forth across my pussy, effectively striking my clit with each pass. I felt the rush, the desperation, the wanton need and I thrust my hips up. Pussy juice was splattering everywhere, as if I were a fountain. Then Savannah moved her hand away and the crop snapped down three or four times in rapid, burning blows, making me scream and shudder. Then Savannah was rubbing me again.

Oh fuck! Of fuck!

Suddenly, even the rubbing seemed to be too much and I pulled on the bench frame, my bindings, and even the stupid fucking chains holding my legs up and stretched apart. The strap around my waist seemed to creak and all I wanted was to get my pussy away from the hand stimulating me. I cried out, almost screaming, and Mistress Savannah delivered a hard spank to my pussy with her fingers and palm, leaving me breathless and crooning. Then she went back to that fast rubbing as I screeched.

“There we go,’ she breathed and the crop came back up. My vision tunneled as she beat out a sharp, staccato tempo on my clit and fire laced up through me. I was so close to cumming too, just a few more strokes…

“Last round,” Isobel said softly. Madeline was stretched out on the floor, her legs hauled upward like mine, except her ankles were locked into the curled fingers of Isobel’s peers. Then the whips and paddles fell, one by one, circling her body with pain. Mistress Jillian was the last and Madeline cried out as the shock zapped her nipple for the final time. They let her go and she curled up into a ball, sobbing.

Mistress Savannah gave my pussy three hard, final blows, making me scream, and my eyes snapped open in utter panic as she stepped back.

“Wait! No! More!” I blubbered, hurting but wanting. I was so close! So, fucking close! Savannah shook her head, her mouth curled up into a smile and suddenly fury rushed through me. I screamed again, this time not in pain, or pleasure, but in anger. I yanked hard on the bonds holding me down and everyone stared as the chains holding my legs apart rattled. Hell, even the rafters creaked.

Mistress Isobel ignored my theatrics and wrapped her arms around Madeline. Everyone else stepped away, except for Lucille, who still held the leather sap she’d picked up. She came over to Savannah, who was standing near my freshly beaten loins and looked at my swollen clit and dark pink petals. My eyes got wide and I stared at her in desperation.

“Has Breanne gotten all her punishments?” Lucille asked.

Savannah grinned. “All the ones she’s earned thus far. I’m sure you’ll get a chance to spin the dial when Bethany accepts her challenge.

“She looks like she wants more,” Lucille said, our eyes meeting. I nodded frantically.

“Please? Please whip me?” I begged, thrusting my hip upward. I saw her eyes sparkle and the leather sap she was holding came up. I sucked in a breath, bracing myself, almost hyperventilating as my body quivered with tension.

And Savannah grabbed hold of Lucille’s wrist.

“No,” she said gently. “Breanne has already gotten her full punishment,” Savannah said softly. “It’s unfair to take advantage of her like this.”

Lucille growled. “She wants it. She asked me.”

Savannah’s eyes narrowed. “All the more reason,” she replied icily. “It demonstrates she isn’t in her right mind.”

Lucille yanked her arm out of Savannah’s grasp. “We’ll see about that,” she declared. She turned and snapped her fingers and I watched in frustration as Lucille’s submissive, a girl named Beth, crawled forward. There wasn’t a whole lot of room thanks to Madeline and Isobel, but there was enough. Lucille grabbed the bowl, held it up so that it was obvious neither of them could read the various challenges.

“Pick a challenge, Beth.”

Bethany picked out one of the slips. She lifted it up and like everyone else, read it quickly before saying it aloud. Evidently, she wasn’t pleased.

“Oh,” Beth gasped. “Oh no!”

Mistress Lucille looked down. “What? What is it?”

Beth seemed quite distressed and held up the paper.

Lucille read it silently, her eyes widening. Then she glared down at Isobel. “Seriously?” She demanded, snatching the slip out of Beth’s trembling fingers. “Did you do this on purpose?”

Isobel looked up from where she was holding Madeline. “Do what?” she said with exasperation.

Lucille waved the challenge paper. “Thirty-six clothespins? In 90 seconds?”

Isobel sighed and pointed at the table. “The pegs are in a steel bucket under the tablecloth.”

Lucille cursed. “That’s not what I’m asking! Why is this assignment so difficult?”

It was Mistress Margaret who piped up. “Oh, for Christ’s sake, Lucille. Stop being such a difficult ass. None of the assignments have been easy, and considering what we just did to Madeline, not to mention Breanne, you have nothing to complain about.”

Lucille’s eyes widened and for a second, I thought she was going to launch herself at Margaret. Everyone sort of tensed up. But then Lucille whirled, stalked over to the table, dumped her paddle, and grabbed one of the leather floggers. Then she reached under and took hold of the bucket. I could hear it rattling. Lucille dropped it in front of Bethany, who stared at it fearfully.

“You have ninety seconds, slut. If you don’t manage it,” Lucille said harshly, “I will first remove the clothespins you managed to put on with this whip, and then I’ll spin the wheel to determine what other punishment you deserve.”

Beth gulped, eyes wide. “Yes Mistress,” she whispered.

“Here,” Isobel said to Lucille. She held out the stopwatch. “You’ll need this.”

Lucille took it, then nodded at Beth. “I’ll start it the second the first clothespin goes on.”

I didn’t feel sorry for Beth. She was a jerk, just like her mistress, and out of all the submissives, the best suited for this particular torment. Had it been Kylie, or Alissa, there would have been a struggle to find spots to put the clothespins. But Beth was… well… to put it kindly… a little tubby. She was fighting the same battle I was, except while I was winning, she was losing. All she needed to do was run a line across her flabby belly and she’d be fine. I licked my lips, already armchair quarterbacking her. I’d start at my pussy. Four on each side and one on my clit. That would be nine. Then one on each nipple and two to the sides of each tip. That would be fifteen. Then another seven in a circle around each breast, which would be twenty-seven. It would be the last night that would be the issue. I’d probably have tried to go for my inner thigh, or hell, just put them on fingers and toes and maybe my tongue. Anywhere I could get a grip.

Beth started at her breasts.

Lucille started the timer slightly late, giving Beth an additional five seconds. I know, I could see it from my vantage point. But even with the help, Beth was moving ridiculously slow. It was almost agonizing to watch. It was as if she knew there was no way to win.

“Faster!” Lucille hissed as Beth finished the tips of her breasts and then began lining her labia. She was taking far too long and by the time she hit the halfway mark, she barely had a dozen pegs hanging from her body. She also didn’t put one on her clit.

But then she began hanging them on a fold of her belly and picked up speed. Lucille tapped her foot. “Faster! More! Hurry!” She urged. I could see her getting more agitated and her anger seemed to flare as she rolled her eyes in frustration and stopped the timer.

“Pitiful,” Lucille sneered. “Now spread your legs and lean back on your arms. I’m going to remove the clothespins.”

Beth, who seemed to have accepted that, dropped the peg in her fingers and followed Lucille’s orders. She spread her knees wide, which left her clothespin covered pussy exposed, and then leaned back. There was a row of pegs on her abdomen and Lucille aimed for that spot first. Sure enough, she was able to tear all five off Beth’s belly, little snaps clacking through the air as Beth hissed in pain. Then Lucille aimed at Beth’s breasts. It took four hard blows with the flogger to rip the two clothespins off her nipples, and I could see Beth’s body shake from the pain of it. Then Lucille went after the six or seven clothespins hanging off Beth’s labia and while she got half of them off with about five swings, the rest seemed stubborn.

“Stand up! Spread your legs! Hands behind your head!” Lucille snapped. Beth jumped to her feet, three clothespins still hanging from her pussy. She spread her feet wide apart and interlocked her fingers. Her cheeks were wet and I wondered if she was crying from the pain, the humiliation, or the fact that she’d disappointed Lucille. Beth’s mistress moved behind her, and with an underhand swing, brought the flogger up between Beth’s legs, forcing the girl up on tiptoe as the leather stands bit into her pussy.

It took almost a dozen blows to knock the clothespins loose. I admit it. I was jealous.

Beth cried out, reaching down to cover her poor sex as Lucille stalked over to the spinner. She gave it a hard turn and we all watched as it spun around in circles. Then it started to slow. I held my breath in excitement and my eyes widened as it stopped.

On pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. I mean, sure… there was a one in six chance that every spin would result in that option, just like there was a one in four chance that I’d get a breast whacked. And a one in twelve chance that I’d suffer Madeline’s fate. But come on. What is the likelihood that the spinner would land on pussy a second time in such a short span? For a moment I thought the damn thing was rigged. But the dial had landed on the other “pussy” option, the one that wasn’t close to the “all”.  Which means that Bethany just had really bad luck.

Or Mistress Lucille had really good luck.

I swallowed. My pussy was still buzzing from the vibroballs, my breasts still throbbing from the vibrating clamps. “I’ll take Bethany’s punishment!” I called out.

Everyone looked over at me. There were a couple of shocked faces. I could see Mistress Savannah shaking her head. Mistress Sara looked concerned. Mistress Lisa was skeptical. And Mistress Lucille?

She looked hungry. She glanced at Isobel. “Do you object?”

Isobel looked up. She glanced at me, and then in a sort of defeated gesture, she looked back down at Madeline and shook her head.

Lucille chucked the flogger back down on the table and picked up the leather sap. No one said a word as she walked over to me, eyes burning. She lifted the little leather weapon and without a word, laid it softly on my pussy, stroking my clit. I gasped, eyes widening, thrusting forward.

“Now,” Lucille said softly, “I’m going to give you what you asked for.”

I nodded, closed my eyes, and tilted my head back.

*CRACK*

The sound of the sap striking my pussy sounded a hell of a lot like slapping wet mud. There was a moistness to it as the leather soaked up some of the copious juices leaking from my slit. Of course, that “crack” was immediately followed by a shriek as I was forced to cope with a burning sting that seemed to explode through my pussy like a broken bottle of vodka being lit. It was a caustic burn too and it didn’t just fade into heat. It stung and prickled as my scorched folds and swollen clit became the center of a new conflagration. Mistress Lucille took her time too, letting me steep in the pain before lifting the sap and giving me another blow, just to refresh my agony.

And ecstasy.

Yes. Yes, it hurt. Oh my GOD did it fucking hurt! But I was so aroused, so desperate, so wanton, so needing, that having Lucille beat my pussy, spanking it slowly and thoroughly and repeatedly, was exactly what I needed. I cried out, tears in my eyes, my jaw clenched as stroke after stroke fell, maybe one every twenty seconds. Her hand would come up between blows, rubbing roughly at my clitoris, her fingers soaked, only to roughly shove as much of her hand into my cunt as possible, touching the vibroballs still churning inside me. Then she would pull away, only to leave another burning wallop on my pussy as I wailed and pulled on my bonds.

I didn’t even make it to twenty.

I was on the sixteenth stroke when I screamed. And she wasn’t even hitting me. She was rubbing me, hand flashing back and forth across my pussy when I exploded. Juices squirted out of me and Lucille’s eyes widened in surprise. She grinned, and as I lay there shaking, she brought the sap back up and gave me the last four strokes with frightening speed. I was right at the cusp and the added pain only intensified the orgasm. My vision tunneled and I almost blacked out as my feet kicked madly. Then Lucille was sucking on my clit and my orgasm lengthened, kept alive by the hard suckling sensation, a second, then third wave leaving me breathless.

I let out a mewling noise and Mistress Lucille came up for air, letting me go. My eyes were unfocused and I was dazed, completely out of it. Spasms seemed to ripple through me, the excess energy of my explosion trying to find somewhere to go. I twitched, toes still curling as Lucille turned her back on my outstretched loins, tossed the sap back down on the table, and returned to her seat. Bethany joined her, but they didn’t touch.

For a long moment no one said anything. I lay there, buzzing and lost, a stupid grin on my face.

It was Mistress Lynda who stood up. “Well, I would have Brooke go next, except Breanne exploded.” She said it matter-of-factly. “And the punishment for that is another spin.” She marched up to the wheel and gave it another hard tug. I was still so out of it, that I didn’t register what was happening. The dial clicked and it stopped on pussy.

Again.

“Oh, come on,” Kylie burst out. All around her, the other mistresses started protesting. There were a dozen comments about unfairness. Only Lucille seemed happy with the selection. Mistress Lynda flinched, glanced around, and then quickly spun the wheel again. Everyone quieted down and watched as it rolled around to “right foot”.

Lynda grabbed a quirt from the table and approached me. I blinked, still not quite following what was happening. She gave me a warm smile, lifted the whip, and without even a word of warning, slashed it through the air so that the leather strap at the end slashed across the tender center of my right foot.

And that woke my ass up.

I blinked, the pain sharp and crisp and it cut through the sexual euphoria like a hot knife through butter. I gasped, the scorching heat radiating from my sole.

“Owwww!” I blurted out, almost too shocked to respond.

Lynda smiled at me and then swung again. She caught me in exactly the same spot and my toes tightened as it stung like mad. My leg shook and I clenched my teeth, hissing loudly. I couldn’t help it. I closed my eyes too. A third stroke snapped my resistance.

“Aaaieeeee!” I wailed, tears coming back to my eyes. Another stroke fell, steady and timed, and my right leg seemed to jitter and jerk. I tried flexing my foot, but my toes didn’t want to seem to move and another slash of Mistress Lynda’s whip snapped into my instep. It burned, hot and bright and I began blubbering, crying out piteously as each stroke bit into my foot. Lynda was steadfast and neither quick nor slow. My toes and heel burned and the arch… my poor arch! I knew I wouldn’t be wearing high heels for days!

When Mistress Lynda put down the whip, I was sobbing hysterically. I didn’t care that Lynda’s submissive, a cute girl named Brooke (yes, we have two Brookes. This is the submissive one, not the dominatrix one,) was reaching up to take a challenge slip with an accepting and confident smile. Brooke was a brunette, thin and willowy, and she unfolded the piece of paper and read it aloud.

“Endure a five-point vibrator torment for three minutes without sound,” Brook said. She smiled softly and held the paper out to Mistress Lynda. She blinked demurely. “I will do my best.”

Lynda looked up. “Amanda and Sara? Will you please help?

The other mistresses got to their feet and came over as Lynda went over to the table and grabbed hold of a few vibrators. Sara joined her, grabbing one of the narrow-tipped vibes as well. Lynda handed two of the regular toys to Amanda and then turned back to Brooke.

“Lay on your back, darling. Spread your arms and legs.”

I watched as Brooke spread herself out and the three women knelt down next to her. Lynda took a position between Brooke’s legs, while Sara and Amanda were on Brooke’s sides.

“Ready?” asked Lynda.

Savannah hurried forward and picked up the stopwatch. “I’ve got the timer,” she announced with a grin. “I’ll start it when you start.”

Lynda turned on her vibrators and the other two mistresses did the same.

“Go,” Lynda said softly, and pressed the tip of one shaking rod against Brooke’s clit.

I totally understood what Brooke was going through, but I was also aware it was way worse for her. While my buzzing toys were clipped to my nipples and deep inside me, Brooke was getting direct stimulation straight to her clitoris. In less than ten seconds she was taking deep breaths, her hips thrusting up and down as Lynda rubbed the oscillating tip against her nub. I almost felt that Lynda was trying to make Brooke fail when she slid the second dildo into Brooke’s pussy, thrusting it rapidly at the same time she was stimulating Brooke’s clitoris.

Sarah was focusing on Brooke’s right nipple, while Amanda was handling the left breast. But that still left a spare vibe and Amanda was running it up and down Brooke’s side, down to her bikini line, and across her loin. It must have been maddening because Brooke was clearly having trouble handling the stimulation. She began twitching and her teeth were clenched.

“One minute left,” Savannah called out.

Brooke’s chest rose and fell deeply and I licked my lips. If she made it, I was due for another punishment. If not, it would be Brooke who got to deal with the next spin of the punishment wheel. Lynda’s tongue was caught between her teeth and she was focusing hard, working the vibrator in and out and rubbing Lynda. I stared in open astonishment as Brooke broke, giving into the stimulation. Her heels thumped on the carpet and she let out a cry of pure ecstasy, cumming hard as the three mistresses pushed her over the edge.

Better her than me.

They let her finish, which I thought genuinely nice of them, working her into a second wave as Brooke made plenty of noise, clearly sparing me. Savannah lowered the stopwatch, stepping back near my leg as she and I both watched Sara, Amanda, and Lynda vibrate the lovely little sub. Then Savannah leaned back and put her hand on my pussy.

“Guess you’re happy this isn’t going to get another beating,” she said softly, running her thumb through my slit. I gasped as the nail went up and over my clitoris.

Lynda drew the vibrator out of Brooke’s pussy with a grin. She switched both toys off and Amanda and Sara did the same. “Now we spin the wheel.”

I watched as Mistress Lynda gave the wheel a spin and everyone watched with interest as it rolled around. Considering the luck that had been demonstrated, I truly expected it to land on “pussy” or “all,” but instead it landed on “right buttock.” Lynda shrugged, evidently not caring, and she picked up one of the heavy wooden paddles.

“Thank you, ladies,” she said, speaking to Sara and Amanda. “Brooke, I’ll need you on your knees for the spanking.”

As Mistresses Savannah, Amanda, and Sara returned to their seats, Brooke slowly rolled over. Her eyes were slightly glazed and the ruddy look on her face made it clear that she’d gotten to the finish line with full strength. She gave her mistress a look and then dropped down onto all fours, sticking her ass up.

But Lynda had something else in mind. “No sweetheart. Crawl forward.”

Brooke crawled a foot or two forward and I could see her right between my outstretched legs.

“Now turn and face left.”

My eyebrow went up. Was Lynda trying to be funny? Now I could see Brooke’s face, even though she was still ten feet away from me. Did Mistress Lynda want me to be able to see Brooke’s expression as she was spanked?

“Now forward,” Lynda said softly.

Brooke crawled toward me and Lynda kept her going until I couldn’t see her. I felt a little panic, wondering what the hell was going on, when I felt Brooke hit the bench. Lightly. I didn’t expect her brains to be bashed out, but come on… what the hell?

“Now, on just your knees,” Mistress Lynda ordered.

Brooke rose and suddenly I realized what was happening. Brooke’s face was now just inches from my pussy.

“Brace yourself,” Lynda said simply. “Hands on Breanne’s thighs. Your mouth on her cunt.”

Brooke gave me a sympathetic smile. “Yes Mistress,” she said softly, only to mash her face down on my pussy and start licking.

Holy fuck!

“Twenty strokes,” Lynda said gently. “Keep licking or I will start over.”


Target – Part Four

My pussy was still incredibly tender and I don’t know how many times it had been paddled, whipped, and fucked. But Brooke’s tongue felt so freaking good, especially combined with the vibrations of the vibroballs and the vibrating clamps on my tits, and the fire in my loins, which had been sputtering along on a smolder, now caught fire. It wasn’t a roaring flame. Not yet, but good lord, was she going to get me going… again?

I didn’t just hear the first blow of the paddle against Brooke’s ass. I felt it. And in two ways. First, I heard the crack, the sound of a broad expanse of wood being brought sharply against someone’s buttock. I’ve been spanked before, with a paddle, and I know the sound of something hurting. But Brooke gasped, jerking forward, her nose mashing into my clit as her body was rocked forward by the blow. Her pain translated into movement and her tongue went in deep. I groaned as I felt her let out a little yelp, the vibrations lost in my pink folds.

Her tongue stopped moving for a moment and I didn’t hold it against her. Besides, Mistress Lynda didn’t notice, and Brooke started licking me again a moment later. Lynda reached down and rubbed Brooke’s right flank, taking what I thought was a really decent amount of time before giving her submissive a second swat. Once more Brooke gasped, her face smacking wetly against my pussy, pain flashing through her eyes. I looked at her as she went back to licking my clit, which is when I realized that Mistress Lynda was being sneaky.

She was torturing us both.

With every spank taking thirty seconds to a minute, Mistress Lynda was ensuring that I was getting my pussy stimulated for an extended period. Stimulated in a specific, sexually exciting way. This would bring me back to the edge, or perhaps even over it, and she’d get to spin the wheel again, this time for me. Another swat slammed into Brooke’s buttock and it must have hurt because she let out a cry before mashing her mouth back down on my pussy.

For the next ten minutes, Brooke and I both suffered. Brooke was doing it physically, her ass undoubtedly turning into a scarlet mass of hot, pink skin. I know it sounds contrite, and not very fair, but while my pussy was getting licked into a froth, my emotional state was churning into a full-blown panic attack. I knew what was cumming. Or would be cumming. And it would be me! I tried to resist, to ignore Brooke’s mouth, but she’s good at oral sex even when she isn’t being tortured into high performance. And when she is? Well, you can just imagine how my pussy was feeling. It was a soaked, sodden swamp of slutty salaciousness.

I was dripping goo.

Lynda finished up the last few strokes and damn it, while I didn’t quite pop, I got a glimpse of the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm” and only the timely sob of Brooke, pulling away and cradling her burning butt kept me from being shoved unceremoniously off the edge. Lynda knelt, hugging Brooke as the girl cried real tears. Then Lynda forced Brooke back down onto all fours and had her present her rump to the assembled mistresses.

I caught sight of Brooke’s bottom and gasped. Her right buttock was scarlet. And I mean seriously red. Not just “enflamed,” but beaten hard. I blinked, shocked that Brooke had handled it as well as she did. Her right butt cheek was a mass of dark red blotches, bluing and greenish areas, and I doubted that she’d be able to sit on that side of her bottom for at least a few days.

As Mistress Lynda led Brooke off and back to their seats, Mistress Margaret stood up, her glass of wine in hand. Everyone blinked in surprise, especially the naked, brown haired girl on all fours next to her.

“I believe it is Lisa’s turn,” Mistress Margaret said simply, referring to the second Lisa in the group. The first was a mistress – Georgia’s mistress, while the second Lisa Margaret’s submissive.

And Lisa was… weird. I know, I shouldn’t be judgmental, but she had puppy issues. In fact, that was how I met her. Lisa is a, well… pretends to be… a dog. Her hair is styled as puppy ears when she isn’t wearing a headband with fake ones. She always wears a dog collar. More often than not, her back door is stuffed with a plug holding a fluffy, cute, wiggling tail.

Like now.

Lisa was also not known for being much of a masochist. She was into humiliation, and other less savory sexual practices that will go unmentioned here but involve her love of dogs to a degree that I find incredibly disturbing.

Most of the time, Mistress Margaret didn’t subject Lisa to most of the activities at the Society Meetings, so having her do a challenge seemed rather… odd.

Lisa followed her mistress up onto the floor near where I was bound and her tail was not wagging. Margaret grabbed hold of the bowl and I saw there were only three more slips of paper in it.

“Beg,” Margaret commanded and Lisa sat up on her haunches, her pussy exposed and wet, only to bring her hands up in a disturbingly canine manner. Her tongue came out and she panted eagerly. Margaret lowered the bowl and instead of just grabbing one, Lisa stuck her entire head in and caught hold of one in her teeth.

Margaret pulled the bowl away and returned it to the table as her “puppy” shook and played with the folded piece of paper. Margaret took it, opened it, and then read it aloud.

“In four minutes, the submissive will lubricate every dildo within the box.”

Mistress Margaret looked up. “Box?”

Isobel waved from her little love seat. Madeline was curled up next to her and seemed okay, but I didn’t think Isobel was willing to move. “Under the table,” she said, gesturing. “The plastic bin.”

Margaret nodded, lifted the tablecloth, and then looked at Lisa. “Fetch, girl.”

I admit it. I rolled my eyes.

Still, Lisa let out a little bark and hurried over. She grabbed the edge of the plastic bin with her teeth and wrestled the box out from under the table. It wasn’t small either, at least two feet long and a foot wide. I could hear things moving and thudding inside. Margaret allowed Lisa to get it back to the center of the open space and then bent down, opening it. Even better, I had a decent view.

“Oh my,” Margaret breathed.

There had to be close to a dozen dildos in there, and none of them were normal. It was as if Mistress Isobel had gathered every odd shaped and weirdly formed phallus the society had. There was a thirteen-inch corkscrew made of black rubber. There was a one foot-long tentacle, complete with suckers. There was a knobby dildo, and a huge, realistically shaped one that was still thicker than any man I’d ever met. None of them were shorter than seven inches.

And Lisa had to fuck them all. My goodness.

I felt a surge of jealousy. Talk about an amazing challenge! Except for the timer part. And the fact that Lisa was going to have to use her own juices. I had no idea how wet she was. Dry fucking dildos can be a serious challenge. I tried to do the math in my head. Four minutes with twelve dildos meant twenty seconds a cock. I shook my head. Damn.

If it had been Kylie, or Alissa, or Gwendolyn, I’d have given better odds. If it had been me, I’d probably have managed it. I’m usually a dripping wet mess anyway. But Lisa the puppy girl? I did like her on a personal level, but I couldn’t help thinking that this was more than she could handle.

Margaret didn’t look concerned though and while Lisa knelt there, panting and being doggy, Margaret arranged the dildos. I blinked, watching her, my own pussy desperate for a fucking, as Lisa’s mistress put them in order of easiest to hardest. The narrowest ones were first, even if they were longer, and I realized that Margaret was trying to help.

“Roll over,” Margaret ordered. “Present.”

I gulped as I heard the command. I’d spent some time with Lisa once, at a kennel, and I’d been trained to respond to that very order. Lisa obediently rolled over onto her back, spread her legs wide while bending her knees. Her cute little feet bobbed in the air and she brought her hands up, curled at the wrists, just under her chin.

“Break,” Margaret said softly, almost with sadness. Lisa mewled, but then dropped the position, putting her feet flat on the floor. She stretched out her hands and to my surprise, spoke.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Are you ready?” Margaret asked.

Lisa nodded. “I am.”

Margaret lifted the first dildo and held it out. “The timer will begin the second this touches your cunt.”

Lisa looked at the dildo, took it, and then to my total surprise, stuck it in her mouth.

Everyone sort of gasped, but then Mistress Sara started laughing. “The puppy thing always makes me underestimate Lisa,” she said with a grin. “Brilliant girl. Well done. Get it nice and wet.”

I blinked. Lisa was cheating! Well, maybe not cheating, but she’d managed to get around the Mistresses. I appreciated that sort of thinking and I grinned. Lisa licked and sucked and soaked that thin rubber cock and when she finally brought it down between her legs, it slid in with only a little bit of work. Within ten seconds it was fully impaled and she drew it out, tossing it aside, only to be handed the next dildo.

“Go girl! You got this!” Kylie suddenly urged.

The dam broke at that point. Suddenly everyone was calling out, encouraging Lisa as she fucked one dildo after another. Margaret knelt next to her, handing off cock like a nurse slapping tools into a surgeon’s hand. Lisa would take a new dildo, rub the tip through her folds, and then like a champ begin jamming it roughly into her slit. What impressed me the most is that she did this with her ass plugged, and a tail in the way! Cock after cock!

Even the weird ones. She handled the knobby one with disdain, sliding it in simply and easily, pumping it with a flushed face, then tossing it aside in seconds. The tentacle thingy disappeared, and except for a groan of discomfort as she implanted the entire length, she handled it with aplomb. She still had thirty seconds left when Mistress Margaret gave her the final dildo, a massive, thirteen inch screw-like monstrosity that I was quite familiar with.

Because I had one.

Julie had given it to me at the request of one of my fans and afterward the Society had bought one for their collection. It was literally shaped like a machine screw, or maybe more accurately a wood screw, since the tip was tapered. But it wasn’t a simple fuck. There was an urge to screw it, rather than fuck it. The threads were huge and tricked the mind into thinking the dildo was much narrower than it’s actual circumference, and I watched as Lisa’s eyes widened in shock as she started to work the massive cock into her soaked slit. She got four or five inches in, changed angles, and pushed a bit more. Everyone was cheering now, except me and Margaret was just kneeling there, eyes steady as she watched her submissive deliver.

“Ten seconds,” called out Mistress Savannah, her voice excited. “Come on, Lisa! Push! Fuck it hard!”

Grimacing, Lisa closed her eyes and did it. I watched the black rubber screw disappear completely and everyone screamed in excitement! Lisa gasped, flinching, and then pulled half of the screw out. Then pushed it back in. Laughter bubbled and Mistress Margaret smiled, patting Lisa on the arm.

“You go right ahead,” she assured the little puppy girl.

Lisa, eyes unfocused, began masturbating. Alissa, who was nearby, scurried forward and took the dildo in hand, pumping it gently as Lisa gasped and laid back stretching out. Mistress Margaret sighed in satisfaction, stood up, and then looked at me.

Oh fuck.

“Now it is time to see what punishment Breanne has earned,” Mistress Margaret said quietly. She swung back by the table to take another sip of her wine, but then, glass in hand, she spun the wheel. For a moment, everyone took their eyes off Alissa and Lisa, to watch the punishment dial select what I’d be enduring next.

“Left breast,” said Margaret, as if I couldn’t read. She glanced back down at the table, examining the various instruments. To my chagrin, she opted for a short, leather paddle, very similar to the sap that had been used on my pussy. She took it firmly in hand, set down her glass, and moved around my right leg. I looked up at her, panting, and she smiled down at me.

“We’ve come a long way, haven’t we?” Mistress Margaret asked.

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress. We have.”

With her left hand, she reached across my chest. Her fingers gathered up my boob and she set the paddle down on my sternum. “I have never thanked you for it, but it was you who brought Lisa into my life.” She turned off the vibrating nipple clamp and removed it, setting it down on my belly.

“Um… you’re welcome?”

Her fingers plumped up my breast. “You have been a very positive influence on Lisa’s life, and on mine.” She picked up the paddle and despite the kind words, I started to feel just a little bit anxious.

“So, you’re going to go easy on me?” I asked plaintively.

Mistress Margaret looked down at me and smiled. “On the contrary, it’s why I’m going to hit your tit even harder.” And with that simple statement, she began spanking my breast.

A sharp, stinging heat blossomed over my nipple, the steel barbell clicking against the slapping leather as Mistress Margaret beat my breast fast and hard. I cried out, thrashing, but the bonds that held my legs spread open were made of chain, and the straps holding me down to the bench were solid leather. I threw my head back, gritting my teeth in a mixture of passion, hurt, and fury. Fuck it hurt! My nipple felt like it was being ripped apart and then dipped in lemon juice! She squeezed my breast too, hard, finger kneading, making the tip rise to present a better target.

The only blessing was that it was done so quick. In fact, Lisa hadn’t even cum yet. She was still on the floor with Alissa between her legs, working her toward climax. I let out a wail as Mistress Margaret let me go and I looked down at my breast. It was flushed pink, the flesh hot and stinging, and my nipple had shrunk. Margaret set down the paddle again, grabbed my breast a second time, and put the clamp back on. I squealed as it bit down and the pain was rather impressive. Margaret flipped the switch and suddenly the abused tip was back to being shaken.

I blinked, tears forming in my eyes.

“Owww,” I whimpered.

Margaret let go of my breast, leaned down, and kissed me. “Thank you for suffering for us,” she whispered. Then she ran her hand down my side as she turned, and even drew her fingers through my pussy, before caressing my thigh all the way up to the bottom of my left foot. She walked over to the table, grabbed her wine glass, and then returned to her seat, leaving Lisa in the middle of the floor, panting. Alissa pushed the corkscrew cock straight in, pumping it steadily and I watched as Lisa suddenly cried out, quivering in ecstasy.

Would you believe they actually applauded? The mistresses. They clapped. Alissa pulled the dildo out and set it back in the box. Lisa lay there for a moment, dazed, but then she rolled over with a silly grin on her face and crawled back to Mistress Margaret, where she clearly adopted the whole puppy love thing again. She wiggled her butt too, to make the tail wag.

Savannah looked around. “Who is left?” She asked.

Isobel glanced over at her. “Us. With Mistress Brooke and Kaitlin out this week, it’s only me and Madeline.” She glanced down at the little French maid with a worried look.

Sara leaned forward. “No one is expecting you to have her do a challenge,” she said quickly.

Lucille snorted from the other side of the room. “I am,” she sneered.

Everyone ignored her.

Isobel smiled. “Under the circumstances, I think that Madeline has reached her limit tonight, especially since I know what the last two challenges are. With that, I suggest we move on to the swaps.”

Mistress Isobel was talking about where the various submissives were “gifted” to other mistresses. It kept things fresh. It also meant that I was off the hook. I might leave the meeting just a little desperate, but I’d had multiple orgasms and felt amazing.

Then I saw Lucille and Amanda whispering.

“Mistress Isobel,” Amanda said a moment later. “I have a suggestion. Before we go to the swap, I would really like to see the last two challenges done. Every submissive here has done one, except for two. Madeline isn’t in any shape to handle it, but what about Breanne? We could untie her and allow her to pick one of the challenges. Allow her to either complete the task or get punished.”

I gasped. What the fuck? I’d been beaten way more than Madeline! Twice between the legs! I shook my head, glancing desperately at Savannah and Lisa, hoping that either one of them would object on my behalf.

Savannah looked thoughtful. “Yes,” she agreed. “That is an excellent idea.”

“What?” I spluttered.

Savannah looked over at me. “You heard me. Had Madeline been up for it, or if Kaitlin had been here, you’d have been at risk of punishment regardless. Why not see if you can complete the challenge?”

Mistress Sara nodded, a smile on her face. “Yes, this is totally acceptable.”

With that, Lucille stood up and headed straight for me. I shrank back, until I realized that she was undoing the strap around my waist. Then she freed my ankles. The bondage cuffs got left on, but at least I wasn’t chained to the fucking ceiling. Lastly, my wrists were loosed and I sat up with a groan.

“Can I take the clamps off my tits?”

“No,” Mistress Lucille snapped. She pointed toward the floor where Lisa had just been fucked. “Now get down there.”

I obeyed, though I admit that I moved slowly. My muscles ached. I had been bound for over an hour, closer to two, and my thighs were incredibly sore. Of course, so were my breasts, my buttocks, and especially my pussy. And as I stood up, I found that the bottoms of my feet hurt too. Beautiful. I sort of caromed my way to the open space and the knelt, grateful to be sitting. I just wished the vibrators would stop.

Lucille thrust the bowl into my face. “Pick one,” she ordered. I gave her a glare, but I grabbed one of the pieces of paper. With a sigh of resignation, I opened it up and read it aloud.

“The submissive will spread herself open, laying on her back, and a large dildo will be placed into her mouth. She is to keep hold of the dildo while holding position, while being tickled with ostrich feathers for four minutes.” I looked up, eyes wide. “Oh shit!”

Mistress Lucille grinned. “Well now, that sounds quite difficult.” She stepped over to the table and glanced down at the available dildos laid out. “This one,” she said, turning back toward me. “Lay back Breanne and spread your arms and legs wide.”

Tickling. I didn’t handle tickling well. I knew it. But this was exactly the kind of challenge that Mistress Isobel liked. Nothing seriously painful, but quite a torment nonetheless. With a tremulous breath, I lay back to stare up at the ceiling and spread my limbs out. It wasn’t quiet as wide as I’d been on the bench, but my sex and sides were very exposed. Worse, no one had removed the nipple clamps or the vibroballs, and all the vibes were still on. I wasn’t close to exploding, but I wasn’t far from it either. It wouldn’t take much.

“Hold up Lucille,” said Mistress Amanda. She got up, swung by the table and grabbed an ostrich feather. “The timer starts the second you put that thing in her mouth.”

Suddenly, Mistress Savannah was standing next to Lucille. “How many feathers are there?”

All three mistresses looked back at the table and Amanda went back. “My goodness!” She exclaimed. “There are six!” She swept them all up and returned, handing two to Savannah, two to Lucille, and kept two to herself.

I blinked. Wait. Six feathers? All tickling me?

“This doesn’t seem fair,” I said ruefully, giving Savannah a hard glare. Lucille answered by bending down and shoving the dildo into my mouth. It was huge. At least ten inches long and the base had huge balls formed of rubber. And it was thick. Very thick. I gurgled a bit, then did something I never do when sucking cock.

I bit down.

I had to! It was about to fall out!

Mistress Sara had the stopwatch. “Time starts now,” she said simply.

And Mistress Savannah, Amanda, and Lucille all attacked.

Savannah elected to go after my right foot first and flicked one of her feathers up and down my instep while the other grazed the inner thigh of my left leg. Amanda went after my biceps, working down with little circles to my underarms, while Lucille concentrated on my bikini line and abdomen.

Maybe, if it had just been Lucille, I’d have been able to handle it. I’m not sure. Ten seconds in and my nerves were on fire like never before. I twitched madly, then yanked my arms in. Ten seconds later I was laughing hysterically, the dildo half a foot away from my open mouth as I curled into a ball. Worse, they didn’t stop! I felt a feather play over my ass and then side, another going up my back, against my neck, until I screamed again in laughter and rolled. Which just exposed the other side of me.

Savannah dropped down, discarding one feather and trapping my right leg. Amanda took the hint and got my arms, but she had to use both hands. Mistress Lynda jumped up from her seat and grabbed my left leg. Then Mistresses Haley and Charlotte came up and suddenly everyone had a feather and I was being held down.

And tortured.

The feathers were light and fuzzy and maddening. I screamed in hysteria, laughing and crying frantically as I began blubbering and begging. I couldn’t move, despite pulling madly and I could feel hard fingers curling around me as the feathers teased my ribs and thighs and underarms. It wasn’t even sexual, except for the vibrations, and my toes curled with an entirely different sensation than orgasm.

“Thirty seconds,” Mistress Sara called out ruefully.

The tickling continued and I shrieked, laughing so hard I could barely see. The feathers tickled my legs, my crotch, my belly, my ribs, around my breasts, against the bottoms of my feet. The worst was Lucille of course. She seemed to instinctively know how to tickle me the worst and kept her two feathers dancing across my loins from hip to hip.

“Enough,” Sara called out. “Times up, not that it matters. She failed twenty seconds in.”

The feathers pulled away from me and I felt the hold on my arms and legs release. I squealed, curling up into a shuddering ball, struggling to master my nerves. I closed my eyes tight and just lay there, gasping and trying to catch my breath.

Lucille chuckled. “Oh, poor baby,” she cooed. “Did you get tickled?” She picked up the dildo and started gathering up feathers, returning them to the table. She gave me another minute, then put the toe of her leather boot against my rump. “Let’s go, slut. Go spin the dial.”

I opened my eyes and looked up at her. “What?” I managed to whisper.

Lucille grinned down at me. “You heard me. Go spin the dial. You’ll be responsible for your own punishment!”

For a moment I just lay there, but then her toe moved somewhere more sensitive and pressed. I gasped and rolled, preferring not to have Lucille’s foot shoved up my ass. I gave her a dark glare, but then started crawling. I got to the wheel and stood up. This close I could see all the options and with a resigned breath I spun the wheel.

The clicking sound as the dial passed the pins was loud and I watched as it started to slow down. I could see flashes and words started to become visible instead of being a dark blur. I was suddenly able to track. Both breasts, left foot, right buttock, pussy, and the dreaded “all.” It spun around like a merry-go-round of agony, slowing. I sucked in a breath. Oh my God. My eyes locked onto the “all” option as it got dangerously close to the selector. The dial clicked onto it and then rolled past “both feet,” only to stop on “pussy”.

I am not making this up.

“What the fuck!” I exclaimed, eyes blinking. Lucille let out a laugh.

“My goodness!” She replied. “Aren’t you lucky tonight?”

Savannah stepped over. “Is she even up for that?”

Lucille snorted. “When is Bre not up for a pussy whipping?” She turned back toward the table, eyes going over the various instruments. “Besides, it’s the perfect target.” She picked up the black leather sap, one of the super flexible ones and then gave me a dangerous look.

“Can you keep your legs open? Or do I need to put you back on the bench with your legs bound?”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure! Could I keep myself spread open for what Lucille was undoubtedly going to inflict upon me. I took the coward’s way out. “I will yield to your opinion on the matter, Mistress.” The words came out of my mouth as I looked down submissively. Suddenly, the end of the sap touched my chin, forcing my eyes to look up.

“No,” Lucille said softly. “Choose. If you chose for me to bind you, I will give you twenty of the hardest strokes you’ve ever had in your life. Your clit will feel like I dipped it in molten lead. Your pussy will look like raw hamburger and in a day or so will be black and blue from the bruising. If you opt to hold yourself open, I will go easier on you. Unless you close up. Then I will start over.”

Well then, very bad or really bad. I waffled, looking around. Everyone stared at me. Savannah looked torn, wanting to give me advice. Even Isobel had gotten up and was standing there, obviously concerned. I closed my eyes and made my choice.

“Bind me, I whispered.

It took less than a minute. Savannah and Isobel helped me, their eyes glancing back and forth as I was repositioned on the bench. They spread my legs, hooking my ankles to the chains again, opening up my loins and forcing my labia apart. My hands were pulled above my head and locked in place, even as Savannah buckled my waist back down to the bench to keep me from moving.

Then Lucille moved into position.

Fear flashed through me as she looked down at my pussy. Her hand gripped the sap tightly and I realized I was already thrusting, my sex locked tight around the vibroballs still buzzing merrily away inside me. I quivered in expectation, waiting for the first blow, almost making myself dizzy with hyperventilation.

“Brace yourself, Breanne.” It was the only warning I got.

Lucille brought the small leather paddle up to her chin and then swiped it downward with a firm stroke. It smacked hard on my pubis, smashing my clit downward and flattening it. Then the force of the blow spread my labia even further, opening the inside of my flower to meet the face of the paddle. It made a frightful noise too. Like a single clap with wet, muddy overtones. Instinctively I reacted, almost before the pain hit, frightened at the sound it made. But then an overwhelmingly horrible sting exploded between my legs, burning like acid, and I swear to God I almost ripped myself out of the chains and cuffs and stupid belt. She might have branded me for all I knew. I let out a piercing screech, my back arching as my toes curled and my entire body shook.

“Wasn’t that nice?” Lucille said as I drew in a choked sob. I felt her fingers on my pussy and that didn’t feel good. At least, not at first. She began caressing my burning, heated folds between thumb and forefinger, pulling on them. Then she stroked my clit with her thumbnail. I gasped, blubbering, as she deliberately confused the lines and the utter pleasure of Mistress Lucille’s caress floored me.

“No!” I managed to blurt, shaking my head as my pussy quivered, this time in a radically different manner. Sexual stimulation, the good kind, rushed through me, overwhelming the sting and the heat, until all I could think of was racing back up the hill to orgasm. I let out a groan, closing my eyes, and that’s when Mistress Lucille moved her hand and gave me another lick of the leather sap.

Agony lanced through me. Again. Adrenaline cusped and I found myself pulling so hard on the chains holding my legs apart that I heard the rafters creak. I almost lifted the damn bench. I let out a wail, my teeth clenched as tight as my pussy and then she was at it again, caressing my folds, rubbing my clit gently and incessantly, pressing my buttons until I relaxed and thrust upward.

*CRACK*

I had to give Mistress Lucille credit. She knew how to play me. Sex and violence has always been a thing, but she took it to an art form. One hot, blistering moment my pussy was on fire and then then next I was in la la land, gibbering as my eyes crossed from utter bliss. Her thumb would push and rub and slip from side to side as she worked her fingers into me, only to pull out long enough to leave another heavy blow burning through my loins. I crooned out my desperation in high pitched cries, only to throw my head back in agony, shrieking as she left another scorching blow to my pussy. And then… then it happened. I realized that I could no longer tell the difference.

We were somewhere around the eleventh stroke when my buttocks tightened and I pushed. My hips rolled and I was already running headfirst toward orgasm as Lucille once more teased my tingling clitoris with her thumb. Except I was still screeching, panting and thrusting madly and this time she didn’t let me recuperate. She lifted the sap again and smashed downward, a hard wet muddy sounding smack that sucked the air out of my lungs.

And I loved it.

The mewling noise I made must have communicated that to her because she hit me again, not messing around with teasing my clit and instead she stroked me with the paddle roughly before flicking her wrist. I cried out, not even realizing that I was hissing “yes! Yes! YES!” repeatedly. I pointed my toes, stretching out, aching and burning and needing and as the spanking and paddling continued, I finally couldn’t control myself. My vision tunneled and everything was the fiery burst of heat between my legs. I arched my spine and threw my head back as Lucille hit me again and again when I stood on the precipice of orgasm, I screamed out loud and threw myself into the abyss.

And it screamed back.

***

Someone was sucking and licking my clit.

At first, it took me a moment to correctly interpret what was happening. It was a soft, steady sensation, involving a lot of tongue. I was sensitive. Unusually sensitive in fact, and there was a distinct undercurrent of discomfort beneath the wave of euphoria I was experiencing. I sucked in a breath of air and lifted my head. I felt exhausted. Fuzzy and happy, but exhausted. I realized that the clamps were gone from my nipples, and the vibroballs that had been inside me were either removed, or off. It took a moment for my vision to focus, and when it did I saw Bethany’s head pressed against my sex. Her mouth was open and she was dutifully lapping at my sex.

“She exploded!” Lucille protested, gesturing at where I lay, still bound open, her submissive’s mouth suckling my clit. Next to her stood Isobel, Savannah, and Lisa, all of them giving Lucille dark looks.

“She’s had enough,” Savannah said, her hands on her hips. “She’s done.”

Lisa nodded, clearly in agreement. “I know she exploded, Lucille. But come on, you’ve gotten your jollies. Swap Bethany out and finish with someone else.”

Lucille rolled her eyes. “This is the problem with all of you. You’re too gentle with her. You want to leave her on that last note. Look at her! Does she look like she’s in agony to you?”

Savannah snorted. “She looks like she’s done. Her eyes aren’t even focusing. All she’s doing is twitching from Beth’s licking.”

Lucille grinned. “I’ll have her aroused again in ten minutes. She’s a fuckslut. You know that! We could do this for hours. Punishment and cumming. Over and over again. Come on, Savannah. She was made for that!”

Isobel shook her head. “I can’t, in good conscience, allow Breanne to be punished again,” she said softly. Lucille looked away angrily and crossed her arms.

“That’s bullshit,” she retorted. “She exploded. There are rules.”

“Lucille,” Isobel said softly.

The brown-haired dominatrix raised her hand. “Okay, okay. Look. What if it wasn’t me to punish her? What if Lisa does it?” Lucille asked. “I spin the wheel, Savannah picks the weapon, and Lisa inflicts the punishment.”

Isobel stared at Lucille. “To what purpose? You’ve hurt her plenty tonight, Lucille. The reason Breanne was able to tolerate your abuses is because of her nature, how they make her cum. She’s at the limit of satisfaction. Hurting her again will not bring her additional pleasure.”

Lucille’s eyes narrowed. “Depends on how you do it. And where you hit her.”

Isobel shook her head. Savannah gave Lisa a look.

“Let’s get her untied,” Savannah added. Lisa nodded. With a cry of frustration, Lucille turned and grabbed hold of the spinner. It whirled around fast and everyone gasped in surprise as the loud clicking sounded through the room. Everyone watched as the various options spun around and around, slowing as the wheel worked its way through the kinetic energy and stopped.

On “pussy.”

Isobel pointed. “No Lucille. And that’s final.

And that was that.

Mistresses Lisa and Savannah untied me and I was pulled from the bench. Carefully they helped me to my feet and Georgia and Kylie came to my side, drawing me away from the devolving orgy, taking me to the restrooms. Hot water and gentle hands massaged my aching muscles, though when either of them touched me between the legs, I whimpered and pushed their hands away. My clit was swollen to twice its normal size and my petals were puffy and inflamed, sensitive to the slightest touch. And when I was clean, the fluids of my orgasms washed away, and even the ink of the various targets drawn on the bottoms of my feet, my buttocks and breasts, not to mention my slit, I was pulled back into the meeting rooms, deposited on a cushioned sofa, and left to sleep.

I woke up to a soft touch on my shoulder.

“Breanne?”

I blinked, looking up at Isobel.

“Do you need me to drive you home?”

I sat up, groaning. I was tired but feeling way better than I had before.

“What time is it?” I asked.

Mistress Isobel smiled. “Almost eleven thirty.”

I looked around. The meeting rooms were empty. Everyone had gone except for Isobel. And Madeline. I spotted her cleaning up some of the dishes from the buffet table. She looked totally recovered. I shook my head.

“No,” I said softly. “I’m fine. I can drive myself home.”

Isobel nodded. “Very well. Feel free to take some of the food home. There’s always more than Maddie and I can eat. I’m sure your daughter would enjoy some of it.”

I smiled in appreciation. Then I looked around. “Do you happen to know where my vibroballs are?”

Isobel’s eyes widened. “You can’t possibly mean to put them in,” she said questioningly. “You are excused from Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 for the rest of the night.”

My eyebrows went up. “Am I?”

Isobel laughed. “You were a tempting target. Too tempting as it turned out. You were phenomenal. Beautiful to watch, to tease, to torment. And I think in the end, you were satisfied?”

I sighed. “Yes,” I replied. “Very much.”

Isobel grinned. “Then we will have you back next month.”

I looked up at her. “As a target again?”

She shook her head. “No. Not as a target. Something else. To be determined.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said softly.

Isobel smiled. “May I ask one more thing? Would you mind taking the spinner back to Julie and Mike. Julie’s husband was the creator and he said he needed to make some additional adjustments to it before we kept it permanently here at the Society meeting rooms. It’s not heavy.”

I blinked. “Oh. Uh… sure.”

“Thank you.”

I watched her walk away. I took a few more minutes, watching as Isobel spoke softly to Madeline, who nodded and then started prepping a third “take home” bag. Finally I got up and walked back over to where I’d been tied and tortured. The spinner was sitting on a wooden easel and I pulled it off the mount. The wheel spun on its own. I watched it go around and then come to a stop.

On pussy.

“What the hell?” I muttered. I set it down. I gave the wheel another spin, it went in a circle and to my shock, once more stopped on “pussy.” I gave it a hard turn and only then did I get something different. I pushed the wheel slightly away from the backboard. All the plastic pins that clicked against the spinner were bolted to the wheel. I could see the screw and the washer. Except…

On the two slices that were labeled after my most delicate, soft, wet and perfect target, I could see extra washers. The two options for pussy were weighted.

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. Rigged. From the start. I shook my head as I carried the spinner out. Sure, Mike needed to adjust it. Before anyone else found out that he’d set me up, knowing what I liked, and what I needed.

And you know what?

He was right on target.


Impaled

“Oh my God!” I groaned, my fingers tightening on the armrests of the chair. I closed my eyes, whimpering as the powerful motor sent waves of spiraling pleasure through my pussy, and I tensed, toes curling in the black stiletto high heels. My feet were dangling in midair because my legs were draped over the arms rests too, and a blonde goddess wearing a fancy, beige colored suit, was busily thrusting a thick, long, and quite powerful vibrator deep into my sex.

Kari Anders, my best friend, lover, mistress and employer, smiled warmly. “That’s it, dear heart. Cum for me,” she purred as my hips rocked. I would have moved a hand to my bared breasts, but both nipples were already tightly clamped, a pair of wiggling, dancing clothespins reacting to my heaving chest. I panted, pain and pleasure mixing perfectly and suddenly I was there, right on the edge. My body rippled with a delighted spasm and I gasped loudly, only to clench my teeth.

“I’m going to cum!” I blurted out. “Please! Kari! Oh my God! Can I cum?” I practically screamed.

For a moment she left me dangling, but then she pulled the vibrator out of my pussy, pressed the tip to my clit, and nodded. “Of course,” she said amiably.

Had I not been on the edge, ready to burst, I might have been just a tad bit suspicious of her congenial response. It was rare for Kari to grant me permission to cum, because she usually used my failure to hold off as justification for further sexual torment. Kari preferred me wrapped in a constant cycle of orgasmic desperation, cumming then punished, which would only arouse me and get me to the point where I was begging to cum again. Which would be denied.

So Kari’s permission was downright unusual. Of course, at that particular moment, I wasn’t exactly thinking about stuff like that. Adrenaline surged through me, followed by the other mix of hormonal chemicals that make up what is essentially a totally natural, completely legal, intoxicating fix. I’m addicted. I love cumming. I crave orgasm. And holy fuck… Kari knows how to work me into a froth! I shuddered, eyes closed as my body responded to her continued ministrations, until I let out a sigh of satisfaction so deep, so intense, that Kari moved the vibe away from clit, turn it off and then gently push the full length of the synthetic, motor stuffed cock, back into me. I groaned as the waves of sexual euphoria washed over me. Kari smiled, gently fucking me in a sort of after-glow coitus.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” I hummed a minute later. Damn, did I feel good! It was only ten o’clock in the morning and while I hadn’t been surprised when Kari demanded that I come to the conference room and strip, the fact that she’d pleasured me had been something of a shock.

Because Kari is a sadist.

Slowly I opened my eyes. “Thank you,” I said honestly. “That was incredible.” And it had been. A tad vanilla maybe, but doing it there at work, being spread open, and with the clothespins, had done the trick. I felt amazing. I felt satisfied. Kari gave me a smile and pulled the vibrator out of my pussy, eliciting another groan, but this one of disappointment.

“Did that satisfy you?” She asked simply.

I laughed. “Of course. It was amazing,” I said, lifting my legs down from the armrests of the expensive, leather chair. I had to ignore the dripping mess I’d left in the seat, but I leaned forward and gave her a warm and loving look. “I love it when you use me.”

She cocked her head to the side. “Are you sure? I don’t mind giving you another orgasm if you’d like,” she replied nonchalantly.

That should have tipped me off too, but I missed it. Instead I shook my head, the euphoria of the last orgasm still swirling through my synapses. I gave her a warm look. “I know how busy you are and I don’t want to take up your time. Besides, that was a pretty big explosion. I should be sated for an hour or two,” I said jokingly. I’m known for my lusty appetites and to be honest, if she’d really wanted to work me into another orgasm, right then and there, I’d have been happy to spread my legs a second time. All she had to do was say the word.

I’m an obedient little nympho humiliation pain slut.

I reached up and removed the clothespins, grimacing as the restoration of circulation to the tips of my breasts sent a surge of discomfort through my bosom. Kari watched me carefully as I set my feet down on the floor and stood up.

My skirt was on the mahogany conference table a few feet away, but I was still wearing my blouse. With a satisfied smile, I began buttoning it up, the metallic color contrasting nicely with my bare skin. Kari smiled back and I looked down at the chair. It was a sodden mess, the leather soaked. “I’ll go get something to clean that up with,” I told my mistress. She nodded.

“There’s also a canvas bag on my desk. Can you bring it back with you?”

“Sure,” I replied. I grinned stupidly and marched out of the room half naked. I stopped in at the kitchenette to get some paper towels, and then I peeked down the hall toward the front door of the suite to see if anyone was standing in the atrium, hoping to catch a glimpse of my bare ass. The coast was clear, so I darted into Kari’s office, grabbed the bag she’d spoken off, and wiggled my hips back down toward the conference room.

“Thank you,” she said simply, holding out her hand. I gave her the bag and then cleaned up my mess. It was relatively easy and there was a spray bottle of cleaner under the bar. When I was done, I turned back toward my mistress, only to find her sitting at the table, her hand an inch or two away from a new toy. Or more accurately, a new toy for me.

“Ooohhhh,” I cooed, eyeing the rubber dildo. It was tall, about seven or so inches, and rainbow colored, with inch wide strips of purple, green, pink, and yellow. It also had a suction cup at the bottom, keeping it rather steady. I gave Kari an appreciative look. “Do I get a new toy?” I asked eagerly, the empty status of my pussy a definitive presence in my head. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one stated that I had to keep my pussy stuffed with cock, or a sex toy, at all times, so that I would remain wet, ready, and sexually stimulated. The large dildo was perfect. I licked my lips and reached for it, totally intending to slide the whole thing in right away. But Kari held up a hand, blocking me.

“Yes, this is for you,” she said simply. “But there is more to it. You have an assignment.”

I blinked and for the first time I felt a shiver of trepidation. “What? Today?” I asked, just a little astonished. Kari nodded, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Indeed,” she replied. She laid a hand on the canvas sack. “Everything you need is in the bag. The terms of the assignment are simple. You will take your new toy out and about, find a nice public bench or chair, set the dildo in the seat and impale yourself.”

I blinked. Immediately I envisioned myself sitting in a café, humiliating myself thoroughly. “Wait. In public?”

Kari nodded. “Yes. But you will appreciate the terms of the assignment. Not only are you granted permission to cum, you are encouraged to do so. In fact, required.”

My eyes narrowed. “Required?” I asked, suddenly feeling a knot form in my tummy. “What’s the catch?”

“You only have ten minutes.”

My eyes widened. “To do what?”

“Cum.”

I stood there, a fluttering sensation in my stomach. “I have to impale myself, in public, and bounce until I cum, and I only have ten minutes?”

Kari nodded again.

“What happens if I don’t cum?” I asked quietly.

“Then you move to another seat and try again,” Kari said easily. “Right after you accept your punishment for failing.” She reached into the bag and pulled out a manila envelope. It was disturbingly lumpy and thick and I could hear something shift inside it. Her handwriting was on the front and it said “Punishment – Nympho.” She set it back in. “You will have four opportunities to orgasm, though each needs to be completed in a different location. Should you manage to cum, then you are finished. No further actions are necessary. Come back to the office. But if you fail, you will need to try four times.”

I gulped. “And there are four punishments,” I said softly. I tore my eyes away from the bag. It all made sense. “That’s why you made me cum. You wanted me satisfied so it would be harder to orgasm.”

Kari adopted this innocent expression. “My goodness! What an accusation! Would I do something like that?” She swept my skirt off the table and handed it to me. Then she pulled on the dildo, the suction cup making a popping noise as it released the mahogany surface. She dumped that in the bag too. I finished getting dressed and then took the bag.

“Right now?” I asked plaintively.

She nodded.

“What about lunch?” I asked.

She grinned. “That might be a good time to sit while impaled. Don’t you think?” I ground my teeth together as Kari stood up. She kissed me on the lips and I breathed in the scent of her. Lilacs. “Have fun,” she whispered. Then she walked out of the conference room, heading back to her desk.

I opened the bag. There were four envelopes and they were of different sizes. I was tempted to lift each one out, to explore them, but then I snarled. She wanted me to cum? Fine. I’d cum on the first round, and then her stupid little punishments would never even get used! Screw it! I was horny enough! Right?

I swung the bag over my shoulder and marched out of the conference room. Kari was already back at her desk and she smiled at me as I stomped past her door. I’d show her! I grabbed my purse at the front desk and then pushed open the door of the suite, right out into the atrium.


Impaled - Nympho

I came to a stop about a foot and a half away from Kari’s office suite door and looked back over my shoulder. Through the glass, I could not only see my tiny desk, but back down the hall straight into Kari’s office. My golden haired goddess was sitting at her desk, busily working, totally oblivious to the fact that I was standing there instead of hurrying out to my jeep. I frowned as I considered my situation.

Kari had said that I needed to find a “seat in a public place,” but she hadn’t technically specified where that might be. Public meant anywhere that people had general access. That included the atrium itself, and since there were two wooden benches, both set against the nearby walls, why couldn’t I just put this whole assignment to rest quickly? It was only a little after ten in the morning, and it would be an hour or so before the denizens of our little slice of corporate America would rouse themselves from their desks to venture out and find food. Ten minutes was nothing. I could plop the suction cup dildo down on the bench, impale myself, do my bouncing, cum, and be back in Kari’s suite just a few minutes later, tired but sexually happy.

The more I thought about it, the more I liked the idea. Kari still hadn’t looked at me, but I smiled wickedly, turned my back on her, and walked over to the bench. It was made of wood and I put the dildo in the very middle. With the room empty, I turned my back to the wall and lifted the back of my skirt. Then, with careful consideration, I lowered myself down.

A lot of men think that a woman can just position themselves over a dildo and drop down, but the reality is that a girl’s pussy isn’t like the sheath of a sword. We’re more like a flower. We open up, and more importantly, there are angles to consider. So, when the dildo tilted the wrong way, I had to reach between my legs, grabbing hold of the thick rubber and pull it forward. I let out a soft moan as the tip slipped through my petals, opening me up, and with only a few necessary hip wiggles, I was able to sink down, impaling myself nicely.

Kari had opted for a seven inch long dildo and let me tell you, it filled me completely. My wet sex locked down around it and if I weren’t used to having long, thick, hard cocks inside me, it might have been a touch uncomfortable. I let out a low pitched groan as my buttocks settled on the bench and I took a deep breath. I got out my phone, set the timer for ten minutes, and hit the start button. Time to bounce.

Masturbation is not exactly a foreign act to me. I work myself into a tizzy frequently, usually in the mornings right after I wake up, my fingers slipping through my folds until I’m whimpering with need. A few exquisite pinches take me the rest of the way and then a nice, relaxing, somewhat satisfying orgasm leaves me breathless for a few minutes and I’m ready to get dressed and start the day. Of course, these vanilla climaxes don’t really satisfy me, or at least, they don’t satisfy me for long and by the time Kari gets to work, intent on tormenting me, I’m more than ready to accept all sorts of brutal sexual stimulation in search of that truly mind-blowing orgasm.

But I will admit that bouncing on a dildo, unable to touch myself in any other way, after having just orgasmed not fifteen minutes earlier, really didn’t do it for me. I kept glancing down at the clock, lifting up, feeling the thick rubber cock slide out of my pussy, then trying to lower myself down. It wasn’t easy. In fact, I realized that trying to bounce while sitting with both legs in front of you was downright near impossible. I should have been straddling the bench. Except it was against the wall. And straddling the bench, in that particular skirt, would have been insane. It would have rolled up to my freaking waist. So, I had to use my hands to lift me up, and that wasn’t much easier. Five minutes passed too quickly and I suddenly started to panic.

“No, no, no!” I muttered. “I’ve got to cum!” I began bouncing a bit more enthusiastically and granted, it felt good, that thick silicone dick slipping in and out of my cunt, but it still wasn’t right! The angles were just not there. Or maybe it was me. Maybe I wasn’t as close to the edge as I needed to be. And it was physically taxing. It took effort. I just couldn’t get myself going! With two minutes left, I bit my lip, scared that I was about screw everything up, and I reached between my legs, trying to get a grip on the dildo, redirecting it so I could do a sort of backward, seated fuck. And of course, that’s when the glass door of the building entrance opened and a woman in a pantsuit came in.

She didn’t see me at first, but she certainly looked in my direction when I squeaked, freezing in place. I hadn’t meant to make noise, but you try sitting down fast on a seven inch rod that has nowhere to go but up inside you. Deep. I flushed crimson, panting, wishing she’d move her ass. Her eyes narrowed as she inspected my outfit, but that didn’t bother me. Sure the skirt was a little too short and the bronze colored metallic shirt clung to my braless boobs a little too tightly, and maybe she could see the tips of my breasts poking against the material, but that wasn’t as bad as being naked. Right?

She went to the directory and I rolled my eyes, giving the dildo a couple of more bounces, but I knew I was doomed. I just wasn’t feeling it. I was wet of course, but I just wasn’t insanely aroused. As our building’s visitor scrolled through the directory, I sighed in exasperation and settled down, watching the last few seconds tick away. My phone let out a shrill beep and I frowned.

Great. Just fucking great.

Still impaled and wishing the woman at the directory would hurry, I pushed a hand into the canvas bag. As Kari had mentioned, there were four manila envelopes, all of them of various thicknesses. None of them were thin and I couldn’t help but wonder what selection of objects Kari had sent with me. I picked up the first one, which was thick, but clearly held several spherical items in it. Plus there was something else, because I could hear a sliding sound. Clothespins maybe? Across the front was written the word “nympho”. I frowned. Okay. Talk about obvious. The second envelope had the word “humiliation” inscribed across the front. The third envelope was heavy and was labeled “pain” and I suddenly didn’t want to know what might be inside. The package at the bottom of the bag said “slut” and I wondered if I was going to ever manage to cum on the dildo, or whether I was destined to endure all four “punishments.”

I let out a breath of frustration and tore open the first envelope. “Nympho” is what it said on the front and I figured maybe I should go in order. Almost immediately a set of wireless vibroballs slid into my hand, along with the controller, and three wooden clothespins. There was also a slip of paper with printed text.

Breanne, too bad you failed to cum. As punishment for not doing as ordered, you are now required to put the vibroballs into your cunt and set the vibration to high. That should help you get into the mood! Once you are properly vibrating, you will need to find three males (individually) and provide them oral satisfaction. Please remember that blow jobs should be given bare breasted, and that cum should either be swallowed or splattered all over your bosom! But don’t cum. After each blow job you can turn the vibroballs down one level. If you do happen to explode, the punishment is to turn the vibroballs back up a level and attach one of the clothespins to a nipple or clit. Once you’ve sucked all three cocks you can make another attempt at impaling yourself and cumming. And don’t forget to properly clean your dildo.

“Well,” I said out loud. “Fuck.”

“Excuse me?” said the woman. I looked up and there she was, standing there, right in front of me, a shocked expression on her face. Her eyes went to the vibroballs.

I blinked, totally surprised. I hadn’t noticed her walking back toward me. I stuffed the toys and clothespins back into the envelope, my face turning beet red. “Oh!” I said, apologetic. I hadn’t meant to be crude, or rude. “I apologize. I didn’t realize you were standing there.”

Her eyebrow went up. “I see. I was wondering if you could tell me where Kari Ander’s office is?”

That shocked me. “Oh,” I said simply. “You’re here to see Kari?” She nodded. I leaned over slightly, feeling the dildo sort of bend, and pointed toward the back corner of the atrium. “Her office is over there.”

“Thank you,” she said, her tone clearly judgmental. I think she knew what I was doing. Or at least suspected. Then she marched away.

The second she opened the door to Kari’s suite, I stood up. Of course the sound of seven inches of rubber leaving my pussy was quite loud, and the wet dildo jiggled, but I managed to smooth down my skirt, ignoring my wet thighs. I turned around, bending over to pull the sex toy off the bench. It came free with a little pop and I quickly stuck it in my mouth, slurping and sucking on the toy, my own sweet flavor tantalizing my taste buds. I yanked it out, stuffing it into the canvas sack. I glanced over my shoulder. Kari was standing next to my desk, talking quietly with her guest, so I put one foot up on the bench, poured the vibroballs out into my hand, and cupped my pussy.

I suppose it wouldn’t surprise any of you that they went in easily, smoothly even? I let out a soft groan as I wiped my hand on my thigh and then pulled out the controller. A second later my entire groin began shaking and the high-powered sphere rattled and rolled between my thighs with a devilish intensity.

“Fuck,” I whispered. The humiliation of the public impalement, the vibroballs, and the risk of punishment for orgasming at the wrong time was just… wrong. I swallowed, realizing that I was being set up. There was no fucking way I was going to be able to hold off. Not for three blowjobs. I’d be wearing the clothespins sooner, rather than later.

I took a deep breath. Well, there was nothing else to do but to do it. I grabbed my bag, straightened my clothing, and with my pussy quivering, headed straight for the stairs.

It was time to see my accountant.

***

Charles Johnson, CPA had an office on the second floor of our building. It wasn’t much of a suite. There was a glass fronted door, followed by a small waiting room that was the size of my apartment’s closet, with a second, larger room that served as Charles’ workspace. What I liked most about the setup was that I could walk past the front door and glance in. If his inner door was closed, I knew he was with a client. But that was rare. He did most of his work digitally anyway. And today, like usual, he was busily typing away at his desk. I opened the door, stuck my head in and coughed gently. He looked up and for fun, I brought my hand up against my mouth and pressed my tongue against my cheek, making it look like I was sucking on a cock.

“Breanne!” Charles blurted out. “Come in! Come in!” He scooted his chair back and I slid into his office. His eyes took in my outfit and there was already a sparkle there. I grinned and shut the door behind me, which made him even more eager.

“Hello Mr. Johnson,” I said warmly. “I find myself in need of cock.”

The man leaned back in his chair, grinning like a Cheshire Cat. “Well, I happen to have one of those. Where, exactly, do you need it?”

I licked my lips. “In my mouth today.”

There was a flicker of disappointment on his face, but he shrugged his shoulders in acceptance. “Assignment?”

I nodded. “Punishment actually.”

He frowned. “I don’t like the idea of being your punishment.” He crossed his arms, giving me a sour expression. I slid over to him quickly, my fingers already unbuttoning my shirt.

“Please don’t look at it that way,” I said apologetically as I began exposing my breasts. “You aren’t the punishment. Sucking cock is the punishment, and it was just because I didn’t manage to cum while bouncing on a dildo. I don’t look at it as something unpleasant.”

By this time, my shirt was hanging open and both of my full, luscious breasts were now hanging like ripe fruit over Charles face. I lifted a leg and straddled him, pressing my braless chest against his nose, rubbing my tits back and forth across him. I wanted to grind my pussy against him, but as soaked as I was, especially with the high-level buzzing in my slit, I didn’t want to smear pussy juice all over his nice pants. I fed him a nipple, gasping as his tongue slid over the tip, and then there was some soft suction. I pulled away, sliding down his body, until I was between his desk and his legs. He had a soft mat on the floor and I took shameless advantage of it as I knelt.

He spread his knees wide and it wasn’t much of a challenge to get his belt undone, or the clasp and zipper loose. He pushed himself up from the chair as I tugged his pants down and a moment later the trousers were rumpled around his ankles. I’d snagged his boxers at the same time and that left me a nice, thick, perfectly sized cock to gobble. Yum.

Charles leaned back with a groan as my fingers slid around his shaft and I started off, not by licking him, but by exploring the various textures of his penis. It was soft, and yet firm, and it filled my palm fully. I let my nails graze his scrotum as I leaned forward, a sudden hunger within me and I wrapped my mouth around just the tip of his rod, sucking and swirling my tongue around the head of his cock.

“Oh my God,” he groaned.

I almost laughed. God I am not. But I like to think that God not only approves of me, but is the ultimate voyeur, watching every little aspect of my antics. I wonder what Heaven will be like for me when I get there. Does God have a BDSM dungeon available?

I slid my face deeper, taking in more of Charles’ cock, but I admit that while a major part of me was totally focused on sucking dick, another part was wrapped up around the vibroballs. They were not only a horrible distraction, but they were also pushing me steadily toward that unapproved orgasm. I could feel it. I picked up the speed in which I was pleasuring Charles, bobbing my head, then switching it up with another long set of licks. My hips were twitching in spasms as Charles finally neared his own orgasm and I looked up at him longingly, eyes wide as I continued to wrap my mouth around his extended erection.

He beat me to the punch, but only by a few seconds, and his rippling penis was still spooling ribbons of cream down my throat when my own pussy tightened, clenching around the vibroballs, only to send a wave of utter bliss streaming through me. Charles noticed and grabbed my head, keeping my mouth on his cock as I shuddered in ecstasy. We both sort of froze for a few seconds, stuck in orgasmic stasis as the adrenaline blasted its way through our bodies. Then he groaned in satisfaction, letting go of my head, and I pulled away, gasping for air. I fell back, under the desk, legs splayed, my mouth a gooey mess. I swallowed, then wiped a hand across my face.

“Wow,” I blurted out, blinking. Charles was laying in his chair, a dazed expression on his face, his eyes unfocused. I shook my head. I felt… awesome. But then the vibrations sort of hit me again and I groaned. I rolled over to the side and crawled out from under the desk. Charles cock was flaccid and I pulled a tissue out of a nearby box and wiped the man clean. He roused at my ministrations and looked up at me.

“Wow,” he echoed softly. I grinned.

“No kidding,” I agreed.

He glanced down at his dick. “Why was that so good?”

I laughed. “Because we both needed it,” I replied. “Sometimes it’s like that.”

He licked his lips. “You exploded.”

I nodded. “Yeah. And I wasn’t supposed to.”

He chuckled. “Of course not. More punishment?”

I pointed at the bag. “Clothespin. And now I don’t get to turn down the vibroballs.”

He straightened up and then stood, reaching down for his boxers and pants. “Well, go ahead. I want to see you put on the clothespin.”

I walked around the desk and grabbed my bag. There were three clothespins in the envelope, but I only extracted one. I took it back around until I was standing in front of him.

“Nipple or clit?” I asked genially. He gave me an amused look.

“Which would you choose?” He asked curiously.

I gave it a moment’s consideration. “My clit,” I said honestly. “It will be less visible under my skirt than attached to a nipple.”

He chuckled. “Embarrassment really is an issue for you, isn’t it?” He shook his head. “The nipple it is,” he told me.

I frowned. Then I sighed. My shirt was still wide open, so I looked down and quickly attached the clothespin to my right breast. From beneath.

“Hey, that’s not how you’re supposed to wear a clothespin,” Charles protested.

I looked up. “Mr. Johnson, I’m going to have to button my shirt back up,” I explained.

His eyebrow went up. “So?”

I stood there, staring at him for a moment. “If the clothespin is sticking straight out, I won’t be able to button it. Much less cover my breast.”

He smiled. “So?”

“Um, it is illegal in Houston for a woman to go around with exposed breasts?” I reminded him.

Charles frowned. “Stupid Houston law,” he muttered. Then he shrugged. “Alright, I suppose.”

I gave him a sympathetic look, but then plucked the clothespin back off my nipple. “How about this?” I asked him, putting the clothespin back on, but this time straight on, so it stuck out toward him. “I’ll wear it like this until I’m worried about it being a problem.” Already I could feel the pinching becoming a soft throb and my pussy tightened up around the rattling vibroballs.

Charles grinned. “I like that idea.”

I took a deep breath, ignoring the uncomfortable, but sexually exciting wiggle of the clothespin. Then I started buttoning up my shirt. I didn’t get very far. I had to leave the one breast hanging out. Then I smoothed down my skirt and leaned over, giving my accountant a kiss.

“Thank you,” I said honestly. “You are always good to help me out.”

He laughed. “I love helping you out. Any time.”

I nodded. “I know. I just want you to know I appreciate it.”

He sighed happily as I straightened up. I turned and picked up my bag, heading toward the door.

“If you need me again today, I’m right here. No scheduled meetings,” he assured me.

I chuckled. “Alright. If I need you,” I replied, opening his office. No one was in the little lobby. Thank God.

“Enjoy the rest of your day, Bre!”

I gave him a wave and headed out into the hall. Instantly, I brought one arm up over my exposed breast, wincing as I bent the clothespin upward, but the corridor was empty. I licked my lips, trying to decide what to do next, when I realized that I might be able to knock out the second blowjob as easily as the first. I just needed to find Jose.

Jose was the building day porter. Short, Hispanic, insanely friendly, and meticulous, I’d frequently abused both his accepting demeanor and poor English to satisfy a number of assignments. To be honest, I don’t think he’s ever minded the various times I’ve dragged him into a bathroom stall for a fuck, or rode him eagerly in an office chair in Kari’s conference room. And considering the way he liked to wash the front glass of Kari’s office suite, his eyes glued to my exposed slit as I sat there, quivering like a landed fish, I figured he owed me.

I just had to find him.

Our building is three stories and I’d seen him earlier that morning in the atrium. But at this hour, I had no idea where he might be. I turned down toward the bathrooms, but he wasn’t there, so I went back to the stairs and climbed upward. That was when I got lucky. I spotted his cart in front of the women’s restroom and with a slightly predatory grin, I lowered my arm and pushed in.

“No! No! Ees closed!” came Jose’s voice. I ignored that and saw him pop out of the back stall. He had a concerned look on his face, at least until he realized it was me. “Breanne!” he said in pleased surprise. And then he saw the clothespin jiggle on my nipple. He stepped right up to me, lifted his hand, and with a single finger, gave the clothespin a wiggle.

Lightning shot down my spine, straight to my pussy, and I tightened up like a fucking bow string. I gasped as a spasm shot through me and suddenly, I wanted Jose’s cock in my pussy, not my mouth.

“I need to suck your cock,” I said, trying to stay focused. I racked my brain. My Spanish isn’t very good, but I knew the word I was looking for. “Chupar?” I asked. “Mamadas?”

Jose’s eyes widened but I knew in an instant that I’d been successful in communicating my needs because he immediately began unbuckling his pants. A moment later he was leaning against the bathroom counter, I was on my knees, and his cock was pressed against my lips. I took hold of him, much the same as I had with Charles, and a moment later I was slurping my way down his full length, engulfing his manhood with a dedicated interest.

Jose was longer than Charles, but not as thick. Not that it mattered. I like cock in a variety of lengths and shapes. But what really made Jose different from Charles, was that he was an active participant. Jose liked to thrust and guide me. I found myself bobbing my head, his hands cupping my ears, holding me as I worked to bring him to climax. My own needs, while bubbling, weren’t anywhere near the explosive levels I’d experienced in Charles’ office, so I was able to give more attention to Jose’s cock. The clothespin on my nipple bobbed up and down as I moved in time with the day porter and when he was getting close, I reached up and began stroking his balls.

His cock jerked in my mouth and Jose grunted. I increased the suction and a moment later his hot, salty spunk shot into my throat. I swallowed as fast as I could, but some of it spilled out around his cock and I gagged. Jose yanked his cock out and the next stream struck my face, getting me just under the eyes and splattering all over my cheek. It dripped down, right onto my bare chest.

And holy fuck, my pussy seemed to like that! I tightened up and groaned.

Jose sighed and sagged, holding his softening cock. Cum dripped from the tip and as soon as I managed to get a breath, I opened my mouth again and immediately took him in it. I licked and sucked as he went limp and it was only when he pushed against my forehead that I stopped and looked up.

As a day porter, Jose must have had an inbred distaste for messiness, because he yanked up his pants, wetted a paper towel, and began cleaning my face. I stood up, mostly because my knees were hurting, and I leaned backward against the counter, shirt open, clothespin still bobbing on my tit, letting him wash me.

When he was done, I realized that I hadn’t cum, and that meant I got to turn the vibroballs down. I reached for the bag, grabbed the controller and a moment later the wild pulsing between my legs softened. I only turned it down to medium, but it was enough to allow me a moment of relief. The pressure was still building, but at only half the speed as before. Jose looked up at me and grinned.

“You. Good?” He asked me. I nodded. He gave me his signature thumb-up sign. “Good,” he said with assurance.

I took a deep breath. “Jose,” I said softly. “Thank you. Muchas gracias,” I told him. He grinned and waved. I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Then I turned and left the bathroom.

The first issue was the clothespin. While there were other men in the building, finding one who would be alone and willing to let me suck them would be a challenge. So, I took off the clothespin and reset it so that it clung to my nipple from the bottom. Then I buttoned up the shirt. I could still see the outline of the peg, but it wasn’t quite as apparent as it had been before. I headed toward the elevator, not wanting to march down the stairs with the vibroballs on, and a moment later I was in the atrium. I glanced into Kari’s office. Sure enough, the woman I’d encountered earlier was sitting there, talking to Kari, and my boss, best friend, lover, and perverted sadistic mistress, was busily making notes. I didn’t want to go in and disturb her, so instead I marched right through the atrium toward the building exit and went outside.

It was warm outside, but still not hot. It was still early March and spring was here. A soft breeze was blowing and I headed for my jeep. As I climbed in, I turned off the vibroballs.

Yeah. You heard me. I turned them off.

One of my stipulations is that I don’t drive with them on. At least, not unless I’m stopped at a light. I got in my jeep, unbuttoned my shirt all the way, shrugged out of it, and then pulled my skirt up until it was nothing but a tight band of material around my waist. Thus, properly exposed, pussy wet, stuffed, and dripping, one nipple clamped and throbbing. I turned the ignition, started the engine, and headed out to find some cock to suck.

***

The drive to the university was typical torment for me. When the jeep was moving, everything was pretty much copasetic. The second I had to brake for a stop light, things got complicated. The process was simple. The moment the jeep stopped, I picked up the controller to the vibroballs, jacked them to full power, and shuddered as the vibrations rocked me to the core. Long lights were especially problematic and by the time red turned to green and I was officially allowed to silence the sex toy inside my pussy, I was desperate to cum. Worse, I must have hit like ten lights between work and my alma mater.

I’d gone to the school because I knew I’d have multiple options and admittedly, my first thought was Zack’s fraternity. There is nothing better to meet the needs of a sexually voracious fuck slut than a group of horny young men, all with nothing better to do than spread me open in the common room and take turns stuffing me full of cock. Except… I didn’t actually need all that. If I’d opted to go to the fraternity house, I’d certainly get to suck someone’s dick. But then there’d be way too many unhappy young men and I’d feel bad, and then submit and the next thing I knew, it would be five in the afternoon, I’d be covered in cum, and Kari’s little assignment would be left undone.

Then there was Zack himself, except when I checked the time, I knew that was a bust. He’d be either teaching a class or in one himself. As a graduate student and a teaching fellow, I knew better than to call him and disrupt his learning time.

But there were other options. The school had several dorms and there were young men all over the place, any one of which would be willing to let a scrumptious looking, if somewhat mature, redhead girl gobble their cocks. The school also was a good choice because I was planning ahead. Because even after sucking my last required cock, I knew that I’d be able to find a quiet spot to get out the dildo and impale myself, and hopefully, work my pussy into an orgasm. If successful, I’d avoid the other punishments and could just go straight back to Kari’s office. It wouldn’t be a total triumph, but I’d still strut as I walked in, giving my mistress a smirking smile as I flounced down the hall.

I put the jeep in park. But first things first. I reached over into the passenger seat and retrieved my shirt. The metallic gold settled around me and I buttoned up the front, sighing in relief as I managed to finally conceal my clothespinned nipple and bare breasts. Then I turned the vibroballs back on, this time to low, in keeping with my status when I’d left work. Then, as I climbed out of the jeep, I rolled my skirt back down over my ass, placed my high heels on the ground, and slung my bag full of goodies over my shoulder. Prepared as possible, I set out to find a cock to blow before the vibrations between my legs pushed me over the edge a second time.

In hindsight, the drive was what probably did it. By the time I was standing in front of the dorm room, eyes peeled as I waited for just the right underclassman to come walking by, my pussy was fluttering and clenching. It was everything I could do to keep my hips from pumping and I realized that my time was getting short. I needed to suck cock, and quickly. I stepped in front of the next guy that eyed me, smiled one of my patented “million watt smiles” and introduced myself.

“Hi,” I said, just a bit breathlessly, hoping the sound of the vibroballs wasn’t too terribly obvious. “I’m Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. I was wondering if I could give you a blowjob.”

I realize that in the pantheon of female to male interaction, events of this type are extremely rare. Obviously, I’m not the only Breanne in the world, but that does create one impressive variable. Even without specifying a name, there aren’t that many nympho humiliation pain sluts in the world. And then lastly, while I’m sure there are plenty of girls running around asking random men if they can suck their cock, I’m also relatively confident that is also a small number. Add all those things together, and I could see why he might become discombobulated.

“What?” the young man stammered, sliding to a halt.

I smiled at him again and moved closer. Much, much closer. In fact, I moved close enough that my hand may have accidentally on purpose touched a particular bulge under his jeans. “I was sort of hoping you’d let me suck this,” I said, giving the rapidly stiffening member a little squeeze.

“What?”

I decided to dumb it down for him. “Your dick. In my mouth. Take me to your dorm room.” And with that, I stuck my arm through his and manually got him moving again.

The walk into the building and then the short elevator ride was quiet, though I did manage to learn that the cock I would shortly be sucking belonged to “Steven.” He was a political science major, a sophomore, and only twenty years old. He led me to a room on the third floor and a moment later he was lying on his bed, pants down around his knees, while I tried to focus on providing a decent blowjob instead of the ripples of sexual pleasure shooting up from between my legs.

It wasn’t easy. The vibroballs were rumbling away on medium level and I had opened my shirt to show him my breasts, thus allowing the clothespin to hang down from my nipple. My hips were now churning and when I realized that I was straddling his leg, I unconsciously began humping his knee, rubbing my swollen and wet slit on his patella with increasingly desperate moans. As I licked and sucked my way up and down his shaft I kept imagining myself yanking out the stupid vibroballs and just impaling myself on his upstretched cock. My body tightened and even as he moaned, I finally snapped, dug my hand between my legs, and tugged the vibroballs out. They buzzed loudly and I tossed them down wetly, into the blankets, as my other hand fished into the canvas bag for my small purse. Now, I still had Steven’s cock in my mouth. Oddly, I found the controller to the vibroballs first, turned them off, then grabbed the condom.

It took only seconds and a moment later I groaned in relief as his full manhood slid into my pussy. I ground my hips frantically, no longer caring about his pleasure, only working on my own. His hands slid up my torso, finding my breasts, squeezing them, playing with the clothespin as I fucked him hard, leaning back. He seemed to totally know what he was doing because a moment later he moved his right hand away from my clamped tit, right down to where my clit was just barely exposed above his loins, and with his thumb, he rubbed it fast and hard, sending me into orbit.

Yes. I cried out. My pussy clenched tightly around his cock and the tremors that flowed through me were more than enough to tell him I was in the throes of orgasm. I felt my body lock down as he continued to ram himself home, but then the energy powering my climax began to fade, leaving me in a heady daze of euphoria, and I slumped down on top of him.

My world spun as he twisted beneath me and I felt his cock get pulled out of my pussy. Suddenly I was flat on my back, his hands spreading my legs, and he pushed himself back into my cunt, pressing me down into the mattress. I moaned in pleasure, another wave of bliss swirling through my head as he thrust in steady, but full movements and my brain seemed to short-circuit. I wrapped my legs around him, but he didn’t seem to like that and a moment later he was straddling me, my knees pressed tightly together between his thighs and our loins met in a wet heat.

I almost came a second time, but he beat me to the punch by a few thrusts. Then he too collapsed, his mouth questing for my breast, finding my unclamped nipple and sucking on it as I shuddered beneath him. It was visceral and energetic fuck and when he finally lifted up, supporting his weight on his elbows, his cock wet and soft between my legs, he grinned.

“That was amazing,” he said.

I smiled. “Sorry. I couldn’t hold back.”

He laughed. “Don’t apologize! Not for that!” He carefully extracted himself. “Can I get you anything? A drink?”

I licked my lips. I was fine. Well, maybe not. But I felt fine. I sighed and lay back.

“No,” I replied. “I’m good.” I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the sensation.

“Um, not to rush you or anything,” he said, glancing around. “But my roommate will be back in about ten minutes and…”

I lifted my head. “And you want me to fuck him too?” I asked with a teasing voice. The shocked expression on Steven’s face was totally worth it. I let out a laugh and swung my legs down off the bed. “Actually, I’ve got class in a little bit. But you took the edge off,” I assured him. I wasn’t sure if he was relieved, or disappointed, but he watched as I found my vibroballs and tossed them in my canvas sack. A moment later my skirt was back in place, my shirt was buttoned up, and I was totally ready. I gave Steven a quick kiss and found myself back in the hall.

Time for another impalement.


Impaled - Humiliation

A soft warm breeze was blowing and admittedly, it felt a little odd walking around campus without anything in my pussy. Going commando wasn’t unusual for me, and I’d spent a great deal of time during my freshman and sophomore years in just that state. Even the short hem of the skirt was familiar, harkening back to my underclassman days when Kari would dress me in a fashion style I liked to call “coed slutty,” with short skirts or shorts and embarrassing tee shirts with captions reading “Porn Star in Training” and “You must be this tall to ride,” written across my chest.

The orgasm I’d experienced while riding “Steven” had been incredibly satisfying and the flush of endorphins had given me a sort of warm afterglow. Granted, the orgasm had been another violation and I’d astonished poor Steve by putting on a second clothespin, which now meant that both nipples were pinched tightly and throbbing. But that minor pain was nothing and I knew it would only help to get me excited again. Which brought me to the other side of the coin.

Physically, I felt phenomenal, but mentally? Not so much. The fact that I’d cum, and cum hard, meant that having another orgasm while bouncing on the rubber dildo, and doing it within a ten minute timespan, was going to be exceedingly difficult. And it wasn’t like I could take an hour and a half to work myself back up into a froth. I had to go and do it. I took a deep breath, just a tad bit frustrated. The “nympho” punishment had been deliberately designed to make me cum, so that it would be more likely for me to fail at the next impalement. Hell, I was shocked I’d only orgasmed twice, instead of three times.

I looked around. It was still just a tad bit too early for me to get something to eat, so instead I headed toward one of the lecture halls I was familiar with while I tried to come up with some options.

One nice thing about being an alum was that I knew most of the ins and outs of the school. I knew of one little study nook that would likely be unoccupied, yet still met the requirements set by Kari. There was a nice wooden bench there and despite being off the beaten path, still qualified as “public.” I walked into the building and climbed the stairs, finding my way deeper into the halls. A number of young men looked at me as we passed, but my attire, while intriguing, wasn’t that far out of the realm of decency. I gave them each a smile and went on my way.

I found the little niche that I remembered from my school days, but much to my dismay, it was occupied. Two freshman girls were sprawled in it, clearly studying, and they barely paid me any attention. That forced me to go elsewhere and the alternative, just down the hall, wasn’t nearly as secluded as I would have liked. Glancing around, I saw an opportunity, with no one immediately coming down the hall. I pulled out the dildo, planted it on the bench, and promptly took the proffered moment of privacy to impale myself.

My timing was right on too, because just after I sat down, pussy now fully stuffed with silicone rubber, one of the girls I’d seen in my niche came walking down the hall. I tried to sit still, but my pussy was already thrilled at the fact that I once more had something buried in my slit and my libido, quiet and placated, suddenly growled. I must have been staring or something, because she slowed and then looked at me.

“Do I know you?”

The sudden question surprised me and it took me a moment to process the non-sexual question into terminology that didn’t immediately require a sexualized response. “Um… no,” I replied. “Do you want to?”

She laughed at that. “That’s clever,” she replied. She was cute too. Early twenties, white shorts, long smooth legs, flip flops showing off cute toes with pink nail polish. Plus she was wearing a bright red tee shirt with a cougar on it. “I’m Tanya,” she said, brushing back a strand of her blonde hair.

“Breanne,” I replied. Then I closed my eyes and took a breath. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

Silence. I opened my eyes and saw a very confused look on poor Tanya’s face.

“What?” She asked.

Of course, it was right then that my body really wanted to react to the seven inches of silicone rubber and I couldn’t help shifting my hips or groaning. It must have confused her even more because she gave me a very disturbed look, then headed back to her niche, looking over her shoulder at me.

I checked the clock on my phone. Three minutes. Great. I’d wasted over a quarter of my time. I started bouncing, or at least trying to, but the reality is that while I was wet and even aroused, I just wasn’t feeling it. For all intents and purposes, my pussy was doing great. Three orgasms in less than two hours? Of course my pussy was happy. And that meant that the likelihood of cumming was almost nil. Not without some other stimulation.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I looked over at the canvas sack. I’d already done the nympho punishment. There were three left. The second one said “humiliation” while the third was “pain.”

“Yeah,” I said to myself. “Well, I’m going to do them in order, just in case,” I added. I lifted up off the dildo, then slid myself back down. It felt good, but it certainly wasn’t going to push me over the edge.

“Alright,” I said, giving up, still with two minutes left to go. I grabbed the “humiliation” envelope. Immediately I could feel something soft and squarish, along with something a bit harder and cylindrical. I took a deep breath, still impaled, and opened the manila envelope. Inside I found a white tee shirt with some large, black lettering, a pendant vibrator on a clamp, and a note.

Breanne, since you failed to properly cum, you must now humiliate yourself. You will change shirts into the one provided. You will clip the vibrator pendant to your clitoris and turn it to high. You will then walk around in a public place until your pussy is fingered five times. But you cannot verbally ask anyone to finger fuck you. Don’t worry. You’ll get offers. You’ll see why. Also, you are not permitted to orgasm. If you do accidentally cum, the punishment for such behavior will be to ask someone to give you a nice, hot spanking. Twenty strokes. Oh… and don’t forget spankings have to be endured bare bottomed and bare breasted!

Well, that didn’t bode well. I set the note down and picked up the shirt, shaking it out. Immediately my heart seized up and shot up to my throat. The words on the front said “Check If I’m Wet” with an arrow pointing downward right at the hem. And on the back? “Spank me!” I quivered a bit, my pussy tightening around the dildo as I contemplated what was about to happen.

Fingered by five people? Well, that wasn’t going to be that hard. Right? Especially with a fucking engraved invitation right on the front of my shirt. I took a deep breath. Kari had bought the shirt a bit small too and I knew it was going to cling to my skin as if it were wet.

“Great. Just great,” I muttered. I grabbed hold of the vibrator pendant. It was just a rubber tipped duck clamp and I tugged up the front of my skirt and quickly attached it to my clitoral hood. It dangled down against my petals and I flicked the little switch. A flurry of light vibrations spun up and I let out a groan. My God… that felt good.

My phone beeped and my ten minute timer was up. I let out a frustrated breath and checked the hall again. I was alone, so it was a good opportunity to get up. I stood, feeling the pendant vibrator bounce a few times against my labia. Then I turned around, tugged the dildo free, and was just about to stick it in my mouth when Tanya, the girl I’d introduced myself to a few minutes before, came back down the hall. Her eyes were locked onto me. I shoved the dildo behind my back and turned to face her.

“Hi,” she said, coming to a stop in front of me. “I just want to know what you meant.”

I blinked. “What what meant?” I asked, trying to ignore the fresh set of vibrations reverberating between my thighs. I pressed my legs together, hoping she wouldn’t notice the noise.

“You know, the nympho humiliation pain slut thing.”

I licked my lips, shifting uncomfortably. “Uh… what about it?”

Tanya’s eyebrow went up. “What does it mean?”

I bit my lip. “Well, the nympho part means that I like sex. A lot,” I started to explain. “The humiliation means that I get turned on by being embarrassed sexually. The pain bit means that I also get aroused when it hurts a little bit, in the right spots. And being a slut means that I’ll do it with practically anyone.”

Tanya’s eyes widened a bit, but then she nodded. “That’s what I thought.” She seemed to study me for a moment. Then her eyes narrowed just a little bit more. “What do you have behind your back?”

I felt the heat on my cheeks. “Nothing,” I squeaked.

Tanya gave me a skeptical look and then twisted, trying to see what I was hiding. I turned but not fast enough and she got a good glimpse of my rainbow colored dildo.

“I thought that’s what you were doing!” She declared in excitement. “I mean, I saw you bouncing and the way your hips were jerking…”

My shoulders slumped and I brought my arm forward, the dildo clutched in my hand. Her eyes widened as she stared down at my sex toy, so I brought it up to my mouth, stuck it in, and began sucking it clean.

“Oh my God!” She whispered as I slurped on it noisily, then dumped it in the canvas bag.

“I was supposed to cum,” I explained. “But I didn’t. Now I have to accept punishment.” I unfolded the shirt so she could read the front and I watched as her cheeks turned red. I glanced back down the hall. It was just me and her so I unbuttoned my blouse. As my breasts came into view, Tanya got a nice look at the wooden clothespins clinging to my nipples.

“Oh my God! Don’t those hurt?” She asked, her eyes locked on my bosom. I shrugged out of the gold, metallic blouse and let it fall, then quickly began pulling on the stupid white tee.

“Yes,” I said as my head popped out of the top and I shook out my red hair. “But it’s the right kind of hurt.”

Tanya glanced back over her shoulder and she stared at me for a moment. “Um… are you wet?” She asked, clearly reading the shirt. The tone of her voice was careful, but I couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or fishing. 

I let out a soft chuckle. “Maybe you should check for yourself.” And with that I spread my legs.

Gingerly, carefully, Tanya brought her hand up between my legs and I could tell she heard the vibrator. Then her hand cupped me, pressing the pendant vibe against my folds, pushing it in like a hotdog sitting in a bun. I gasped, need surging through me, and suddenly I wanted to shove that dildo back into my cunt and pump it vigorously.

Her eyes widened as she felt the vibrations and she must have realized just how ripe I was. Her fingers slid into me, working around the buzzing pendant and I groaned as she pushed in deeper, filling me completely. And then, when she left them in there, wiggling them around, I realized she wanted to do more than just check to see if I was wet.

Suddenly my head was filled with fantasy. Wouldn’t it be amazing to drag Tanya to the floor, stripping off her clothes, and running my tongue through her pussy while riding her face? I wondered what she tasted like and I wanted her. I was about to lean forward and kiss her when she pulled her hand away from my pussy and it lifted it. The sheen of moisture made it very clear that I was indeed, wet. I reached out, grabbed her hand and brought it to my chest, wiping downward. Her fingers closed around my breast, squeezing it, feeling the wooden clothespin hanging from my nipple. The smear of girl goo soaked into the shirt immediately, right above my left nipple, and the wooden peg and my dark pink nub were suddenly visible through the translucent material.

“Guess I am wet,” I said. Of course, in my head, I was already counting. One. Four more to go! I licked my lips and picked up my bag. “Thanks for checking.” Then I started to turn away.

“Wait!” Tanya said. She looked a little upset. “Can I meet you later?”

I paused. “Meet? What time? Where?” I asked.

She twisted and her purse slung forward. She yanked out her phone and gave me an expected look. I thought about it, then gave her my number. A moment later, the phone in my bag rang.

“My last class gets out at three. I’ll text you,” Tanya said softly.

I smiled. “Alright.” She grinned at me and then fidgeted nervously.

“See ya, right?” She asked. I nodded. “Right.”

Then she sort of hopped and turned away, glancing back at me over her shoulder. I gave her a little wave and then with a deep breath turned my back toward her. There was a scuffing sound and then something hard smacked me across the ass. I gasped, yelping and whirled to see Tanya laughing right behind me.

“Well,” she said. “It says ‘spank me’. What did you expect?”

I rolled my eyes, my hand cupping my buttock. “Right,” I said, giving my tush a rub. “Do I need to walk out of here backward?”

Tanya laughed. “I think I’m satisfied.” She crossed her arms. “For now. Later, I might want to give you another. Or a bunch of them!”

I gave her a little wave and turned away again, this time being a little more cautious, but she left me alone. Of course, that didn’t make things easier. As I descended the stairs I started to pass a few of the other students, all of whom read the front of my shirt and gave me some fucked up looks. As I headed out of the building and onto the campus, people were all over the place and I realized that I’d managed to hit that dreaded fifteen minute window between classes.

I made it almost three whole minutes before someone slapped my ass. I was sort of expecting it, so instead of whirling, I just gasped, cupped my bottom, and kept going. This earned me another, and then a third, even harder smack. That time I whirled and the young man behind me read the front of my shirt. His eyes came back up to mine and I gave him the slightest nod. A second later his hand was jammed between my legs and two of his fingers were pressing into my pussy. Our bodies were very close together.

“I think you’re very wet,” he declared. I grabbed hold of him as I struggled to stay upright, the waves of pure physical bliss almost overwhelming me. Then he pulled his fingers out from under my skirt and both of them were coated in goo. “And a vibrator on your clit too? Aren’t you a kinky little slut?” Then, much to my dismay, he pressed his fingers against my mouth and I opened up, sucking my own juice off them.

Two. The word reverberated in my head and I gave him a smile as I finished slurping on his fingers. “Maybe,” I breathed. “But I like guys who finger fuck first and spank afterward.” His face darkened and he looked a little aggrieved, but I didn’t stay to watch. I turned away and kept going, making a sharp right and heading into the next building. I caught another two swats to the rear before I pushed into the women’s restroom, taking a breather as I pushed up to the vanity.

“Isn’t that a little inappropriate?” Asked a girl who came up next to me at the sink. She ran her hands under the faucet and eyed my shirt. “It’s like asking for it.”

I let out a snort. “Are you kidding? It isn’t a little inappropriate. It’s totally inappropriate.”

Her eyebrow went up. “Then why are you wearing it?”

I sighed dramatically. “Sorority dare,” I told her.

She cringed. “Oh, girl. Sorry. Which greek?”

Oops. I didn’t want to get anyone in trouble. I smiled. “Sorry. Not allowed to say. Hazing and all.”

She nodded. “How long?”

I turned a little to see if anyone else was in the restroom, but it seemed we were alone. At least for the moment. “Five gropes.”

That shocked her. “You’re kidding! From strangers?”

I nodded and I could see her getting mad. “That is hazing!” She declared. She shook her head. “Girl, nothing is worth that.” I watched her storm out of the bathroom and sighed.

“Maybe,” I replied, “But I’m not a typical pledge,” I said into the silence.

I hid out in the restroom for another five or six minutes to let the crowds disperse and when I stuck my head out again the last dregs of students were rushing to their classes and I was able to emerge without being swamped. Of course it meant that I got eyed, but the spanks stopped and I did a quick circuit of the building, hoping to find someone willing to check my moisture levels.

In today’s day and age it’s unusual for young males to presume that a sign saying “Check if I’m Wet” means that it’s okay for them to actually check if I’m wet. I got a couple of odd looks and only the prohibition on asking one to do it kept me from going up. Finally though I decided that I needed to utilize some alternative means of communication, and when I saw one guy giving me a decent eye fuck, I curled my finger in a beckoning motion, then pointed in the same direction as the arrow.

He got the point and a moment later I was moaning as his hand cupped my pussy and his fingers pressed the vibrator hard against my sex. He dug in, pushing fingers into me and for a moment I stood there, one leg up in the air, holding on to him as he finger fucked me. It was incredible. In seconds I was panting heavily, my throbbing nipples pressed up against him as he pushed me against the wall. My pussy quivered as he fingered me and then he smiled.

“You’re wet,” he assured me, continuing to wriggle his digits around in my slit. My hips thrust back and forth as he churned me into a froth. “Are you going to class?”

I gulped. “Not anymore,” I whispered, which wasn’t exactly dishonest, though I think he took it as I’d just changed my plans for him.

He pulled his hand out from between my legs, stuck it in his own mouth, and licked my juices off his hand. I blinked in surprise.

“I like the taste,” he assured me.

I followed him like a bitch in heat and ten minutes later we were in his dorm room. I liked the taste of him too and after sucking on his cock thoroughly, I found myself mounting his shaft and bouncing vigorously. Part of me couldn’t believe it. How on earth could I have gotten so turned on? And how come I couldn’t cum when I was supposed to, instead of only when I wasn’t?

His fingers grabbed hold of my buttocks, then moved to my breasts, teasing the clothespinned nipples and making me cry out. My pussy locked down tight around his shaft and the next thing I knew I was mewling like a kitten, cumming like a good little pussy. As I shuddered, he flipped me over and straddled me, locking my legs together, thrusting hard. I felt a second wave and moaned, even as his face became flushed and he exploded.

Hot damn. Another punishment. Titty flashing.

Thirty minutes later I was walking out of the dormitory when I spotted another young man willing to check my wetness and rewarded him with a blowjob in the stairwell. That did not go well. Not because I wasn’t doing a good job, or that my partner wasn’t responding, but that the stairwell was in frequent use and no one seemed to mind that I was sucking cock in public. In fact, I got a couple of hard spanks as several young men went by.

The last wetness check happened as I was leaving and I just grabbed one young freshman boy who looked about fourteen but had to be of legal age. His eyes widened as I brought his hand up between my legs and from the shocked look on his face, I’m pretty sure that he discovered quickly that I was wet. I gave him a kiss. A French kiss, pressing myself against him, then walked away as he reeled in stunned apoplexy.

Which just left one more thing to do. I stood out on the sidewalk, faced the dorm itself, and lifted my shirt.

Bare breasts and clothespins.

Then I hurried away as over a dozen underclassmen all yelled in approval.


Impaled - Pain

I was starving. I didn’t want to risk staying at the University, since both my shirt and escapades were going to attract official attention at some point, so I hurried back to my jeep. Once in the semi-privacy of my vehicle, I stripped out of the shirt, pulled up the skirt again, removed the clothespins, and then put the jeep in gear.

I’m not picky when it comes to food, but since Kari had intimated that it would be in my best interest to attempt my third impalement while eating lunch, I knew I had to try. So I looked for restaurants where I would enjoy the food as well as a nearly empty dining room. I pulled into the lot and swapped out the “check to see if I’m wet” shirt for my original metallic gold number, and walked in. I ended up getting a French Dip sub with roast beef.

I waddled over to one of the furthest bench seats and put my back to the counter so that the poor kids working the kitchen and registers wouldn’t see me. Then, before even starting my food, I pulled out the dildo and slapped it down onto the vinyl seating. I had to be a bit circumspect as I lifted myself up to mount it, but I’m used to being unobtrusive and a moment later I was stuffed to the brim on a seven inch rubber cock.

If only I was horny.

I’ll be honest. I didn’t even try. Sure, my pussy tightened and yes, I was wet. I slid up and down that thing with ease. But I’d cum so much that my sex was actually telling me that I was good for a while. So I just bounced a little, enjoying the firm, thick feeling of the dildo as I devoured my food.

This is what happens when the stomach gets in the way of the libido.

Needless to say the ten minutes passed and I didn’t cum. I know it was a rather fatalistic way of looking at things, but physically I was relaxed, happy, and rather satisfied. I wiped a bit of horsey sauce off my lips and when I finished the last of my curly fries, I fished the next manila envelope out of the canvas bag.

Pain.

I opened the envelope. What fell out made my mouth run dry.

Breanne, being able to cum on demand is a necessary quality in a nympho humiliation pain slut and failure is disappointing. Still, not being able to achieve climax when you’re supposed to gives us an opportunity. So, now we will see if you can achieve climax when you’re NOT. This punishment focuses on the more masochistic aspects of your sexual psyche. To start, attach your alligator clamps to your nipples and the jumbo alligator clamp to your clitoris. Using a thick rubber band, ask a stranger to give your right foot twenty snaps. When finished, ask a different stranger to give your left foot twenty snaps. Obviously, feel free to fuck them. Once this is done, you may remove the alligator clamps from your tits. You must then ask someone to give your bare bottom a decent spanking. (Don’t forget that your breasts need to be exposed as well) You should get ten hard strokes in order to remove the jumbo alligator clamp from your pussy. And if they give you extra spanks make sure to reward them properly. Oh… and don’t forget to clean your dildo!

I sat there, just a little dumbfounded. Rubber band snaps sucked. I shifted left and right, the huge dildo still rammed up inside me and suddenly I found myself aroused. Like seriously aroused. I sighed. Clearly it was a mind game. The idea of being hurt, of suffering, especially with the alligator clamps, while humiliating myself asking for strangers to snap a rubber band against each foot, followed with a spanking… well… do you blame me for getting a bit breathless and ruddy?

The envelope contained the two alligator clamps, connected on a chain and I pushed them to the side as I examined the jumbo clamp. It too was metal, the teeth firm and only slightly dulled. I’d worn it before, so I knew what it would feel like chewing on my clitoris. It would hurt, but only enough to motivate me to try to get it off. Quickly.

Lastly, there were two thick, blue rubber bands and I rolled my eyes. I was totally wearing the wrong shoes for this. I had on my stilettos, which were sexy as all fuck, but were not easy to get on and off in the least. I frowned. It wasn’t like I had a whole lot of choice. With a sigh, I grabbed the smaller alligator clamps, the ones connected via the chain, and after a quick glance over my shoulder, I swept up the left side of my blouse and quickly set the clamp in place.

Ow.

The sharp little teeth dug into my nipple and since I’d set it behind the piercing, there was plenty of meat for the dratted little thing to chew on. With a whimper I covered it up, then did the other side, wincing as the tips of my breasts suddenly devolved into a flurry of throbbing shards that seemed to cut through me to the bone. My fingers quivered as I picked up the jumbo clamp. One thing was for certain, I was motivated to ask for help, and even as I exposed my clitoris and set the larger clamp in place to chew on my sensitive little nub, I started planning.

I plucked an ice cube out of my drink and surreptitiously tossed it onto the dining room floor nearby. A second one followed, and then a third. I didn’t even realize I was bouncing on the dildo much more vigorously until there were almost a dozen wet spots on the floor. I checked over my shoulder. There was only one other guest in the restaurant and he was on the other side of the room, engrossed in his phone and not even within direct view. I looked over at the counter.

“Excuse me!” I called, waving. The guy at the register looked up. “I accidentally spilled some ice,” I explained. “Sorry.”

The resigned look on the poor guy's face made me feel bad, but he dutifully grabbed his mop. A moment later he emerged from the kitchen door, making his way over to me with a rag and the ropy tool. I had already dragged my left foot up under my right leg and unbuckled my shoe, which was now on the floor. The rubber band was settled in my arch and I was totally ready.

“Hi,” I said wickedly, giving the young man one of my more predatory looks. He didn’t realize he was prey and he responded with a grin of his own. Maybe it was because he got a better look at my bosom, which was highlighted beneath the gold metallic shirt. Or maybe he saw the outlines of the clamps on my nipples. Or, just possibly, he saw that my skirt had ridden up high enough for him to see the rainbow ripples of the dildo I was still impaled upon.

“Uh… hi,” he replied. He started mopping, but he wasn’t looking at the floor. He was looking at me.

“I need a favor,” I said simply. “See the rubber band? Pull it out and snap it against the bottom of my foot and I’ll show you something amazing.”

I had no idea how old this kid was, but he looked eighteen. Probably. He glanced back at the kitchen, then at me, his face confused. I let my eyebrows wiggle a bit and he sort of sidled over. Then with quick fingers, he grabbed the rubber band, pulled it out, and snapped it against my foot.

I gasped. It stung. But goddamn if it didn’t send a flurry of ripples through my stuffed and quivering pussy! I sighed and smiled, then looked up at him. Carefully, I lifted the right side of my shirt and showed him a clamped nipple. His eyes widened.

“Want to see something else?” I teased? “Do it again.”

Once more he checked over his shoulder. Then I felt the sting on my foot, which faded quickly.

“More,” I whimpered, flashing him my left breast. I kept my shirt up as he snapped and snapped the elastic into the arch of my foot, until I was grimacing with the stinging heat. At ten I let out a little yelp and pulled my foot back, breathing hard. I looked up at him as I lowered my shirt and nodded. “Thank you!” I said earnestly.

He just stared and I put my high heel back on. He was about to turn away when I curled a finger, gesturing for him to come closer. That’s when I finally lifted up. My skirt rose and his eyes widened as he watched the dildo slide out of my pussy. I stuck it in my mouth quickly, sucking and licking it, then jammed it in my bag. I put a finger against my lips, shushing him. He nodded.

And that was that. I cleaned up my tray, gave the young man a wink, and then left.

Of course, I was hurting. My nipples throbbed painfully and my clit was a nodule of extreme discomfort, not to mention that my left foot was excruciatingly sore, especially in a high heel. I climbed into my jeep and looked around. I had to get the other snaps quickly, or I might need to call for a medical out. As I started the engine I peeled off the metallic gold shirt, then removed my right shoe. It was a little awkward, and for safety’s sake, I took off my left stiletto as well. Then, barefoot and bare breasted, I put my jeep into reverse and navigated my way through the parking lot.

Fortunately, there was a big box store adjacent to the fast food joint I’d been eating at and I pulled into one end of the parking lot to assess my options. What I needed was a single individual, male, preferably older than myself, who would gladly be willing to snap the rubber band on my right foot in exchange for seeing… well… a lot. I did some computational numbers in my head, which wasn’t easy considering my physical situation, and then put the jeep in gear and rolled.

It only took five minutes.

I kept an eye on the entrances and when a silver haired gentleman rolled into the lot in an old pickup truck I knew I had a chance. He drove into the lot slowly and I pulled in behind him, one arm wrapped across my breasts as we swung past the front of the store. He turned down the aisle and I watched him skip an open space between two sport utility vehicles. That was a good sign. It meant either he was worried about his own driving skill, or about the fact that he was practically driving a tank, or he was so worried about someone else hitting him he wanted to park far away from the store. I didn’t really care. He turned, pulled up, and I swung around in a loop and came in from the other side, so that our windows were perfectly opposite. He was just opening his door when I came to a stop and he looked up at me.

The look of shock on his face was priceless. I rolled down the window.

“Hi,” I said apologetically. “Sorry to bother you, but I need a little bit of help and was wondering if you would mind.” The old man stared at my clamped breasts. I lifted the rubber band and showed it to him. “I’ve been a naughty girl and as punishment, I’m supposed to have someone snap this rubber band against the bottom of my foot. Do you think you could do that?”

Okay, as far as come-ons go, this probably sucked, but he came up to the window, so that was a plus. He gave my boobs another serious examination and then his eyes went downward, which is when he noticed the condition of my skirt. It was pulled up around my waist and the jumbo alligator clamp was on my clit. I spread my legs a little and then brought my right foot up into my lap.

“Are you for real?” He asked softly.

I nodded. “Give me your hand,” I replied.

He held his hand out and I took it. I pressed it to my breast and felt his fingers tighten. He closed his eyes and just touched me, caressing my breast.

“Don’t those hurt?” He asked, his eyes flickering to my nipples.

“Yes,” I said. “They’re supposed to.” I smiled. “Like I said, I’m a bad girl.”

He grinned. “Yes you are.”

“If you want, you can take the clamps off my breasts, but first you have to snap the rubber band.”

His eyes went to the elastic band and I pushed it down over my toes. Now I’m limber. I can do the splits. I even do yoga with my friend Georgia. But there was no way I was going to be able to stick my right foot out the window of the jeep. So instead I popped the door. Grandpa took a step back and I twisted in my seat. Now he had a complete view. My boobs, my pussy, everything. I leaned back, my spine pressing against the gear shift, and I spread my legs so he could get a really good look at my pussy. Oh, and I presented my foot to him.

He took a deep breath and then I felt his fingers on my ankle. He snagged the rubber band and pulled it outward. But then he let it go almost immediately and I shook my head.

“No,” I said. “It has to snap. Hard. Against the sole of my foot.”

He gave me a look. “But it will hurt.”

I almost melted. “I know. But it’s supposed to. I’m a…”

“Bad girl,” he repeated. “I know.” He looked back at my toes and with one hand still gripping my ankle (oh my God, I don’t know why, but that felt so good, so erotic!) he grabbed the elastic and pulled it out. This time he did it right and I gasped. The sting was minor, since it was the first snap on that foot, but it boded well and I nodded, putting one hand down between my legs, rubbing my sex and moving the jumbo alligator clamp around. He snapped the rubber band again, undoubtedly seeing how wet that made me. I gasped and groaned, masturbating for him all while he took his time. I was practically laying down in the front seat, knees bent, feet up in the air, nipples and clit throbbing as my fingers swirled through my folds. And every twenty seconds or so came another snap.

I forgot to count! We went way past ten and I suddenly opened my eyes and looked at him. He was in rapture and I could have counted on him to snap that rubber band against my foot for the next three days. Instead, I grabbed his hand before he could deliver another stinging shot to my instep, and pulled him closer.

“My breasts,” I gasped. “You can take the clamps off my nipples!”

He reached up and pinched the first alligator clamp open and whimpered as it came loose. Little dark red marks lined the protruding tip and I panted with pain as the circulation was restored. Then he did the other side. I let out a little mewl, shuddering and he began rubbing my breasts.

I recovered quicker than I thought and I looked at this man. He must have been in his late sixties. His fingers were gnarled and rough, and I’ll admit I loved the way he was touching me. Suddenly, I was soaked. I sat up.

“Take me somewhere private,” I blurted out. “I want to fuck you.”

His eyes widened.

I nodded, reaching around to grab my bag and keys. “Please? An empty lot. A hotel room. Anywhere. I just need your cock in me.”

He backed up as I pushed myself out of the jeep, not even bothering to grab my shirt or shoes. He stared in shock as I shut the door behind me, standing in the parking lot barefoot, with my skirt around my waist, a clamp hanging from my clit, and a very wet, pulsing pussy in view. He turned, opened the door of his truck, and I climbed in.

I moved over to the passenger seat and sank down into it. It wasn’t a crew cab so I had to sit up straight. Still, I spread my legs wide as he climbed back in. He turned on the truck’s engine and the entire vehicle shook. As soon as he put it into gear, I grabbed his hand and brought it down to my thigh and he began caressing me, his pinkie fingers fluttering against my labia. I moved his hand again after a moment, gasping as he entered me.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Finger me.”

And he did. And drove. I didn’t pay attention to where we were going. I was lost in the sensory experience. He was rough and smooth, hard and soft. He worked gingerly around the clamp, but even when he touched it, all I felt was a surge of pain that was swallowed up by the pleasure, enhancing and supercharging it. When the truck stopped and the sunlight dimmed from the shadow of the trees, I straightened up and looked around.

We were in a back lot somewhere, in a corner. He’d backed us in so that even if someone came, we’d see them a good distance off. I climbed up onto the seat, kneeling and he kept trying to touch me.

“I want your cock,” I said hungrily, reaching for his buckle. He helped me, unsnapping and unwrapping until his bony hips were showing as he pushed the jeans down.

His cock was small, but I’d expected that. Who knew how long it had been since it had last been used? He smelled like soap and leather and I bent down, my long red hair brushing his bare thighs as I wrapped my mouth around his shaft. He groaned and to my surprise, I felt him stiffen immediately, his hands coming down on my head gently. Then his right hand moved down my back, caressing me, touching me, as if he hadn’t been with a woman in decades.

I bobbed my head and sucked gently, then more firmly and I could tell it excited him. He let out a groan, shuddering. I did my thing, swirling my tongue around the tip of his cock and then went down deep. His entire cock fit in my mouth, so I pleasured him fully, nose pressed to his leg.

Then, much to my surprise, he exploded, ribbons of salty cream surging up out of him. I gagged, then coughed, but managed to swallow enough to clear my lungs. Then I just sucked hard, slurping down every last bit of jism his pent up balls had to offer. He let out a groan and I could hear the disappointment in his voice.

“Sorry girlie, but it’s been so long…” he breathed. I came up to look at his face and to my shock I saw tears in his eyes.

“Hey!” I said, “It’s fine. Okay? Really!” I put my hand on his soft cock and held it. He was as limp as a wet noodle. I licked my lips. Suck him back to hardness and ride him vigorously? I closed my eyes. My clit was starting to really hurt and unless I either got fucked hard or spanked, I was going to have problems. I thought back to the note. It had specifically said for me to get two different people to snap the rubber bands, but did it say anything about getting another person to do the spanking?

I twisted in my seat and grabbed my bag. A second later I had the paper out. “You must then ask someone to give your bare bottom a decent spanking,” it read. I shoved it back in the bag and turned toward Grandpa.

“I need a spanking,” I said quickly, grabbing his arm. “Twenty hard swats. Can you do that?” I asked.

“What?” He asked, blinking.

“A spanking. You know? On my bottom?” I climbed up into the seat, kneeling on it, and braced myself against the dash. “Smack my butt.”

“Why?”

I let out a frustrated breath. “Because I can take the clamp off my clit if I get a spanking.”

“Just take it off,” he replied, confused.

I shook my head. “I’ll get more punishment. It has to be done right. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and this is the pain. So please? Please spank me?”

He gave me a look that made it clear I was seriously fucked up, and in the head, not the cunt. I put one hand down between my legs, fingers dipping into my slit as he raised his hand. The swat he gave me was half-hearted and didn’t even sting. I growled, looked back at him and shook my head. “You can do better than that,” I said darkly, wiggling my butt.

“Not much room for a swing, missy.”

My eyes narrowed. “Harder.”

The next swat did it. I gasped as my rump tingled and the heat bloomed. My fingers curled inside me and I began thrusting, my palm cupping my sex as my hips rolled. My palm pressed on the clamp and sweet agony rushed through my loins. Suddenly the pain didn’t matter and another spank to my ass made me thrust forward, playing with myself.

“Yes!” I groaned. “Harder! Spank me harder!”

The swats kept coming and I worked myself into a similar state. Within a minute I was panting, desperate to cum and I kept pressing on the alligator clamp on my clit. The blows to my rear end were more like love taps and despite the heat and sting of them, Grandpa couldn’t get enough room to really swing his arm. I growled with the heat and I was shocked when he stopped.

I twisted and looked at him. His eyes were wide and there was an astonished look. I followed his gaze and my mouth dropped open.

He was hard.

In seconds I had the alligator clamp off my clit, mewling as the pain radiated through my pussy. I grabbed a condom from my bag and was on him like a cowgirl on a bronco, my sore nipples pressed into his face and then his mouth. His hands cupped my buttocks as I ground myself into his cock, head thrown back. We moved together, thrusting and licking and touching until I reached up, pinching my nipples again, to explode in light and heat and utter satisfaction.

***

“Thanks Curtis,” I said softly, leaning over to kiss him. The old man looked over at me with a smile that would have melted hearts.

“I should be thanking you, Bre.” He sighed. “You’ve made this old man very happy.”

I laughed. “You made me happy.”

“You’re still a bad girl though.”

I nodded. “Of course I am.” I hopped out of the truck, one arm pressed to my bare, but clamp free breasts and opened the door to my jeep. I climbed in and shut the door. Curtis watched me the whole time, eyes brighter for the last hour and a half. I gave him a little wave and started the engine.

As far as lovers went, Curtis had been a breath of fresh air, despite his age. He’d been gentle when required, and rough when needed. He’d brought me to climax and freed me of both my nipple clamps and the horrid monster chewing on my clit. He’d spanked me when I needed it, working me into a froth, and when I found myself desperate for something inside me, he’d let me ride him until I’d popped.

And now it was time to go fuck myself a fourth and final time.

The rainbow colored dildo was in my bag and I drove around for about fifteen minutes, looking for a decent spot to do my public fuck. The probably was that without a sex toy inside me, I wasn’t being pushed back into my normal state of immediate need. In fact, it worried me, so as I drove I kept one hand between my legs, gently rubbing my still aching clit.

Don’t worry. I was still wet. It’s sort of my default state. Despite my orgasm the juices were still flowing freely and when I started to pass the shopping mall I realized that I’d found my opportunity. I curled a finger inside me, trying to work myself into the necessary froth. After parking, I grabbed my bag, complete with dildo and the final package, on the off chance I failed to cum, and pulled my metallic shirt back on, along with my stilettos.

It took me only about ten minutes of walking to find a bench in a niche where a closed store had basically created a dead zone. I sat down nervously and watched the foot traffic. People were still walking by, but no one came down the dead end, leaving me feeling just a little safer. Finally I pulled the rainbow rubber dildo out of my bag and secured it to the bench. It was easy to flip my skirt up and lift up, but it wasn’t as easy to just sit down. It took a good thirty seconds to work the thing in, settling the thick, unlubricated rubber dick into my wet, but not exactly frothy pussy.

Well, are you disappointed with me? Hell, I’d cum multiple times, but never in the right time. I took a deep breath, my pussy stuffed with seven inches of thick rubber, set the timer on my phone and started to bounce.

“Come on Bre,” I whispered out loud. “You can do this.” I worked my hips, spreading my legs and tried to generate the necessary arousal to explode. It was just… ten minutes isn’t much to work with. Not when you aren’t allowed to reach down and rub with your fingers.

I bit my lip. Maybe I was being too conservative. Maybe if I’d selected a bench where even the slightest bounce would have been instantly spotted, the sexual nature of it immediately recognized, and I was forced to deal with the looks of disgust, or longing, or jealousy, maybe that would have been enough to get me going. To push me over the edge. Or maybe if I’d been dressed a little more daringly, with my boobs half hanging out, or maybe a slit running from hip to shoulder. Or perhaps I should have worn the alligator clamps, even the jumbo one, adding that delicious, sexualized pain to the mix. Maybe then I would have had a chance. I closed my eyes, struggling to push myself over the edge.

“Come on,” I said in desperation as the last sixty seconds started counting down. “My last orgasm was over an hour ago! Come Bre. Fantasize or something!”

And I did. I imagined that I was start naked and that there was a crowd watching me. I threw caution to the wind and bounced vigorously, spreading my legs and whimpering. I imagined Kari and Julie standing over me, both threatening to whip my pussy and breasts for the cheering crowd. And I saw Curtis, and the young man from the roast beef place, and Charles Johnson CPA, and Jose the dayporter, all watching as I was stretched open and made to cum.

I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, eyes closed, panting as the wave rushed over me. I felt my pussy ripple, squeezing the rainbow dildo vigorously, and then I couldn’t control myself. I jammed a hand down between my legs as the goo seemed to explode out from between my legs, soaking my thighs, splattering my feet, and soaking the bench and the tile floor as I struggled to keep as quiet as possible.

And my phone beeped.

It took me two or three more minutes to recover and I was a wet, twitching mess as I did. I pulled my hand out from between my legs and with an embarrassed glance around, quickly stood up long enough to pull the dildo out of my pussy. I gave it a cursory lick and jammed it back into my bag, not wanting anyone who was walking in the main area to see me sucking a rainbow colored cock when they happened to glance down the dead end turnaround. There wasn’t anything I could do about my soaked thighs, or the bench, or the floor for that matter, but I shifted over a few feet, so at least it wouldn’t be obvious.

I took a deep breath. I felt… amazing. I couldn’t believe I’d managed it! I pushed myself into the orgasm! In a public place no less! I couldn’t help grinning like an idiot. Take that Kari! I managed to get it done! Despite all the punishments, I still managed to bounce myself on the dildo and cum on demand. All that was left was to go back to the office and gloat!

I started to grab and I saw the last envelope. Ha! I wasn’t going to have to endure whatever punishment she had ready for me! And undoubtedly it would have been a doozy! I imagined myself walking back in, tossing the envelope down on her desk with a smug, satisfactory look only… to see a frown of disappointment. Dissatisfaction?

I bit my lip. Would Kari really be pleased? I mean, honestly. She expected me to be me. To be a nympho humiliation pain slut. She wanted me cumming of course, but at the wrong times so she could inflict more and more on me. And didn’t I want it? Weren’t my orgasms stronger when I was being humiliated, and hurt, and subjected to mental and physical challenges? Hadn’t I cum only by imagining myself in the center of a crowd, strung up and spread open so that everyone could see my vulnerable, sexual self? Hadn’t I pictured the paddles and whips swinging, striking my delicate spots until I screamed in pleasure and pain, cumming violently at the idea of it?

What was in the last envelope? It was thick.

I swallowed and then with trembling fingers, I tore it open.

Breanne, I’m sorry to note that you’ve failed to properly cum while riding the dildo. That’s so disappointing. I thought you had it in you. But these things happen. Maybe you were tired. Or maybe you had other things on your mind. Maybe you just didn’t have the right sort of mind set. Maybe you weren’t properly stimulated. So let’s work on that. The last word in your title is “Slut” and that has a distinctive sound and meaning. It encompasses the very nature of your being, your constant need for sex, the humiliating need for overt and prurient behavior, not to mention your need for pain. As punishment for not cumming on the dildo, you will need to put on the enclosed peasant blouse, hang the tweezer and bell clamps from your nipples, and secure the vibrating pendant and clamp to your clit. Thus properly dressed, you will need to find three individuals, each willing to fuck one of your three holes. Once your mouth, cunt, and ass have all been thoroughly fucked you may remove the clamps and the assignment will be finished.

I let out a breath. So that was the final punishment. I closed my eyes. The gold peasant blouse lay in my fingers, and with it the tweezer and bell clamps, along with the vibrating pendant with its small, rubber tipped duckbilled clamp. I glanced back toward the main mall area. No one was in sight. Hurriedly, I yanked the metallic gold shirt off over my head and pulled on the peasant blouse. It wasn’t as easy as I’d hoped and one woman walking by glanced in my direction, eyes narrowed as she tried to see what I was doing. I barely got my breasts covered in time.

I looked… ridiculous. Or slutty, depending on your perspective. My midriff was bare, the skirt wrapped around my hips just above my bikini line, and the hem was so short that half an inch of rise would have exposed my wet and dripping slit. I picked up the first tweezer clamp and swept a hand upward to expose a nipple. I put it on nervously, watching to make sure no one turned down the dead end I was sitting in. The bell started to ring as I tightened the two metal bands, gasping as I felt the deliciously teasing pinch at the tip of my breast.

The other clamp went on easily and a moment later every breath I took was accompanied by a soft ringing sound. The peasant blouse concealed the connection points, at least somewhat, but the dangling chains and the bells on the end hung well below the bottom of the valance like shirt. No one would wonder what the bells were attached to. I took hold of the vibrator pendant. The clamp was a tight one and I pinched it open. Was I ready for this? Did I deserve this? I didn’t know. But I spread my legs again, exposing my pussy. My petals were wet and my clit was already extended, excited. I hissed as the hard bite of the rubber tipped duckbill clamp latched on. I gave it a light tug. It stayed in place, clinging to my clitoral hood with tenacity. Even after I switched on the vibrator that was hanging from the clamp.

But it made me gasp.

I took a deep breath, breasts ringing and I stood up. I smoothed the skirt down and straightened my back, arching my spine and thrusting my barely covered tits forward.

“This is who you are,” I said to myself. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.” I grabbed my back, slung it over my shoulder, and steeled myself. “Now,” I said softly. “Go out there and get fucked!”

And I did.

***

I opened the glass door just a few minutes before five o’clock. The afternoon sun had turned into a golden glow and Kari was right where I’d left her, sitting behind her desk, her tongue slightly sticking out from between her lips. A pencil had been tucked behind her ear and she’d put on a pair of reading glasses as she poured over a stack of papers in front of her. She looked up as I walked down the hallway and her eyes lit up as she saw me.

I took the walk slowly, one step in front of the other, my black stilettos quiet on the carpet. But each foot forward came with a deliberate swing of my hips, a sensuous movement that spoke of desire, and a soft ringing sound as my eyes smoldered with need. I stepped into the doorway and put one hand up on the frame. Lifting my arm caused the front of the golden peasant blouse to pull up, exposing not just the tiny bell dangling from the tweezer clamp, but my pierced nipple itself.

“Well,” she said with an almost feline purr. “Hello there.”

I looked down at her, feeling a strange sort of power. In fact, I didn’t feel submissive at all! It was a bizarre sensation. I cocked my hips delicately, the vibrations of the pendant vibrator swirling up into my pinched clit. I ran my tongue over my lips. I lifted my hand and with a single finger, drew a line up from my exposed navel, straight to the hollow of my throat, lifting the front of the peasant blouse so that both breasts were daringly exposed.

“After I put this shirt on, I sucked the cock of a shoe store salesman,” I said softly.

Kari grinned. “Well, you are a voracious little slut.”

I slipped my bag off my shoulder and put it in the chair opposite her desk. “And after that, I drove over to the university and spent an hour getting my pussy licked and fucked by a sweet young lady named Tanya.”

“Did she get to cum too?” Kari asked.

I nodded. “Twice. Once with my fingers, once with my mouth.”

Kari smiled. “Very appropriate. I hope she enjoyed using you. What about your delectable little bottom?”

I leaned forward, putting my hands on her desk. The peasant blouse fell forward and both breasts dropped like low hanging fruit from a branch, completely exposed and uncovered. The tweezer clamps tugged on my nipples and the small bells rang softly. I knew my skirt would have pulled up too in the position, but I didn’t care if anyone walking by would be able to see straight down the hall and into the tight, wet crevasse between my legs.

“I thought,” I said softly, “that you might wish to have that pleasure.”

“Me?” Kari said brightly. “You’d like me to fuck you up the ass?”

The corner of my mouth curled up. “Up the ass, my pussy, or my mouth. I don’t care. I just want you. Make love to me, humiliate me, or hurt me. I don’t care. I just want to be with you.”

I leaned forward even more and suddenly our lips met. Hers were soft and tasted of strawberries. For a moment, time seemed to stop and only the beating of my heart and the vibrations of the clitoral pendant were perceptible. Then Kari pulled back, breathless, eyes bright.

“I’m going to hurt you,” she whispered, standing up. “I’m going to get a paddle and spank your pussy and your breasts and your bottom until they’re all red.”

I smiled. “Good.”

“And I’m going to humiliate you,” she added. “I’m going to take you out for dinner dressed like that, with those clamps dangling from your nipples, so that everyone can see what a little fuck slut you are.” I straightened up. The blouse came back down over my breasts. My nipples tingled.

“I know,” I replied.

“And then I’m going to fuck you, in every hole, not just yours ass.” She pressed herself up to me, her hips and breasts against mine, one hand pushing down between my legs, touching my pussy through the skirt. I gasped, eyes widening.

“And when you finally head home for the night, stuffed with that dildo, sore and aching and sated, do you know what you’ll be?”

I let out a laugh. There were so many answers!

“A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I said lightly. “Just like always.”

Kari grinned. “Exactly.”


BJ Day – With a Twist

“Oh God,” said the young man. “I’m going to cum!”

I blinked as I stared up at him, mouth full, just a little surprised to hear my own well-known catchphrase coming out of someone else. Admittedly, I was getting close too, but considering the fact that my own throat was blocked with approximately seven inches of rock hard cock, I suspected that I wasn’t going to be declaring my impending climax any time soon. I shrugged off the surprise, my head bobbing back and forth as Austin groaned. I brought my other hand up to run my fingernails along his scrotum and from the way he moaned I could tell he liked that. With another push, I tried swallowing as much of his shaft as possible, down to the point where the tip of his cock was tickling the back of my throat. I pushed until my nose pressed up against his abdomen and I tried to keep from gagging. A quick three count followed and I slid backward, totally in awe of sword swallowers in general, and porn stars in particular. Saliva dripped from my bottom lip to splatter on my bare chest, making a wet, glistening trail down between my exposed breasts. The clothespins that were stuck onto both nipples danced, bobbing as my cock-sucking antics and rapid breathing made my chest heave.

“Oh fuck yeah!” Austin added, as if I couldn’t tell how I was doing by the throbbing, pulsing hardness in my mouth. I swallowed a bit more, trying to hold the rest of my body still while my head went back and forth. The clothespins were sticking straight out and every movement seemed to make them jiggle violently, twisting the tips of my breasts. Then I heard the timer on my phone chirp as I passed the ten minute mark. I grunted out a sound of frustration.

Fuck! So damn close!

My right hand was still wrapped around the base of Austin’s shaft and I went back down for another minute or two of slurping, sucking fellatio. I tried hard to ignore the intense buzzing between my own legs, the steady thrum of the two motor-filled spheres radiating waves of intense sexual pleasure. The vibroballs, which had been inside me for three hours, were set to their highest level and I knew that I was about to violate the rather restrictive requirements of the assignment I’d been given. Sure, I was dutifully sucking cock number three of six and yes, I was sucking that cock in a secluded, but publically accessible place, increasing the risk of being interrupted or observed. I was also completely, wonderfully, disturbingly naked, with my gray summer dress a good three feet away, so that if caught, there would be a moment of complete, wonderful, and disturbing humiliation. And because I’d screwed up on the timing with the first two guys I’d blown, the punishment clothespins were clinging to my nipples, pinching them hard, and making everything more intense.

All of which made me wonder which of us was going to cum first. Me? Or Austin?

“Arrgggghhhhh!” Austin groaned and I felt the first throb of his cock as a fountain of cream erupted straight into my open mouth. The hot froth hit the back of my throat and I swallowed dutifully, trying desperately to suck every little bit down. Austin made a number of other encouraging sounds and a moment later I knew that I’d hit the same limit. My left hand dropped down, slid between my thighs, and my fingers only barely grazed my clit before I shivered in utter ecstasy, my entire body thrumming with sexual delight.

Mmmmmmmmm. Oh yeah, baby. I’m cumming too.

Austin didn’t pull his cock out of my mouth until well after I’d cum and I let out a little groan of disappointment when he did. The fingers of my left hand were wet and I looked down, realizing that I’d left a puddle of girl goo on the bathroom tile. And my knees were hurting. But the rest of me felt good. Mostly. Actually, my nipples were throbbing painfully and I felt a little lightheaded. I blinked and took a couple of deep breaths, which helped immensely.

“That,” Austin declared as he tucked his now flaccid cock away, “was totally awesome.” He zipped up his fly as I wiped a hand across my face. I started to stand up, snagging my dress with one hand as I did, but almost lost my balance. Austin reached out, grabbing my elbow, steadying me. I appreciated that, especially since acting like a gentleman is sometimes a scarcity when a girl is behaving like a nympho humiliation pain slut. I gave him a very grateful smile and shook out my dress.

“So…” he said, watching as I began threading my bare body into the gray material. “What next?”

The light cotton slid down over my body and Austin clearly took a moment to appreciate my attire. My gray summer dress was also one of my favorites, provided I was wearing it correctly. Short at the hem but just long enough to hide my derriere and slit, the cut sported an open back that left my spine completely visible from the nape of my neck down to where the dimples above my bottom were in view. Of course, that’s how I’d been wearing the dress when I started the assignment. Now it was on backward, the open “back” positioned along my bosom and belly. Both breasts were hanging out in full view, the clothespins still clinging to my nipples and pointing straight at Austin. He looked down, lifting his hands as if to touch, and I took a step back. The clothespins had been on for over an hour and the last thing I needed was him playing “change the station” on my radio dials.

“Please,” I said warningly. “They’re a little tender.”

Austin nodded and dropped his hands. “I can imagine. When can you take them off?” He asked me as I turned and picked up my purse.

“When the assignment is done,” I said clearly, opening the bag. There were two more clothespins inside as well as the wireless controller to the vibroballs. Despite the orgasm, I knew I was going to have to leave the rumbling sex toy going, and on full power as well. It was already making me quiver just a little bit. I’m multi-orgasmic and one is never enough, but that wouldn't stop me from becoming somewhat sensitive. I shook my head. This was going to be hard, especially now that I’d had an unauthorized orgasm on top of the time frame failure. I pulled one of the spare clothespins out and held it up to Austin.

“Put that on my clit?” I asked meekly.

He blinked. “Seriously?”

I lifted the hem of the dress and arched my hips just a bit, going up on one bare toe. My slit was still clearly soaked and my clitoris was swollen and exposed. “Yep. Right there. I told you that I had to make you cum in under ten minutes or there were going to be consequences.”

Austin grinned. “I know. It’s just, I’ve never done anything like this before.”

I let out a little laugh which echoed around the empty bathroom. “Well I have. Just make sure to get a good grip. Let it bite deep. And turn it the other way, so that it hangs downward.” I used my fingers to pull back my petals just a bit as Austin bent down. He did a decent job too, setting the clothespin perfectly. I gasped, my pussy tightening around the vibroballs violently. The clothespin bit hard onto my sensitive nub and the pinch of it combined with the vibroballs with almost frightening intensity. My pussy sent a new message to my brain. “Breanne is totally ready for a brutal fucking! Again!”

I ignored that of course, despite the fact that my pussy was absolutely right. I was ready for a hard, fast, brutal fucking. Instead, I lowered the hem of my dress and tried to figure out a way to hide my tits. Talk about frustration.

“Wow,” said Austin.

I gave him a sheepish smile. He was at least fifteen years younger than me and I had to appreciate the fact that he was willing to stick his dick in a woman who had already been sexually active for a few years on the day he was born. Still, I have a bit of a baby face, and I work hard to stay in shape, so it couldn’t have been too bad. He had blonde hair, a narrow chin, and deep blue eyes. I thought him very attractive.

“I have one more thing I could use your help with,” I admitted, once more digging into my purse.

Austin nodded. “Anything,” he said instantly. I grinned. He was so puppyish! I pulled out the vibrating anal plug and the small bottle of grapeseed oil.

“Would you mind lubricating this and then jamming it up into my bottom?”

The surprise on his face was actually amusing, but I didn’t laugh. He took the two items from me with a sort of incredulity, his face filled with wonder. Hell, the kid was probably going to buy himself a lottery ticket after this. For me, the plug itself was no laughing matter, measuring a good five inches from one end to the other. It was thick too, at least at the base, widening out to an impressive three inches. A small, black switch on the base would activate the powerful motor inside.

“Wow. You’re a glutton for punishment, aren’t you?” Austin asked, uncapping the bottle and squirting out enough oil to really cover the entire plug. I watched him, shrugging. “I wasn’t supposed to cum. Sucking on your cock drove me over the edge.”

He looked past the now glistening sex toy and eyed me. “I think that was the vibrator you have inside you.”

I smiled. “And the clothespins. But mostly it was kneeling in front of you naked, with your dick in my mouth.” I said it in the kind of voice that makes men’s knees turn to jelly. Then I whirled around, bent over at the waist, and flipped up the back of my dress. My breasts fell free of the dress, dangling downward, the clothespins tapping the commode as I braced myself. Austin moved closer.

“So, you like anal?” He asked as I felt the tapered tip rub against what I considered an exit, not an entrance. It was a little cold and I admit I might have puckered a little.

I sighed. “Not particularly. Like I said, this is supposed to be punishment.” Austin began pushing and about an inch slid into my rectum. I resisted the impulse to shudder and instead deliberately relaxed the muscles in my bottom. I knew I needed to be accepting.

“Damn. This thing is big,” Austin muttered.

I closed my eyes. Very accepting.

There is a certain amount of mental preparation involved for relaxing yourself sufficiently to allow something essentially the width and length of a soda can to go up your ass. The urge to clench is very strong because the human body does not generally consider that opening an entrance. It’s an exit, pure and simple. I had to brace myself and accept that I was going to get my back door stuffed. I had to master my urge to fight the inexorable sensation of the plug going in and...

I gasped as Austin suddenly pushed hard, jamming most of the plug deep. My bottom tightened, an involuntary reaction to having something smashed up into my colon, and Austin fought my body’s natural instinct to expel the rubber intruder. A moment later my sphincter seemed to pop, closing around the protruding base and I groaned in discomfort as the thick rubber plug settled.

“Fuck that’s big,” I moaned.

“Do I turn it on?” Austin asked. I looked up and over my shoulder. He had a huge smile on his face. The bastard was enjoying himself. I sighed and nodded my head.

“Yes please,” I replied. The anal vibrator only had the one setting, so when it rumbled to life in my bottom and I squeezed myself around it, the oscillations merely surged through my insides and collided with the tremors being caused by the vibroballs in my pussy. I straightened up, allowing the dress to cover my rump again, and I fought the surge of panic as I realized that my entire lower half was now shaking like a bowl of gelatin in an earthquake. I swallowed, my breathing shallow and fast, which was more than enough to make all three clothespins wiggle nicely. “Thank you,” I managed to blurt out.

Austin shrugged. “Sure. I mean, I owe you. Right?” He bit his lip. For an awkward moment, we stood there in the handicap stall of the bathroom. “So… what now?”

For Austin, it was memories. For me… well… I had to get the anal plug out of my ass. I stepped up close to him, rose up on tiptoe, and kissed his cheek. “You were wonderful. Thank you.” Then I found my flip flops and slid into them. Austin watched morosely as I opened the stall door and did a quick prance to the entrance. It wouldn’t do to be seen exiting the men’s restroom, especially with a boy in it. Even though this particular bathroom was off the beaten path, and the building almost totally empty, why risk it? I stuck my head out, looked around, and stepped out into the hall, all while struggling to pull the front of my stupid dress together enough to cover my breasts. The clothespins were not cooperating.

There was enough material. Barely. At least for legality’s sake. I’m not sure about decency. After all, the “front” of my summer dress was nothing but a great big gaping hole. But with the clothespins on my breasts, there was no way I could have handled the dress being worn the correct way around. I bit my lip as I waved goodbye to Austin and a moment later I was walking down the corridor, the material pulled across my clothespinned boobs, trembling from not just sexual need, but a significant amount of humiliation and pain.

My breasts hurt. So did my clit. And my bottom.

I thought about the specifics of the assignment. Master Brandon had been rather specific, stating that the punishment for cumming was to have the plug inserted. Then, before I could continue giving blowjobs (and thus being able to actually complete the assignment) I was going to have to find someone to take the plug out. The catch was that they then needed to replace it with their own cock. I knew the point was to punish me for the unauthorized orgasms, with not one but two “up Breanne’s ass events.” This definitely qualified as both justice for cumming and deterrent to not do it again. But what do you do when you’re pushed?

I started looking around, which is what I’d been doing when I’d stumbled across Austin. It was summer, so my alma mater wasn’t exactly packed with students. Instead there was a steady trickle. Of course, every male I passed looked at me with brimming excitement, or shock, at my backwards dress. But all of them seemed to be in a hurry and I needed someone with time on their hands.

So with both the vibroballs and anal plug shaking inside me, it took another ten minutes of sweet, slow, sensuous vibrational torment for me to find a new fuck buddy. He spotted me from forty feet away and was relaxing in a study niche, but my appearance totally distracted him from whatever he was doing. He licked his lips, and when our eyes met, the corners of his mouth curled up in delight. I couldn’t stop myself. The hungry look he cast in my direction made my hips swing, which considering what was jammed up inside me, was not exactly the right sort of thing to do if you’re trying not to cum.

I felt an animalistic surge that I choked down with another swallow and walked right up to my next conquest.

“Hi,” he said as I stood in front of him, letting go of the dress. My clothespinned boobs did exactly what I expected as the material shifted back to the sides and my bosom burst out into view. The clothespins popped straight out, wiggling excitedly, but really just making me more enticing. His eyes widened and his stare moved right to my breast, as the smile on his face grew deeper.

“Hello,” I replied, ignoring how the clothespins bobbed up and down as I spoke. “Right now I have a plug buried deep in my ass, and I would prefer some real cock in there.” I leaned over so that if he hadn’t gotten a really good look at my boobs before, they would be totally impossible to ignore now. “Do you know someone who might be able to fuck me up the ass?”

I need to explain something here. I said it in a purring, needy sort of seductive voice. Because the reality is that I really didn’t want someone to fuck me in the bottom. I hate that sort of thing. Or at least… dislike it. That’s why this was punishment.

“I would love to fuck you up the ass,” the young man said. I gave him a closer look. Dark hair, in his mid-twenties somewhere. Blue jeans, tee shirt. Thin. Perfect.

“What’s your name, honey?” I asked, straightening up and tucking my breasts back beneath the edges of the dress.

He smiled even more. “Matt.” He climbed up out of the seat. “So where are we going?”

I glanced down the hall. I was tempted to head back to the same bathroom where Austin had slid his cock down my throat, but I was worried about what Austin would say, or think, if he saw me with Matt. Besides, I was pretty familiar with the building and I knew where another good location was, just a hundred feet away. I took Matt’s hand and he grabbed his backpack as I led him away from the study niche. A bit farther down the hall I turned to the right, opened the door marked “staff only” and then took another hard angle into a dark room. I shut the door behind me and flipped on the light.

We were surrounded by shelves and shelves worth of paper and other office supplies. Matt looked at me with a pleased grin. I peeled out of my dress, dropping it onto the floor in a puddle, and stood there for a moment, letting him get a really good look at me, especially the clothespins on my clit and nipples. Then I opened my purse, took out a condom, and held it out.

“Why don’t you take off those pants and let me get you nice and hard,” I whispered.

Matt didn’t need a second invitation. He shucked out of his shoes, then yanked his trousers down, followed by his drawers. A moment later I was on my knees, giving a free suck to a man whose cock was about as firm as a steel rod. I licked and sucked on him, making him groan, for a few minutes, but then stood up, holding onto his cock. I plucked the condom out of his hand, opened it, and then popped the prophylactic into my mouth like a piece of gum. That shocked him. Then, with practiced skill, I went back down on my knees, opened my lips, and slid the rubber down over his cock like a second skin.

Yes. It takes practice to do this.

Shod for action, I let him go, turned around, and braced myself against a shelf.

“Just turn it off and pull it out,” I told him, referring to the plug in my bottom. His hand came down on my rear, squeezing and kneading. Then he slapped my ass, giving me some light spanks.

“You are a nasty slut, aren’t you?” He asked wickedly, his fingers scrabbling around the end of the plug. I groaned as he pulled it out, nodding.

“A nympho humiliation pain slut,” I gasped as my bottom puckered. I heard the buzzing, then he shut it off and held it out to me. I set the damn thing on the shelf near my hand. “Please? Fuck me now?”

Matt didn’t waste time. He grabbed my hips, pulled me back against his loins, and I felt the soft, yet firm tip of his shaft pressing against my bottom. He pushed and I took a deep breath, relaxing. It didn’t take much for him to slide in, and I clenched around his cock as he drove himself in as far as possible.

Good God, he was long.

He shifted his hands up to my tits, his fingers playing with the clothespins and he started fucking my backside with vigor. My fingers tightened on the shelf in front of me, hoping the thing was bolted to the wall as I dealt with the sensation of having my rear end speared by a seven inch long shaft. Each thrust of Matt’s cock shook me, making the clothespins hanging from my clit and nipples jiggle and wobble, sending these delicious and agonizing shards of sensation searing through my insides. I held on for dear life, trying to resist the scrumptious surges of sexual lust coming from half my body, and the discomfort and pain swirling up from the rest. It got all mixed up though and within a minute I was thrusting back against him, my bottom transmitting the same fucked up sexual impulses my pussy was sending to my brain from the vibroballs.

Hell, even my crushed, aching nipples felt… well… not good, but right.

Still, a butt fucking is not something I’m going to cum over. At least, not usually, and this was no exception. My paramour reached his climax long before I did and I sensed him stiffening, his breath ragged.

“Matt? Cum in my bottom, okay?” I whimpered. “Just jam yourself in as hard as you can and cum.”

He grunted. “I’m wearing a condom,” he blurted out, hesitating just enough to make me shudder.

“Yes. That’s why you can cum in my ass.”

“Oh.” Then he pounded me more.

It only took a few more minutes and then I felt the heat of his explosion. I could just imagine the white cream bursting out of his cock, squirting up into my ass and I half wished that he hadn’t been wearing the rubber. The very idea of his cum dripping out of my rear end was almost the push I needed to get over the hump and cum a second time. Thank God he pulled out, because if he hadn’t, I might have sent myself into dithers.

A second unauthorized orgasm? Right after I’d literally freed myself of the anal plug? Wouldn’t that have been a treat? Ughhh… the plug right back in with me looking for another person to fuck me up the ass.

Matt stumbled back, panting, his wet cock still sporting the soggy looking condom. I turned and straightened, feeling as if someone had driven a school bus up my bottom. I gave him a comforting look, took two steps, and grabbed hold of his dick, stripping off the rubber and tossing it aside. My hand was slick with oil from the sex and I didn’t think twice. I wrapped my fingers around his softening shaft and held him, pressing my body to his. The clothespins didn’t like that. They were bent straight down. But the rest of me responded with pleasure as sharp pains shot up through my tits. I moaned, squeezing him. My hand moved, trying to stiffen him again.

What the fuck was I thinking?

“Was that good for you?” I asked him, my body still shaking with need. I rubbed up against his body and he wrapped his arms around me. My hand didn’t stop and I felt his low pitched growl.

“Yeah. You baby?”

“Mmmhmmm,” I whimpered. My brain was all messed up. I was hurting too much and I was too aroused. I was crossing lines that were meant to be separate. I pressed my clothespinned clit against his leg and he hissed. I guess the clothespin dug into him. It certainly dug into me.

“Ouch. Sorry babe. Gotta take those off if you want more.”

And that was enough to bring me back to reality. I hesitated, then took a step back. Reason exerted itself. There was no way I would risk another butt fucking (two actually – first the plug, then someone to remove it) just because I was close to cumming again. What I needed to do was find someone new and suck their cock. I’d done three. Just two more blowjobs. Could I make two more guys cum before I blew another gasket? I took a deep, deep breath (yes, that hurt my nipples) and closed my eyes for a moment. Mind over matter, brain over brawn, will over instinct.

I licked my lips and backed away. We looked at each other. “Have to keep them on,” I said in my more normal voice. I stopped and picked up the dress, wiping my hand across my belly. “But that was better than I expected,” I said in an approving look down at Matt’s loins. He seemed to like that. I pulled my clothes back on, wincing as I tucked in my clamped bosom into the gaping hole of the dress. That just sent another misidentified surge up to my brain, which responded by telling my pussy to tighten in rhythmic spasms around the vibroballs.

Not good.

“This was fun,” I said, giving him a little wave as he pulled up his jeans. “I appreciate the help.”

He grinned, then pointed at the shelf. “You just going to leave that there?” He asked.

I turned and looked. My anal plug, still glistening, was sitting there next to a box of folded paper towels. Brilliant. I turned beet red and hurried back over, grabbed the thing, and tried to wipe it off on the hem of my dress. Matt laughed, tore open the box, and pulled out a handful of paper towels.

“Here,” he said, rolling his eyes.

I laughed. “First a lover, and now a hero. You’re a gem,” I replied, wiping off the plug. It went back into my purse.

“Can I have your number?” He asked.

I hesitated. “I’m more of a let me call you kinda girl,” I admitted. “Give me yours?”

He just rattled it off and this time I rolled my eyes. I got out my phone, typed it in, but didn’t call. “Okay. See you around, okay?” And this time I managed to back out of the room. I shut the door behind me and turned to find myself face to face with one of the housekeeping staff, who was just about as surprised to see me as I was to see him.

“Hola,” I said brightly, my fingers clutching the front of my dress closed. I could feel the clothespins getting pushed inward by the material. And it hurt. I tried to keep that off my face. “Donde es la banya?”

That got me out of hot water and I was directed back out the door and down the hall. I went too. Fast. I figured Matt could handle himself.

But I didn’t go to the restroom. Not at that particular moment. I was trembling from a riot of sensation. The “punishment” I’d just endured had been way more erotic and sensual than I’d been prepared for and my pussy was screaming for release. My nipples and clitoris throbbed and each wiggle of the clothespins, each sharp breath, just added to that agonizing pressure. I knew I was on a timer, one set by my own fucked up psyche, my own needs, my own slutty behavior. Basically I had to get a cock in my mouth as soon as possible. And then another one after that. Or I was going to be fucked…

***

I slowed down, walking down the hallway with a sense of nostalgia. I hadn’t been down this way in over twelve years, maybe even thirteen, and not much had changed. The doors were still solid wood, the various professors’ names written on tiny brown plaques that hung next to the office number.

I’d been in a number of those tiny room before, and not always for educational purposes, and I admit that I came to a stop, eyes widening in surprise as I saw a name I hadn’t thought of in over a decade.

“Seriously?” I said to myself. “You’re still teaching?”

I glanced over to the glass. The lights in the office were on and if Professor Anderson was keeping similar hours, then he would be inside, sitting at his desk, reading a book. At least, presuming there wasn’t a redheaded fuck slut student doing her best to seduce him in there as well. I bit my lip. Could this be my way out?

I took a deep breath and smoothed down my dress. The second my arms weren’t covering my bosom the clothespins, not to mention my nipples, popped free, exposed and begging to be twisted. I lifted one hand and knocked firmly.

“Come!” I heard him say.

Paul Anderson had aged well and I have to admit that I liked the peppering of gray in his hair, and the threads of silver in his beard. Even when I’d been a student, his office had been perpetually empty since it was bad enough enduring his lectures. Spending time with him one on one, unless sexually involved, was like watching paint dry. My first semester with him had been excruciating. First because I’d skipped so many classes that he tried to flunk me, and then the last few weeks, in a desperate attempt to scrape by with a D, I’d introduced him to a few of the more masochistic aspects of my psyche. Of course, I’d been the one seducing him, rather than the other way around, and the second I stepped into his doorway, even a dozen plus years later, his first response wasn’t to whisper my name and hug me. His eyes widened, catching sight of my bare and clothespinned breasts, and he shook his head in panic.

“Fuck no,” he said, looking away from me. Deliberately.

I let the door close and sat down in the chair on the opposite side of the desk.

“Hello Professor,” I said politely, leaning back and really allowing my bosom to just speak for me. “Long time no see.” I sincerely hoped he enjoyed the view because he was trying really, really hard not to look at it. I slipped a foot out of my sandal and put it up on the desk. I wasn’t sure he could see anything, but I figured I might as well try. I wondered what he would think of the two clothespins hanging off my pussy.

Professor Anderson gave me a pained look. “Breanne, I’ve spent the last decade trying to forget about what I did to you.”

I sighed and crossed my arms under my breasts, accidentally and totally by mistake, raising them nicely. Maybe even jiggling them a bit. His eyes popped out a bit at that. “What you did to me?” I asked curiously. I let out a little laugh. “I seem to remember it a bit differently,” I assured him. “You mean, what I did to you.” I shook my head. “I was the seducer.”

Professor Anderson looked at me with a bleak expression. “I was the adult. I was the educator. I took advantage…”

I sighed. “I need you to fuck me up the ass,” I said simply.

Professor Anderson’s eyes widened. “Now?” He asked.

I nodded.

“No. No way. I can’t. Not again.”

I replied casually. “I’m not even a student.”

Paul shook his head. “No way. It took me years to get over what I did to you…”

I snorted. “What I did to you,” I said in disagreement.

“… and I’m not going to make the same mistake again. It could have cost me my career…”

“Didn’t,” I said with a sigh, looking away.

“… and it doesn’t matter how much…” he continued, getting himself all worked up. I brought my foot down and slipped back into the flip flop, then rose to my feet. He didn’t even look at me as I pulled the dress off over my head, standing there gloriously nude. The door was locked, the window covered with blinds, and all I did at that point was pull the condom out of my purse. I set it down on the desk as I rounded the corner. He was still carrying on as I pushed my way past his knee, faced away from him, and then bent over.

“Good lord!” He exclaimed in a shocked tone. “There’s a plug in your ass!”

I didn’t lay on the desk, since that would have bent the clothespins on my nipples. Instead I rested on my elbows and looked back at him. “I’m quite aware of it. Mind pulling it out?”

“Yes,” he said, shaking his head. “I mean, no!” Meaning he wasn’t going to do it, but I felt his fingers against my bottom. It was a soft touch, of remembered pleasure. Some things don’t change over the years. I recalled the first time he fucked me, a freshman student begging not to be dropped from his class. He’d literally told himself to stop with each thrust.

His hand moved and I felt the pull and groaned, relaxing as the vibrating anal plug came out for a second time that afternoon. I couldn’t help myself as my bottom clenched in response, finally free of the rubber monstrosity. The vibroballs were still purring, and despite the second orgasm and fifth clothespin, I knew that it wouldn’t take much to push me over the edge. Again. I just hoped I could suck enough cock to make the point moot.

“Fuck me,” I breathed in a low pitched voice. “Right in the ass. Remember how you used to do me? Tied up? Remember how you used to spank me?” I wiggled my bottom just a little, to help remind him.

His hand flashed and I let out a slight yelp as the sting spread across my flank. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, just in case. I didn’t want to have to hide under his desk. I’d done that once in this very room, thirteen years ago.

“Put the condom on. Jam it in my bottom. I’m your wish fulfilled. I’m not a student!”

I heard him rise from his chair and I heard the packet open. There was a zip and he muttered to himself. I looked back over my shoulder and he was whispering, “don’t do this. Not again. Don’t give in to her. She is poisonous. She is evil. She will make you fall,” over and over. Or at least, some litany of it.

“I’m a bad little girl,” I cooed, wiggling my hips for emphasis. “You know how to punish me, don’t you, sir?”

And with that, his cock found my pussy. I felt it slide in, at least until the tip hit the vibroballs. I shifted my hips, forcing him out. “Ohhhh. Wrong hole, professor. But at least it’s multiple choice, which is better than what you gave me on that final.”

Baiting him worked and the next push went where it was supposed to, even if I enjoyed it only half as much.

“What am I doing?” He whispered even as his cock slid in and out of my butt. I groaned, closing my eyes as I concentrated on not tightening up too much. His thrusts became a little more regular, longer even, and my entire body began rocking. I let my top drop down just a bit more and the clothespins on my breasts touched the desktop. Of course, getting sodomized at the same time meant that every jarring movement made the clothespins bend on my nipples. Pain shot up through my breasts, but it was the kind I liked, the kind that added spice to the meal.

“I’m going to get fired,” Professor Anderson moaned.

“You’re going to get to cum in my bottom,” I retorted.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, though his thrusts didn’t lighten in the least. Each smack of his hips against my bottom made my entire body wiggle and the clothespins on my breasts rubbed painfully against his desk.

I lifted up a bit, wincing. “No, you should be holding onto my tits too.”

His hands shifted and suddenly he was squeezing my breasts, wiggling the clothespins back and forth. I bit my lip, and then my knuckle again as waves of agonizing pleasure seared through me. I whimpered, loudly, but not enough to draw attention outside of the office, and I heard him gasp.

“Do it, Professor,” I cooed. “You know you want to!” And suddenly he rammed himself into my bottom hard. Deep. And he held himself there. I clenched my ass, shuddering as I felt the telling throb. “Yes!” I groaned. “Cum in me!” That was what broke him loose and he pulled half way out and then pushed back in. Two more solid thrusts and I felt him pull away, falling back into his chair with a groan of utter disconsolation.

I took a deep breath, trying to collect myself. It wasn’t easy. I’m normally not susceptible to getting so aroused from being banged in the bum, but there had been something about this one that had gotten me going. Thank God I’d already had two orgasms to serve as a buffer. I straightened up and turned to see Paul sitting in his chair, his dick already limp, and the condom still on, a dazed and disconsolate look on his face. It sort of broke my heart. I dropped to my knees and pulled the rubber off him. He didn’t even fight me when I took his cock into my mouth and began sucking.

Besides, there was nothing in the rules that said that my last blowjob had to be someone different. I knew that I’d never manage to get him to cum in ten minutes. Not a second time. But I was already wearing five clothespins. What was one more? I licked at his soft member and looked up at him.

“Do you remember what I was wearing that first time?” I asked softly.

Professor Anderson blinked and looked down at me. He nodded, barely. “That… ahem… that… little…” his voice faded out.

“The little schoolgirl outfit,” I said, smirking. I gave his cock another lick and then sucked the whole thing into my mouth. He put a hand on my head as if he intended to push me away, but he didn’t. I just swirled my tongue around him instead. When he groaned I came back up. “That was always your favorite,” I said. “You liked to punish me every time I wore it.”

He let out another little moan as I rubbed his cock a little with my fingers, taking another lick, then looking up at him once more. “What was your favorite way to punish me? Do you remember?” I asked. Then I swallowed him whole again, slurping noisily. I expected an answer, and when it didn’t come, I had to lift up again, just to goad him some more. “Remember how much you liked to use your belt on my pussy?” I licked him again. “I think you liked the way it sounded when it hit me. All wet.” 

Well… that got him going. I felt a firmness come back to his shaft and I couldn’t help it. I stood up, still holding on to his cock for a moment, only to let go as I pressed my recently buggered butt against his desk. I hopped up on the bare top and spread my legs obscenely, showing him the clothespins.

“Want to punish me again?” I asked, teasing him. I reached down and lifted the wooden peg on my clit, resisting the surge of sweet discomfort that flowed through me, and gave him a really, really good view of my wet, already fucked slit. At least, if he’d look. “Professor?” No response. I swung my legs back together and slipped back down to my knees. My fingers pushed on his legs.

“No…” he whispered, pushing me away. “I’ve fallen. Once more.” Then he stood up and began yanking on his trousers. I sighed in exasperation and held up my hands.

“Fine, don’t help me out,” I said a little more harshly than I intended. I grabbed my dress and began tucking it back down over my head. Backward, just like before. Dressed, albeit with my breasts hanging out, I gave my former professor a final look. “I probably won’t be back this way,” I said. “At least, not under these circumstances.” He didn’t respond, but just stared off into space. So I sighed, grabbed my bag, and unlocked the door. “Bye professor,” I whispered. Then I left.

I made it twenty feet when the door was jerked open behind me and Paul Anderson lurched out into the hall. He looked left and right, then focused on me.

“Breanne!” He said loudly. Probably a bit too loudly. I turned and looked at him, my hand already closing the makeshift front of my dress to hide my clothespinned bosom. He hurried over, cupped my face, and then much to my surprise, kissed me. Hard.

I blinked. Shocked.

“You aren’t a student?” He asked, pulling back from me. I shook my head.

“No.”

He bit his lip. “So what are you?” He asked.

I laughed. “What I always was; a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

He licked his lips. “I don’t have the right to ask… or to hope. Or…” He looked down, clearly at a loss for words.

“Paul,” I said gently. “I need to suck one more cock here, now. Before I cum again.”

A hopeful look crossed his face. “Even after fucking you in the bottom?”

I nodded. He grinned. And pulled me back into his office.

***

I was just in the process of leaving with an A+ for my efforts, when my phone rang. pulled it from my purse. It was Julie, my mistress.

“Hi, Julie!” I said brightly. “I’m done. All five cocks sucked. For a while there I thought I was going to have to walk back to the Jeep with the clothespins on, but then my old professor was feeling nostalgic and pulled off his belt and gave my pussy a thorough…”

“Breanne, they’re saying it's worse than they thought. They’re going to lock down the state.”

I blinked. “What is? Who is?”

Julie sighed. “This virus. The coronavirus. COVID-19 they’re calling it. The governor has ordered everyone to go to their homes. We’re locking down.”

I looked over at Paul. “But what about…”

“No. You’re done. I already spoke to Kari. Go back to the office to get your laptop and what you might need, but after that, you’re going home, for your own safety.”

My mind reeled. Home? In the apartment? “Julie? For how long? How long am I going to be locked up?”

Julie hesitated only a moment.

“Until it’s safe, Breanne. Until it’s safe.”
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