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   Dear Reader,
 
                 It is not often that a person opens themselves up and tells the story of their life.  Each of us hides dark secrets, ugly truths, and desires that are better left in the shadows.  Breanne Erickson is one such soul, a self confessed “nympho humiliation pain slut”, whose insatiable appetites combined with passion, heartache, drama, and humor mix in compelling ways. “Coming of Age” is a masterpiece of storytelling; confessions from a girl whose lusts and furtive desires are not shadows to be swept away and hidden, but used as a compass to guide her path.
 
   This story is not just an erotic confessional destined to enthrall and titillate a reader.  It’s a story about love, about friendship, about boys and girls, growing up and yielding to a beauty and need that overwhelms societal norms.  If you are already a fan of Breanne Erickson then “Coming of Age” will be the capstone of her “Tales.”  If you are a new reader then be prepared to immerse yourself in Breanne’s world and have your breath taken away.
 
   Yours Faithfully,
 
                 Michael Alexander
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   It was a bright, hot Texas morning in late August.  The temperature was already in the upper eighties and we were looking at another ninety-eight degree day.  I was a little excited, mostly because I was going to middle school for the first time.  Dressed in my nicest blue jeans, a pair of ten dollar sneakers, and a tee shirt, I boarded the tiny school bus with something akin to trepidation.  With a nod to the bus driver, a woman I had known since kindergarten even if I didn’t know her name, I sat down in the front seat and stared out the window.
 
                 I’m not usually one to be nervous.  In fact, even today, fourteen years later, I’m not sure why I was feeling so unsettled back then.  Perhaps it was because going to a new school, especially one so much bigger than I had been at previously, normally upsets people.  Sure, I looked at it as a challenge, but even in sixth grade I was aware of the fact that some of the more “town folk” type kids would look at me, roll their eyes, and think “farm girl”.  
 
                 Honestly, I’m not sure why that bothered me back then. I was a farm girl, or maybe cowgirl would be a more appropriate title.  I’d been riding horses since I was three.  I could drive the small tractor, repair fences, help with planting, take care of the pigs, chickens, cows, horses, and a number of other critters we had running around the place.  Of course, despite my pride at those accomplishments, I’d made sure to wear my new sneakers instead of boots and the footwear felt strange on my feet.   
 
                 Our bus made its way to the new subdivision being built four or five miles away from my farm.  Only a few of the houses were finished, most of the other lots were in various stages of completion.  Skeletal frames of suburbia loomed in each half acre and large pallets of brick were haphazardly dumped along the street.   I stared in fascination.  My house was the typical two story Texas farm house you’ve seen on hundreds of films.  Heck, if you’ve seen the Wizard of Oz, then you probably could navigate my house.  These were so different.  The bus pulled up in front of one of the finished homes and honked.   I was astonished to see a light brown haired woman pushing a skinny, blond girl out of the house.  The door slammed behind her and she turned and faced the bus with a look of disgusted resignation.  She was carrying a really expensive, brand new book bag and her long blond hair fell in a golden straight sheet half way down her back.  
 
                 She climbed up into the bus with a look of quiet distaste, as if she couldn’t believe she was being forced to ride it.  She didn’t even glance at me, but went past to the very back, as if she wanted to put as much space between herself and me as possible.  I admit, it might have been the driver, but I doubted it.  As any eleven year old girl is going to do, I immediately sized her up.  She was taller than me by a good five or six inches.  While my chest was flat as a pancake, she was already showing some of the curves that would grace her later in life.  Her clothes weren’t just stylish, they were expensive and I recognized name brands that would have cost my parents triple the clothing budget had we shopped at the same stores that the blond girl’s parents evidently did.  She was wearing loafers, rather than sneakers and she was even wearing a tiny bit of makeup, mostly around the eyes.
 
                 And she looked like she was going to cry.  With a frown at THAT idea, I stood up, earning a grunt from our driver.  I moved toward the back of the bus and plopped back down in the seat directly in front of the new girl.
 
                 “Hey!  I’m Breanne!” I said brightly, kneeling on the green vinyl seat of the bus.  I peered over the back and smiled.
 
                 Hesitatingly, she looked up at me.  Her fingers came up and caught a long lock of her golden hair and pushed it behind her ear.  I felt a flutter in my heart, but didn’t recognize it for what it was.  Her eyes found mine and then slowly, with just a touch of dismay, she nodded.
 
                 “I’m Karen Anders, but I go by Kari.”
 
                 I reached out, extending my hand.  “Pleased to meetcha, Kari!” I drawled, emphasizing my Texas hokieness.
 
                 Kari couldn’t help it.  My beaming smile, the silly Texan drawl, it was just too much.  Her frown slowly turned upside down and she reached up and took my hand.
 
                 And in some ways, she never let go.
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   A lot of people ask me about how old I was when I first started experimenting with sex.  That’s a complicated question, especially for a girl like me.  I remember quite clearly when I first discovered sex, or at least my sexual parts.  I was twelve and had just started puberty.  I wasn’t interested in boys yet at that point, and I was still just getting over the ick factor of the whole menstruation process.  My parents, my mother in particular, were not overtly sexual people, preferring to leave the matters of sexual reproduction and pleasure to the privacy of the bedroom.
 
                 Sure, my mom had pulled me aside and explained the birds and the bees, but it was like getting a lesson in cleaning the oven, not love making.  I had been horrified to learn that a man sticks his penis in a women’s vagina and then squirts little wiggling things inside her that fertilize the egg.  I had come away from that talk with the solemn vow never to have sex with a man.  No offense to my mom, but I also came away believing that every time a woman and a man had sex, a baby would be produced.  We didn’t talk about sexually transmitted diseases, ovulation, birth control, condoms, or anything of any practical use at all.  Hell, she didn’t even tell me about orgasms. And thus I started my sexual life uninformed, a little frightened, and unwilling to embarrass myself by asking.
 
                 The first time I was ever aroused happened quite by accident.  I had been out watching one of our new foals cavorting around the yard by the barn and I was leaning on the gate.  I was in my typical attire; blue jeans, a tee shirt, panties, socks and boots, and of course the cowboy hat I wore religiously back then.  My hair was a mousy brown that I had put up in a low ponytail to keep it out of my eyes.  As I stood there, I shifted to rest a muscle in my leg, and the hasp of the gate brushed me between the legs.
 
                 I’m not sure why it happened, but that single touch was electrifying.  I felt a strange pleasurable sensation that I’d never experienced before.  My eyes narrowed in confusion and with a slight tilt of my hips, I did it again.  The hasp of the gate was a small metal bar with a rounded tip and fate or maybe just plain dumb luck had positioned that hasp at the exact height of my clitoris.  I didn’t understand what was happening of course.  I just knew that rubbing myself back and forth, up and down across that strange little metal knob was sending shivers through me that I loved.  It took me forty minutes that first time, but I humped the fence gate until I finally experienced my very first clitoral orgasm.  I cried out, doubling over in ecstasy, holding on to the gate with both hands.  My face was flushed, my body tense, but I felt incredible.  I felt a thick wetness between my legs and my feelings of exquisite pleasure were suddenly buried in horrified terror and I ran back to my house to see if I was bleeding.
 
                 I wasn’t of course and after a few swipes with a damp towel I was able to change out of my panties and put my jeans back on.  I knew I couldn’t talk to my mom about it, so I kept quiet, trying to understand what had happened to me.  A self examination in the shower revealed nothing, and so the next day, when I had a moment alone, I went back to the fence.  With swinging hips I did it again, rubbing myself up and down on the metal barb, the feelings of pleasure washing through me like a hose cleaning off the barn floor.  
 
                 Once again I practically swooned, uncomprehending of the whys, and only understanding of the how, feeling the rush of wetness between my legs.  It became a daily routine to go out to the paddock, step up to the gate, and hump that metal stub until I shook violently in orgasmic release.  A week or two passed and once a day became twice a day and my father began to notice the time I was spending out there.  I always made sure one of the horses were in the enclosure so I didn’t have to explain why I was looking at nothing, but I realized in short order that I was going to have to find something else to rub against in order to find that same pleasure.
 
                 Kari was still a major facet of my life and we frequently visited each other during the summer.  I was over at her house and pool all the time and was frequently invited to spend the night.  Her parents weren’t very sociable, but they treated me with cool respect.  Her father ignored me completely.  He was very focused and I wasn’t worthy of his attention.  I was pretty sure that Kari’s mother couldn’t remember my name.  I think her mother thought I was an unwholesome influence on her daughter.  Me.  Unwholesome.  But thanks to my mother’s frightening sex education, I kept what I was doing from Kari and when she broached the subject, I reacted exactly like my mother, with eyes open in alarm, shock on my face, and a total unwillingness to talk about it.
 
                 It’s too bad too, really.  Kari was going through her own sexual awakening at that time, except her mother had done a bit better job.  My best friend had found her mother’s vibrator and not only had Mrs. Anders explained what it was, but talked about masturbation, sex, men, GIRLS, STD’s, condoms, blowjobs, anal sex, contraception, and had even gone and taken Kari to the doctor and gotten her started on birth control.  Then she bought Kari her very own vibrator, a toy I didn’t realize Kari even owned for years.
 
                 I had moved my activities from the fence gate into the semi-privacy of the barn.  It hadn’t taken much imagination for me to start humping other things and I found that one of the cross beams of our harrow plough was just as good to rub myself against as the fence post.  I started making excuses to be out in the barn and since the barn door creaked horribly and I was always fully dressed, it was easy to just straighten up and walk away if my dad or one of the ranch hands came in.
 
                 It was a time of revelation for me and I went two or three months masturbating “hands free” merely by rubbing my crotch against some protruding knob.   The prohibition my mother had instilled in me against “touching” myself was still strong and it took maybe three or four months, and the start of school before I made the next step.  Without my twice daily session in either the barn or at the fence post, I felt tense and needy.  My vagina, (that’s what I called it then) was constantly damp and I was always on edge.  Finally one night in the shower, I grabbed the shampoo bottle and turned it upside down.  I realized suddenly that I could do with the bottle what I did with the fence gate spur or the harrow cross beam.   I turned the bottle around, pressed the rounded bottom edge against my clit and rubbed.
 
                 Suddenly I was the cleanest twelve year old child on the planet.  I showered twice daily, something my parents clearly did not understand.  I wasn’t about to explain to them that the moment I had the hot water cascading down my back, I grabbed the closest plastic bottle and frigged myself with it.  Besides, twelve year old girls aren’t supposed to do things like that.  But for me, the ability to do in private what I had been doing out in the barn changed things dramatically.  I got to see what was going on down there and my interest in my own body peaked.  I found myself starting to touch, rationalizing in my head that I was “cleaning” myself, and found that little nodule that did so much for me.  I had no idea it was called a clitoris, or what any other “parts” were down there.  All I knew was that if I rubbed that little spot with a bottle, or against a fence post, I felt good.  Sometimes that’s all you need to know.
 
                 But by touching myself, I had opened another door.  When my parents started complaining about all the water I was using, that burning itch between my legs had to be scratched and I took the bottle out of the bathroom to my bedroom.  Wearing my nightgown and panties, I rubbed myself to frantic release, coming to understand that I didn’t need the shower in order to experience that pleasure.  A week or two later, I came to the realization that I didn’t even need the shower bottle.  With my fingers stuffed into my panties, lying on my bed, legs spread wide and my nightgown up around my waist, I rubbed at my clit with slow circles, increasing the speed and pressure gradually until my entire body tensed and then released.  I felt the building wetness in my vagina, and one evening, in the throes of sexual climax, I slipped a single finger into my pussy and felt something totally different.  
 
                 There are a lot of women who can’t experience a vaginal orgasm.  There is something in either their genetic or psychological makeup that makes it impossible, and I feel sorry for them.  I, on the other hand, can practically cum from just having a steady breeze blowing across my bare slit.  The night I discovered vaginal orgasms was a major milestone in my sexual awakening.  Before that, every climax I had experienced was clitoral and the difference was dramatic.  Clitoral orgasms are like spurring your horse from a standstill into a thundering gallop, feeling the adrenaline and wind whip through you.  Vaginal orgasms are like moving from a walk, to a trot, to a canter, and then building the speed up to a gallop and because you allowed the horse to get there over time, the speed is greater and you can go farther.  I know it’s not a perfect analogy, but it works for the time being.
 
                 Vaginal orgasms instantly became my new thing.  I’d work my clit until I was trembling in excitement and then I’d drive my fingers through my soaked slit, working one or two in and out of myself with quiet whimpers and moans.  I became addicted to masturbation and I would find moments even at school, disappearing into the girl’s restroom, to push down my jeans and panties and finger myself to release.  I did it in the shower.  I did it in my bedroom.  I did it at school.  I did it in the barn.  Hell, I did it while spending the night over at Kari’s house, snuggled in my sleeping bag, frigging myself into quiet bliss, thinking that Kari was asleep.
 
                 She wasn’t of course.  She knew exactly what I was doing, but she kept quiet about it and never showed me her vibrator or anything.  Perhaps she felt her own sexual activities were private too.  I’ve never asked.  But I know now that she took a sort of perverse pleasure in listening to her best friend’s quiet moans as I orgasmed nearby in the darkness.
 
                 I was lying on my bed, totally naked when I discovered that other parts of my body were almost as sensitive as my clitoris or vagina.  My breasts were instantly a source of interest and I experimented playing with them in a variety of ways as I masturbated.  Of course, as a twelve year old girl who was almost thirteen, I didn’t really have the sophistication to think “gosh, I should put some clothespins on my nipples.”  That’s just not something a twelve year old girl is going to think, even one who would someday be an admitted nympho humiliation pain slut.   They say that experience is everything and frankly I think I agree with them.
 
                 The other thing I realized was that my fingers weren’t really designed to do my pussy justice.  Sure, I could get one or two of them in, or if I was willing to bend like a pretzel, I could do even more, but I didn’t think that was very practical.  I sat in my desk chair, brushing my hair, thinking about the problem.  I wanted something thicker than my finger.  I wanted something longer, something that would go deeper.  I suppose I could have considered finding a boy, but the idea was still just a tad bit anathema to me.  Then in a flash of inspiration, I realized I had the solution in hand.  Literally.  I jumped up in excitement and despite the fact that I had just masturbated in the shower not ten minutes before, I tore off my nightgown, pushed my panties to the floor, and climbed up on the bed.
 
                 With my hairbrush still in hand, I turned it around.  The handle was rubber coated plastic, firm but soft and I found that I was already soaked just from the idea of what was about to happen.  With my left hand I worked my clit, bringing myself up through the levels of sexual wantonness in a way that perhaps most would find disturbing in a twelve year old girl.  Then I began working the handle inward.  It was easy.  I was lubricated to the point where I think a two by four would have made it.  I gasped as I felt the thickness of the handle, the depth of the plastic, move inside me.  I rocked my hips and pulled it toward myself, impaling my pussy even deeper.  There was a twinge of pain, but it was lost in the need, no… not lost… swallowed.  The pain of the penetration merged with the pleasure and I exploded in this fiery eruption of total chaos.  My hips jerked wildly.  My lips opened in a mournful cry of extreme bliss, and I felt as if every pore of my body was being flushed with a thousand gallons of water.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I wrenched at the hairbrush, sending ripples of ecstasy through my entire body.
 
                 I lay back dazed, startled at my discovery, but my feelings of elation were short lived.  I pulled the brush out from between my legs and saw the blood.  I freaked out.  I thought I had broken something, damaged some part of myself.  I panicked, throwing the hair brush away.  I bundled up the sheets which were clearly bloody, and after cleaning myself up, threw them in the washing machine, hoping my mom wouldn’t see.  My sex was sore and the anxiety I felt kept me from not only masturbating, but even touching myself for over a week.  But after a few days the soreness disappeared.  A trip to the school library helped as well, since I was able to find a book that was a little more explicit on female plumbing issues than my mom had been.  Somehow, unsurprisingly, she had failed to mention some of the female problems that occurred the first time you have sex.  I had never even heard of a “hymen”, and the thought that I had ripped open a thin membrane that had been inside me was both gross and cool all at the same time.  According to the book, it was also supposed to be very painful.  Mine had hurt, yes.  But an overwhelming pain that was supposed to make women dislike sex?  Not even close.
 
                 I had to talk about it with Kari, though I didn’t mention my own explorations.  Kari is no dummy though and after about four seconds of me telling her what the book had said, she laughed at me.
 
                 “Please tell me you’re not that dumb,” she had said.  
 
                 I frowned.  I know I’m a provincial, but geeze.  “I’m not dumb! I don’t have the benefit of those years in California.  The girls there are sluts.”  I used the word without any concept of the meaning, hoping I would be considered cool by my best friend.  Instead her eyes narrowed.  Oops.
 
                 “Seriously, Bre.  Every girl gets her hymen broken. I’m surprised yours wasn’t already ripped considering all the horseback riding you do.”
 
                 My eyes opened in astonishment.  “What do you mean?  I’d never do anything…” I struggled to find the word, “improper on a horse!”
 
                 Kari rolled her eyes.  “No dummy, from the movement. I’m not implying you fuck the horse.”
 
                 Yeah, well I was a provincial and THAT suggestion made me gag.  Evidently California girls are worldlier than I thought.  I almost asked her how often she had done that, but I knew how uncomfortable she was around equines and I didn’t want to come off looking worse than I already did.
 
                 “Don’t worry about it.  You’ll be fine in a couple of days.  What did you do it with?” she asked, seeing to the heart of my problem without me saying a word.  You have to understand, this is how it’s always been with Kari.  She knows me better than she knows herself.  
 
                 I stammered out a wimpy denial, only to have her smirk at me.  “Sure, Breanne.  Sure.”
 
                 I may not have confessed to Kari that my first sexual fuck was with a hairbrush, but at least the conversation relieved one of my major worries.  Sure enough, when I finally had the courage to try it again, I popped in an explosive rush that resulted in nothing more than a damp spot on the sheets beneath me.  No blood.  No broken bits.  Just me and my new hairbrush.  It was quite a relief.
 
                 I explored, but as I turned thirteen and then summer hit, I was able to get myself under a semblance of control.  I was still masturbating two or even three times a day, but I alternated between clitoral and vaginal orgasms.  Anytime I had a private moment I would undoubtedly have my hand down my pants or up my skirt, gently rubbing my clit through my panties, or if I were in private with little to no chance of discovery, I’d have my jeans down around my ankles along with my panties, thrusting the handle of my hairbrush up inside me in short powerful movements.
 
                 Kari experimented too, but it was only later when I found out.  Not only that, but Kari wasn’t especially successful in her attempts at self-pleasure.  Her mom might have given her the right equipment, but as we were to find out later, it would take a bit more for Kari to find her happy spot. I however needed an orgasm daily, almost hourly.  Hiding it was difficult, especially around my best friend, though my parents seemed oblivious.  I was just a teenage girl going through puberty who wanted to be left alone in her room.  What’s suspicious about that?”
 
                 When school started that fall I discovered that I had matured a little more than I thought.  The first big issue was that I had moved from a training bra into something a little more curvaceous.  This drew a little bit of attention from the opposite sex, but my penchant for wearing blue jeans and button up blouses or tee shirts, made me rank pretty far down on the “hot” scale for most teenage boys.  Of course I was an eighth grader too and most eighth grader’s thoughts about the opposite sex are limited to who has cooties.  But I admit it was that year that I started thinking about boys.  At first I noticed their hair.  I know… strange right?  But I have a fetish for messy hair.  Short messy hair.  Not long greasy hair.  Kari thought I was really odd because I was interested in the short, thin, nerdy guys.  She was already blossoming and while eschewing the cheerleading squad and the prerequisite dating schedule being a cheerleader imposes, Kari was already “going with” one of the football players.
 
                 Personally I didn’t understand that.  “Going with” didn’t mean they went out on dates.  It meant that at school they were “boyfriend and girlfriend”.  I have to admit, the first time I saw them kissing I was a little shocked.  Not about the kiss, but because it was Kari doing it.  Of course Kari was also starting her lifelong obsession with making men do what she wants.  Despite her family’s wealth and a hefty allowance that made the paltry few bucks I had from my dad look like chump change, she would badger whatever boy toy she currently was “going with” into bringing her chocolate, snacks, and  all sorts of crap.  
 
                 In retrospect I think she was probably giving them more than just a hot girl on their arm.  In fact, now that I think about it, it makes a lot more sense.  Maybe I should ask her.  I suspect that she was probably letting them touch her, or giving them blowjobs or something.  In any event by the time we moved from junior high to high school, Kari’s romantic interests and experience was well established.  
 
                 We continued to see each other though.  Nothing could separate us and I remember a few rather embarrassing evenings were I was dragged along as a third wheel on a date.  You can imagine my discomfort sitting in a movie theater, trying to enjoy Toy Story 2, while my best friend’s date pawed her breasts and did his concerted effort to perform a tonsillectomy on her with his tongue.  Things only got interesting when Kari let him pull up her skirt and I noticed she wasn’t wearing panties.  My eyes widened as she spread her thighs and let him finger fuck her.  I totally forgot about Toy Store 2 let me tell you.
 
                 Yeah. Good movie.  You should see it some time. 
 
                 But even the realization that Kari was “getting some” while I was still hammering away with a hair brush handle, wasn’t enough for me to put my discomfort at getting involved with a boy aside.  Instead I concentrated on perfecting my art: masturbation.  I got so good at it that I could drive myself over the edge in four or five minutes, clitorally or vaginally.  That really increased the pace of things for me and I went from two or three sessions to five or six a day.  I started carrying baby wipes with me because I reeked of sex, something that Kari had to politely inform me of one day after I returned to class room the bathroom with a flushed face and hands smelling of soap that did little to mask the musky scent of my arousal.
 
                 But all was not well in Kari-land, despite her interest in boys and our rock solid friendship.  Her parents, never really comfortable with each other, had taken their personal disagreement in a new direction.  Kari was a bit tight lipped about it, but I knew something was wrong.  I’m ashamed to admit I badgered her to tell me, but when she finally did, I was glad I had done it.  Her parents were separating and her dad was moving to north Houston.
 
                 Kari is not an emotional person.  She’s like an ice princess, cold and aloof.  Of course that attitude hides this core of exquisite loveliness and deep caring that she would be ashamed to let people know exists.  She loves very hard and very deep.  I knew she loved her dad very much and that she and her mom didn’t exactly get along.  She wanted to go with him, even if it meant leaving me behind, but her dad said she had to stay with her mom.  Not because he didn’t want her, but because Kari’s mom had already said she’d fight for Kari to stay with her during the divorce.  
 
                 It was hard for Kari.  I’ve seen her cry two times in my life.  This was the first.  She blamed herself partially, though not for causing the schism between her parents, but for not being able to seal it together again.  I think intellectually she knew that her parents were just not compatible.  Her dad was a workaholic introvert while her mother was a socialite who resented being dragged to the middle of Nowhere, Texas.  The moment Kari’s dad moved out, before the divorce papers were even printed, her mother was driving the twenty or so miles to downtown Houston and going to the posh clubs and bars she craved.
 
                 I’d say Kari rebelled, but to be honest, she was already rebelling, and as I moved from fourteen to fifteen and summer hit, Kari’s rebellion took on a new shape, one that involved me in ways I couldn’t have even begun to imagine.
 
    
 
   Chapter Two:  A Realization
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 School had let out for the summer and I waved as Kari pulled up in front of my house in her little coupe.  It was a bright red color, a present from her father who was deep into using Kari as a means to hurt his former wife.  It meant that Kari was lavished with high dollar gifts while her father’s divorce attorney worked to minimize the child support payments into something resembling only enough funds for food and clothing.  It didn’t help that Kari’s mother misappropriated what little money was sent and spent the vast majority on her own clothing and her nightly clubbing.  Worse, Kari’s dad sent his daughter a large monthly allowance and Kari wasn’t really sure what to do with the wash of cash.  She was opposed to the drug scene at our school, which honestly hadn’t gone much beyond marijuana anyway (we’re hicks, what did you expect?) and except for her penchant for expensive clothing and collecting super expensive Barbie dolls, she really didn’t have any hobbies.
 
                 She also shouldn’t have been driving at all, a point my father was very clear about whenever he saw her.  She was still fifteen and only had a learner’s permit.  Her birthday is in late October and she was five months shy of getting her regular license.  But neither her mother nor father cared, so what could MY parents do?   It wasn’t like a sheriff’s deputy sat on the farm to market road along side our farm.  And Kari was a careful, controlled, if somewhat aggressive driver.  Even my dad reluctantly admitted Kari drove very well.
 
                 “Hey girl!” Kari greeted me as I tossed my bag into the back seat.  I had been invited to spend the night and was looking forward to a late night swim and ordering pizza.
 
                 I smiled back.  “Hi Kari!  Doing all right?” I asked.
 
                 She laughed and smiled.  “Oh yeah.  Just wait till I show you what I found!” she exclaimed, putting the car into gear and sending a spray of dust and gravel across our yard.  A few of the stones hit our barn but by then Kari was already peeling out and hurtling toward the main road.   I clutched the “Oh Shit Handle” above the window and held on for dear life as Kari turned us east and south, clearly heading back to her house.  It was late afternoon and when we pulled up into her garage I saw that her mother’s sedan was gone.  This wasn’t odd.  It was normal.  Mrs. Anders, who had changed her name back to Ms. Jessica Goslin, was frequently gone in the evenings.  Kari said sometimes her mother didn’t even come home.
 
                 The house was immaculate, but I knew that was because of Kari and not her mother.  Ms. Goslin was a pitiful housekeeper at best and if it wasn’t for Kari, the refrigerator would have been filled with half eaten take-out dinners and old pizza. Kari was a neat freak, a fact that had caused an endless amount of trouble in my life, even at that point.  God help you if you spat toothpaste in the bathroom sink and didn’t wash it away.  Don’t sprinkle water on the vanity.  Wipe it up with a towel.  Don’t leave your swimsuit hanging over the edge of the tub.  Hang it on the hook.  Hell, I’ve seen Kari get upset about putting the damn toilet paper roll on BACKWARDS.  I love Kari, but she is anal-retentive and obsessively compulsive.  I on the other hand proscribe to the philosophy that creative minds are rarely tidy.  And if it wasn’t for the fact that Kari is now a successful interior designer, who makes six figures a year, I’d believe it.
 
                 Kari led me through the house back to her bedroom.  It was pink back then, and when I say pink, I mean PINK.  Like Cure for Breast Cancer pink.  Everything.  The comforter on the bed, the curtains, the chair cushion, the fucking walls, everything.  Hell, now that I think about it, even her vibrator was pink.  Kari wallowed in Barbie land.  She had pink painted shelves where her collector fashion Barbie dolls stood, dressed to the nines.  I had a Barbie when I was growing up.  She wore jeans, a cowboy hat, boots, and came with a tan and white quarter horse I played with a lot more than the stupid doll.
 
                 Kari also had a television in her room, a computer at the desk, and an art center where she drew dress designs.  At fifteen she was still considering being a fashion designer.  I plopped down on her bed and drew my legs up to my chin as she rooted around in her closet.  Finally she drew a brown cardboard box out of the darkness and carried it over to me with a wicked look in her eye.
 
                 “You’re not going to believe what’s in here,” she said with a grin.  
 
                 I couldn’t help it. I smiled.  She had such a tone, as if we were going to be doing something naughty!  She opened the top flap of the box and tilted it so I could see into its depths.
 
                 In a flash I realized I was looking at video tapes, at least twenty of them.  I wasn’t so country backward that we didn’t have a VCR (video cassette recorder for you young’uns!) at our house, but when dad had a hankering for a video, he’d drive us up to the movie rental store up in Katy and we’d gather around the one television at our house and eat popcorn and homemade pizza.  If I was REALLY lucky, Dad would buy a two liter bottle of soda too.  THAT was amazing.  
 
                 Immediately after realizing that I was looking at video tapes, I saw something else that shocked me to the core.  Each tape came in a box, and like any movie there were pictures on the boxes.  Except these pictures were of naked women, having things done to them by other women, that horrified me.  My eyes widened in shock and I gasped.  Kari, enjoying my reaction, reached in and drew one of the porn tapes out.  
 
                 On the cover was a blond girl, stark naked, wearing bondage cuffs on her wrists and ankles, tied down to some sort of table.  A dark haired woman stood over her, a thick leather whip in hand, clearly ready to bring the lash down upon the bound girl’s body.  I don’t remember the title, but that image has stuck in my mind since that moment.  Kari held it right in front of my face for me to savor every detail.
 
                 “Oh my God!  Where did you get these?” I demanded, the appalled expression still on my face.  Kari laughed.
 
                 “I found them in my parent’s bedroom closet.  I suspect that Dad accidentally left them here.”
 
                 My bottom lip went down and I gave her that look.   “Disgusting.  Won’t your Dad want these?”
 
                 Kari waved the tape again with an evil grin.  “I’m betting he thinks Mom threw them out.  Finders keepers,” she announced.  
 
                 I grabbed her wrist.  “Why would you want to keep these?  They’re videos of girls getting tortured!” 
 
                 Kari rolled her eyes, an expression I was used to receiving from her. “Oh grow up, Bre.  They’re doing it willingly.  It’s called bondage.  It’s a little kinky, but still mainstream.”
 
                 I frowned. “Maybe in California,” I grumped.  “Not Texas.”
 
                 “Come on.  Let’s watch one!” she said brightly.    
 
                 I shook my head in protest.  “No way.  Not interested.”
 
                 Kari gave me a sly look.  “Come on. Just one.  Then we can go swimming.”
 
                 I folded my arms across my chest.  “No Kari.”
 
                 “I’ll do your hair while we watch…” she cajoled.  She knew I loved it when she did my hair.  I’m a pony tail girl.  Kari does French braids and all sorts of styles.  I squirmed slightly.  Was it worth it?
 
                 “And I can do your nails too,” she added, upping the ante.  I let out a little mental snarl and grumbled.
 
                 “Fine.  But just ONE tape, all right?  And I get the blue polish,” I added.  The blue polish was her favorite and she hoarded it.
 
                 But Kari just grinned.  “Great! Come on, we’ll watch it out in the living room.”
 
                 She almost skipped out of her room and I plopped down on the floor in front of the couch as she slipped the tape into the player and then grabbed the television remote.  As she settled down behind me with a brush (not mine of course) and a water-spritzer bottle, the movie began. I felt her fingers in my hair and I sat cross-legged, my bare feet tucked under my knees.
 
                 The movie was awful.  It had no plot, the sound quality was low, as if the microphone was on the camera itself, and the picture grainy.  The action was contrived and there were long dead moments where the dominatrix verbally abused the bound girl while barely dragging the leather cat-o-nine-tails across her skin.  The set had painted rocks on cardboard for the background, and the lighting clearly came from fluorescent bulbs overhead.   All in all, I’ve seen better dungeons in haunted houses.
 
                 And yet I felt strange watching the video.  There was a sensation that built up between my legs, one that I usually only experienced while masturbating.  It came on strong and I found myself wondering what it would be like to be tied down like the woman in the video.  What sensation would that leather whip leave on my skin?  And when I watched the dominatrix kneel down and begin to lick the bound girl’s clit, I felt a surge of wetness between my legs that had me shaking in immediate need.  I tried to contain it, to stifle the urgency, but finally as I watched the girl on the screen arching her back and pulled at her bonds, crying out in orgasmic bliss, I pulled away from Kari, standing up.
 
                 “I have to go to the bathroom.  Be back in a moment,” I said gruffly.
 
                 “But I’m not done with your braid,” Kari protested.  It didn’t matter to me.   I shrugged, trying to be nonchalant, and then hurried off to the restroom.
 
                 Once in the privacy of the bathroom, I yanked down my shorts and panties and jammed a finger as deeply into myself as possible.  I groaned as I fucked myself, thumb against my clit, working my hand like mad.  I know the current fad is to say FAP FAP FAP FAP for the sound of a man masturbating, but it works for a girl too.  Add in the squelching sound of a wet pussy, and you’ve got the soundtrack of my life.  I came in less than a minute, my mind filled with images from the video, with thoughts of being bound, of being hit with that whip.  It was mind boggling.  I exploded with a soft cry and a surge of wetness that soaked my hand, my thighs, and even a decent portion of the bathroom floor tile.
 
                 When I went back to the living room, I was clean, stable, and feeling much better.  Kari had paused the tape when I left and I returned to my seat.  She had to start all over again on my hair and she pressed the play button as she did it.  Once more I sat and watched as the girl was moved to a different restraint, and then the dominatrix put on a harness, complete with a black rubber cock sticking out the front.  To my shock, I felt myself ripening AGAIN.  The close-ups of that black rubber dildo sinking into the pink shaved petals of that poor girl’s flesh only aroused me more.  I closed my legs, one hand slipping between my thighs.  I applied pressure to my clit, hoping to halt the second arousal.  It didn’t.  In fact, I think I made it worse as my finger twitched frequently against my sex.  I managed to hold off though, letting Kari finish my hair.  
 
                 She made me get up on the couch though, and that created all sorts of problems for me, since she grabbed my foot and moved it to her lap. Every part of me wanted my hand between my legs and yet I didn’t dare touch myself, not in front of Kari like that.  She took her time too, prepping my toes before painting them.  When she finished the first foot I leapt up off the couch and once more pleaded the need to use the facilities.  I escaped to the bathroom where I experienced another orgasm, though one smaller and less pressurized than the first. 
 
                 I returned for the second time to the living room and Kari patted the couch next to her.  In seconds my other foot was in her lap and I was stretched out on the cushions.  The girl on the television was moaning loudly as the dominatrix held some sort of massager to her clit, rubbing it back and forth.  For me, I was sexually sated, at least for the moment and I was able to tune out the soft throated cries of the bound movie girl.  Instead I concentrated on Kari’s touch, the gentleness of her hands, her delicate movements as she painted my toe nails.  I realized just how pretty she was.  Much prettier than the dominatrix on the screen, whose permed hair was peroxide blond, rather than the natural gold Kari sported..
 
                 We finished watching the bondage tape, but I was still relatively satisfied and was only feeling a tiny tension between my legs that had built back up during the last twenty minutes of footage.  Kari asked me what I thought of the tape and I shrugged my shoulder, trying to hide my true feelings, never suspecting that Kari knew exactly what I thought of the tape.  
 
                 “It was a bit crazy,” I responded, trying to make light of it, as if I didn’t care.
 
                 “But did you like it?” she pressed.
 
                 I shrugged again.  “It was okay.”
 
                 She nodded sagely with a “hmmmmm.”  Then she asked if I was ready for some pizza.
 
                 Store bought pizza was a delicacy rarely enjoyed at my place.  It’s not that my parents were curmudgeons, but more that my mother thought that it made more fiscal sense for us to make our own, and I have to admit my mother’s home made pizza is good enough to pass muster.  Even Kari likes it.  But I LOVED the delivered pizza and Kari ordered two, a cheese pizza for me and a supreme for her.   My taste buds have matured over the years and now I like a decent deluxe or supreme as well, but back then, my sexual appetites were more evolved than my gastronomical ones.   After the pizza arrived and we had wolfed down our portions, we got into our bathing suits and headed for the pool.
 
                 I wore a single piece red suit that my mother had bought me the year before.  It still fit though I admit it was getting tight in the chest.  Kari on the other hand had an electric blue bikini that my mother would have been outraged seeing on ANY girl.  The top was nothing more than two inch wide triangles, covering only the areola, and the little swath of fabric between Kari’s legs hid the puffy thick petals of her sex only by color, since the shape of her pussy was completely evident straining against the material.  She sat on the edge of the pool as the sun sank off to the west and I swam.  Finally I moved to the wall and clung to the edge next to her thigh.
 
                 Kari sighed and leaned back, tilting her head.  Her throat glimmered from the golden rays, the bikini sparkled, and both of her smallish breasts suddenly looked a lot bigger.  She went all the way down, lying on her towel, arms spread wide, clearly enjoying the splash of sunset light that glittered off her swimsuit like the sun on a Caribbean island bay.  She seemed to revel in it.  Then she lifted her legs out of the water and spread her thighs wide, moving her left leg over my head.  Suddenly, I was between her legs, instead of to the side, and I had to slide even closer to the center to keep from getting her leg in the face.  I made a quick sound of protest, but as I turned I realized that my nose was only an inch away from her sex.  I could smell her arousal, the need on her flesh.  The swimsuit clung to her petals tightly and I resisted the urge to taste her.   Had the swimsuit itself not been wet from the pool water, I suspect that I would have been able to see the dark stain of moisture coming from Kari’s sex.  I pushed off from the wall, frightened of the thoughts I was thinking, of what it might mean to make love to Kari like the girls in the video.  I shook my head and then Kari closed her legs again, hiding that perfect little crevasse, that camel toe, from sight.
 
                 Later that evening, after we were ready for bed, Kari asked if I wanted to watch another video.  I did.  I desperately did.  My brain had been replaying the events of the first and I had imagined myself tied down and whipped and licked and massaged.  My body screamed for more.  But instead I shrugged.  “If you want to,” I replied, trying to hide my urgency or desire.  Kari smiled and popped in a second tape.  I settled down in the love seat this time while Kari stretched out on the couch.  This time the girl being tortured was brunette and they clamped her nipples and clit as well as whipped, licked, and fucked her.  I pulled one of the knitted blankets her mother kept lying around over my crotch so I could hide my probing fingers, which were trying desperately to delve deeply into my wet and ready pussy.  I hid my orgasm well, covering the muted cry of release with a cough.  What I didn’t know, was that Kari knew exactly what I was doing under the blanket, and what I wanted more of.
 
                 For the next two months of summer I spent practically every day at Kari’s place.   It became almost a habit.  I would settle down in the easy chair or the love seat while Kari sat on the couch.  We would watch one of her father’s tapes, and on nights when I slept over we’d watch two or three.  Kari bought her own VCR player and set it up in her bedroom.  Kari always had a blanket available for me, though she never used one, nor did I see her masturbate.  Instead it was always me, mouth partially open, chest heaving, face flushed, as my fingers dug around for release.  Summer flew by like the wind.  
 
                 Of course the videos had an impact on me.  One of the things I had immediately noticed was that all of the women shaved their vaginas.  The idea was a startling one to me.  I was already shaving my legs, and the other spots that women tend to shave, but the idea of cutting the hair from around my crotch was both frightening and amazing at the same time.  That first night back at home I did it, shaving my snatch bald.  I only cut myself a few times too!  The sensation of my soft skin, bare and slick, made masturbation even MORE enticing and I think for a few days I must have put myself through my paces six or seven times a day.  It made me want to go back to Kari’s and watch more tapes!  
 
                 The week before school started, on the last Friday of summer vacation, Kari once again asked me to spend the night.  I readily agreed and packed my bags.  This time my dad dropped me off at Kari’s place and when I knocked on the door, my jaw practically fell off my face.  Kari was standing in the hallway, wearing a silk negligee that looked like it had fallen off the back of a Victoria’s Secret special delivery truck.  It was sheer, it highlighted her breasts perfectly.  It was sexy.  It was beautiful.  And most important, she was wearing nothing else.  To be honest, it was wrong that Kari, who was still weeks away from her sixteenth birthday, and who was far more mature than me, was wearing it.  She grabbed my hand and pulled me into the house.  She kissed me on the cheek, a warm lingering touch of her lips that had me squirming inside.  I didn’t understand.  I was confused.  Kari didn’t let go of my hand and pulled me into the living room.  The coffee table was there as usual, but this time there were three video tapes sitting on it.  The box of tapes was nowhere to be seen.  
 
                 She pushed me down onto the sofa and sat down next to me.  My pulse thumped in my veins and even without her speaking I knew something momentous was about to happen.  She held my hands staring into my eyes. With a sense of purpose, she licked her lips and then smiled gently.
 
                 “I want you to pick one of the tapes, Bre.”  Her words were like silky smooth chocolate, rich with desire and sweet upon my ears.
 
                 I glanced at the tapes.  I had seen them all, but these three I knew very well.  They were admittedly some of the lighter bondage/masochism tapes, but they were also ones I had asked to see a second time.  Picking one to watch would be easy.  I started to reach out but Kari stopped me.  
 
                 “Wait.  Be sure, because we aren’t going to watch the one you pick,” Kari said softly.  I looked up at her, waiting, knowing what I was about to hear.  My heart thumped painfully.  
 
                 “We’re going to do it,” she whispered.
 
                 I’ve never admitted this to Kari, but had she put the most vicious and cruel of the tapes on the coffee table that day I would have picked it.  As it was I reached out blindly, my eyes locked on Kari and picked up one of the tapes at random.  I handed it to her without even looking at the cover.  Kari took it, glanced at it once, and then put it aside.  I felt a thousand feelings rush through me, from fright, to desire, to submission.  Kari leaned forward and for the first time in our lives kissed me as a lover and not as a friend.  Our lips met, soft and sweet and then she told me to stand up.
 
                 I did of course.  It seemed so natural to follow her orders.  She was the leader.  I was the follower.  I stood there in my goofy denim shorts, the oversized tee shirt, and looked down at the sexy blond goddess in front of me.  She stood as well, reaching out.  Her hands pulled at my shirt, baring freckle spattered skin.  Kari tanned beautifully.  Me?  Years of sun had already made my arms, shoulders, and nose look like God had liberally peppered me before baking.  Kari tossed my shirt aside, her fingers tracing the contour of my shoulders, down my arms and then back up.  I felt her hands go behind my back and then the clasp of my bra loosened.  My breath caught in my throat as she pulled the lifting cups from my chest, exposing the decent “B” sized breasts that she had frequently joked she envied.  Perhaps she did, but in a way, they were hers now.
 
                 She knelt down, her fingers sliding down my sides and the shorts and panties came next.  She bared me an inch at a time.  It wasn’t my first time to stand naked in front of Kari Anders, but it was the first time I stood naked in front of her as a lover. She placed a single hot kiss against my hip and then stood again, sliding herself against me.  The silk of her negligee felt amazing and then her head dipped, the sweet red laced mouth latched itself onto my right nipple and she suckled me, her tongue stabbing at the tender tip of my breast.  I was already soaked, but this went far beyond anything I had ever done to myself.  Someone else, someone whom I had no control over, was touching me, enticing me, loving me.  Her hands traced little circles on my back as she held me, licking my breast as if I were some sort of scrumptious lollipop in a candy factory.  Little sparks of pleasure shot up through me like lightning and I tilted my head back, moaning.
 
                 When her hand cupped my sex, I almost came.  It was the first time I had been touched there, ever.  Different fingers probed at my wetness and she found my little nodule of pleasure with her thumb and forefinger and squeezed it gently, rolling it back and forth.  My eyes felt like they were going to explode as the pleasure blasted through me, causing me to wobble and fold.  She didn’t let go either, but guided me a step forward, only to turn me around and sit me down upon the heavy wooden coffee table that sat in front of the couch. 
 
                 She pushed me down on my back and I felt the solid wood of the table under me as her fingers continued their caress.  My body was putty in her hands, clay to be molded and formed.  She bent down, her hot mouth laying tiny kisses along my shoulder and down my chest.  She suckled my nipple, sending rivers of perfect pleasure through me.  I lay there completely in Kari’s thrall, willing to accept anything that my mistress wished of me.  She pulled several short lengths of thick, yet soft rope out from under the sofa and quickly bound my arms and then my ankles to the legs of the coffee table.  It was an amateurish job, and one that would never had held me if I had wanted to escape her torments, but it wasn’t bad for someone who had never tied up another person before.  I pulled, my limbs tensing, working the knots, but I was just as inexperienced as she was.  Besides I truly didn’t want to escape.  I knew what was coming and I wanted it.
 
                 I stared up at her, my breasts heaving as she drew the heavy leather belt out from under the couch as well.  It was her father’s belt, or had been, or perhaps she had purchased it herself.  But it looked used and worn, supple and strong.  She put her hand a foot and a half from the end and slapped it down hard on her own left palm, leaving a soft rectangular red mark.  My pulse quickened as did the throb of my sex.  She knelt down, her left hand coming up to touch my left breast, squeezing the soft flesh into a thicker firm globe.  She lifted the belt and I tensed, seeing it coming.  I knew what she intended to do and I closed my eyes as she brought the belt down upon my plumped tit, the nipple taut and at the top of the intended target.  The last six inches of supple leather struck me and a strong stinging sensation shattered my world of cotton wrapped pleasure.  It raced through my veins like wildfire, the minor hurt suffusing my bosom and turning into a heat that burrowed into my core.  I knew in a heart beat that I wanted her to hit me again, and harder too.  Every part of me was tense, my sex especially, and my hips rotated, moving upward, offering my body up like a sacrifice to a goddess. I moaned loudly, trying to convey everything I was feeling into the non-verbal vocalizations I felt allowed to make.  My left breast felt a wave of heat and then Kari struck me again, much harder.
 
                 The second time the sting hurt and I hissed for a moment before gasping.  I felt the hurt bleed away again, swirling down into the heated depths of my sexual cauldron where it mixed with the desperation caused by her kisses.  Kari let go of my breast, caressing it with a light touch that only increased the exigency of intimacy that my body demanded.  She reached across my body, her arm brushing my belt seared nipple, sending aftershocks through my nerves, only to take hold of my right breast.  She plumped it firmly in her hand and I gasped, preparing myself for the coming snaps of the belt against the tip.  I wasn’t disappointed, and the sharp crack of the belt tip against my flesh filled my ears even as a quick pain followed by dissipating heat exploded along the right side of my body.  Kari dragged the rougher side of the belt leather across my nipple, a sensation that left me taut as a bow and moaning.  She lifted the belt again and brought it down hard, eliciting a light scream from me.
 
                 She paused, unsure.  Had she hurt me?  Was it too hard?  I turned my head, eyes half open to see the look in her eyes.  I swallowed.  “Please…” I begged.  “More.   Please, Kari.  Harder.  Hit me harder,” I whispered.  A faint smile appeared upon her lips and she brought her mouth down upon mine.  We kissed passionately and I felt her tongue along my lips.  I opened my mouth, knowing what she wanted and then our tongues met.  I was so drawn up in the kiss that when her hand slid down my body to cup my sex, her fingers slipping into me, that I could only gasp in total surprise.  I had never thought sex could be like this.  Nothing I could do to myself would ever match what Kari’s hands did to me.  I was on fire, my brain filled with nothing but thoughts of her.
 
                 She drove a single finger into my pussy and it felt so different than my own personal explorations.  It swirled in my depths and then was pulled out, only to plunge back in.  Her thumb found my clit at the same time and I writhed upon the table as she played me like a violin, vibrating my strings to a crescendo that only symphonies and lovers experience.  My chest started to heave as I could no longer control myself, the climax of my release coming closer by the second.  But then she pulled her hand away from my soaked slit, grabbed my right breast once more, and landed a blistering stroke across the areola and nipple that filled my vision with red heat and left me with teeth clenched.
 
                 She hit me again, and then again, moving between one breast and the other, leaving soft red and pink marks upon my chest.  The pain brought me down a notch, making my immanent orgasm stall, only to actually build up the pressure behind it.  When my breasts were nothing more than a mass of flaring heat, she let go of me and twisted.  She brought her hand up and I only had time to realize what she was about to do.  The tip of the belt swung down with the same force she had just used on my breast and the heavy leather impacted upon my clitoris with a snap that rung in my ears.  If my breasts had felt the heat of a hundred candles, then this was the burning sun, melting away the cold of celibacy.  Never before had I felt so much, so quick.  No masturbation session could possibly match what I felt that afternoon, tied to Kari’s coffee table, spread like a buffet, and lashed with a leather belt.  I felt like a bomb in the first nanosecond after detonation.  She hit me again and I couldn’t hold back, the pain radiating through my pussy was like nothing I had ever imagined and I began to explode, eyes rolled back, my throat releasing an undulating cry of abandon of the likes I had never uttered.  Kari dropped the belt, eyes wide as I thrashed in my release, cumming with a squirt that splattered my lover’s silk negligee and filled the room with the scent of arousal and sexual emancipation. 
 
                 When I struggled back to my senses, I couldn’t find my center.  To much was happening and I realized that Kari’s face was buried between my legs.  Her tongue swirled through my petals, lapping at my clit, sucking the juices from inside me with a voraciousness that I couldn’t match.  The nub above my slit felt tender and sore and I whimpered as she devoured me.  Finally I found my breath.
 
                 “Kari…” I gasped.  “Please!” 
 
                 Kari looked up at me over my shaved clean pubis.  Her face was wet with my cream, her eyes on fire.  There was a hunger in them that I understood at last.  I looked at her with love and desire.
 
                 “Please, let me taste you?” I begged.
 
    
 
   Chapter Three: Reciprocation
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                 She rose like the mythical Siren from between the white foam curves of my thighs.  Her blond hair fell straight and she moved around the coffee table toward my head.  I watched her thin fingers clutch the negligee and she pulled it upward, exposing her bony but beautiful hips, trim and tanned thighs, and then the thin petals of her pink slit.  She too had shaved her sex, but instead of leaving her mons bare like me, she had trimmed her hair into a thin line that led down to her slit.  Men have crude terms for this, like “landing strip”, or “the dividing line”, but I never have thought of it in those terms.  To me, it was elegant and made sense that the dominant partner would maintain herself in such a way.
 
                 I hungered for her in ways that I couldn’t really describe.  Even the longing a thirsty man has for water doesn’t do justice to what I felt.  She bent at the knees, but then climbed up onto the table herself, her thighs at the sides of my head.  She spread her legs wider and dropped down, facing my belly.  I struggled to raise my head as I saw her petals above me, but she helped by dropping down to all fours, wriggling her ass until her dripping sex was only a centimeter from my mouth.  I couldn’t wait any longer. I stuck out my tongue and tasted another person for the first time.  It was like honeyed nectar.  Kari tasted like sun kissed raspberries and dark musk.  Her folds fit in my mouth and I sucked and nibbled on her flesh with abandon.  When I found her little nodule of lust, darting my tongue against it, I felt her stiffen above me.  
 
                 Then she lowered her head to my sex and I felt her tongue dab against my clit.  The circle of pleasure closed and my brain shut down everything but the movement of my tongue and the sensation of pleasure, still tinged with a touch of pain that came from between my legs.  A seventy five piece band could have been playing John Phillips Sousa’s “Stars and Stripes Forever”, followed by the entrance of the President of the United States, and I would have continued working away between Kari’s legs.  I felt her shudder above me, her body tensing and then there was a spurt of wetness that exploded across my face.  She sagged, her tongue on my clit finally stopping as she panted hard, clearly halted by the orgasm I had brought her too.
 
                 I felt vaguely unsettled.  My orgasm had taken twenty minutes to reach.  She had arrived at hers in less than five.  Mine felt like an erupting volcano.  Hers appeared to be nothing more than a low grade firecracker going off behind my house on July 4th.  She collapsed on top of me, struggling for breath and I pushed my face up through her thighs.
 
                 “Kari?  Kari?  Are you all right?” I asked, my arms pulling at the ropes.
 
                 I felt her move against me. “Yes.  I’m fine,” she said softly, as if she were far away.
 
                 I put my head back down.  “That was amazing,” I commented.  All she responded with was something that sounded like a purr.  But then she rolled off me, plopping down on the floor ungracefully.  She giggled insanely and I looked at her in confusion.  Suddenly the giggles turned to laughter and she rolled in spasms that couldn’t be contained.  I looked at her in alarm, wishing I wasn’t tied down.
 
                 “Kari?  What’s wrong?” I demanded.  She turned back toward me, tears streaming down her eyes and then she came up to me, wrapping her arms around me, her mouth coming down to mine. She kissed me over and over again, moving over my jaw and down my throat and to my breasts, leaving hot but desperate kisses on my body.  I tasted myself on her lips.
 
                 “I never knew!” she said, glowing.  “I didn’t know it could be like that!” she exclaimed happily.
 
                 I was lost.  “What could be like that?” I asked.
 
                 “Orgasm!” she said with a giggle.  “I’ve never had one before.”
 
                 I blinked.  Seriously?  This revelation left me stunned.  I’d been having orgasms daily, sometimes even HOURLY for over three YEARS.  And Kari had NEVER had ONE?
 
                 “You can’t be serious,” I said.  I could still taste her cum on my lips.  It was sweet.
 
                 She nodded, still giddy, and I realized that she hadn’t come down from the adrenaline rush or endorphins that had flushed her system.  She was twitching for God’s sake.  I pulled on my bonds, realizing that she probably needed me to wrap my arms around her, but I was still tied tightly to the coffee table.
 
                 “Let me up, Kari.”  I gave her a concerned look.
 
                 She giggled again, but then her eyes widened.  “Oh!  Wait! No!  We haven’t finished!  I said we were going to do what was on the tape!”  She scrambled toward the couch and drew out another item from beneath the cushions.  I arched my neck trying to see, but all I saw was a flash of green.  She scrambled on all fours back down to the other end of the coffee table and I lifted my head to see a gleam of her deep blue eyes staring at me over my swollen sex.  The wicked look she had made me stiffen, but then she held up a green oblong object. I gasped as I realized what she was about to do. In an instant, I knew which video we were acting out and before I could say anything, she turned the huge cucumber on its end, and started to slide it into me.
 
                 Women are designed by nature, or God if you prefer, to be capable of accepting a wide variety of cocks.  Obviously men come in many different lengths and widths, from those monster cocks you see on porn movies, to the more average five or six inches, to miniscule pricks that can’t get thicker or bigger than your forefinger no matter what you do to them.  The cool thing is that in general, a woman’s vaginal opening is designed to accept all of them.  You might say that one size fits all.  The only time there might be a problem is if you have a really tiny woman, who is being screwed by a gargantuan man.  But unless you take the extremes of size, most women can fuck most men, without worrying about size.
 
                 Up to that point, I had experienced nothing thicker than the handle of my hair brush.  It wasn’t any longer than four inches or so, and had a width as thick as my adult thumb.  So you can imagine my concern as Kari began rubbing the curved and tapered end of that oversized pickle against my slit.  Granted, it felt good.  No.  It felt amazing.  She ran it from the base of my sex all the way up to rub the wet end against my clitoris. Then it went back down and she pushed against my opening slightly. I groaned as an inch dipped into me, only to be drawn back out by Kari.  She repeated this, going deeper and deeper into my body as I began ripening again.  My chest heaved and my hips rocked, opening myself up for the deeper penetrations.
 
                 Finally Kari pushed a full four inches into me and my labia strained against the size of the cucumber.  It was easily three inches thick, maybe more, and I know it was at least eight or nine inches long.  She twisted it inside me, pushing and pulling it, moving it back and forth with ever increasing depths.  I cried out, shaking as the penetration sent me spiraling upward toward another climax.  The sensation of being fucked like this was so different than the whipping or Kari’s tongue on my clit.  I groaned, my earlier orgasm providing the foundation for the next one.  
 
                 I’ll admit that the cucumber was uncomfortable at the very beginning.  I had never had anything that thick or that long pushed up inside me, but after Kari stroked my little nodule with her thumb, my body accepted the huge vegetarian phallus and greeted it warmly.  It created whole new sensations inside me that eclipsed anything I had ever felt before and I wondered why I had never snuck down to the refrigerator and tried this!
 
                 I came in less than ten minutes, a breathtaking vaginal orgasm that left me feeling exhausted and weak.  Even after I exploded, Kari kept pumping the cucumber in and out of my sex.  It felt amazing, but I was too tired to rise to her movements.  The squelching noise of my pussy seemed to be what she was after, working the thick green shaft in and out slowly and succulently.  
 
                 “Kari?” I said quietly. “I thought you were more experienced than me.”  The gentle rhythm of the cucumber pumping through me continued.
 
                 “I am, sweetling,” Kari replied. I looked down at her, the sight of the end of the cucumber in her hand, coupled with the thick penetrative thrust distracting me.  “It’s just that in all that time, I’ve never managed to cum.”
 
                 “But I thought…” my voice trailed off.  I didn’t know what to think.
 
                 She shrugged.  “I wasn’t sure myself.  For a long time I didn’t think I was capable of it.  I’ve masturbated of course.  I even have a vibrator.  Mom gave it to me years ago.  But I’ve never been able to get to that point.  I even had sex with Brad Marshall.”
 
                 My eyes widened.  “What? You fucked Brad Marshall?” I demanded.  He was a senior during our freshman year and played on the varsity football team.
 
                 She nodded, looking somewhat fond of the memory.  “Yeah. I asked him to take my virginity and we did it at his house.”  She gave me a mock frown.  “Oh don’t worry. He wore a condom.  I’m not stupid obviously.”
 
                 I nodded. “But… what was it like?” I asked.  Kari responded by pushing the cucumber deeper, twisting it inside me.  It felt… incredible, despite my recent orgasm.  Kari pulled it out again and began delivering short little slow thrusts. I couldn’t help it. I groaned, closing my eyes in pleasure.
 
                 “It was fun, and it felt good, but I didn’t feel what I felt today,” her eyes brightened and she gave me a warm smile.  “Today I felt a build up, a need inside me as I touched you.”  Then her smile disappeared and a frown replaced it.  “Breanne, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to hurt you.”  
 
                 I laughed, which then turned into a groan.  “Yes you did.  And we both loved it,” I managed to say.  
 
                 “Really?  You were okay with what I did to you?  I was so worried that after I hit you like that between the legs, you wouldn’t want me to ever touch you again.  I didn’t even think.  I just knew I had to whip you there and I swung the belt as hard as I could and…”  The words poured out of my best friend like water.
 
                 I shook my head.  “God, no Kari.  It was… amazing. I felt alive for the first time.  It was better than any other orgasm I’ve ever had.”
 
                 Her smile returned.  “That’s good to hear.  I’ve always been so jealous of you, being able to bring yourself pleasure the way you do.”
 
                 “You’re jealous of me?” I asked.  “Why?”
 
                 She gave me a crazy look and pushed the cucumber back in.  I let out a soft groan.  “Are you kidding me?  Do you know how many times we sat there watching these tapes and you were under the blanket with your hand down your panties frigging yourself?  Hell, I wish I had taken you WEEKS ago!” she said with a bit of force that translated down into another push of the cucumber through my pussy.  The continual fucking was starting to have an effect on me.
 
                 “I’ve known you were soloing for years, but you never seemed to be willing to talk about it, so I figured you wanted it kept private.  I’ve been trying to signal you that I wanted, you know, us for a long time, Bre.  I wasn’t sure if you were trying to ignore me, maintain our friendship, or if you were just being obtuse.”  The cucumber drove in again and I bit my lip as a sexual surge rippled through me.
 
                 “Obtuse,” I said through a tightened jaw.  My belly had sucked in as well as my hips rolled dramatically, clearly and obviously fucking the cucumber back as Kari moved it in and out of me.
 
                 She smiled warmly, still drawing the vegetable in and out.  “I’m glad.  Sorry it took me so long to get the courage, but I had to be sure about you.”
 
                 I struggled to have the air to speak.  “Sure about me?  In what way?” I asked, fighting the building pressure between my legs.
 
                 “That you were a submissive, but also a masochist, a sexual masochist.”  She gave a particular hard and fast thrust that left me gasping.
 
                 “What’s a mastachist?” I asked, getting the word wrong. I’d never even heard it before.
 
                 Kari twisted the cucumber as she drew it outward again.  “Masochist.  It means someone who likes pain.”  She pushed the makeshift kitchen dildo back in.
 
                 “I..” pant, “I..” pant, “don’t like pain.” I wheezed.  
 
                 Kari laughed.  “Yeah, and you came with me whipping you between the legs and on your breasts.  Sorry dear, you’re a masochist.”
 
                 I shook my head.  “But… but… but every girl…” my voice trailed off.  All I could think of was the girls in the video, all of whom had cum while whipped and tortured.  
 
                 Kari rose up, grabbing the end of the cucumber like a sword and she plunged it deeply into my body, my flesh parting until I took the full thing, all nine inches, deep until it struck my cervix and I convulsed with orgasm and overload.
 
                 “Oh no, Breanne.  Not every girl.  You are special.  You’re a pain slut.” She pulled the cucumber out of me, brought it up to her lips, and licked it once.
 
                 I lay there dazed, unable to speak, my body feeling as if I’d been left in a hot sauna for too long.  My head lolled and Kari got up and left. I heard her in the kitchen, the water running, and then she returned with a warm wet towel.  She washed my face and loins, and untied me, lifting my arms and legs and rubbing them vigorously. Finally she pulled me up, half carrying me to the couch.  I collapsed there and she let me rest, slipping herself under my shoulders and head until my hair spilled across her lap.  She stroked me and in perfect contentment, I fell asleep.
 
                 I was still naked when I awoke, and the smell of pizza filled the air.  I lifted myself up and searched around for my clothes.   They were missing, so I stood and padded into the kitchen naked.  Kari was sitting at the table, two steaming pizzas open and waiting, while she quietly munched on a slice of supreme.  She was dressed too, thin but revealing gym shorts and a halter top that conformed to her slight curves with interesting lines.  I’d never before looked at Kari that way and it was a unique perspective.  I stood in the doorway and examined her.  Her blond hair was straight and long and shiny.  Her high cheekbones and pointed chin gave her a haughty look.  But it was her eyes, huge and blue and amazing that drew me in.  She was thin too, with smallish breasts, bony hips, and long arms and legs, but she had enough flesh on her to keep her ribs from showing. I stepped into the kitchen and waved.
 
                 “Have some pizza!” she declared, pushing the cheese pizza pie toward me.  My stomach growled and I wanted food.  
 
                 “Have you seen my clothes?” I asked, tugging free a thick gooey slice.
 
                 She nodded.  “I put them away.  I want you naked.”
 
                 That caused me to quirk an eyebrow.  It was also the first of many adjustments I’d have to make being Kari’s lover.  “What if your mom comes home?” I asked sitting down awkwardly.
 
                 Kari shrugged.  “She won’t.  At least not tonight.  And if worst comes to worst, you can always run for my room.”
 
                 We ate then, exchanging small talk.  I asked a lot of questions about Brad Marshall and what it was like to have sex with a boy.  What Kari told me was fascinating and I wondered how soon I’d be able to try it.  But I didn’t mention that desire to my best friend.  I had just found one lover and had no desire to throw that away.  Finally we pushed our plates aside and Kari stood up.
 
                 “I want a swim,” she announced, pulling her shirt up over her head.  I saw a flash of blue and realized she was wearing her bikini underneath the halter top and shorts.  
 
                 I stood up. “I’ll go get my swim suit,” I said and turned to leave the kitchen.  
 
                 Kari’s wrist snagged mine and she pulled my body against hers. I felt an electric thrill go through me and she brought her face close to mine.
 
                 “No.  I want you naked.  You’re mine.”
 
                 We swam that evening, as well as other things.  I was like a new doll for Kari, a willing obedient doll she could position and play with.  She made me sit on the edge of the pool, my legs spread, while she clung to the side, her tongue lapping at my dripping wet slit.  The combination of being nude outside, with only the privacy fence keeping Kari’s neighbors from seeing had me on edge.   She made me kneel on all fours while she slipped her fingers inside my slit and spanked my bottom.  The blows and sparks of pain merely made my pussy slippery, soaked with want.  And as the sun sank down and disappeared, she made me lie upon the diving board, my legs spread and dangling, while she slung a soaked towel against my swollen and desperate sex. It stung and I was ordered to hold my own ankles.  But she didn’t let me cum, the evil bitch.  She stopped right before I was about to cum.  How she knew, I couldn’t tell.
 
                 Hours later I was shaking with need and Kari drew me out of the pool and into the grass.  My body already sported marks that would become second nature to me in time.  My ass was red, my breasts tinged dark pink.  There was even a welt mark where the soaked tip of a towel had slashed against my breasts and sent me spinning, hands clutching my bosom. She spread out one of the beach towels and pushed me down.  Then she stripped out of her bikini and climbed atop me, her face between my legs even as her own dripping slit positioned itself over my mouth.  We licked and suckled each other until I felt her stiffen again.  Once more she let out a warm cry and shook as she climaxed.  I came moments later and we held each other in quiet relief.
 
                 That night I eschewed my usual sleeping bag and roll out mattress and together, both of us naked, we crawled between the sheets of Kari’s bed.  I wrapped my arms around her.  We curled up, our hands stroking the other, not for sexual purposes, but for comfort, for love, for desire.  I wanted to know her in this new way.  She was soft and perfect and we fell asleep with each other’s scents and tastes on our lips and tongues.  
 
                 When morning came, I woke her by spreading her thighs and lapping at her clit. She awoke, but instead of letting me continue, she pushed me away and to my disappointment, got dressed. I climbed out of bed and followed her to the kitchen, the disparity in our attire slightly discomforting.  I made breakfast because even then, Kari couldn’t cook worth a damn.  After bacon and eggs and me yelping from splattered grease landing on my bare breasts, we retreated once more to Kari’s room.
 
                 Kari pushed me down, her mouth latching on to mine.  Slowly, sensuously, she began touching my body, soft spine tingling caresses that left me feeling like soft cheese.  She explored me with her fingers, her tongue, and even her eyes. It wasn’t the desperate love making we had made the day before, where the newness of it all made us both hunger for each other’s touch and taste without really savoring what we were experiencing.  Kari made up for it that morning.  Every part of me tingled and when she finally got down to the soles of my feet, she slid off the bed and pulled her soft rope out from under the mattress.
 
                 My ankles were tied and she pulled my legs apart.  I didn’t object.  How could I?  All I wanted by that point was her taking me.  I wanted her fingers inside me.  I wanted her tongue on my clit.  Had she wanted to tie me naked to the hood of her car and drive around town with me as her hood ornament, I would have gladly agreed.  Reputation be damned.  When my ankles were bound, she moved upward.  Another two strands of rope went around the back of each knee, pulling my thighs apart and keeping my entire bottom half immobile.  Next came my wrists, which she quickly secured to the headboard posts.  I pulled and tested my bonds.  Nothing I did would have freed me, except to suffer and cum, through whatever Kari had in mind.
 
                 She drew a pair of thick column candles out of the drawer of her desk.  The match she struck gave the scent of burnt wood, or a touch of pine resin.  I love the smell of a match.  Soon the scents of huckleberry and cinnamon were added to the air and as the flickering flames danced, Kari pulled a bottle of baby oil from her night stand.  She wasn’t parsimonious with it.  She splashed the thick mineral syrup across my chest, between my breasts and down my body in a clear line to my sex.  She put the bottle aside and began touching me, spreading the oil out in a film over my breasts, down my sides, over my shoulders and even up my neck.  But when her fingers found my clit, working the oil over the tiny nub and down into my folds, I arched my back in exquisite pleasure.  It felt so good!  
 
                 She kept one hand at my sex while the other continued the massage, working the oil down my thighs, one at a time, even doing the soles of my feet.  For me, the oiling of the rest of my body was a distant sensation compared to what her fingers were doing between my legs.  She wasn’t penetrating me, but she was massaging the folds of my sex, stroking me from clit to my depths, fluttering her fingers against my pussy like a butterfly’s wings against a flower.  It wasn’t long before my hips were rolling, desperate to have her push into me.
 
                 But instead, and only after I was thoroughly coated in baby oil, Kari stood up.  Once more she reached for her nightstand, and to my surprise she drew her vibrator out of its depths.  I stiffened.  It was bright pink and seemed huge to me.  Granted, the cucumber had been larger, but this phallus did more.  It was slightly tapered.  She twisted the bottom and it began to hum, an evil electrical sound that caused me to tense.  Kari sat down next to me on the bed, still dressed in her shorts and tee shirt, and lightly laid the tip of the vibrator against my nipple.  
 
   
  
 

              I gasped in shock.  It was like nothing I had ever felt before.  I moaned loudly as she rotated the tip of the vibrator and moved it in a circle around my breast.  It tingled, sending reverberations through my body that caused me to ratchet upward toward climax.  She moved from one breast to the other, sending those tiny tremors that translated into desperation deeply into my body and I have to admit, I wanted one of these vibrator things.
 
                 Of course my perspective deepened noticeably when she moved the rose colored sex toy downward and for the first time in my sexual life, I felt the tender vibrations against my clit.  My body tensed as if touched with a live electric wire and I exploded suddenly, fast and furiously, before Kari could react and take the vibrator away.
 
                 Or perhaps she meant for me to explode. I have to admit that over the years, Kari’s penchant for sexual torture has never run toward denial, but toward overload, and on that morning, rather than letting me loose, or allowing me to pleasure her in return, she kept me bound and spread upon her bed and merely started over with the vibrator.  This sort of constant sexual loop would frame my existence for years.  It’s tough to hold back an orgasm, when you know that immediately after cumming, your lover is going to try her hardest to make you cum again.  And again.  And again.
 
                 The second time however, I was more used to the vibrator and Kari was gaining the insight into my reactions that would allow her to better predict my responses.  So it wasn’t much of a surprise, only a moment after she slid the vibrator deeply into my well, fucking me into blithering idiocy, that she yanked the thick rumbling plastic phallus out of me, right before my entire body convulsed in orgasmic bliss.  My body bucked, not with release, but with desperation and it was all I could do to keep my teeth clenched and not to beg.
 
                 Of course Kari was already moving on to round three, putting aside the vibrator and instead picking up one of the candles.  This part I had been expecting. One of her dad’s videos had been about waxing and both of us had commented on it a number of times.  Kari held the candle far above my body, tilting the thick pillar of wax on its side and letting a stream of liquid paraffin fall through the air to splash down upon my left breast.  I cried out, more from shock than pain, though admittedly it did hurt, at least a little.  But what really got to me was the flush of heat that seeped into my bosom, cooking my nipple and the rest of my breast with a ferocity that I hadn’t felt since the evening before.  In fact, the heat from the candle felt amazingly like the residual heat of the belt striking my nipples.  When Kari moved on to the other breast, I accepted the dousing of flaming wax with a gasp of appreciation.  My entire core tightened and I felt another surge between my legs.
 
                 I had no idea WHY I was getting turned on from having hot wax dripped on my body, but it was happening.  As more droplets struck me I felt the wax hardening on each breast, shielding it effectively from the initial burn of each falling stream of paraffin.  But the heat remained.  I thrashed a bit, gasping, my hips thrusting upward and forward and it was this movement that I think caused Kari to go lower, leaving a trail of little round circles down my belly before pouring the crimson tinted wax onto my clit.
 
                 I had never felt anything like it.  Had I not already been turned on, I’m not sure that I would have been able to handle that torment.  The burning fluid splashed down on my swollen nub, coating it, my clitoral hood and a good portion of my mons covered in red wax.  Then with each following drop the hot wax streamed downward and began coating my labia.  My petals were already flared, baring to Kari the hot pink depths of my well, which only made it easier for her to singe me.  I screamed, but clearly it was a scream of incredible need, of a desperate want that I was unable to articulate.  I fucked the falling wax.  My hips jerked wildly, and not to get away from the stream of superheated paraffin, but to meet it, to work myself into an orgasmic lather.  I felt as if my blood were boiling.
 
                 I almost came at that point, but it wasn’t quite enough.  I lay there, practically hyperventilating, the heat seeping through me like molten lava.  I was on the edge, so close, so desperate, so wanton, that I’m not sure that had Kari asked me to do ANYTHING, I wouldn’t have agreed.  Thank God she was almost as inexperienced as me.  It wouldn’t be until much later on in life that she realized that she could work me up to a point where I would agree to anything.  But Kari being who she is, still realized that the girl lying on her bed, coated in scarlet wax on her breasts and pussy, was still there, right on the edge of orgasm, nerves frayed to the point of breaking.   Kari put down the candles and picked up her belt.
 
                 It was the same leather strap she had used on me the previous evening and this time it seemed to hurt much much more.  Not that I minded.  I didn’t.  But when you’ve already been cooked, getting tenderized is a much more intensive process.  The wax exploded off my body in shards and Kari didn’t do love taps either.  She doubled the belt and brought it down across both breasts with a swing that would have broken fine china.  I let out a cry that I’m surprised didn’t bring the neighbors, except instead of just the raw agony of being hit, this sound was filled with an inescapable longing, a desperation that changed the timbre into something far beyond torture.  Kari whacked me again and my nipples felt the sear of the leather as the wax coating cracked and shattered.  Cool air bathed me, but it mattered little.  The new burn of the belt was more than enough to compensate for my tenderized tip exposure.
 
                 I think, somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew it was coming.  But really, when you’re feeling the sort of intense sexual torment I was experiencing, little things like “where will Kari hit me next” are not exactly at the forefront of one’s mind.  In retrospect, I suppose I should have seen it coming, but even if I had, I wouldn’t have stopped her.  The belt lashed down with a speed and intensity saved for miners and railroad workers wielding pickaxes and sledgehammers.  The doubled leather belt landed on my wax coated pussy, curling down from the impact point at my clit, all the way down my petals.  The wax exploded, sending fragments everywhere.  But the wax wasn’t the only thing to explode.  I did too, cumming with an intensity that I’d never experienced to that point.  It topped the previous evening and Kari knew I was coming and slashed down again.  Delivered during my orgasm, the second stroke not only cleared even more paraffin from my pussy, but sent me into oblivion, shaking like mad as the rush of endorphins, of adrenaline, of dopamine and a dozen other hormonal chemicals affected my brain and sent me into a sex-induced catatonic state.
 
   Chapter Four: Cucumber Delight
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                 When I finally came back down to earth, Kari had already removed my bonds and had slipped into bed with me, holding my head and shoulders, deftly plucking the last little bits of cooled wax from my breasts.  Weakly, I looked down at my breasts, noticing not only the deep of lightening pink of the heating, but the two rather noticeable welts across my bosom.  Evidently the belt had been enough to leave marks and gingerly I reached up to feel them.  Sure enough, both breasts had a pair of lines across them.  It hurt to touch so I left them alone.
 
                 “You okay?” Kari asked.  
 
                 I blinked for a moment and then took stock of my situation.  I felt… I felt… amazing.  There wasn’t a single tense muscle in my body.  I felt as if I’d been given a four hour massage followed by a hot spa treatment, followed by another massage.  Parts of me that had been tense since birth had been loosened and I felt that if I had to get up, I would have flowed, rather than walked.  All I wanted to do was melt into a puddle.  A wet gooey puddle actually; because upon further reflection, I realized that between my legs was a hot moist swamp that clearly was not my natural state.  I tried to articulate the sensation to Kari, but it came out as a garbled croak.  In an instant she was up, leaving me, only to return a few moments later with a paper cup filled with water.  I gulped it down gratefully and was finally able to speak.
 
                 “I’m okay.  Really.”
 
                 Kari looked at me in concern.
 
                 “Seriously, Kari.  I’m fine.”  I smile and laid back.  “Really.  That was wonderful.”
 
                 My best friend turned lover looked at me with a skeptical expression.  “Breanne, I just vibrated you, covered you with hot wax, and then hit you repeatedly with a belt.  I’m not sure that the word “wonderful” should apply.”
 
                 I grinned.  “You would if you had an orgasm like the one I just did.”
 
                 Kari sighed.  “You are incorrigible.  When I showed you the videos I suspected you’d enjoy them, but I didn’t think you’d be this… uh…” she paused, searching for the right word, or at least one that wouldn’t offend me.
 
                 “Receptive?” I offered.
 
                 She nodded.  “I was going to say ‘slutty’, but I suppose receptive will work.
 
                 Ouch.  So much for saving my ego.  I gave her a wry look.  “I am NOT a slut.  I’ve only every done it with you,” I said defensively.  Kari snorted and got up.  I watched as she peeled out of what little clothes she was wearing and pulled a bikini out of her top drawer.  I stared at her naked body with just a tad bit of wantonness.  I wanted her. I wanted her to cum like I had cum and I didn’t know why she didn’t want me to make her cum.  I’m an equal opportunity orgasm type person. If you make me explode, then gosh darn it, I should be allowed to bring you equal pleasure.  I didn’t understand at the time that Kari was one of those women who couldn’t orgasm easily and that it was by the very act of using me, of tormenting me, of putting me through my paces that would eventually be the outlet for her own sexual release.  I may have cum while being whipped, but Kari had experienced her own micro-orgasm while whipping me.  It was a sexual symbiosis, a dichotomy of our relationship that has never changed over the years.
 
                 It took Kari about ten minutes, but she finally managed to get me out of her bed.  I think it was the promise of further sexual torment, or maybe the thought of lunch that did it.  All I know is that we had to strip her bed sheets, take them outside, and shake all the wax off them.  Kari was dressed in her bikini while I still paraded around stark naked.  It was a strange feeling for me.  I’d never been outside naked before that weekend and while I was starting to get used to it, the very act made me wet, even after a recent orgasm.  When we headed back inside and I made Mac and Cheese, I was already quite damp between the legs and definitely wanting more.
 
                 Lunch proceeded as expected and we sat at the dining room table together.  Our feet touched and we rubbed each other’s legs without a word, enjoying the feel of skin to skin contact.  Kari was still dressed in her blue bikini and I still felt uncomfortable at being constantly naked.  After we rinsed the dishes and put them away in the dishwasher, Kari took my hand and led me back outside.  
 
                 The south Texas summer heat was still very much with us despite it being late August.  Of course, in Texas, especially south Texas, I think summer pretty much lasts from late February to the middle of November.  I can remember a few Halloweens where it was too hot to wear a costume.  The sun was already high and in moments I could feel my skin singeing.  Kari quickly grabbed a bottle off one of the pool deck tables and slathered me with sunscreen.  Her fingers swirled around my breasts and nipples, tweaking them lightly.  She did my stomach and then between my legs, working the sunscreen into my labia.  She ordered me to turn around and bend over the table and I felt her hands on my bottom, lightly spanking me even as she rubbed the sun screen into my rump.  I gasped when one lotion covered finger probed my bottom and then entered, driving in deep.
 
                 “Oh my god!  Don’t!” I said to Kari as she wiggled her finger in my ass.
 
                 “Why? Don’t you like that?” she asked.
 
                 I groaned.  “It’s wrong! Please don’t!” I pulled away. I felt her finger come out and I flushed with embarrassment.  Kari laughed and then shrugged, only to put more sunscreen in her hand and work it across the back of my legs.  Finally I was coated from head to toe and she handed me the bottle. \
 
                 “Get my back, would you?” she asked me. I nodded and slathered the lotion across her shoulders, sliding the bikini straps down her arms in order to really get to her skin.  In all honesty, she probably didn’t need the sunscreen.  Kari has never been one to burn.  She tans.  Me?  I’m the one who ends up looking like a boiled lobster.  Worse, sun exposure is what has caused all my freckles. I’m not exactly covered, but my arms and nose certainly have their share of little brown dots.  Daringly, I moved my hands forward, sliding the lotion slick palms under Kari’s bikini top to cup her breasts.  I felt her nipples harden and I rubbed, only to have her gently push my hands away.  She turned and looked at me, eyes blazing in sudden need, but then they cooled and her mouth turned up in a wicked smile.  She sprinted away and jumped with a flying leap into the bright blue waters of her pool.
 
                 I went a moment later, skinny dipping as I chased her around.  We goofed off, with one of us kissing the other, our fingers dancing against the folds of each other’s sex.  I tried to pull off her bikini bottoms multiple times and I begged her to sit on the edge of the pool and let me use my mouth on her.  Instead, it was me who ended up sitting at the edge of the pool, legs spread and feet dangling in the water.  Kari’s hot little mouth was eagerly lapping away at my clit and petals when we heard the garage door open.
 
                 I’m surprised we moved as fast as we did.  Kari was dressed of course, her bikini a little out of place but still covering the necessary bits.  Granted, it was a bit risqué for a fifteen year old girl who was still shy of her sixteenth birthday by two months, but it certainly presented a better picture than what I was wearing, which was nothing.  I had no option other than to get in the pool, swim to the edge, and keep my breasts pressed up against the wall.  I suppose I hoped that Kari’s mom wouldn’t come all the way out to the pool and look in.  Perhaps she’d just wave and Kari could grab my towel and I could sneak in to get some clothes.  
 
                 Of course from the expression on Kari’s face, she was shocked her mother was home.  Evidently her mom had met some great new guy and had told Kari she’s be away all weekend, leaving us alone.  A flash of anger went through Kari’s eyes as we listened to the car pull into the garage and then the engine stopped.  A moment later the garage door opened and Kari’s mom, Ms. Jessica Goslin walked out onto the patio.
 
                 With a man.
 
                 He wasn’t a hunk, but he wasn’t flabby either.  He had sandy blond hair, slightly thinning, and looked more lean and taut than muscular.  He was wearing blue jeans and a tee shirt, along with sneakers, which definitely put him in the pop culture group rather than in the clod kicker clique.  Actually, it didn’t surprise me.  Kari’s mom was a trophy wife and drop dead gorgeous (though a little more overblown than Kari).  Her peroxide locks were about as natural as the layers of makeup on her face, but she had an outgoing friendly personality, even if she was a bit temperamental. She walked out onto the deck in four inch open toed heels, a gauzy skirt that showed off her well curved bottom, and a halter top so low cut that I think that her breasts would have popped out every time her car hit a pothole.  She was holding her new boyfriend’s hand.
 
                 I was clinging to the edge of the pool, fingers white, my bare breasts and loins pressed against the tile and plaster, trying my best to hide and make sure that nothing was visible except the top of my head.  Kari ran interference, greeting her mother, despite her frosty attitude.  I expected her mom to saying something about the itsy bitsy teeny weenie bikini Kari was wearing, but either Ms. Goslin had seen the swimsuit before, or didn’t want to chew Kari out in front of the new guy.
 
                 “Kari, this is Grant,” said Kari’s mom.  “Grant, this is my daughter Kari.”
 
                 Kari reached out and shook Grant’s hand politely.  From my position in the pool I could see Grant’s eyes and they were definitely not on Kari’s face.  I saw the look and I felt a growl of jealousy.  Kari was mine.  
 
                 “And that mousy girl in the pool is my daughter’s friend, Brianna.”
 
                 “Breanne,” Kari corrected, her face a bit stony.  Kari and her mother didn’t really get along.  
 
                 “Come say hello to Grant, Brianna.”
 
                 “Breanne,” Kari said through gritted teeth.
 
                 I quailed, then stuck my hand up in the air and waved it rapidly back and forth.  “Good ta meetcha!” I said brightly, emphasizing my Texas drawl.  Then I drew my hand back into the water.  Kari’s mom gave me a queer look.  Grant waved back at me.  Ms. Goslin let go of Grant’s hand and took a step forward, her eyes curious.  I sunk a few more inches into the pool.  I could see the realization in Ms. Goslin’s face because she turned and glared at Kari, then looked back at me.
 
                 “I’m not sure how you do it here in Texas, Brianna.  But I would prefer you wear a bathing suit while at my house.”
 
                 I turned scarlet.  Grant looked interested.  Kari appeared pissed.  
 
                 “I think you need to get out and put on appropriate attire,” Kari’s mother continued.
 
                 My eyes widened.  Get out?  Now?  But… but… what about GRANT?  
 
                 Kari growled and whispered something in her mother’s ear.  With a sharp turn of her mother’s head, their eyes locked and then her mother nodded in realization.  Quickly, she turned without a word and stalked back to Grant.  He was watching with something akin to bemused tolerance, but let Jessica Goslin take his hand and lead him into the house.  Kari watched them go and then grabbed a heavy pool towel for me.  I got out, wrapped the towel around me, and followed Kari inside.  Grant was standing in the kitchen as we walked in, staring out of the back windows and from the grin he gave me, I knew he had seen my wet and naked body getting out of the water.  Kari’s mom glared at me and Kari and I rushed through the house to her room.
 
                 “Oh my God! He saw me!” I exclaimed as we closed the door.  Kari fumed, but I couldn’t help giggling, my eyes wide.  “What did you say to your mother?” I asked.
 
                 Kari, stripped out of her bikini and started putting on panties, shorts, and a tee shirt.  She shrugged. “I merely said that having a fifteen year old naked girl getting out of the pool wasn’t the sort of thing she should expose her new boyfriend too.  He might get ideas.”
 
                 That comment shocked me.  The idea of threatening her mom with me stealing her mother’s boyfriend seemed very wrong.  But then I felt another surge between my legs and I couldn’t help wondering what having Grant sliding into me would feel like.  I imagined my body pressing up to him, a real man’s cock impaling me, and I bit my lip, turning away. I didn’t want Kari to see the obvious physical reaction I was having to the idea.
 
                 For the first time in almost twenty four hours I got dressed.  Knee length khaki shorts and a loose rumpled tee shirt hid my beaten breasts nicely and we were able to sit out in the living room playing Kari’s video game console while Grant and Kari’s mom lounged outside at the pool.  For the most part we ignored him, but I admit it was tough for me to sit there seeing Grant’s toned torso and even Ms. Goslin’s firm tummy and lush curves.  For a women built along the same frame style as her skinny daughter, Kari’s mother sported some rather well sized breasts.  To my shame, I imagined being sandwiched between them, and the idea of a foursome appealed to me.  My brain conjured up images of being impaled on Grant, with Ms. Goslin spooning me from behind, touching me, her breasts pressed to my back, all with Kari standing over us naked, a whip in hand.  Fantasies flew through my head like butterflies in a hurricane and all I can say is that in each one I was the living fuck doll, used and bent into a hundred positions, fucked and whipped and waxed and eaten by every single person in that house.
 
                 I know.  I’m sick.  I was back then too.
 
                 But nothing happened.  Grant and Jessica swam, tickled each other, kissed and groped out in the pool while us kiddies played video games and sat in sexual frustration, wanting to continue our sex fest, but unable to do anything.  Late that afternoon Jessica asked me to help make dinner, knowing that Kari would burn the water.  I got the spaghetti going while Ms. Goslin made the salad.  It wasn’t until we sat down and Kari helped herself to a heaping bowl full of greens that I spotted the one problem.
 
                 There was a cucumber in the salad.  Kari’s eyes widened as she stared at the sliced vegetable in her bowl.  She glanced across the table at me with wide eyes and then she coughed delicately.
 
                 “Did you buy a fresh cucumber, mom?” she asked tentatively.  I turned and saw Grant digging into his salad.  The cucumber didn’t make it on to that first forkful. I whirled back toward Jessica.
 
                 “Oh no.  The one on the counter was fine.  I used that one.”  Kari’s mom replied.  She stabbed a big forkful of salad, spearing a cucumber.
 
                 I could see Kari swallow in alarm.  “Did you wash it first?”
 
                 Jessica Goslin laughed. “Kari, I wash all the vegetables before I put them away in the fridge.  You know that.”  Then she popped the forkful in her mouth.  I heard a crunch from Grant and turned to look. He too was chewing on a slice of cucumber.
 
                 Kari and I stared at each other and she gave a slight shake of her head.  I realized in a heartbeat that not only were we about to eat the cucumber that Kari had been pumping in and out of my pussy the night before, but that it never got washed.  She had left it on the counter, intending to toss it in the compost bowl. Suddenly Kari burst out in a fit of the giggles and I couldn’t help joining her.  We laughed so hard that Kari’s mom excused us in embarrassment and our last sight of them that night was Kari’s mom and her boyfriend eating “Brianna” flavored cucumber!
 
                 Kari and I went out for dinner later that night, still laughing.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five:  Golf Balls and Outfits
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                 Sexual servitude to Kari Anders certainly wasn’t that demanding, at least at first.  It wasn’t like I could move in with her and “live the lifestyle” twenty four seven. In fact, neither of us knew anything about BDSM beyond what we had seen in the videos, dominant and submissive roles, or even the basic tenants of being in a D/s relationship.  I didn’t understand that in those types of relationships, it is really the submissive that has the control.  She (or he I suppose) can always say no.  But for me, even at the ripe old age of fifteen, I never had to say no to Kari. It was as if she understood where my limits were even before I was aware of them.  Plus we had a lot of growing to do ourselves.  The first few weeks of school were a blur as we started our sophomore year.  Sex was a given.  I practically spent every weekend over at Kari’s, or if her mother was home, she’d come to my place and bite her lip, overcoming her discomfort around horses as we rode out to one of the far off fields with a blanket.
 
                 Almost every sexual session involved some sort of smacking or spanking and I learned quickly that while plain old vanilla lovemaking, all tongues and fingers, still made me cum, the best orgasms came when Kari hurt me.  Of course it had to be done at a specific time.  Had Kari just walked up to me and smacked me hard across the ass, I’d be hopping up and down, saying “Owwww!”    But done to me after I’d been stripped naked out in the middle of an open soybean field and fingered deeply, then my response was more “oooohhhh, yesssss.”  Kari learned it too and played me like a violinist bows his instrument.  
 
                 Of course I still masturbated and if anything, I did it more often than I had before.  My hands were constantly buried in my shorts or jeans and I would work myself right after waking up, twice or even three times at school in the girl’s restroom, once after school out in the barn, and then in the shower that evening.  If I were feeling particularly horny, I’d even give myself one last orgasm before going to sleep.  It was invigorating though I admit that the majority of my orgasmic climaxes were nothing compared to what I had when making love to Kari.  My little masturbation sessions were candles in the wind.  Hers were a roaring bonfire with diesel soaked logs and even sawdust to create a fire plume.  
 
                 But as August turned to September and then into October, Kari began to be more insistent on a few things. I no longer rode the bus to school, instead I was picked up each morning in my best friend’s car.  I still wore my typical blue jeans and tee shirt to school, while Kari wore the preppy Hot Topic outfits she favored back then.  Kari had been pushing me to upscale my wardrobe, but since my parents weren’t as financially independent as hers, I wasn’t about to go out and spend seventy dollars on a skirt and shirt.  She took me out shopping, purchasing at first the same sort of outfits that she wore.  I admit I looked good in them.  I looked better than good.  I looked sexy.  Me.  Little Ms. Mousy.  I spent the night at Kari’s on her sixteenth birthday and in a giggling fit Kari dyed my hair fire engine red.
 
                 My mother was appalled.  My dad just shrugged.  Evidently he liked it.  To me, it was a radical change.  Everyone at school was shocked and I suddenly started getting a lot more attention from the males in our school.  My relationship with Kari wasn’t common knowledge, but I turned down a dozen or so requests to take me to dinner or a movie, all because I knew that on Friday night I’d be tied down on Kari’s bed, naked while she stood over me with a belt.  I didn’t want to give that up at all.
 
                 A week before Halloween Kari came and picked me up one morning before school.  As usual I was wearing my typical Levi jeans, a semi-worn tee shirt with a bra picked up from Wal-Mart.  I was wearing sneakers instead of boots, but it didn’t really matter. I still looked like a Texas cowgirl.  I still acted like a Texas cowgirl, right down to the slightly spindle-legged gait.  I knew that there would have to be a huge and radical event that would make me look and act different.  Kari knew it too.  As we pulled out on to the Farm to Market road which runs past my parent’s farm, she twisted the wheel and the gravel crunched at the side of the road.  If I had known how the rest of my life would turn out, this one stop would have been prophetic.
 
                 “What are you doing?” I asked, looking at my lover and best friend with a crazy grin.  Kari smiled back, eyes flashing.  She reached into the back seat and pulled a red paper clothing store bag forward, dumping it in my lap.  
 
                 “Here. These are for you,” was all Kari said.
 
                 I opened the bag and my jaw hit the floor.  The first item I pulled out was this incredibly expensive blouse.  It was low cut and almost, but not quite, transparent.  There weren’t any tags but I’m savvy enough to know that Kari must have paid at least fifty or sixty dollars for it.  I oohed and ahhed over it, but then dug deeper.  Next I pulled out a lace bra.  It was light blue and mostly lace and exactly my cup size.  I pulled out a blue plaid, knee length skirt that swished and swirled loosely.  I thanked her profusely, verbally admiring everything, blushing at the thought of Kari buying all this stuff for me.  I told her she didn’t have to do it.
 
                 “Yes I did.  Now put it on,” Kari said, her tone switching into the dominant dominatrix voice.
 
                 I blinked.  “But Kari, we’re going to school.”  
 
                 She turned and looked at me. “You’re going dressed in that.”
 
                 I gave her a corkscrewed look.  “Seriously?”
 
                 “Do it or I’ll whip you so hard Friday night that you’ll be sore for a week,” she threatened.
 
                 I laughed. “Well if that’s the case, I’ll just wear my jeans.”
 
                 Kari rolled her eyes in disgust. “If you don’t put that outfit on right now, I won’t whip you. I’ll just torment you and never let you cum.”  She gave me an intense glare.  “How’s that?” she demanded.
 
                 I lifted a hand. “Okay, okay! Fine.  I’ll put on the outfit,” I muttered.
 
                 “Good. Now strip.”
 
                 I glanced around fearfully.  I wasn’t driving yet at that point, at least not cars.  Sure, I was an old hand at our combine, but a car or truck?  No go.  My sixteenth birthday was still at least five months away. So I wasn’t really aware of how infrequently traveled our little off-the-beaten path the Farm to Market Road really was.  With trepidation I pulled off my shirt, hiding my bra encased breasts with one arm.  I looked out the windows in a state of hypertension, frightened of being seen.  What if a sheriff’s deputy came over the hill?  What if a trucker saw me?  What if MY DAD was heading to the hardware or feed store and came up the road?  Holy shit! I hesitated for a moment.
 
                 “Your bra too,” Kari said, tugging my shirt out of my hand and throwing it into the backseat.  I swallowed and unlatched the bra.  My heavy breasts fell forward, the bare skin still marred by a few light colored, crisscross markings left from the previous weekend.  I reached for the bra and blouse in the bag, but Kari stopped me with a hand.  “No.  Strip first.  All of it.  Then you can have the outfit.”
 
                 Close to whimpering, I kicked off my shoes and slipped out of my jeans.  I was wearing white cotton bikini brief style panties, nothing exciting, but I handed Kari my jeans and she tossed them in the back as well.  I sat there clad in nothing but a thin layer of cotton covering my ass and pussy and Kari just stared.
 
                 “What?” I demanded, still frightened that someone might see me naked in the car.
 
                 “I said all of it.  Not just your jeans, not just your bra and that stupid shirt.  All of it.”
 
                 “What?  But you didn’t BUY me any panties, Kari!”  I said, shocked.
 
                 She shrugged. “So?  You don’t need them.  The skirt is long enough.  Besides, I like the idea of your perfect little shaved pussy being exposed to the open air.”
 
                 I looked at her in horror.  There was no way I could go to school commando!  No fucking way!  And to wear a skirt as well?  One that was barely knee length?  I sat there, wavering, my brain overloading from the conflicting emotions that raced through me.
 
                 “This is not a request, slave.  Take off your panties,” Kari said, her voice low and dangerous.
 
                 And I did it.  The order came and I did it.  Just like always.  I’m a follower.  It’s the way I am.  Give me an order and I’ll probably do it.  If you ever find yourself in Houston and you see this pretty twenty something red head wearing really sexy clothing, go up to her and ask her if she’s Breanne Erickson. If she says yes, tell her to strip naked.  Don’t ask her too.  TELL her too.  You might get a nice surprise. I’ve always needed direction and when Kari commanded me to remove my panties, to sit naked in the front seat of her car, there was nothing for me to do but follow her orders and do it. 
 
                 The vinyl under my ass was sticky and despite the heat there was a chill from the car’s air conditioning vents which were blowing directly on my bare skin.  I sat there with one hand across my chest and one down between my legs, not for masturbatory purposes, but just to hide my pink slit from possible passersby.  Kari fished the bra out of the clothing bag and I grabbed it hurriedly.  It fit snugly, pushing my C cup breasts into a tighter shape that had my cleavage looking more like a dark crevasse than a thick valley running between two mountains.  In fact, both breasts were plumped, bulging out of the top slightly in an overblown, overripe look that had me acutely embarrassed.
 
                 I realized that I was wet, seriously wet, as the acute embarrassment excited me in ways that I found strangely similar to the various whippings I had received from Kari.  I was shocked.  I was just as turned on now as I was getting my breasts slashed with a leather belt, or having my clit pummeled into swollen erotic ecstasy.  It was quite a novelty.  I pulled on the blouse and finally struggled into the skirt.
 
                 I looked down at myself.  It would be permissible for school, but just barely.  The light blue bra was actually visible through the shirt, though you had to really stare to see it.  The collar of the blouse came down just enough to show off that dark décolletage, but not enough to expose the bra itself.  The skirt hugged my ass tightly, clinging to my hips and swishing with every twitch, but it went down to my knees.  Still more than aware that my wet pussy wasn’t covered, I sat stiffly in the car as Kari took off down the road.
 
                 The drive to the school was quiet and it wasn’t until we pulled up into the parking lot that Kari finally spoke to me.  We parked and as I was about to get out, Kari snapped her fingers in a contrived exclamation. 
 
                 “Oh! I forgot a part of the outfit!” Kari declared, acting as if she had actually forgotten something.  She reached into her pocket and just for a moment, I dared hope that a pair of sexy lace panties would appear.  I wasn’t terribly comfortable with lace panties, but they would be a hell of a lot better than walking around the school with my pussy bare and exposed under my skirt.
 
                 But she didn’t pull out a pair of panties.  She pulled out two small white spheres.  I gazed at her in complete bewilderment as she reached over and handed me the pair of golf balls.  
 
                 “Here you go,” she said politely.
 
                 I looked at her crazily.  “And what am I supposed to do with these? Play golf?” I demanded.
 
                 Kari Anders looked me straight in the eye.  “Put them inside you,” she said softly.
 
                 “What?” My shock was complete. I had never imagined such a thing.
 
                 “Put them inside you. Lift your skirt.  Spread your legs.  And stuff both of those golf balls inside your pussy.”
 
                 I gasped.  “I can’t!” I wailed.  
 
                 “You can and you will,” she replied, folding her arms.  
 
                 “Kari! Please! I can’t have these inside me!” I cried, more than just a little alarmed.
 
                 Kari’s eyes narrowed.  “Now listen, Bre.  You are going to spread those legs and you are going to stuff those balls in.  And then you will walk around school like that all day.  Do you understand me?”  
 
                 “But why?” I whined.  I was trembling.  There was no way I wanted to do this.
 
                 “Because I want you to suffer sexually. I want every step to be a trial for you. I want you so horny that by the time you get to fourth period you will beg me to take you behind the field house and spank your pussy till you cum.  I want you suffering in humiliation, walking around stuffed with golf balls all day.  And then this afternoon, I will take you to my house first and I will use a willow switch on your tits and ass until you DO cum.”  She held out the balls.  “Take them.”
 
                 I did, the thought of a thin branch of willow swishing through the air and landing across my chest dominating my imagination.  I glanced around nervously. Kari had parked at the back of the lot, thank God, but there were still other students around.  I quickly pulled up my skirt, spread my legs, and pushed the first golf ball up against my slit. I realized that I wasn’t just wet, but was soaked and the juices were already running down my thigh.  I swirled the ball around through my partially opened petals and then with a gasp I used my thumb to drive the ball deep.  You might say that I scored a birdie.  A hole in one.  And then doing what was better than par for the course, I shoved ball number two into the same hole.  Kari nodded and got out of the car.
 
                 The two golf balls didn’t exactly fill me up, but they were thick and round and rolled against each other as I smoothed down the skirt and followed Kari’s lead.  I stood, my pussy tightening around the two spheres rolling inside me and for the first time I took a step out in public in a sexually aggravated state, my pussy convulsing.  I was affected immediately, my brain focused on what was going on between my legs.  Kari came around the back of the car and then clucked her tongue.
 
                 “No.  That won’t work,” she declared.  She opened up the back seat and reached in.
 
                 “What won’t work?” I croaked, unconsciously shifting my hips back and forth and setting my skirt swishing. 
 
                 “Those shoes.  You look totally wrong,” Kari’s muffled reply came as she rooted around the floorboard.  Suddenly she let out a triumphant grunt and came out of the car holding up a pair of three inch high heels.  They were open toed, with thin black straps and looked very expensive.
 
                 Kari and I are the same shoe size, which has never caused problems before. I would buy my sneakers at Payless and she would buy hers from JC Penny’s.  I had boots.  She wore heels.  The only fancy shoes that I owned were ones my mother bought me with a one inch heel that were more than enough to make my feet ache.  So you can imagine that I more than wavered at the thought of exchanging my tennis shoes for a pair of three inch, wobbly, heels that would have me looking even more like a tart.
 
                 But Kari would have none of it.  She made me sit down on the hood of the car and untie my shoes.  I didn’t realize it, but it wasn’t until I was putting on the heels that I realized she had positioned me and forced me to do something, that practically guaranteed that anyone walking or driving past would get a perfect glimpse up my skirt.  I turned scarlet and tried to turn myself. Kari didn’t say anything and only smiled.
 
                 When I was appropriately shod, Kari took my arm and my backpack and we walked toward the school.  For me, a zillion things were happening. I had to move my body in a very unique way thanks to the high heels.  You don’t just saunter up to the front door while wearing four inch heels.  And for a girl more accustomed to cowboy boots than fancy sexy shoes, you can imagine that I wobbled a lot.  On top of that, the sensation of the two golf balls in my pussy was driving me up a wall.  I wasn’t just soaked; I was actually feeling the precursor sensations of orgasm.  My hips jerked with each step, adding to what I perceived as ludicrous behavior, but were interpreted by everyone who saw me as an oozing sexual goddess.  I swung my hips because I was being sexually stimulated.  They saw me swishing my hips to stimulate THEM.  
 
                 Kari dropped me off at my history class, leaving me desperate, wanting, and so horny that all I wanted to do was hobble off to the restroom and plunge my fingers rapidly in to my sex.  But instead I took a deep breath, pushed into the room, and assumed my seat.  The first thing I got was about a zillion compliments on how good I looked. I had been a redhead already for a few weeks and evidently the switch from cowgirl to sexy fashion goddess made the transformation complete.  Class wasn’t much better than walking the halls and it was difficult to stay focused.  I kept tightening my pussy around the balls, in essence, fucking them.  It kept me wet and quite unstable. When the bell rang I rose after most of my fellow classmates had rushed from the room and was able to stifle my gasp of alarm as the golf balls threatened to slip out.  
 
                 On my first walk through the school, my pussy had remained tightly clamped around the little spheres, thus making retention easier.  But over that first period I had relaxed significantly.  So I actually had to put one hand to my crotch, catching myself only seconds before the two white spheres would have plopped out wetly.  After tightening up and sending a second wave of extreme pleasure through my nether regions, I moved on in a sort of over-sexualized swish that had most boys staring at my ass.
 
                 Second period wasn’t easier, but that was because Timothy Riften thought it would be funny to wad up tiny little pieces of paper and toss them down my shirt when the teacher’s back was turned.  His aim was pretty good and no amount of glaring or hissing, or even my hand across my chest helped.  After the bell rang, I had to waddle my way down to the ladies room where I slipped into a stall.  The first thing I did was shake the build-up of paper out of my blouse as well as plucking it out of my bra.  Then, since I was already in private, I reached down, and pushed my hand into the soft wetness between my legs. I rubbed.  I came in seconds.  Seconds mind you.
 
                 When I emerged from the restroom I could feel the golf balls sloshing around inside me, and let me tell you, that’s a strange feeling.  I clamped down and continued on to my next class. I can’t even begin to explain how grateful I was to drop down into my seat.  My feet hurt from the heels.  My calves hurt from trying to maintain my balance.  My back ached from the funny wiggle I had adopted thanks to being stuffed with golf balls, or maybe the stupid shoes, and to top it off, even after that orgasm, I was so ready to cum again that I was on edge.
 
                   As my day progressed and I moved from one class to another, my libido reared its ugly head more and more.  During lectures I began leaving a single hand in my lap, gently pressing and rubbing myself, trying to keep my face from showing the waves of pleasure I was giving myself.  I was caught a few times, twice by other girls and once by a boy, each time forcing me to stop, flushing in abject humiliation.  But within minutes I was doing it again, my fingers swirling against my bare clit through the skirt material.  After fifth period I noticed a wet spot on the seat as I stood up.  Aghast, I checked my skirt and sure enough, I had leaked enough juice from between my legs to leave a noticeable blotch on the back. I rushed to the bathroom, locking myself in a stall, mortified.  But that didn’t stop me from giving myself the much needed sexual relief I desperately craved.
 
                 I cleaned up as best I could with toilet paper, wiping the excess fluids from my thighs and sex.  It took a lot, but finally I felt I could face the world and I once more left the bathroom and stepped out amongst my high school peers.  Things went a little better.  The relief from the overreaching pressure was welcome and the short walk to my next class made things easy.  But sitting there, shifting my hips around, worrying about another wet spot, brought about the very issue I was concerned with.  I could feel the juices building up again.  It was slow but steady.  Finally, with agonizing slowness, I pulled my skirt up in the back so that I was able to sit on my bare rump.  I might leave a wet spot, but that would be the problem of the student who sat in this desk next, not mine.
 
                 By the time class was done, what I really wanted was to go to the bathroom again and masturbate.  I got up, noticing that sure enough, I had left a rather impressive puddle on the seat again.  I smoothed down my dry skirt, grinned, and started walking.  I could feel a trickle going down my thighs as I navigated the crowded hall, the tile floor merely making the cacophony of teenage catcalls louder.  I clutched my books to my chest, trying to hide my tremendous cleavage while my pussy convulsed and then the most horrible thing happened.
 
                 The golf balls fell out.
 
                 It shocked the hell out of me.  I felt them slipping and reached down to catch them but with an armful of books, was too late.  They clattered to the floor, bouncing loudly, leaving repeated wet marks on the tile.  I blushed crimson, eyes wide as I scrambled to grab them.  They were hard to get a hold of since both were covered in clear goo that smelled very strongly of sex.  It took me almost thirty seconds to get them both, with me half crouched down, the center of attention.
 
                 If anyone understood what was going on, they didn’t say anything and the only thing I can think of is that no one actually saw where the golf balls came from.  There were just two golf balls which suddenly appeared on the floor and oh look!  Breanne Erickson is trying to pick them up.  Wow.  She looks hot today.  I’m pretty sure that’s what everyone was thinking.  Me? I was thinking “ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod” over and over.  I ducked into the nearest restroom and quickly washed off the two balls in the sink.  Then I went back into one of the stalls.  I lifted my skirt and slipped them back into that wet sink hole.  I gasped as they penetrated deeply and all I knew was that I wanted to be fucked.  I masturbated again, leaving myself in a dreamy state of hypersexuality.
 
                 The last class of the day was as much a nightmare as the rest.  I spent it daydreaming about Kari using her tongue on me, of tying me down and whipping me between the legs.  Or maybe, just maybe, using that vibrator on me.  I wanted something hard and long inside me, pumping in and out.  I knew exactly what I wanted: cock.  But I wasn’t ready for that.  Not yet.  When I finally made it back to Kari’s car, she was waiting for me.  She never said a word, merely driving us back to her place where I was stripped and bound to her bed.  I felt her fingers dig through my pussy, pulling the golf balls out.
 
                 Finally Kari tossed them away and I whimpered in quiet longing, the desperation in my voice readily apparent.  Kari kissed me gently, then walked to her closet.  A moment later she pulled out a thin wooden branch and I knew immediately that it was the promised willow switch.  She whipped it through the air, cutting with a slash, as I quailed in both fear and want.  She came closer, standing above me.
 
                 “I promised you that I’d whip you till you came,” Kari said softly.  She moved her left hand down to my soaked petals, her fingers caressing me and sending me spiraling closer to oblivion.  
 
                 “I know, Kari.”  My reply was barely a whisper.  I wanted it. I really did.
 
                 And then Kari brought the switch down upon my breasts and scarlet fire erupted across my bosom.  I screamed, bucking, my entire person reacting with force.  My hips jerked upward and Kari rammed three fingers into my sex.  Another stroke sent more pain shooting through me and I humped her fingers, fucking myself on the proffered digits like a ten dollar whore on Bourbon Street.  Kari hit me again, this time catching my breasts much lower, not that it hurt any less, leaving a thin red line across my globes.  Again she hit me, and again, each time punctuating the burning acid blow with brutal, labia bruising thrusts.  Another finger came into play and I gasped as she rammed her pinkie into my ass.  Her hand pumped wildly and I pulled on my bonds, screaming out loud as I exploded in pain and pleasure, my entire body tightening into a welded form of sensation, where the lines between agony and ecstasy were erased and it all became a blur.  I wasn’t even aware I was cumming, at least not until Kari dropped the switch, and steadily thrust her fingers through me.  I was already on the way back down but Kari pushed and twisted her hand until her pinky joined the other four fingers inside my pussy.
 
                 I groaned, my body spent, the sexual urgency of my torment over.  My breasts felt hot and throbbed, but she kept pushing.  Then I felt a shot of pain coming up from between my legs. Kari pushed and then her small hand was buried inside me. It was like nothing I had ever felt before.  Her fingers moved within me, opening and closing, swirling and stroking and I burst with new energy. I raised my hips, my loins fitting her like a glove.  I wanted to fuck her, to pump myself wildly, but I was bound and the only thing I could do was tilt myself up and down while moaning in abject desperation.
 
                 “Do you want to cum, Bre?” Kari asked me.
 
                 “Oh God yes! Kari please let me cum!” I begged.  I have no idea how I got to that point so soon after cumming the first time.  
 
                 “Then I have to whip your clit.”
 
                 I tightened down on her arm, the thought of those burning strikes sending me even higher.  Kari picked up the fallen switch with her right hand, moved even further down the bed, her left arm still pushed halfway up inside me.  She laid the thin wooden switch across my clitoris, tapping it lightly, sending sparks of sensation up into my brain.  Then she raised it a good foot above us and brought it down with a quick swing.  It dug deeply into my flesh, translating the kinetic energy of Kari’s swing into a single impact line that crossed my clit itself.  Fire erupted in me and I let out a cry of anguish as the hurt didn’t seep into me, but was pressure streamed into my veins like an intravenous line on a sump pump.
 
                 My vision turned blurry as the tears welled up in my eyes.  My hips jerked again as I met the next kiss of the switch with my pubis.   I cried out, blubbering, the pain mixing with the wild things Kari was doing with her hand inside me.  Like an alchemist working potions, Kari stirred me with passion and pain, want and release, until finally my cauldron boiled over and I let out a raw throated cry, my body tightening in fredome that to Kari was unparalleled.  It took me over two minutes to stop twitching, to come down from orbit.  And through it all Kari continued to work her hand through my insides while rubbing the edge of the switch back and forth across my clit.
 
    
 
   Chapter Six:  Stimulating Public Humiliation
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 Most of the next week I moved gingerly.  My breasts ached constantly and there were welts across my thighs, my pussy, and my bottom.  The weekend had been brutal and there were times when I almost decided that the abuse was not worth the orgasms.  Kari took me shopping as well, once more dressed up in purchased clothes, except this time she had me much further down the spectrum into the realm of “prostitute”.  She of course accompanied me looking like a rich girl from Beverly Hills, while I got to go as “California Slut”.  It was definitely a strange mix.  She even bought me high heels, though I pleaded to go down an inch.  
 
                 Once Kari had an entire collection of outfits for me, my reputation at school dramatically changed.  I went from being one of the 4H cowgirls to being this rather interesting and somewhat popular “hot” girl, whose red hair and daring fashion made her the perfect companion for Kari.  My attire bordered on inappropriate, and even sometimes crossed that line, but Kari seemed to have this sense of what would be overlooked.  I got disapproving looks from the female teachers and direct stares from the male ones. Even when I protested, Kari was able to push me into wearing what she wanted.  I rarely got to wear panties and the few times she let me wear a bra it was always some sexy lace lingerie style thing.  Each morning I’d quickly strip and change in her car, hurrying into the selected outfit of the day.   My own regular attire would get tossed in the back and then after school I’d once again strip and put on my own clothing.  My mother and father had no idea that what I left the house in was NOT what I wore to school.
 
                  Of course I was now prime meat.  Sophomore, Junior, and even a few Senior boys made it clear they were interested in me, but I still turned down dates.  It wasn’t due to a lack of interest.  I was definitely interested.  But the only thing I wanted right then was Kari’s fingers and tongue, not to mention her vibrator.
 
                 Kari’s vibrator had technically become my vibrator.  Granted, it stayed at her place, but I knew she rarely used it unless she was using it on me, and I loved the sensation of being shaken into orgasm.  Kari made good use of it too, alternating it with slight smacks of the end of the belt to my clit, or rubbing my nipples for almost a full hour with me bound tight to her bed.  But what I loved most of all was when she slid it into me.  The sensation of something thick and phallic penetrating me, driving up into me, made me think of cock and what it must feel like.  I wanted cock, even then, without ever tasting it or feeling it.  And I loved the vibrator.
 
                 One morning when the temperature had cooled off and Christmas was around the corner Kari had me dressing in another one of her risqué outfits, a simple ensemble of a red blouse with slit sleeves, shoulders, and sides, that would have been okay if it hadn’t been for the fact that the double slits on each side of the shirt had been modified into single slits each.  This meant that under certain circumstances, like me leaning over on a desk, anyone slightly to my side and behind me would be able to see practically everything.  But that wasn’t the diabolical part.  To my surprise, Kari stopped me from removing my panties that morning. In shock I left them on, feeling much better about my options for that day.  But as we pulled up into the school parking lot, she handed me a small box.
 
                 I had been forced to insert and “wear” the golfballs two or three more times and found the experience to be difficult.  They made me constantly wet, distracted me from school, and in general embarrassed me.  I hadn’t had another “fall out” exposure, but one was more than enough and I trembled slightly as I opened the box, worried I was going to find a third or even a fourth little white ball.  Instead I gasped as a large vibrator sat nestled in the tissue.
 
                 It was a nice surprise, except for the fact that I was getting my very first vibrator right before school, while wearing an outfit that would attract quite a bit of attention.  But to be honest, I loved Kari’s vibrator and the idea of getting my very own was sweet.  
 
                 “Kari! Oh my! Thank you!  I know right where I’ll put this when I get home!” I said delightedly.  I picked it up out of the box.  It was heavy and I knew that my best friend had already put in fresh batteries.  How thoughtful, right?
 
                 Kari laughed. “Oh I know.  You’ll put it in the same spot you’re going to put it in right now.”
 
                 My eyes widened.  “But… I can’t walk around with this thing inside me all day!”
 
                 The cold stare that bored through me froze my soul. 
 
   “Please.  Kari?
 
                 “Put it in right now and I might be nice enough to not make you turn it on.”
 
                 Well THAT thought hadn’t even crossed my mind.  But still, just the thought of having to walk around school not only stuffed thoroughly but also while dealing with the vibrations was enough to make me push my panties down to my knees and place the tip of the still quiet vibrator at my well.  I was already wet, which I was starting to realize was my natural state.  Even when I wasn’t actively engaged in or thinking of sex, my petals were moist and it took very very little to set me off.  The tip of the vibrator slid in smoothly and I groaned as I took the full length.  It wasn’t a “small” vibrator either. It was a full six inches long.  
 
                 But one of the other things I had discovered since first submitting to Kari, was that I loved having thick hard long things buried inside me.  After that first weekend we had sampled practically everything fuckable in our respective kitchens, working our way through bananas and carrots right down to zucchini and squash.  At home I was even more daring, smuggling all sorts of odd kitchen utensils up to my bedroom at night to do some late-night home cooking.  Needless to say my nocturnal experiments had mixed results.  
 
                 I almost came just sticking the vibrator inside myself and then let go.  Every other time I’d ever had a vibrator used on me, it had been held in Kari’s hand and I was surprised to find that if I didn’t hold the plastic cock in place, it would slide out all on its own.  Kari saw my look of consternation and she laughed.
 
   “Pull up your panties, nitwit,” she said, rolling her eyes.  I pulled my panties up.  They held the quiet vibrator in place and I adjusted in the car seat, trying to come to grips with the fact that I was now stuffed with a six inch plastic rod.  We got out of the car and immediately I felt the cold wind against my body.  I wrapped my duster over my shoulder, a compromise with Kari we worked out when cooler weather finally arrived.  I took a step toward the school, my toes freezing in the high heels, the chilly wind blowing up my skirt.  Only the duster kept the tips of my breasts from joining the “iced down” club.  
 
   But none of that mattered.  Oh no.  It was the vibrator that mattered.  As I started walking with Kari I quickly realized that with every step the thick pink rod slid through me.  The panties only held most of it in.  A good inch was sticking out of the bottom, rubbing against my thighs uncomfortably.  The rest of it moved up and down inside me, shifting just enough to drive me absolutely crazy but not enough to either finish the job or let me relax.  
 
   Kari could see I was having problems before we even made it to the front door of the school.  But in classic Kari mode, she decided that since those problems were sexual, they weren’t anything she needed to worry about.  Once we were inside I took off my duster per our agreement, and headed off to my first class, my hips rolling and my loins clamped tightly around the plastic intruder.
 
   Sitting helped, though I admit that the vibrator dug even deeper into me, changing the dynamic quite a bit.  From previous experience I had learned not to sit on my skirt, and so my panty clad bottom was pressed against the plastic seat of my school desk, a decidedly nice change from the usual bare skin when wearing a Kari inspired outfit.  I also had the added distraction of the shirt, which made leaning over my desk, which was a classic posture for me, untenable.  The moment I tried the front of my shirt fell away from my breasts and anyone to my side could have seen across my whip marked bosom with clarity.  So I sat there rigidly, with all my weight straight down, the vibrator flush with the plastic seat and buried inside me.  Class proceeded normally for the most part, though my constant shifting and wiggling no doubt had some people thinking I had ants in my pants… or um.. skirt.  If only they knew, right?
 
   At the end of class I got up and headed for the door.  To my surprise, Kari was waiting for me.  This was a little unusual.  We had two classes together that semester and while she was with me in Chemistry, she rarely if ever walked there with me.  Kari pinned me up against the door, and with her book bag blocking anyone’s view, she reached down and pulled up my skirt.
 
   My eyes widened in alarm as her fingers twisted the base of the vibrator, her hands delving deep into my panties. I felt the vibrator start up and I let out a whimper of desperation.
 
   “Please Kari! You can’t do this to me!” I gasped.  Already my pussy was doing this compressive dance, doing its very best to work itself into a lather.  I could feel myself right on the edge of orgasm, barely holding on.  
 
   “Of course I can,” she said wickedly.  I felt the elastic of my panties snap back against my skin and she pulled her hands free.  “Now you can walk to class with me and we can turn it off there.”  She paused, looking deeply into my eyes.  “Provided you don’t cum.  If you cum, you’ll have to keep it on through chemistry.”
 
   That kind of order, while seeming rather commonplace now, was a novelty and unheard of back then.  To actually walk the halls with a buzzing vibrator inside me?  I clenched down as hard as I could around the damned sex toy humming and tried desperately not to cum.  I followed Kari down the hall, threading my way through hundreds of other students, following the woman who held the key to my sexual heart.
 
   If there was a way to leave you in suspense about the results of that little walk, I’d do it.  But we both know that I failed miserably.  I had a gasping, mind blowing explosion in the middle of the east wing hallway, swooning in orgasmic delight that I couldn’t stifle.  Kari watched with a knowing smile, pleased that I had cum so easily.  It wasn’t easy.  It was inevitable. What did she expect?  For me to make it?  Yeah, right.  What she really wanted was an excuse, an excuse to torment me, to give me false hope.  And so she turned and comforted me, making it look as if I were feeling unwell rather than reacting to what was clearly a sexual release.  I reeked of sex and could feel my juices soaking my panties.  The vibrator continued its unholy dance even as Kari grabbed my hand and pulled me, wobbling on my heels, toward Chemistry class.  My hips churned as my multi-orgasmic nature took over.  Even before we walked through the door I was already well on my way to the next eruption, my bottom lip caught between my teeth.
 
   I made it to my seat without cumming and sat down, only to leap back to my feet with eyes wide.  The moment I had sat down, the base of the vibrator had made contact with the molded plastic chair and rattled violently, even with the soaked material of my panties providing a measure of insulation.  I glanced at Kari, who was struggling not to laugh, even as I quickly became the center of attention throughout the room.  That was when I realized that by hunching over, my shirt had slipped forward and several nearby boys had not only gotten a glimpse, but a rare and exquisite long term view.
 
   Kari shook her head back and forth, still trying to control her amusement at my predicament and with a horrified look I sat back down, my thighs clamped together tightly in an effort to keep the vibrator base away from the seat.  I was only partially successful and after I sat I reached down with one hand and attempted to push the vibrator in as deeply as possible.
 
   Have you ever tried to masturbate in the middle of a high school chemistry class?  It’s not exactly the easiest thing to do.  Within a minute several of the students near me were studying my every move under lowered eyelashes.  The guys didn’t know where to look; my breasts or my crotch.  The girls nearby either gave me looks of disgust or envy.  I sat there, miserable, trying to keep myself covered and yet deal with the intense sensations coming from between my legs.  The stress made things worse and I ripened noticeably, the scent of my arousal reaching out to the other students.  
 
   Five minutes into class Kari passed me a note instructing me to turn off the vibrator.  I did so, but not without drawing attention to myself.  Greg Olsen, the boy sitting next to me couldn’t tear his eyes away and when I flashed a great deal of leg and made it clear I was digging around between my legs, he made sure I knew he was looking.  It didn’t make any difference. I had to turn off the vibrator.  So I twisted a little and gave Greg a better view while depriving anyone else of the opportunity to see what was going on between my legs.
 
   In hindsight, that was probably a stupid thing to do.  As it was, that was the start of everything.  My reputation as a good girl, a country girl, a proper girl, slid downhill rapidly.  Greg Olsen told EVERYONE that he had seen my breasts, and it looked like they had been whipped, and that I had spent ALL of chemistry with a humming vibrator stuck up my cunt.  That’s not the kind of rumors a teenage girl who isn’t even sixteen wants floating around. The damage wasn’t done in a day.  It took at least a week for me to be the fodder of extreme gossip.  On the flip side, my popularity with the boys skyrocketed.  
 
   The rest of my “vibrator day” went along as expected. I stayed on the verge of open orgasmic climax and Kari had me turn the vibrator on a second time later that day.  Through it all the whispers and sly looks came.  I became paranoid, thinking that my every move was being watched and I wasn’t far wrong.  I came twice more, mostly from situational stimulation, proving to Kari that not only was I a pain slut, but someone to whom the exposure of public humiliation was an aphrodisiac.  In fact, my orgasms were coming with little effort or actual physical stimulation, thus reinforcing our belief that it was the humiliation of my situation that stimulated me.  After school I begged Kari to use me, to hurt me, to fuck me.
 
   We didn’t drive back to her place.  Instead she drove us past her house and deeper into the half constructed subdivision.  She parked in front of one empty half built house, told me to get out, and escorted me inside.  In the half finished kitchen she found some binder twine and quickly had my wrists bound to the wall studs behind me.  She lifted my skirt, tucking it in the waistband of my panties, only to go digging through the leg hole to find the vibrator.  She twisted the base, not to its lowest setting, but to its highest, sending me immediately into the sexual equivalent of low earth orbit.
 
   She didn’t have to do much to my shirt to expose my breasts.  Then she went rooting around in the detritus of construction and came back with a length of electrical wire, the thick stuff they use in walls.  A few test swings proved viability and she swung her arm down and across my chest.  The thick wire impacted upon my breasts and I let out a feral scream of agony that caused every muscle in my body to contract, including my pussy.  I exploded with wild intensity.  One harsh stroke across my boobs was all that was needed.   Even Kari had trouble believing it.  
 
   Please don’t think that Kari let me off easy either.  Oh no.  She kept me tied to that door frame for over an hour, with the vibrator on, while whipping my breasts and my bottom.  By the time we were done I was nothing but a mass of scarlet stripes across my rump and bosom and my panties were ruined.  Not even a thorough washing would help them.  They were stretched out of shape where the base of the vibrator dug in, and were mostly transparent, soaked with my copious secretions.  Kari worked me over and over and when I hung from my wrists, not even really able to support my own weight I was so exhausted, she yanked the soaked cotton downward, tossing them into one of the open kitchen cabinets.  The vibrator slipped out and she caught it, only to set it against my clit.  I shook my head and told her I couldn’t take any more.
 
   “You can take what I say you can,” Kari whispered, rubbing the soaked tip of the sex toy against my clitoris.  She kissed me, her body pressed to mine, my burning skin soaked in perspiration.  Her mouth went down my neck to my breasts, sucking on my nipples, tracing a line across the raised welts left by the electrical wire.  One hand continued to hold the vibrator against my swollen nub while the other swirled across my buttocks, bringing the heat and pain of those wounds upward.  She growled as her teeth nipped at my skin and then her own clothes started to come off.  Soon she stood there naked, our bodies entwined and as I started to cum for the final time, she yanked the soaked vibrator away from my clit and drove it sharply up into her own sex, thrusting the pink plastic cock deep.  Kari’s release sent a shiver through her that I thought would break her bones and when she was done she fell to the floor, spent.  
 
   A few minutes later she rose and freed me, arms around my shoulders.  I took her in mine, our breasts pressed together, our lips kissing each other over and over and I understood our relationship oh so well.  I was a humiliation pain slut, a girl who could cum over and over again, but only experiencing the powerful release through being hurt and embarrassed.  Kari could never get aroused enough through vanilla means and she had no interest or desire to have pain inflicted upon her.  It didn’t arouse her either.  But we both knew that hurting someone else was the stimulation she needed to achieve climax.  And she had chosen me.  I loved her for that.  They say that love hurts.  Yes it does.  For some people it’s emotional.  But for others it can be very physical.  Our love hurt me and that made it amazing.
 
   In March my birthday came and Kari celebrated by giving me another toy – a set of ben wa balls that I own to this day.  They were only a bit smaller than the golf balls and covered in pink latex, attached together with a string.  One nice thing about them is that they stayed inside me.  Kari handed them to me inside a small box and wanted them in right away.
 
   “How do they feel?” Kari asked after I slipped them in.  I was wearing another one of Kari’s “optioned” outfits; this time a teal halter top and a sleek black stretchy skirt.  I sat on the edge of her bed, my pussy wet and wanting.  I wasn’t wearing panties either, a condition that was quickly becoming the norm for me.  Kari was dressed a little preppier with a white button up blouse, a tight fitting undershirt, and a similar skirt.
 
   I shifted my hips.  “They feel… different,” I said, still unsure of what the ben wa balls were supposed to do.
 
   Kari laughed and gave me a knowing smile.  “Stand up and walk around,” she ordered, holding out a hand and pulling me off the bed. 
 
   I did as asked and took my first step.  To my surprise I felt the two small spheres shift inside me, rolling through my sex and rattling lightly against each other.  I felt the weight inside them both move, sending another spiral of sex tightening tension through my body.  Another step and then another had the ben wa balls feeling as if Kari’s tongue and fingers had found their way into my slit, stroking and licking and by the time I made one complete circuit back to Kari’s bed, I’m sure she realized that I was in a state.
 
   I hoped that my pleas for release would be enough to encourage her to tie me down and perhaps try out the new whip she had shown me.  But instead she pulled me back up and practically forced me to her car.  Sitting helped calm me down somewhat, but Kari wouldn’t tell me where we were going.  Fifteen minutes later we pulled up outside the mall and as my best friend and lover got out, I realized what she intended.
 
   “Kari!  Not out here!  In public!”  I protested.  My thighs glistened with sexual moisture and I knew that walking around would only exacerbate my situation.  
 
   Kari laughed, eyes flashing.  “Look, we’re just going for a walk.  I want to test the balls out.”
 
   I looked around wildly.  School was one thing.  Doing sex stuff at the mall?  Way different.  My hesitation didn’t appeal to Kari.
 
   “Do you want to do it naked?” Kari demanded.
 
   That caught my attention.  The last thing I wanted was to walk through the mall naked.  In reality, I sort of doubt Kari would have forced me to do something like that, but at the time I was so sexually aroused that I think, maybe, just maybe, had she pushed…
 
   “No Kari,” I whimpered.  I didn’t want to look her in the eye.
 
   “So let’s go, Bre.”  She motioned me to move forward and I took a step.  Then another.  Kari slipped her arm in mine and pulled me toward the mall entrance way faster than I would have been going on my own.  The ben wa balls swirled around inside me and as my ass swayed thanks to the high heels I was wearing, my entire body reacted to the growing tension.  She held the door open for me and I stumbled into the mall, almost falling against a glass store front as my pussy began doing this strange pulsing spasm.  Suddenly there was this pressure between my legs, as if someone had electrified my loins, and I grabbed Kari’s arm, turning my head into her shoulder and letting out the cry of my release into her neck.  She held me as the spasms of my explosion made me shudder violently.  
 
   When I recovered I realized that we were the center of attention.  A number of bystanders were inquiring about my health and Kari was politely fending them off, explaining that I was prone to occasional light seizures. Yeah. Seizures. Ha ha.  Then as soon as I was ready to move under my own power, she pulled me forward, setting the ben wa balls ringing and swirling inside me once more.  Kari kept me moving at a high rate of speed and I could feel the pussy juice leaking down my leg.
 
   I love shopping. I really do.  But it’s a different experience when you are doing it with an unfamiliar sex toy shoved up inside you and propelled by the whimsical and devilish desires of a dominatrix who also happens to be a fashionista.  Or should I say a member of the fashion Gestapo?  In either case, we must have visited eight or nine clothing stores.  After the first three, I was close to cumming again and Kari pushed me into a dressing room, only to lift my skirt and use her finger on my clit to send me violently over the edge.  I bit my knuckles trying to stay quiet.
 
   It happened again a few stores later, the wanting to orgasm thing, and that time all Kari did was lift the back of my skirt.  She exposed my ass and began rubbing it, only to give me one blistering stroke of her hand when I wasn’t expecting it.  I yelped, but came at the same time, drawing quite a few disapproving stares.  I left that store humiliated and blushing like a schoolgirl.  What surprised me however was what happened after my third orgasm in the middle of the concourse.  I came, leaning against a storefront wall, my face flushed, my hips jerking wildly, feeling hot and cold all at the same time.  Kari just stood there, watching me make a public spectacle of myself.  When I had done my best to regain some control, she dragged me into another store, selected some random article of clothing off a rack, and then went to the dressing room with me in tow.
 
   “Take them out,” was all she said.  I blinked in surprise.  I was physically exhausted.  You try having three orgasms in the space of an hour and a half while still new to the whole nympho humiliation pain slut scene!  I reached between my legs and tugged on the small piece of string that stuck out between my wet petals.  As I pulled out the ben wa balls, I realized that Kari had hiked up her own skirt to pull down a pair of black lace panties, the kind worn by lingerie models.  She spread her legs, exposing those perfect pink folds to me.  
 
   “Put them in,” she ordered.  I smiled and knelt down.  It was rare for Kari to expose herself to me like this and I bent down and began licking her clit.  She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, but we both knew that it wasn’t going to be enough.  I held the first of the still wet pink latex covered ball and slipped it into her.  She moaned softly and I pushed the second ball in.  Once they were properly seated, I gave her another thorough licking before she pushed my face away.
 
   By the time we hit two more stores I could tell the ben wa balls were having an effect on her, but it was negligible.  She was walking only a little differently, with a bit more hip roll, and was clearly in control.  I grimaced when she was looking away.  Part of me envied her poise, her ability to direct her body to ignore the sensations.  And part of me pitied her.  While over the years Kari has come much closer to her sexual side and has a much easier time reaching climax, back then Kari was much more reserved.  She walked that entire mall for another hour with me and never once exploded.
 
   When we got back to her place she dragged me into her room and practically ripped off my clothes.  A pair of wooden clothespins appeared out of nowhere and I groaned as she placed them on my nipples, crushing my tender nubs between the wooden jaws.  I was thrown across her lap, my bottom in the air.  She still had the ben wa balls inside her and she brought her hand up and then down with a blow that sucked the air out of me and made it hard to breathe, much less think.
 
   I hissed violently, not that it helped much.  A second stroke landed turning my bottom into a scarlet blossom of pain.  I squirmed and she held me, her arms like iron.  She grabbed my right arm and pulled it backward, locking me across her body.  Blows landed on my bottom without thought, slamming into my buttocks fast and hard.  I started to cry, kicking my feet.  Kari had never done anything like this to me before.  This was fast and brutal, a real punishment and my entire derriere had turned into one flaming morass of heat that had my eyes brimming with real tears.  I could feel Kari moving under me, her hips rocking and then she flipped me off her lap. I landed on the edge of her bed on my back and she literally picked up my legs and flung them onto the mattress.  With both hands she spread my thighs, pushing my legs apart.  My bottom still hurt but the very hint of sexual activity turned me into a raging hormone again and all I could think about was Kari touching me.
 
   She pulled out the whip.  It was leather, just like the belt she regularly used on me, but this whip had multiple strands, each one narrow and supple.  She raised the whip up above her head and I blinked, not really understanding what was about to happen.  She brought the cat-o-nine-tails down between my legs, targeting my clit, my pussy, and turned my loins into a scalding pit of desperation.
 
   “Open your legs!” she demanded after her first stroke.  I had cried out, my hands going to my crotch and my knees slamming shut.  The whip stung of course, but it was more the fact that Kari had hit me really hard that caused my reaction.  She’d never hit me that hard with the belt, and then I understood.  Kari had been scared she WOULD hurt me with the belt, and not just a tingle that sent me into sexual oblivion.  Clearly she wasn’t worried about damaging me with the cat-o-nine-tails.  Gingerly, my chest heaving in silent sobs, I opened myself up again.  I tried to pretend I was bound, but Kari’s next swing sent me back into paroxysms of agony and despite my rapidly ripening libido, it hurt so much I had to curl up.
 
   And she made me open again.  And again.  And even again.  It’s been a decade since that day for me and I don’t remember how many times she laid that whip down between my legs, but it changed a lot of things for me.  It changed things for Kari too.  When I came, screaming out my release, begging her for more, she finally realized that I wasn’t just a masochist, but a true pain slut.  My orgasms were two hundred percent more powerful if I were being whipped between the legs.   To this day that position and that action are my absolute favorites.  I love being tied spread eagled, on anything, while someone takes a whip, or a belt, or especially a sap, which is a short leather paddle, directly to my pussy.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven: Prom
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                 To be honest, Prom was the furthest thing from my mind when Kari broached the subject.  We were still several weeks out from the spring dance and dinner, and as a sophomore I was certainly not ripe “dating” material, despite my recent popularity.  To be honest, it hadn’t even crossed my mind.  Even in a hokey back-country town like mine, Prom had a certain reputation.  The idea of a grand outing and a stay at a hotel was a pretty common occurrence and a number of high school pregnancies had been started on Prom night.  Of course what I didn’t realize was that I had developed something of a reputation as a hottie.  For me, despite my dyed red hair and big blue eyes, I still didn’t hold a candle to Kari, who received frequent invitations to go out on dates.  
 
   Occasionally she did go out with some boy, which created an unwholesome spurt of jealousy in me, but she explained that none of those outings were serious.  Kari’s popularity seemed mysterious to me.  It still does actually.  She’s always at the center of her social network, introducing people, encouraging, manipulating, building bridges, that sort of thing. It’s actually pretty amazing.  I’m mostly a wall flower to be honest.  I’m timid, shy, easily embarrassed – the perfect personality for a girl who is constantly subjected to sexual humiliation.
 
                 As I was saying, prom wasn’t something I was even thinking about.  How often do sophomore girls get asked to prom?  But what I hadn’t counted on was that reputation.  I was considered relatively attractive and practically every guy in the school knew that I wore barely appropriate clothing to school on occasion.  There was even a rumor going around that I would sometimes come to school with a vibrator stuck up inside me, and that you could hear it if you bent down in front of me.  I have no idea where THAT rumor came from, but it was a hassle trying to walk as a dozen different boys all inconveniently dropped their pencils, books, or bags in front of my desk or at my feet in the hall.
 
                 “We need to get you a dress,” Kari said one late spring afternoon while we were driving home from school.  I was in the passenger seat, my skirt up around my waist, eyes closed, head back, while I finally got to pump the vibrator Kari had stuffed up inside me that morning.  It felt incredible, buzzing in there, and frankly I didn’t care if someone saw me through the window or not.  I had to cum.  I’d been going crazy all day.
 
                 “Did you hear me, Bre?  We need to get you a dress,” Kari repeated.
 
                 I moaned.  “Hmmmm?  Huhhhhhhhh….”
 
                 Kari rolled her eyes and then yanked the steering wheel sharply to the right.  The entire car slewed sideways through the gravel and half deteriorated asphalt and then suddenly we were zipping off back to town.  I cried out, more from shock than anything else, the fingers of one hand clutching my vibrator while the other hand clung to the Oh Shit Handle.  But as Kari picked up speed I again worked the vibrator through my folds, bringing myself to an earth-shattering orgasm.  Kari glowered at me, but she had been the one to give me permission to cum.
 
                 “I need a dress?” I asked stupidly a few minutes later as I came down from the orgasmic “cloud nine” I had been floating on. I left the vibrator in and on.  Kari didn’t like it when I stopped sexually tormenting myself without permission.
 
                 She nodded. “Yep.”
 
                 I waited, but it was clear she wasn’t going to add any more information to that cryptic response.  “For?” I demanded, my hips shifting as the vibrator began massaging my internal parts into a second wave of orgasmic energy.
 
                 “We have a date,” was all she said.  
 
                 I clenched my teeth.  The vibrator was on full power and I was going to need to either turn it off or screw myself silly a second time if she didn’t let me pull it out.  But the other thing driving me crazy was getting her to talk which was like pulling teeth out of a gator’s jaw.  I let out another soft moan, trying to communicate my frustration, both sexual and mental.  “WE?  WE have a date?” I asked.
 
                 Kari nodded again.  “Yes.  Jason Steadman.  For prom.”
 
                 I blinked.  “Jason Steadman?  THE Jason Steadman?  The varsity football receiver?” I asked, flabbergasted.  For a moment, even the churning burning need between my legs seemed insignificant.
 
                 Kari wasn’t smiling.  She just nodded.  I took about five seconds to think things through and then I deflated like an old helium balloon.  
 
                 “You mean you have a date with Jason Steadman,” I said finally.  A rush of emotions flooded through me.  I felt envious, jealous of both Jason and Kari.  I felt betrayed, and slightly offended.  The very least Kari could have done was gotten Jason to bring along a friend to ask me out.  I’d be left at home with nothing but a mechanical, battery driven cock.
 
                 “No.  He is taking us both to prom,” Kari said with a shake of her head.  “I told him that we were a couple and if he wanted to take you, he not only needed my permission, but I had to come along as well.”
 
                 That shocked me.  Actually, I didn’t really hear her the first time.  All I heard was “he is taking us both to prom.”  That in and of itself was amazing.  Could someone do that?  Take two dates?  Then the rest of what Kari said to me clicked.  “Wait, you said he asked to take ME to the prom?” I demanded.  The sensations between my legs became much less important.  I sat up in my seat and turned to stare at my best friend.
 
                 She smiled.  “Absolutely.  But I’ve let everyone know that you’re mine and that I wouldn’t accept anyone trifling with you.  Jason was the first one to have the balls to come up and ask me if he could date you.”
 
                 Suddenly everything made sense.  The rumors, the dark looks, the snide, out-of-hearing comments made by some of the other girls, the hungry glances of some of the boys, all of it now understood.  Kari had been influencing things again, working behind the scenes to direct my life.  I sat there stupidly, trying to imagine us both going to prom, arm in arm with a single guy.  Suddenly the motions between my legs became too much, building as I was distracted. I exploded wetly again and groaned.
 
                 Kari just laughed at me.
 
                 She didn’t let me turn off the vibrator until we got to the mall and I was told to keep it in. I tugged up my panties, settled my skirt back into place, and followed Kari.  It was a whirlwind of dresses and I must have tried on at least half a dozen before Kari finally settled on this stunning emerald sequined beauty that glittered like diamonds and hugged my curves in a daring line.  There was a mesh covered slash down the side that would make wearing a bra impossible and looked downright salacious.  Kari was happy and after getting it sized, we left to find HER a dress.
 
                 That took even less time and Kari was able to not only find one that complimented her figure, but one that didn’t need tailoring.  Her dress was this slinky red thing that matched my hair and while not as daring as mine, certainly was a trend setter for elegant sexuality.  She looked like a million bucks in her dress.  I looked like a four hundred dollar a night escort.
 
                 Shoes were next and Kari pushed me into the ladies restroom first, only to twist the base of the vibrator sticking out of my pussy onto low speed.  Once more suffering the effects of sexual stimulation, we made our way to an upscale shoe place Kari was familiar with and I was plopped down in a chair while a handsome young man was asked to measure my clod-hoppers.
 
                 I didn’t object, despite the fact that both Kari and I were well aware that I was a size 8 1/2.  But I knew what Kari wanted.  I was wearing a skirt, one that barely got to my knees.  And with a buzzing coming from up under my skirt, with a handsome guy on his knees in front of me, Kari was setting me up for more humiliation.  It worked of course.  He was terribly distracted and before we sat down Kari made it very clear that I had better not let my thighs touch.  So instead I spread my legs wide apart.  I have no doubt that my shoe clerk spent quite a bit of time staring at that round circle outlined against the white cotton of my very wet and sex scented panties.
 
                 He even forgot my size and had to measure me a second time.
 
                 I was confronted the next day by another girl.  
 
                 “I heard that Jason Steadman is taking you and Kari Anders to prom,” she said.  It was tinged with something I didn’t care for and I looked up at the girl with cool detachment.
 
                 “So?” I asked, trying to be just as impolite.
 
                 Her eyes narrowed and she turned haughty.  “Planning a ménage a trios?” she asked, trying to insult me.
 
                 That shocked me.  It wasn’t something I had considered.   Then I realized just what going to prom might mean.  Kari was planning on keeping my dress over at her house and had insisted that I not tell my parents that I was going.  That was probably a good idea.  I know my mother would have objected to a sophomore going to prom.  As far as they were concerned, it was another night out with Kari and sleeping over at Kari’s place.  Me?  Prom?  
 
                 I looked back at the girl and grinned.  “It’s more than you’ll ever do with Jason,” I replied.  “He has taste.”
 
                 She sputtered for a moment, but then her eyes narrowed.  “Yeah. In sluts.”
 
                 That Saturday I spent the day with Kari prepping.  We went and had our hair done, our fingers manicured.  I had my first ever pedicure.  We were two sixteen-year-olds going through the motions and it was very strange for me.  Kari seemed to get it, to like the primping and pomp, and finally that evening arrived.  Jason Steadman pulled up in his pickup truck and hopped out wearing an expensive set of blue jeans, cowboy boots, a light tan hat, and a tux coat complete with bow tie.  Of course instead of a cummerbund, he had on a twelve pound buckle, the one that had the bull on it.  He won it at a local rodeo doing crazy shit on back of a maddened steer.  So let’s just say that Jason Steadman had plenty of riding experience.
 
                 I was my usual self, shy and self-conscious.  Kari did most of the talking, even though I was nominally the gem of the evening.  Jason was eloquent, with a twang, gentlemanly, with a bit of teenage football star arrogance, and funny, in a low brow sort of way.  Kari acted boisterously, which was a little out of character, but put Jason at his ease.  We both looked stunning in our dresses, complete with matching high heels and we piled into his truck, me in the center.
 
                 At first it was awkward.  We drove up to the local hotel in town, a three story affair on I-10 that also had a mid-sized banquet room.  We had our picture taken, which was a difficult situation for the photographer when she realized that Mr. Steadham had TWO dates and that we wanted all three of us in the shot.  As it turned out, it was Jason who stood firm and supported our right to do it.  After that we had dinner, where Kari did most of the talking and I discovered quite quickly that while I might have been Jason’s primary date, I was the definitely the third wheel on THAT bike.
 
                 Until it came time to dance.  I wasn’t a natural like Kari was, but I did it well and Jason spun us both in turns around the dance floor with country music crooning out of the speakers nearby.  One by one he winded us and then we were off to the dessert table for more “fixins.”  The night spun by and around nine o’clock Kari nodded at Jason, who smiled and took my hand.
 
                 To my surprise, I was led not back out to the parking lot, but to the elevator.  I was flushed, my blood coursing with the adrenaline of dancing and the expectation of something fun.  Jason was already pulling a plastic card key from his pocket and Kari led us down a hall to a door.  Jason popped it open and a moment later the three of us were inside our own little hotel room, with a giant king sized bed waiting.
 
                 Kari growled, her eyes flashing and she went after Jason like a hungry lioness.  He caught her in his arms as she began pulling off his blazer.  I hesitated for a moment, then moved in as well, helping to unbutton his shirt and pull off his bowtie.  While Kari went to work on his belt buckle, I slid to the end of the bed and yanked off his boots and socks.  Kari finally freed the belt buckle and then began tugging his tight blue jeans down.  As soon as he was lying there in nothing but his boxers, his hardening cock already plainly obvious under the thin cotton, Kari turned to me and with a single movement of her hand, unzipped my dress from shoulder to hip.  My breasts spilled out of it and I cried out, covering up in surprise.  Kari hissed something even as Jason’s eyes widened.  I swallowed hard but lowered my arms and a moment later felt Jason’s hands on my breasts.
 
                 It was the first time I was ever touched like that by a man, and oh my… what a difference.  Don’t get me wrong.  I love it when Kari cups my breasts, her thumbs grazing my nipples.  But when a man touches you, cups your bosom, his fingers squeezing and exploring, he’s doing it because it’s different.  His hands were rough, insistent, kneading my flesh.  He pinched my nipples lightly and I let out a moan, feeling a sudden rush go right through me down to my cunt.  I wanted to fuck him.
 
                 While Jason fondled me, Kari slipped out of her own dress and when she climbed back up on the bed her naked flesh pressed against both mine and Jason.  My dress was cast away and I moved down between them, touching and tasting, hot kisses planted on my mouth and my nipples and then fingers touched me between the legs.  I was instantly wet and then Kari was pushing me downward.  I felt the tip of Jason’s hard cock touch my petals and Kari’s hand there as well.  She guided him into me, pushing me down by the shoulder.  
 
                 I had experienced penetrations from a whole host of objects at that point, from the vibrator I had endured multiple times to golf balls and cucumbers.  My pussy was experienced at taking thick long shafts, but nothing, I repeat nothing, felt like Jason Steadham.  He was both hard and soft.  He was thick and long.  He was perfect.  And I fit him like a fucking glove.  We moved together, our hips rocking, our mouths together.  His hands came up and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them tightly.  And then there was a sharp crack and a fiery heat came up from my bottom.  Kari smacked me again and I clamped down on Jason without a second thought.  The spanking continued even as he drove himself up through me and I exploded before he did, culminating the taking of my official if not medically accurate virginity.  
 
                 Jason exploded a moment later, filling a condom to the brim with white cream.  I collapsed on top of him, feeling him grow limp inside me.  Kari rolled me off and I cuddled him even as she went to work on his cock, stripping off the condom and then giving him a blow job and licking his semen coated shaft clean.  It took her about fifteen minutes, but she did manage to get him hard again, this time taking my place.  She rode him violently, but he came before she did.  It was funny watching him apologize. 
 
                 “The night is young, Jason.  We’ve got plenty of time.  Now, I’ve got something special to show you.”  She swung off the bed and opened the closet door.  That’s when I realized that while Jason had the key, it had been Kari that had ordered the hotel room.  There was a small piece of luggage she pulled out of the closet and when she opened it up, I felt a quaking in my heart that went right down to the soles of my feet.  I was half curled up on the bed and Kari brought the double set of bondage cuffs over.
 
                 They weren’t very impressive items.  She bought them from Spencer’s, a novelty shop at the mall.  In fact, I could have pulled right out of them if I had really wanted to.  But Jason and Kari tied me to the bed with those cuffs and a set of bungee cords Kari had brought.  By the time I was spread-eagled and bound on the bed, Jason was already firm, if not hard.  I pulled on my bonds. They were tight and held me down nicely.  Kari produced the cat-o-nine-tails and handed it to Jason, who lightly whipped my tits and then my pussy.  Kari growled, took the whip away, and then laid several harsh lashes across the same spots, eliciting cries of desperate abandon from me.  Jason tried again, doing a much better job the second time through, arousing me and burning me away.  When my breasts and clit were red and swollen, Kari straddled my face, planting her wet snatch right on my open mouth.  I drove my tongue into her, licking and sucking as best I could.  Then I felt Jason climb on top of me.  His tongue lapped against my clit and I stiffened in sexual ecstasy.  I’d never felt anything like it before. It was amazing.  I shivered, crying out in delight, working my own mouth against Kari’s cunt.
 
                 I felt sharp nails dig into both nipples and I almost exploded as Kari pinched me.  Suddenly I was speared again between the legs, a thick hard cock pushing up inside me, relieving certain pressures and creating new ones.  Jason pumped against me, thrusting himself through my loins, our flesh slapping.  I could actually feel his balls thudding against my perineum.  I tongue fucked Kari, wanting her to explode before I came a second time.
 
                 That’s when her cell phone rang.  We froze, suddenly scared of being discovered.  Kari swung off my face with a grunt of displeasure, but patted Jason on the shoulder.
 
                 “Keep fucking her. Don’t stop,” Kari instructed him.  Jason nodded vigorously and rammed himself deep into me, pummeling me sexually.  I clenched my teeth, trying hard not to cry out and reveal our activities to the late evening caller.
 
                 “Hello?” I heard Kari say.  “Oh!  Ms. Erickson!  Yeah, sure.  She’s here.  Well, she’s a bit tied up. No, no everything’s fine.  What?  Oh sure.  Hold on.”
 
                 To my absolute horror, Kari approached the bed.  She was holding out the phone.  Her hand moved close to my ear even as Jason continued to pump his thick shaft through my pussy.  I coughed slightly, the taste of Kari’s sex still on my lips.  Jason was trying to be quiet and I did my best to settle my heavy breathing.
 
                 “Hello, Mom?” I asked somewhat breathlessly.  It’s damned hard to settle down when you’re bound spread-eagled on a bed while an eighteen year old football player is fucking your brains out.
 
                 “Hi dear, I’m sorry for calling so late, but I just wanted to let you know that we were invited to the Carlson’s for Sunday dinner tomorrow, so we might not be home when you arrive. Do you have your key?” she asked.
 
                 Kari’s hand found my right breast and began squeezing my nipple.  I let out a little gasp and turned it into an “Oh… yeah, Mom. I’ve got it.”  I bit my lip, trying not to cry out.  Kari bent down to Jason’s head and he quickened his pace. I was right on the verge of exploding.  
 
                 “Good.  Breanne?  Is everything all right?  You sound a bit out of breath.”
 
                 Panic flushed through me for a moment.  It only intensified the now immanent orgasm.  Kari looked at my wild-eyed and flushed face and then she bent down to my ear.
 
                 “Swimming!” she whispered harshly.
 
                 “I’m treading water!” I gasped into the phone.  “We’re out at the pool!”  Kari let out a little titter of laughter and Jason drew almost completely out of me only to ram himself back into my pussy with a heavy thrust.  I grunted again.
 
                 “Well, don’t over do it. I know you’re having fun, but remember to be safe.”
 
                 “Safe,” I gasped, secretly wishing Jason would do that heavy thrust thing again.  “Right.  Thanks, Mom!”
 
                 “All right, dear.  Bye!”  The phone went dead.  Kari’s fingers tightened on my nipple again and Jason did another deep thrust, driving his cock through me like a plow turning over a hardened field.  I exploded with a cry only a second or two after my mother hung up.  I blubbered in exquisite release, shaking and wailing as explicit ecstasy washed away every piece of tension I’d ever felt.
 
                 It was only a moment later that I realized that Kari was still holding the phone to my ear, and that she had no idea that my mother had already hung up.
 
                 We made love two more times that night and Kari had her big orgasm.  I got whipped again and they took turns.  Kari really enjoyed sitting on my face, letting my tongue probe her depths while Jason snapped the whip against my pussy.  She also discovered that getting fucked doggie style by Jason, while kneeling over my bound body, her fingers pinching my clitoris and nipples, listening to my little cries of pain, were definitely enough to get her cumming.  Finally, around one or two in the morning, we collapsed into a pile of naked flesh.  To my surprise, I ended up in the middle, with Kari cuddling me on one side, her left hand between my legs and one finger inside me.  On the other side was Jason, whose right arm was draped over my body, cupping my breast, his fingers teasing the nipple.  I had cum four times and loved every sex drenched second of it.  I fell asleep wearing the bondage cuffs, which in light of everything that has happened in my life, is a metaphor that best describes me.
 
                 The next morning Kari told me to suck on Jason’s cock to rouse him.  To my astonishment, his cock was already hard and within a minute of waking up he had me pinned, his cock spearing me between the legs.  While we were fucking, Kari ordered room service and then took a shower.  Jason exploded almost immediately after screwing my brains out, leaving me wet, but still sated from the night before.  It was amazing.  It was the first time I had awoken in the morning without the desperate urge to masturbate.  Room service arrived just as Kari was getting out of the shower and Jason got the door and tipped the waiter as I curled up in the bed sheets, hiding my naked body.
 
                 Breakfast was a hurried affair, but not because the food wasn’t good.  It was because we only had the room until eleven and Kari wanted another session.  Once more I was bound, except this time they gagged me with Kari’s panties from the night before.  Then they both whipped me.  Kari let Jason go at my breasts with the cat-o-nine-tails flogger while she used his belt on my clitoris, hitting me between the legs.  I screeched, my hips rising to meet her blows and then suddenly she was begging Jason to fuck her.  He gladly agreed, moving behind her and plowing her from the rear.  Kari though had other things on her mind, because she took just the last six or seven inches of Jason’s belt and proceeded to snap it against my pussy with sharp flicks of her wrist.
 
                 My legs strained against the bonds that held me open and I wailed into the gag.  Pain exploded through my sex like a welding torch finding a pocket of methane in a pipe.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and Kari literally spread my hot and inflamed petals and proceeded to smack the very deepest flesh of my sex.  Then she drove one thumb into me, penetrating me deeply as her right hand continued the dastardly dance on my clit.  
 
                 And Kari was the first of the three of us to orgasm.  It was wild.  She suddenly froze in mid-snap, tightening into a statue.  She had this look on her face as if she’d just swallowed a mouthful of nasty cough syrup.  Her body tensed and I could feel her shaking.  And then, without a sound she relaxed, moving forward out of Jason’s grip and off his cock.  She rolled to my side, eyes staring up at the ceiling.  Jason groaned, his thick and inflexible cock bobbed appealingly between my legs.  
 
                 It was like magnetism.  Jason looked at Kari, who was still practically catatonic and he moved forward and plunged his condom clad cock deep into my body.  It was pure bliss after being whipped and Jason and I practically exploded together, our bodies and mouths locked together as we came.
 
                 Prom was great.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight: Banana Slits and Walking the Mall
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                 Jason became an intimate part of our lives after prom, at least until that next fall.  Then he moved away to go play football for a major university in west Texas and our fuck fest summer was over.    Our summer days mostly consisted of swimming in Kari’s pool, screwing each other’s brains out, and both Kari and Jason sexually abusing me in ways that would have made those video dominatrixes proud.  I was whipped, caned, spanked, finger fucked, clamped with clothespin, object fucked, and frequently forced into sex acts in public places.  We were like the three musketeers, except not so brotherly.
 
   The only difference of course was that I was the one who was dressed like a slut.  Kari maintained her normal impeccable fashion sense while Jason didn’t move much beyond jeans.  Occasionally Kari got him in khaki shorts, but it was rare.  We also went to two rodeos that Jason was competing in and we screamed and cheered for him in the bleachers, Kari in her beautiful white shorts and red tee, and me in a practically see through summer dress, no panties or bra, boots, all while stuffed with the ben wa balls.  Jason really liked the fact that we could be practically anywhere and a single word would get me on my knees, sucking on his cock.  At first I wasn’t terribly good at it, but with practice, and lots of it, I soon was accomplished enough that I could get Jason to pop within ten minutes, less if I was naked.
 
                 We did everything together.  We went swimming together, and if we were at Kari’s place and her mom wasn’t home, skinny dipping.  We drove down to Galveston, where Kari bought me a skimpy bikini that should have probably gotten me arrested.  We hiked Brazos Bend, where we saw plenty of alligators and I got my first experience in having sex outside in the woods.  But there were two events with Jason that I remember the most, and the first one happened the day after school let out for the summer.
 
                 Kari had picked me up late that morning since I had been out with my father helping turn a field since five am.  I was dusty, hot, hungry, and more than a little bothered thanks to the fact that I hadn’t gotten to masturbate that morning.  Once we got back to Kari’s place, she suggested I go take a dive in the pool and cool off while she rustled up some grub.  I immediately took her advice.  Since her mother wasn’t home, I was naked as usual, following the rule Kari had set the previous summer.  It was still disconcerting to be nude at someone else’s house practically all the time, but I also admit I found it liberating.  I dove into the pool and let the cool water sluice the dust and grime of the fields from my skin.
 
                 Not ten minutes later the sliding glass door that lead from the kitchen to the deck slid open and I waved as Jason came strolling out.  He was wearing a pair of swim trunks and he dove in, his muscular back giving me little shivers of desire.  His body made ripples in the water as he swam right up to me, his hands finding my hips even as he burst upward.  He pulled me to him and our mouths met, tongues twirling in a French kiss that would have shamed a hundred Hollywood actresses.  I felt his already hardening cock through his trunks and I reached down and gave him a squeeze.
 
   
  
 

              “Need something?” I asked seductively. I had become very accustomed to real and natural cock, and while I still enjoyed my vibrator, I liked having Jason inside me.  His hand went down to my slit and he worked a finger into me.  Even then, after being in the pool, I was slick inside. I pulled him toward the stairs and when he was far enough up, I pushed him into a seated position, yanked his trunks down, and began devouring his cock.
 
                 “Lunch!  Enough of that you two.  Breanne, if you want something hard and thick, there are hot dogs,” Kari said, sticking her head out the door and motioning us to come in.  With a groan I pulled myself off Jason’s already wet and ramrod straight post, only to see him laugh.  
 
                 “Don’t worry, Bre.  I’ll have that inside you soon.  You know we need to do what she asks.”
 
                 I want you to notice what Jason said.  “You know we need to do what she asks.”  That’s a very important point because it defines the world Kari lives in.  Everyone feels that way.  She is the ultimate authority.  She says jump and everyone around her just goes ahead and fucking does it.  I have NO CLUE why.  Over the years I’ve been amazed at her ability.  Did you know that she drives a sports car, usually way too fast, and has never gotten a ticket?  And it’s not like she’s got huge tits to flash to a cop either.  She’s always professional.  Always polite and friendly.  It’s just… weird.  And amazing.  I’ve been sitting in crowded restaurants and had her tell me to expose myself and I’ve just gone ahead and done it.  It’s either magic, or some sort of psychic phenomenon that I can’t technically define.  I do what Kari tells me.  Boys do what Kari tells them.  Hell most of our college professors were easily manipulated by “Ms. Anders.”  Of course it helps that she is super competent at everything she tries.
 
                 Except cooking.  I forgot about that.  She couldn’t cook food if Paula Deen was standing in Kari’s kitchen with twenty pounds of butter.  Kari is a hopeless incompetent when it comes to cooking food.  Of course on that summer day, she served Jason and me hot dogs.  Not grilled hot dogs, oh no.  She’d stuck them on a plate and stuffed them in the microwave, so when I got my sausage it looked like it had suffered an edema and ruptured its epidermis.  What the hell, it still tasted like a hot dog.  Jason had wrapped a towel around his trunks and I sat at the kitchen table naked and we ate.  Finally my own hunger was assuaged and when Jason had finally killed off three more dogs, Kari turned and looked at us with a mischievous grin.  
 
                 “Ice cream?” she asked innocently.  Jason nodded.  I shrugged.  I like ice cream, but I was fine.  Got to maintain my girlish figure, right?  But Kari clearly had other ideas.  
 
                 “Well then, I’ll get everything prepared.  Jason, why don’t you take Breanne into the living room and tie her to the coffee table?”
 
                 He blinked while I stiffened with excited tension.  Oh my… the coffee table again?  
 
                 “Uh.  Sure.”  He looked at me and then smiled.  “Come on, Bre.”  
 
                 I followed him into the living room while Kari clunked around in the kitchen.  I heard the microwave beep as I sat down on the heavy wooden coffee table that sat in front of the sofa.  It didn’t take Jason long to find the rope and cuffs that Kari liked to use when binding me, and we’d had joint bondage sessions all summer. I’d been tied in Kari’s bed, on the diving board out by the pool, and this wasn’t my first time being tied spread-eagled on the coffee table either.  As Jason was fond of saying, this wasn’t my “first rodeo.”  
 
                 Jason was also pretty handy with rope, a fact that pleased Kari to no end.  He actually taught her a few tricks and in moments my legs were spread wide apart, with my ankles pulled toward the opposite end of the table, while my hands were firmly secured above my head and tied, under the table of course, to my ankles.  His fingers were already sliding through my slit and teasing me when Kari came out of the kitchen bearing a tray.  I didn’t get a good glimpse of the contents, but I knew I’d find out soon enough, and I figured ice cream would have something to do with it.  I heard the clank of the tray hitting the sofa side table and when I lifted my head to look through the valley between my breasts, I saw Kari holding a rather large, very yellow, banana.
 
                 Her eyes twinkled and she waved the thick fruit in the air.  “I would like a banana split, actually,” she said whimsically.  Then she looked thoughtful.  “What comes first?  Breanne?” 
 
                 I licked my lips.  “The banana?” I supplied.  I had no idea what was coming.
 
                 Kari looked surprised.  “Why, yes!  Bre the cum slut is right!  The banana does go first!”  She twisted her wrist and set the tapered bottom end of the banana against my slit and pushed it in.
 
                 Now up to that point I’d screwed a number of items found in the kitchen, but it wasn’t our preference.  Sure, the occasional cucumber or carrot, or even a squash seemed to find their way into my snatch on a regular basis, especially since Kari seemed to get a kick out of leaving unwashed veggies in the bin for her mother to eat.  But I’d never been penetrated with a banana before.  It slid in sweetly and I groaned.  It didn’t feel like anything I’d been fucked with before.  It was curved like a cock, but strangely textured.  It also seemed firmer than cock, which I still can’t figure out.  But I can tell you that I absolutely love getting fucked by unpeeled bananas now and that summer afternoon was definitely the start of our loving relationship.
 
                 Kari must have pumped that banana in and out of me two or three dozen times before she snapped her fingers.  “Damn!  I forgot!  You have to peel the banana!”  I groaned as the long fruit slid out of my snatch.  Then she gripped the top, tore the banana open, and exposed the soft white interior.  To my astonishment, she positioned it once more at my slit and pushed, sliding the soft and rather fragile flesh into me.  It survived three thrusts before breaking off, leaving a healthy chunk of banana inside my pussy.
 
                 “Hmmmm… so what comes next?  Ice cream, right Jason?”  Kari asked.  He laughed even as she turned and pulled a small bowl from the tray.  A large thick spoon stuck out of it and my eyes widened as she grabbed hold of the utensil.  With it came a large glob of very cold looking, only barely melted ice cream.  I started to stammer something stupid, but then had to grit my teeth as she pressed the frozen scoop against my clitoris.  The searing cold bit into me and if I hadn’t been tied, I’d have been up in a heartbeat.  I cried out as Kari maneuvered the spoon lower and a moment later the cold seeped inward.  I felt the spoon enter me, pushing aside and mashing the banana into pulp.   Then she twisted her wrist and the now rapidly melting ice cream came loose, joining the banana inside my pussy.  
 
                 I cried out, my hips thumping.  It was cold, bloody cold, and that was really the only sensation I was feeling at that point. It wasn’t terribly erotic, just cold.  But that didn’t stop Kari.  She went right back to the tray and pulled a coffee mug from it.
 
                 “Now of course, you have to pour on the hot fudge,” she said diabolically.  She positioned the mug right above my clit and turned it sideways.
 
                 Have you ever sat in a hot tub on a cold winter day, letting yourself soak in the heat until you’re about ready to boil, only to hop out and enjoy a quick dip in the icy waters of the pool to cool off?  It’s a temperature differential that comes out of the way we experience heat and cold.  You can stand extreme cold if you’ve inoculated yourself with extreme heat first.  But there are degrees to this. For me, the disparity between the ice cream and that hot fudge was pretty intense.  After having my clitoris chilled, pouring hot fudge on it was like tapping it with a hot iron.  It wasn’t just hot.  It was fucking hot.  It burned, or at least it FELT like it was burning. I cried out as the hot chocolate sludge coated my clitoris and seeped down through and over the very same folds that had already experienced a slight coating of ice cream.  My pussy felt like it was both on fire and being frozen at the same time.  Kari pried my sex apart, making sure that thick dollops of fudge slid their way into my depths as well, mixing with the almost completely melted but still cold ice cream and the banana.
 
                 I heard the rattle of a whip cream can and then the sharp hiss.  “Can’t forget the whip cream!” Kari said brightly.  I gasped as two thick full mounds were casually placed on both breasts, covering my nipples, and sending cold shivers up through my entire body.  I squirmed, but then Kari brought the can back down between my legs.  She laid a thick covering of whip cream over my clit and then drove the actual nozzle into my slit.  The cream spurted into me, filling every last spot inside until it exploded around Kari’s fingers, a thick viscous combination of sweet and tangy, of cream and Breanne.
 
                 To cap it all off, she had three cherries.  One went on my clit, the other two on the piles of whip cream capping my breasts.  I shivered violently.  
 
                 “Yummy.  Here Jason. Dig in,” Kari said, handing him another spoon.  He took it, looking on in both amusement and bewilderment, only to watch as Kari pushed her spoon through the whip cream on my clit, striking my flesh and tender nub with the edge of the spoon, and scooping off a delicious bite of cherry, cream, and me.  She dug in again, this time driving her spoon into my cunt, spreading my petals.  I felt the edge against my insides as she dug a healthy bite of mashed banana, fudge, whipped and iced cream out of me.  It felt… awkward.  Awkward and awesome.  I felt alive.  I felt…aroused. I wanted her to do it again.
 
   Then Jason finally got involved.  He cleaned off one nipple, teasing the hard bump even as Kari made sure to drag her spoon across my clit with every bite.  They tapped me, they rubbed me, they did everything possible to make my torment so powerful and intense that I was pleading with them to fuck me.
 
                 Finally they had eaten the vast majority of the banana split, leaving only tidbits inside me.  Kari tossed her spoon away and reached over to Jason, working his swim trunks down.  He was hard as a rock and she sucked on him, bobbing her head up and down on his cock even as he finished the cream coating my breasts.  Finally she pulled him forward, moving him into position between my legs.  At first he hesitated.  My loins were messy, dark browns of chocolate and fudge and white cream was smeared liberally across my hips and thighs.  But Kari pushed and then his cock delved deeply into my body.  He pumped two or three times, only to have Kari pull him back out.  His cock pulsed in front of her face and she grabbed his balls to hold him steady, and then took his dessert and Breanne smeared rod into her mouth.
 
                 Repeat and rinse.  Again she had him pump his cock through my cunt, only to pull him out and suck him clean.  Again and again and again and it drove me absolutely bonkers.  I was desperate. I begged them to finish me off, but this was what Kari wanted.  Finally it was Jason who added his own cream to the situation, exploding in a white froth that erupted from his cock and filled Kari’s mouth.  She coughed and spluttered, but swallowed as well, taking essence of Jason down with essence of Breanne, flavored with the dutch chocolate.
 
                 I eventually got what I wanted, but it took a warm shower with Jason to get it.  There were also some rather awkward complications that came from our little dessert session, though a thorough douching and a vaginal enema took care of all that.  Got to stay healthy right?  We never did make another Ice Cream Breanana Slit though, at least not together.  In fact, I’ve only done it one other time, though that’s a story for later.
 
                 Summer progressed though and we moved through that holiday in a daze of heat and sex and fun.  It didn’t feel right if I didn’t get screwed once a day, and to be honest, my habit of multiple masturbation didn’t really subside either.  I’d wake up, push my fingers into my own body, work my clit back and forth until I came in silent shudders, only to find another opportunity to either escape to Kari’s for another bondage and whip session, or into the barn or my room for another quick masturbation.  I’d find a way to cum again in the afternoon, and then again at bedtime.  Hell, if I took a shower, I’d masturbate.  My world was cum soaked fun.
 
                 Jason was with us every moment he wasn’t working and one afternoon when we were planning on meeting Jason after his shift, Kari handed me a new outfit.  I was very much used to getting new clothes from her, and as school requirements were phased out thanks to summer, as were temperature issues, I’d found myself wearing less and less as the days went by.  I picked up the new top she handed me and held it up to my chest.
 
                 “Wow.  There isn’t much to it, is there?” I commented wryly.  Kari’s choice had been a rather pretty turquoise and purple backless chevron shirt.  It was nothing more than a thin piece of sheer material, cut like a medieval shield and held on with two sets of strings.  Kari helped me put it on, tying the top on behind my neck, with another set of ties half way down my back.  My breasts bulged out the sides, threatening to slip out of the covering material at the slightest provocation.
 
                 “I’m not sure it fits,” I said, stuffing one breast back inside the shirt.  Kari chuckled.
 
                 “Sure it does, sweetie.  I just like the look of you in it.”
 
                 I snorted.  “You want my tits falling out.  Admit it.”
 
                 She laughed and shrugged.  “Oh, here’s the skirt.”  She held up the tiniest black stretch cotton skirt I’ve ever seen in my life.  I plucked it from her fingers and held it up.
 
                 “Kari, I can’t wear this!” I said in alarm.  It was too short.  But then as I turned it, I realized that there was something sewn into the skirt itself.  Further investigation revealed a pair of shorts, colored the same as the skirt material.  “Ah… I see.  It’s a skort.”  I pushed my hand through the leg holes, a sense of relief flooding through me.
 
                 “Did I say ‘skort’?” asked Kari, plucking the material from my hand.  Quickly she walked over to her desk and plucked a pair of scissors out of the drawer.  With four quick snips she cleanly separated the “shorts” from the “skirt” and tossed me the part she wanted me to have.  
 
                 “But, Kari…” I stammered.
 
                 “Don’t ‘but, Kari’ me, girl.  I gave you an order.”
 
                 I slipped on the skirt and immediately had trouble.  If I pulled it up far enough to stay on solidly, my bare pussy wasn’t just in view; it was immediately apparent.  That meant that I had to wear the skirt far below my hips, almost low enough that had I sported a “landing strip” trimming like Kari did, it would be readily visible. I pushed the skirt down, feeling it cling to my skin but with a looseness that made me worry about twitching funny.  I felt as if I was practically naked and frankly I looked like a teenage whore.
 
                 My high heels were also the order of the day and about an hour later I was sitting in Kari’s car, my bare ass on the seat, my pussy in plain view because I couldn’t actually sit normally in that skirt.  It slid up my body with only the slightest change in position.  We pulled up at the feed store and Kari reached over and tugged once on my shirt.
 
                 I squealed as my hands went up to cover my breasts.  Both had popped out from under the tightly stretched cloth, exposing the hard pink nipples to the entire parking lot.  Thank god no one was looking.  I turned and glared at her.  
 
                 “Choose one.  Leave it out.  Pretend you don’t notice,” she ordered.  I blinked.  Choose one?  Did she actually mean my breasts? My stomach turned into knots even as my pussy tightened wetly.  I didn’t have a sex toy inside me at that moment but I sure wanted one.  The idea of being exposed like that… it was such a turn on. I hated it.  Wasn’t it enough that anyone walking by the door would see my bare pussy?  Slowly I dropped my right hand, leaving my right breast glaringly exposed.  Kari nodded with appreciation and got out of the car.
 
                 I sat there for a good fifteen minutes, trying to pretend that everything was normal and all right.  Kari had parked right in front of the door and as a result a steady stream of male customers had come out, gotten a glimpse of my bared breast hanging out of my shirt, and done a double take.  I was blushing furiously, pretending I didn’t notice the stares, the looks of wild surprise, and the appreciative glances.  Oh no.  I let myself be ogled and while I hated every second of it, by the time Kari and Jason got to the car, I was so horny and so wet that had someone even said “Breanne’s Clit”, I would have cum.
 
                 “Nice outfit,” Jason said, complimenting me.  He got into the back seat of the car and wrapped his arms around me.  One hand landed on my bared breast, squeezing it deliciously for a moment before pushing it back under the shirt.  His fingers bounced across the hardened nipple, letting the slick feel of the cloth send ripples of pleasure through me.  I wanted him so bad I would have climbed into the back seat at that very moment.
 
                 Kari pulled out of the parking lot and I shifted in my seat.  For a second, I worried that I’d leave a wet spot on Kari’s upholstery, but then decided that if that happened, she got what she deserved.  Instead I settled back in my seat while Jason pushed his hands under my shirt and continued to do amazing things with my breasts.  I was panting heavily by the time we got to the mall, my nipples hard little bumps that wanted to be chewed on, sucked, and flicked.  As Kari put the car in park, she reached into her purse and brought out the dreaded ben wa balls.  Was it not enough that I be dressed like a slut?  Oh no.  I had to actually be one as well.  I spread my legs for her, willing in every way, wanting to feel her fingers against my clit.  She slid the balls through my own goo and then I groaned as they went in deep.  Do you know what it’s like having two sets of hands touching you, fondling you?
 
                 I got out of the car and hurriedly pushed my skirt back down.  Both hips were fully exposed, wide expanses of smooth flesh that went down much lower than proper.  My stomach and back were completely bare, as were the sides of my breasts and torso, leaving much more skin exposed than covered.  In some ways, I would have preferred walking around in a bikini.  It would have been embarrassing yes, but the erotic connotation would be gone.  As it was, I was a walking, breathing advertisement for good sex.  I took one step toward the mall, feeling the swirling sensation of pleasure swimming up from between my legs.  I paused, looking back, ostensibly to wait for Kari and Jason.  They stood behind me, at least five feet, arm in arm, making it very clear that I was not “with” them.  They were observing, watching the nympho humiliation pain slut in her natural environment.
 
                 “Start walking,” Kari said, motioning with her hand.
 
                 I swallowed.  “Where am I going?”
 
                 Kari shrugged.  “I don’t care.  Walk the mall.”
 
                 I looked at her, my eyes a little wild as I contemplated walking a busy mall on a late afternoon, dressed in clothing that not even a prostitute would feel comfortable wearing.  
 
                 “How far?” I whispered, begging her to make this quick.
 
                 Instead I met with the steel that is Kari Anders.  “Until I say you’re done.”
 
                 And so I walked the mall.  Every step was terrible as the skirt threatened to fall off my ass.  In fact, now that I think about it, my ass was probably the only part of me that actually DID keep that skirt from falling off.  Kari and Jason walked a good twenty feet behind me.  They were close enough to keep me out of real trouble, but far enough away not to inhibit interaction.  I kept my steps short and tight, my thighs pressed together as much as possible, placing odd pressures on my pussy. Worse, I could feel the juices leaking out of my sex, soaking my legs and working their glistening way downward.  I was scared to twist or move my arms, worried that the slightest motion would set my breasts springing from their perilous encasement.  
 
                 I had no idea at the time, but the whole thing was a test.  Not of my willingness to obey Kari.  She knew I’d do that anyway.  No, her test was more esoteric.  She wanted to see if I could cum just from the ben wa balls and being humiliated alone.  No touching, no whips, no masturbation.  As the stares and whispered comments became more noticeable, I started getting more and more worked up.  Butterflies crawled into my stomach and set me on edge.  I trembled occasionally, running my fingers up and down my arms before remembering not to do that.  And through it all the ben wa balls caressed me and worked me into a lather of sexual desperation that I thought nothing could stem.
 
                 And then came the final humiliation, the extreme “oh my fucking God” moment of the entire trip.  In the food court Kari approached me, handing me a damn coin.  I looked at it in astonishment and then shook my head.  No way.  No fucking way!  I’d already been given a serious once over by security, not to mention a pair of old ladies who thought I was dressed scandalously.  There was no fucking way I was willing to ride the Merry-Go-Round.
 
                 But Kari gave me that look and finally, near tears and sexual climax, I stood in line with half a dozen little kids, their moms looking at me with extreme distaste, the dads trying hard NOT to look at me at all, lest they get slapped silly by their wives.  I handed off my coin and then quickly stepped up onto the platform, conscientiously trying not to flash my goods.  I hurried around to the far side, where Kari and Jason stood, along with a growing crowd of teenage boys who were doing their best to keep me in sight.  I faltered for a moment as I approached a horse and I selected one on the very inside ring.
 
                 “No, Bre.  Pick the white and blue,” Kari said loudly over the noise of the food court.  I almost cried then but I went to the horse with the blue and white tack.  Then with scarlet cheeks I stepped up into the foot rest and swung my leg over.
 
                 The hoots and chorus of whistles were more than enough. I didn’t need to look at them too. I knew that I’d just given about eleven or so teenage guys a perfect glimpse of my bare shaven pussy.  Even then I could feel the ben wa balls inside me, pressing up. I could feel my wetness soaking the hard saddle of the stupid fiberglass pony I was riding.  And as the hooting went on, I realized that my right breast was hanging out.  I scrambled to hide myself, to conceal my privates, but the skirt was already mostly up my ass.  Kari told me later that you could actually see my bare butt.  But then the damn thing started up and I was moved upward and then downward.
 
                 And I came.  God help me I came like you wouldn’t believe.  I closed my eyes and practically fell OFF the horse I came so hard and so much.  It wasn’t one of those rock hard orgasms where you have to scream.  Oh no, this was one of those slow soft amazing orgasms that seem to go on forever and suck the soul out of your body, filter it through light and sugar and power and send it back drunk on the very essence of bliss itself.  When the merry-go-round stopped I was shivering and trembling, clutching to the pole, trying to peel myself up off the horse.  My legs didn’t seem to want to move.  Sex juices ran down my legs, all the way to my high heels.  Do you have any idea what that feels like?
 
                 Jason vaulted the rail and came and got me.  He helped me down. I reeked of sex.  The saddle glistened.  He carried me out of the enclosure, my ass hanging out of my skirt.  There were more hoots and hollers as I buried my face in his shoulder, only to have some enterprising boy dart forward and flip up my skirt.  They got another look at my ass, and almost assuredly the puffy wet swollen petals of my sex, glistening with my sexual juices like a freshly washed peach.
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine: Taking Things for Granted
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 Kari’s experiment at the mall was only the first of many extreme public humiliation sessions and as Jason finally left our lives and went to college, it wasn’t long before she was working to humiliate me in other ways.  Public masturbations and flashing became common place. For me, it was a curious mixture of love and hate.  I hated being embarrassed in public, of being forced to display my body for others, and yet the orgasms I had while doing it were the most amazing, awesome, sweetest, and exquisite sexual releases I had ever felt.  They were also dramatically different from the pain-induced explosions that Kari still frequently inflicted upon me.  But one thing I noticed that was missing was the one thing Kari couldn’t provide.  Cock.
 
                 School had begun again and two or three weekends after Kari’s seventeenth birthday I was once again over at Kari’s place swimming.  Unlike usual, I was wearing my swimsuit, since Kari’s mother had told my best friend that she and her boyfriend would be coming by later that afternoon for a swim before going out to dinner.  Kari had instructed me to wear my string bikini and stormed around the house and pool area looking like a tornado looking for a mobile home park.
 
                 The phone rang just after three and Kari answered it sweetly, but I could tell by the look on her face that what she was hearing after a moment made her mad.  She slammed the phone down in the cradle and came back outside.
 
                 “Guess what?  Mom is going to be about an hour late and wants ME to entertain Grant.  Can you believe that fucking bitch?  She wants ME to entertain her fucking boyfriend!” Kari fumed.  
 
                 I was slicking on the sunscreen, turning my skin into glistening perfection.  I looked up at her. “So, give him a beer and the television remote.   He can take care of himself.”
 
                 Kari frowned and stared down at me.  “Yeah, I suppose so…” her voice trailed off and then her eyes widened a bit.  She looked at me thoughtfully.  I’m no dummy.  I knew immediately that she had thought of something.
 
                 “What?  What are you thinking?” I demanded.
 
                 Kari smiled innocently, so innocently that I KNEW that whatever she was thinking was absolutely evil and naughty in like oh so many ways.  I sat there on the lounge chair, watching my best friend and lover as she strolled away and went back into the house with a villainous grin on her face.
 
                 About fifteen minutes later Kari came back out.  “Hey, give me your swimsuit.  That one isn’t exactly appropriate if Grant’s going to be here with us kiddies.”
 
                 I gave her a look like she’d just fallen off the crazy horse.  “Don’t you want to bring me a replacement one first?” I asked.  Kari gave me one of those stares and I peeled out of the top and skimpy bottoms.  Nude, I slipped into the pool as Kari walked off with my only claim to decency.
 
                 Ten minutes later I was still treading water naked when the sliding glass door of the house opened.  To my astonishment, Grant came out wearing a pair of swim trunks, right next to Kari, who was wearing the string bikini that I had just been in moments before!  My eyes widened in alarm and I hurried to the edge of the pool.
 
                 “Kari!” I said harshly.  She looked up.
 
                 “Oh!  Breanne!  You remember Grant, right?”  She motioned toward the muscular man next to her and I gave him a painful smile.  
 
                 “Yes. Um, hi Grant.  Kari?  Um, can I talk to you please? Now?” I said.  Kari, whose hand was on Grant’s arm skipped over to me and bent over.  I could see that Grant’s eyes never left Kari’s ass.  “Where’s my swimsuit?” I hissed when she got close.
 
                 Kari shrugged.  She was wearing sunglasses so I couldn’t see her eyes.  “I figured you didn’t need one.  Besides, I thought this one might be more appropriate for me.”  She bent down and kissed the top of my head and then stood back up.  Grant had moved to the side of the pool and put down his towel.  A moment later he was diving in and swimming right up to me.  I let out a little screech and covered the salient parts with my hands.
 
                 Grant surface with a wide-eyed grin and looked at me.  He wiped the water out of his face and then laughed.  “Kari told me you were skinny-dipping.  Really, it doesn’t bother me.  Go right ahead.”  Oh.  Well of COURSE it didn’t bother him.  What man would be bothered with a sixteen year old girl naked in the pool, right?
 
                 I turned and gave a furious glare at my best friend, but by then Grant was already swimming away.  Kari was getting in the water, daintily dancing her way down the steps in the shallow end.  As Grant went by she splashed him.  He splashed back and in moments the whole battle degraded into a physical confrontation.  I watched as during the match Kari deliberately reached up and untied one of the strings of her bikini top, hiding it while Grant’s back was turned.  A moment later the string came loose and her breasts hung like perfect little apples in front of Grant’s eyes.  
 
                 “Oops,” was all Kari said before once more going after Grant.  He didn’t seem surprised and somehow a moment later the bikini bottoms were floating away.  Kari went under the water and grabbed his swimming trunks, but came back up a moment later.
 
                 “Breanne!  Help me! Get his trunks!” she shouted, clearly having fun.  Grant laughed and pulled away, but was clearly not making it hard.  In fact, in hindsight, I should have realized that Kari was calling for me just to add the other naked girl to the sexual mix.  But I swam over and joined the fray.  It took all of half a minute for Grant’s swim trunks to join Kari’s bikini and suddenly the three of us were tussling naked.  I reached down and found Grant’s member, finding it very hard and very firm and suddenly I wanted it, not just in my hand either.
 
                 We slowed down as I squeezed Grant’s cock and then suddenly he was lifting me up, moving toward the side of the pool.  I was forced to let go and was deposited wet and dripping on the edge as he pushed my thighs apart.  Kari moved next to him, her hand going down his side even as he took his first loving taste of the honey pot between my legs.  I shivered in the hot sun as sensation I hadn’t felt in, gosh… how many days had Jason been gone?  Five?  Six?  Twelve? It seemed like a lifetime.  I felt myself gush, the scent of my arousal becoming thick in the hot Texas summer air.  I groaned, leaning back, the water dripping from my wet hair, spooling down my bare breasts.  Grant didn’t even seem to stop for air, his mouth dug through my folds as if he were a thirsty man digging for water.  Kari worked next to him, clearly rubbing his cock back and forth.  Then his mouth left me and Kari popped upward to kiss him.  Their tongues entwined and I sat there, legs spread, desperate and feeling a little left out.  But Kari quickly took Grant’s hand and led him out of the pool.
 
   She laid out a towel and pushed him down. I moved over to him, desperate for something thick and hard inside me and Kari nodded as I swung a leg over his pelvis.  I went down to my knees and with a single movement impaled myself ridiculously deep on his cock, groaning in sudden fulfillment.  I rocked my hips and we fucked.  Kari cast a hurried glance over at the house but I ignored her, grinding myself against Grant with increasing need.  Kari reached around me, grabbing my nipple, pinching it lightly even as she bent down to my ear.  
 
   “Take it slow!  I want you to be fucking him fifteen minutes from now, understand?” she whispered dramatically.  
 
   My brain convulsed.  Fifteen minutes?  Seriously?  There was no way I was going to keep him going for fifteen minutes!  Hell, I could feel him quivering inside me at that moment!  I’d be lucky to pop before he did! But I immediately stopped my coital thrusting.  It did little good.  A moment later Grant grunted and exploded, sending ribbons of white cream spooling away inside me.  I pulled off with an exclamation of surprise.  I wasn’t expecting him to cum like that, especially inside me considering we weren’t exactly practicing safe sex at the time.  He looked up at my shocked face with a grin of pleasure and Kari gave me a look of exasperation.  I felt uniquely frustrated, since I hadn’t cum and still desperately wanted it.  
 
   Suddenly Kari shouldered me aside, curling up over Grant’s rapidly deflating cock.  “I hope you don’t think you’re going to get off that easy!” she exclaimed brightly, an attitude that I though wildly strange compared to the look she had just given me.  In seconds Grant’s flaccid prick was in her hand, and then her mouth, and she slurped away, sucking off both my juices and Grant’s copious load.  Evidently a blowjob from your girlfriend’s teenage daughter is the stuff of dreams because he was hard again in about a minute and a half.  Of course, I also have to admit that Kari is just as accomplished at fellatio as I am.  The only difference is that for me, giving blowjobs is an act of submission.  It’s supposed to be degrading.  The only time Kari sucks cock is when she’s on top and the man in question is in her thrall.  I know it’s a fine line, but it’s a solid one.
 
   Suddenly she was straddling him, her hips rocking as her body accepted his member, letting him slide up inside her.  She groaned, her hands on her breasts, eyes closed, feigning an arousal I knew she was incapable of.  I stared at her, surprised and more than a little confused.  What the fuck was she doing?
 
   “Take me, Grant! Please show me what a real man is capable of!” she begged, eyes vacant like one of her collector Barbie dolls.  Grant was clearly in the throes as I stood around, one hand masturbating myself, looking on in confusion and envy.  Then suddenly Kari was on her back as the two rolled off the towel onto the bare concrete decking.  Kari didn’t even cry out, she just accepted the discomfort as Grant bore down on her, plunging his cock heavily into her.  I stood their, fingers between my legs, frigging myself rapidly.  It was an amazing sight, and one I’ve rarely seen.  Kari on the bottom!
 
   I missed the sound of the door but I heard Jessica Goslin say with a voice tinged with fury, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”
 
   I practically jumped out of my skin, darting to the side and looked at Kari’s mother in horror.  Grant leapt to his feet, eyes wide in shock, his dick extended and still wet with the lubrication from his girlfriend’s daughter.  Kari laid there, an expression of confusion and what looked like actual conflict written on her face.
 
   “My daughter?  How could you?  How could you, Grant?  She’s seventeen for God’s sake!  And her friend?  Did you fuck them both?  How could you do this to me?” Jessica Goslin demanded.
 
   Grant, clearly flummoxed and lost for words gestured down at Kari.  “Jessica, I know how this looks but it’s not what it…” he stammered.  He never got to finish the sentence.
 
   Jessica Goslin took three steps and then slammed her open hand across Grant’s jaw.  He reeled from the impact.  He staggered, his hand on his cheek.
 
   “Get out of my house!” she screamed.
 
   I watched, still silent, all thoughts of sex totally gone as Grant grabbed his swim trunks and skedaddled.  It was almost funny.  I looked down at Kari.  She just lay there looking stunned.  Tears were in her eyes.  Ms. Goslin knelt down.
 
   “Did he hurt you baby?” she asked, taking hold of her daughter.  
 
   Kari shook her head.  “No mama,” she said, her voice hollow and trembling.  “He just said that I was as pretty as you and he wanted to show me something.”
 
   Jessica Goslin fumed but looked up at me.  “What about you Brianna, did he touch you?”
 
   For a moment I was going to nod yes, but then I saw the quick shake of Kari’s head.  “No ma’am.  He didn’t touch me.”
 
   “Thank God for that.  Please go inside and get dressed.”
 
   It was my turn to skedaddle and I left Kari and her mom out on the deck. I put on my clothes, real ones, not the sex driven outfits Kari usually picked out for me.  I watched through the window as mother and daughter talked and from their hug and the false tears in Kari’s eyes, I knew that my best friend had just lied to her mother.  I knew there was no love lost between the two, that’s for sure.  But I had a sick feeling in my stomach about what had just happened.  We had deliberately seduced Grant and despite the fact that I was still only sixteen and Kari seventeen, I hadn’t really thought about the repercussions of our actions.
 
   But evidently Kari had.  The atmosphere was subdued that evening and her mother was in a foul temper.  I heard Jessica Goslin sobbing in her bedroom and she came out looking like a mess, her makeup running and her eyes red.  Kari didn’t seem to care and I gave her a bit of a hard time about it.
 
   “Seriously, Bre?  She can’t even remember you name.  Your name for God’s sake!” Kari exclaimed, her anger readily apparent.  “She screwed Dad over in the divorce and uses over half of what he sends monthly to go out, party, and get screwed.  On top of that, she’s a slob.”
 
   I looked around.  The house was immaculate.  The only thing that could remotely be called “out of place” was Jessica Goslin’s purse, which was sitting haphazardly in the middle of the kitchen counter.  I thought Kari was nuts, but in retrospect, after living with Kari for two years during our college days, I’ve come to realize that only another person with obsessive compulsive disorder and a penchant for neatness could survive in a Kari Anders environment.  Her mother never had a chance in hell and while I don’t feel right in judging her treatment of Kari, much less Kari’s father, I can say honestly that very few people can LIVE with Kari and NOT piss her off.  Hell, I’m not even one of those few and I’m her best friend!
 
   The aftermath of Grant was difficult for everyone involved.  Fortunately for me, Kari’s mother didn’t involve either the police or my parents, and except for a few screaming phone calls, it technically didn’t involve Grant either.  I think there was something about some personal items left at Grant’s place that precipitated those calls too.  In any event, Kari sat back and watched the whole thing with a barely disguised glee.  But there was anger too, because not even a full weekend had passed before Kari’s mom was once again done up like a princess, leaving us alone to have our privacy, while she went “man-hunting” as Kari put it.
 
   As far as I went, Grant and I were history, though I spent the rest of that evening wishing the bastard had at least let me cum.  I bumped into him about six months later in a Wal-Mart and when I gave him a wave and a warm smile, his eyes opened wide and he left his shopping cart in the middle of the aisle, walking away.  I admit, had he been open to it, I would have gladly gone back to his place.  Oh well.  Maybe I’ll run into him again some day.
 
   Kari and I were out in the driveway on Sunday afternoon, washing her car.  Soap flew everywhere. I was dressed in a pair of soaked khaki shorts over my bikini bottoms and my ample breasts were contained in the matching swim suit top.  Kari was dressed even more conservatively in shorts and a tee shirt, working away with frightening diligence at the hood of her car with a sponge.  It had been a full day since our abortive fuck fest with Grant and Kari was still in a foul mood.
 
   “Hey, can I talk to you for a moment?” I asked tentatively, totally willing to back down if Kari was feeling inhospitable. 
 
   She looked up at me, eyes cool.  “Is this about my mom?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head.  “No, it’s about me.”
 
   She shrugged and went back to scrubbing the hood of her car. Water trickled down her arms and disappeared into her shirt sleeves.  I studied the curve of her leg, the muscles taut and gorgeous.  She was wearing flip flops but standing on the balls of her feet and I was strangely attracted to the arch of her foot.  I swallowed and blinked.
 
   “Do you think that we’ll see Jason again?”
 
   Kari glanced over at me sharply.  “Maybe.  Lubbock is a long way away, but I figure he’ll be home for Christmas, right?”
 
   I nodded and scrubbed at a dirty hub cap.  “Yeah.  I just miss him.”
 
   My partner moved on to a different spot and ran her fingernails against the paint. She scratched at some tiny piece of tar, removing it deftly before swiping wet soapy suds against the hood.
 
   I stared at her.  “I said I miss him.”
 
   Kari looked up at me.  “Do you miss him?  Or do you miss his cock?” she asked pointedly.
 
   Gotta give Kari credit.  She’s not stupid.  I blushed furiously and went back to swiping dirt off the hubcap.
 
   “Look Bre, I know you want cock.  Just be patient, okay?  I’ll take care of you,” Kari said with something akin to resignation.
 
   I glanced over at her.  “Kari, I don’t mean that I don’t want you too…”
 
   She waved her hand, a bit of soap foam flying off.  “Oh I know.  I’m not worried about being replaced.  I have to admit that…” her voice trailed off.  She was clearly lost in thought.
 
   “Admit what?” I asked.
 
   Kari grimaced.  “Well, I think I like it too.”
 
   I blinked.  “What? Cock?”
 
   Suddenly her foul humor flew away and Kari laughed, eyes bright again.  “Maybe I can find a way to have the best of both worlds!” she said.  I looked at her in confusion.  What the hell was she talking about?  But then suddenly she grabbed the water hose and pointed it at me.  She twisted the little valve on the nozzle and suddenly I was soaked as cold water sprayed over me and the car.  I squealed, moving away, flinging a suds filled sponge at my best friend.  It smacked her in the chest and the next thing we knew, sponges and soap was flying and we were fighting over the hose.  Kari pushed me to the ground, one hand holding the hose while the other yanked down my shorts.  I cried out in alarm.  We were at the front of the house! On a Sunday afternoon!  What the hell was she doing?
 
   “Hush!” Kari ordered, her eyes shining with mischievous delight.  I froze and then dropped the sponge I had been planning on slamming against Kari’s boobs.  The cool water of the hose streamed out and touched me between the legs.  I moaned as the cold penetrated my bikini bottoms, striking my hot pussy.  I wanted something, needed something, and Kari understood what I was asking.
 
   “You want something inside that pussy, don’t you?” she asked hotly, her voice low.  I felt her fingers pulling at the crotch of my bikini, moving it aside, exposing my sex and the thick petals. I nodded, moaning, the car behind me as the only shield between my body and the street.  I felt the water caress me, splashing against bare skin and then Kari angled the tip of the hose upward, shooting water up through my slit, directing the stream almost directly at my clit.  I went crazy, opening my legs, my tiny cries of desperation filling the air.  It was an exquisite pleasure, cold and yet hot at the same time.  And then without warning, Kari moved the hose downward, drove the nozzle into my hole, and pushed deeply.
 
   My resulting orgasm had absolutely nothing to do with the gushing geyser of fluid that sprayed back at Kari.  A fine spray exploded out of my pussy, around the hose, even as I felt myself filling with water.  It was an incredible sensation and as Kari adjusted the water pressure I felt less like a fire hydrant and more like a crazy sex starved teenager again.  Water poured from out of my hose stuffed sex and I lay there, my mind blown away by the powerful orgasm I had just received, courtesy of Kari Anders.  She left me there, on the driveway, a hose stuffed in my cunt, water running, while she finished washing her car.  Finally she came back, yanked the hose gently out of my still flooded pussy and rinsed the car down.
 
   When she was done, she turned off the water and pulled me up.  My shorts were gone and the bikini bottom was twisted askew.  Anyone driving by would have seen my shaved slit perfectly.  Kari patted me between the legs, slipping one finger up into me.  
 
   “Don’t worry lover.  I’ll make sure we have cock again.”
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten: Taking Note
 
                 Adjusting to life as a junior in high school wasn’t terribly difficult.  In fact, it felt pretty similar to being a sophomore.  There were more little people running around, but that was relatively easy to ignore.  What wasn’t so easy to handle was my reputation.  To be fair, Jason, started the rumors about me through his wildly and totally accurate boasts about fucking me while I was tied spread-eagled to a bed, whipping me, clamping me, eating ice cream out of me and about fifty other similar events.  He also kept the scum from harassing me.
 
                 But with Jason gone to Lubbock to play football, I suddenly found myself in a deluge of sexual innuendos and come-ons that even stymied Kari.  I couldn’t walk down the hall without having my butt squeezed, the unknown perpetrator gone in the crowd even as I whirled.  Kari had to stop with some of the riskier outfits after one afternoon when two sophomore students I didn’t even know grabbed a hold of my shirt and yanked, spilling my breasts out in the middle of the hallway.
 
                 Of course the weekend after our abortive sexual escapade with Grant, Kari took me home on Friday afternoon and pushed me into a tiny black mini-skirt, a teal halter top, and a pair of black high heeled sandals.   She dressed in something revealing as well and then an hour later we were picked up by Charles Evans, a senior boy that I had seen walking the hall.  Once again I was the third wheel as we went out to dinner.  Kari and Charley talked.  I sat quietly, fidgeting.  But when we got back to Kari’s place everything changed.  Kari and Charley sat on the couch next to each other and I was ordered to strip naked.
 
                 Charley took it all in stride, as if he knew it was going to happen.  Kari directed things like a Hollywood movie master.  I was stripped, presented, pulled across two sets of laps, spanked, finger fucked and finally ended up on my knees sucking Charley’s cock.  Kari handed me a condom and I slid it on his shaft before rising up, my bare breasts on both sides of his face, his hands upon my buttocks.  I rotated my hips and took him in a single wet thrust.
 
                 Cock.  It was amazing; so much better than the vibrators or the cucumbers.  I reveled in it.  I exploded violently, wetly, making sounds that only Japanese Porn starlets make. And after Charley followed me into oblivion, Kari pushed me off him and back onto the coffee table where I was tied and whipped between the legs until he was hard again.  My brain shut down and everything became a referendum on my pussy and getting cock.  
 
                 The following weekend it was Gary Johnson.  In the gathering darkness I stood at the back of his pickup truck, hands on the lowered tailgate, my halter top pulled up to expose my breasts while my shorts and panties had been yanked off and were lying fifteen feet away.  Gary was sitting on the open tailgate with me bent over him, his cock in my mouth, all while Kari repeatedly swung the willow switch lightly against my bare ass.  With every stroke I jumped, spreading my legs wider and wider, concentrating on NOT biting Gary.  Finally she switched, bringing the little thin stick upward to strike my clitoris itself.  I couldn’t wait.  I shoved a condom on Gary, turned around, and rammed myself backward on his cock.  Kari’s look of excitement came even as she lifted the rod and began tapping my bare breasts.  Gary grabbed my wrists, making sure I couldn’t cover my tits.   Pain shot through me and I exploded way before Gary.  I slumped to the side and then suddenly Kari was pushing me out of the way, her own skirt yanked up, her panties around her ankles.  Poor Gary didn’t realize that my pussy had been replaced by Kari’s and together they moved while I gently fingered myself to a second climax.
 
                 October was a mishmash of boys, and sometimes we’d even go on dates both Friday and Saturday night.  As far as my parents were concerned, I was out with Kari.  Kari’s mom wasn’t even aware we WERE going out on dates.  She rarely even came home and if she did it wasn’t for longer than to change outfits, freshen her makeup, and head back out.  We had the run of the place for the most part and Kari used the freedom shamelessly, winnowing her way through the better looking hunks at our school.
 
                 My reputation plummeted, or dramatically improved, depending on who you asked.  Suddenly I was not just Jason’s slut, or Kari’s slut. I was just a slut and practically everyone knew I liked it rough.  I’d get crude invitations while walking the hall and fellow students seemed to have no problem NOT keeping their hands to themselves.  It was open season and I was the deer they were hunting.  Other girls made nasty remarks and I found myself ostracized.  But I was getting cock, and plenty of it.  
 
                 It was in the middle of November when I was politely tapped on the shoulder while walking in the hall between classes.  A solemn-faced sophomore boy stood in front of me, eyes locked on my breasts, which were straining against a tight white colored buttoned top that left little, especially my nipples, to the imagination. I turned and looked at him and he held out a small piece of paper, folded in a familiar way.  I took the note and opened it, finding Kari’s handwriting.
 
                 “Breanne – Arrange to meet the bearer of this note after school someplace private.  Meet him, fuck his brains out, and then come to the car. I’ll be waiting. – Kari”
 
                 I looked up, shocked and surprised.  
 
                 “Where, huh… would you like to meet?” he asked softly, clearly surprised that I hadn’t slugged him or something.  A thousand things went through my head, but finally I told him to meet me behind the curtain on the stage in the auditorium.  The rest of my day flew by in a mixture of apprehension and excitement.  I couldn’t believe that I was actually planning on meeting a guy after school, for sex, without even knowing his name!  The ben wa balls inside me seemed even more vivacious than usual.  By the time the seventh period bell rang and the mad rush to escape peaked then slowed, I was so ripe and ready that it wouldn’t have mattered WHO it was I was on my way to fuck.
 
                 He was waiting for me when I slipped backstage.  Kari had been involved in the theatre arts program during our freshman and sophomore years and I was at least vaguely familiar with the behind the scenes aspect of our auditorium stage.  It was empty, as I expected, and only a few pale lights illuminated things.  His dark locks were over his eyes, but he stiffened as I approached.
 
                 “I didn’t think you were going to come,” he said awkwardly.
 
                 I stood there, slightly at a loss, not knowing what to do.  I’d never had to initiate things before.  Either Kari was there, ordering me to do something, or there was a boy whose hands took care of the inconsequential things like my clothes, or tying me up.  I licked my lips and took a step forward.  He shifted balance, squirming, clearly excited but also up to his neck in social etiquette kimchee.  He fidgeted, and suddenly I realized something.
 
                 I had power!
 
                 I was the one who could call the shots.  I could tell him what to do and how to touch me.  He would do anything I asked, and all I had to do was make sure that he came.  My eyes narrowed seductively and suddenly I understood what Kari felt when she dommed me.  I closed the distance between us and took his hands.  I lifted them up, and to his utter astonishment, I placed them on my breasts.
 
                 His eyes widened, both in awe and shock, but his fingers tightened reflexively as I smiled warmly and nodded.  “Squeeze them,” I whispered, arching my back and thrusting my breasts forward.  He did, gently, and I shook my head. “Harder,” I said softly.
 
                 My breasts tingled as he kneaded them and as his fingers dug through the cotton of my shirt, I started undressing.  The buttons were the easiest and he made the transition from shirt to just a bra easily.  My blouse fell to the floor of the stage even as I reached behind my back.  My lace bra went next and his eyes and fingers feasted upon my bare breasts.  I brought my hands back to the front and cupped my bosom, lifting up the breasts, presenting them to him.  My pussy quivered in desperate expectation.
 
                 “Pinch the nipples, hard.  Then use your mouth,” I told him.
 
                 His fingers tightened around the nubs, but his pinch wasn’t half of what I wanted or needed.  Kari did it much better.  Nevertheless, it felt amazing and I moaned, tilting my head back.  His hands dropped just as his head did and then his mouth was devouring my breasts, sucking and lapping at the little tender tips.  My right hand went out and groped for his cock. I felt it through his khaki trousers and I struggled to unbuckle his belt while he suckled my nipple.  His hands gripped my back, for some reason unwilling to touch my bottom.  Finally I got his pants undone and pushed, sending his trousers to the floor.  He was wearing whitey tighties, but to be honest I didn’t care, not at that point at least.  I slipped my hands into his drawers and felt his cock.
 
                 It was small.  Well, at least smaller than I was use to.  It surprised me.  This was the first time I got to feel my way around an underclassman.  Even hard I would have been surprised if this kid’s junk was any longer than five inches.  But I am easy to please I suppose, and if I showed my surprise, it was totally lost in his own pitiful and graceless attempt to get out of his trousers.  He practically fell over, holding on to my boobs as he attempted to kick off his shoes and pants at the same time.
 
                 You know, it occurs to me that real sex is nothing like the movies.  How do those people always get undressed so perfectly?  I’ll bet certain things are done PRIOR to filming.  No one takes off their shoes and socks elegantly, or sexy.  Stockings I can see being fun and thrilling.  But regular socks?  No way.  And I’ll bet you money Brad doesn’t show up at Angelina’s bedside wearing Fruit of the Looms.
 
                 Finally, my inexperienced partner managed to get himself naked from the waist down, with the exception of his socks.  But I really didn’t care.  With a naughty smile I went down to my knees and opened my mouth.  I lapped at the tip of his cock and then started sucking. I bobbed my head once or twice and then suddenly my mouth was filled with shooting cream, gobs of it.  So much that it choked me and I let out an explosive gasp sending ribbons of cum down my chin and onto my bare chest and even splattered my skirt.  The boy yanked himself away, eyes wide in alarm, his wet cock in his hand and then he looked at me in horror.
 
                 “Uh… I’m…. uh… I’m s-s-sorry!” he exclaimed.  I looked at him in shock too. I wasn’t expecting THAT to happen.  I swallowed my mouthful of acrid cream and then lifted my hand.
 
                 “Well, it’s not that bad.  I guess I’m better than…” I said, but was interrupted.
 
                 “Thanks.  I’m sorry,” he said quickly, gathering up his clothes.  Before I could even really say anything else he was disappearing into the darkness, back into the unlit sections of the stage, leaving me desperately horny, naked from the waist up, with a pair of ben wa balls still floating around inside my pussy.  With a snarl of frustration, I reached down to pick up my bra and shirt, only to find that all that extra cum had fallen in thick white gobs across them.  With a groan I started to put them on, but a loud clap, followed by another interrupted me.  Startled, I yanked the shirt close across my chest, hiding my boobs.
 
                 Kari came out of the darkness, clapping her hands slowly, clearly unimpressed.  “Geeze, Bre.  You didn’t even manage to fuck him.  Isn’t that what I told you to do?” she asked, stepping around me and looking down at my cum soaked blouse. 
 
                 My eyes narrowed.  “He exploded twenty seconds after I started to blow him,” I said contemptuously.  “How exactly was I supposed to fuck him in that condition?”
 
                 Kari shrugged.  “Blow him again.  Guys aren’t exactly multi-orgasmic, but if you give them fifteen to twenty minutes, and pleasure them more, they’ll get it up again for you.”
 
                 I shrugged.  “You were waiting for me.  That would have taken quite awhile.”
 
                 She laughed.  “No.  I was watching you.  I wish I had a video camera.”
 
                 My eyes widened. “No Kari! No cameras!”
 
   `              “No, no cameras Breanne.  Don’t worry.”  She gestured at the crushed shirt I was holding to my bare breasts. “Well, come on.  Get dressed. I doubt Jimmy will be coming back here this afternoon.  Might as well go home.”
 
                 I took a deep breath, frustration of every kind flooding through me.  With a dark look I shook out my shirt and reached for my bra.  Kari snatched it up first and skipped back a few steps.  We exchange glares, but as you can expect, it was Kari who won.  I shrugged back into my heavily spotted and quite wet blouse.  My breasts hung heavily and of course the streams of cum had landed right across the front and then down the side.  I followed Kari out of the auditorium with my arms crossed in front of me, knowing that my nipples would be completely visible through my now transparent shirt.
 
                 The hall was empty and Kari was humming to herself.  She glanced over at me and then clucked her tongue.  “Put your arms down,” she said.
 
                 I shook my head. “Fuck no,” I said in my “are you fucking crazy?” voice.
 
                 Kari slowed to a halt and I stumbled into her.  “If you want relief this afternoon, you’ll do exactly what I say.”
 
                 My brain trembled.  Risk exposure or risk not having Kari do whatever Kari was going to do?  You have to understand that when Kari worked me into a froth my orgasms were way more powerful than anything I could do at home privately.  I LIVED for Kari’s sessions.  Finally, my pussy told my brain to shut the hell up and I dropped my arms.  Sure enough, the cum that had soaked my breasts had joined the fluid already soaking my shirt and now the front was glued in a sticky mess to my bosom.  Both areolas were completely visible, two very pink disks seen through the ripples of white cotton.  
 
                 I glanced around.  We were still alone in the hall.  Kari moved on and I followed, quickening my pace and almost forcing Kari to jog behind me.  Just as we were about to get to the doors leading to the parking lot, there were footsteps from around the bisecting corridor and then Mr. Benson stood there gaping at me.  
 
                 My reaction was instinctual and I brought my arms back up to my breasts.  But then I felt Kari behind me, her hand on my ass, squeezing one of my butt cheeks hard.  Mr. Benson stood there and I did the only thing I could.  I lowered my arms.
 
                 I’m not sure how long the three of us stood there in silence.  Maybe ten seconds, but it sure felt like an hour.  This was my first real experience at getting eye fucked.  Oh sure, I’ve been naked in front of guys, or exposed before that moment, but it was always a precursor to actually being fucked.  There was no way I was going to have sex with Mr. Benson and we both knew it.  Sure he was ruggedly handsome, with a dark beard and thick glasses.  And he wasn’t even my teacher.  He stared at my breasts, soaking in the sight of my transparent shirt, the round nipples, my disheveled state.  Finally he licked his lips and our eyes met for the first time.
 
                 “That’s a novel outfit, young lady.  Have a good day.”  Then he marched past us back down the hall.
 
                 Kari let out a little whistle.  “Wow.  He’s cool.  Betcha like to fuck him, huh?”
 
                 My mouth twisted up in a mixture of emotion; humiliation, disappointment, sexual desperation, and just a touch of anger.  I ignored Kari and pressed forward, slamming into the door and heading out into the fall sunshine.  We made it back to Kari’s car without further incident and headed for her place so that I could get tied down, whipped, clamped, and fucked.
 
                 The following week there was another note from Kari, this one directing me to give the boy who possessed the note a blowjob… in the library.  I was dressed normally for a change, thanks to the ruining of one of my regular outfits.  We never did get the cum stains out of that white blouse.  The boy in question was one I knew, even though we didn’t socialize. I forget his name now though.  We arranged to meet during study hall and halfway through the school day I quietly entered the library and moved through the shelves to the quietest table at the very back.  My “date” was already there, waiting patiently.  I dropped my books on the flat surface, looked him once in the eye, and then dropped down to the floor and crawled under the table.
 
                 He was wearing jeans like me, but I’m a natural and so it only took a few moments of my hands at his waist to get his buckle undone and his zipper down.  He helped too, which was nice.  I didn’t have a sex toy inside me that day, but I was still wet and as I extracted his cock, I wished that Kari had offered sex, rather than just a blowjob.  But I did my job and frankly, I enjoyed it.  I still like giving blowjobs.  There is something both demeaning and erotic about them, at least to me.  
 
   I accomplished the library blowjob easily, swallowing another bucket load of boy cum, and I climbed out from under the desk wiping only a small trickle of white cream away.  I hummed to myself, pleased but still horny, as I made my way out of the library and back toward study hall.  I’d only made it half-way down the corridor when I felt a tap on my shoulder.  It was another boy, only vaguely familiar, holding another folded note.  He held it out to me, waiting patiently.  My fingers shook a little as I opened it.  Kari’s handwriting was easily recognizable.
 
                 “Breanne,” every note started like that.  “Please fuck the boy holding this note.”  I looked up at the slightly nervous young man standing opposite me and he smiled ruefully.  I took a deep breath and handed him the note, giving it back. My voice stressed with embarrassment, but also want.  I gave him a rueful smile and a shrug, cock my head with both resignation and pleasure.
 
                 “Let’s go fuck.”
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven: Two Firsts
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 By the time late October rolled around I was getting approached by two or three different boys a week, each with their own “Kari-written” notes.  Unfortunately, we also had a couple of forgeries, which I didn’t realize until Kari gave me this look of absolute horror when I recounted fucking Jim Carney in the boy’s locker room during lunch.  We quickly realized that I was technically at fault, since I had given back two or three notes and the color photocopier in the library was utilized effectively.  I found out later that a “Get Fucked By Breanne” note was retailing for about twenty bucks.  
 
   Kari put a stop to it by placing an agreed upon number on her notes.  It was a simple but effective way of eliminating fakes, but even then I still fucked a couple of them, but only if the boy in question was cute or really, really sweet.  There was this one quaking freshman with a box of chocolates…
 
                 Halloween rolled around and as usual, Kari was invited to a party.  Actually, we both were, and as this was one of those “special” parties where it was all very under the radar and the parents of said host were going to be out at their own Halloween shindig, Kari and I made plans well in advance.  Of course Kari wanted me in something “sexy” and she and I had a few arguments about it when some of the “choice” costumes she wanted me to wear were nothing more than flagrantly colored panties and either a neck tie or similar collar.  I told her flat out I wasn’t walking into a party filled with other kids from our own school half-naked.
 
                 “Why?  You’ve fucked most of them by now,” was her response.
 
                 We ended up doing something rather interesting instead of buying the usual costumes.  Kari dressed to the nines in black leather; black leather pants, shirt, boots, and gloves, all skin tight.  I on the other hand wore a new outfit, a red one, with a blouse that had no back and was cut off square just under my breasts.  It was intended to be worn with a bra, but I went without, and when you add in the super short red flared cotton skirt, I looked amazing.  Sexy AND amazing.
 
                 Ever see a girl wearing one of those tee shirts where it’s cut off and you can almost but not quiet see the bottom of her breasts, and you have this irresistible urge to put your hand under her shirt because the gap is so big and you KNOW her tits are just RIGHT THERE?  That was the look I was going for with this and trust me, I got fondled quite a bit.  There was alcohol too and I had a few beers.  Not many!  Just enough to get pleasantly buzzed.  I remember sitting in someone’s lap, feeling their super hard cock poking me through their pants and my skirt, while their hand slid up my bare belly and under my shirt.  It wasn’t tight and their fingertips glided back and forth across my nipples, sending waves of pleasure through me.
 
                 Eventually the breast fondle turned into a hand under my skirt and I remember spreading my legs and feeling a few fingers slip into my pussy, squelching sweetly in my damp hole.  We were already in a back room of the house and my one partner turned into two and then into three and hands were spreading me apart and someone was giving me another beer and then my shirt was being unbuttoned and my skirt lifted around my waist.
 
                 I was blurry and not really aware of anything but the tsunami of gentle pleasure that was coming up from between my legs and then hands were pulling my thighs apart, lifting my ankles.  My boobs were hanging out and someone’s head had latched onto one, even as my head was gently turned to the left and suddenly hard cock smacked me on the kisser.  I opened my mouth and started sucking.  I felt a fingernail on my clit and stiffened as someone pinched me lightly.  My hips churned and then I felt two fingers enter me, thrusting in and out, gently working me upward in an orgasmic spiral.  Two fingers became three, keeping to the rhythmic pattern of in and out, steady in pressure and depth.  I moaned.  Too many sensations from too many spots were overloading me.  My nipples tingled with someone pinching one and sucking on the other.  I still was sucking cock and my legs were being held open while I was finger fucked.
 
                 Three fingers became four and the sound of the digits sluicing through my petals seemed loud in my ears.  I could feel myself buckling, hips churning in need.  I sucked on the cock harder, as if that would make whoever was fingering me do more.  I felt a thumb against my clit and tried to stifle my cry of desperation.  More happened between my legs and between one thrust and another, the thumb joined the other four digits and that person pushed.  There was a surge of momentary pain as my pussy and pelvis both gave way as an entire hand was shoved up inside me.  I gasped, eyes rolling in exquisite pleasure and the pain was just icing on the cake.  
 
                 Fingers twirled inside me even as the fist twisted and I felt nails scraping my inner flesh, stroking and rubbing.  Something touched my clit, rubbing it violently back and forth in time with the movements inside me and I couldn’t take it any longer.  My body jerked in spasms and then suddenly I cried out, muffled only by the male flesh filling my mouth.  The orgasm jerked through me, making me twitch like a marionette whose puppeteer has just been riddled with bullets.  The hand in my cunt was the most powerful thing I was feeling and it felt incredible.  I was someone’s glove and I fit that person perfectly.
 
                 A moment later my throaty cries were stifled even more as the cock in my mouth ejaculated its salty load down my esophagus.  I choked it all down, still reeling from my orgasm and since the hand hadn’t STOPPED moving inside me, feeling another stirring that had me climbing back up to a second climax.  The cock finally pulled out and I opened my eyes and looked down.  Imagine my surprise to see a familiar black clad form before me, blond hair pulled back, her hand rammed up between my legs.  Kari smiled up at me and increased the pressure and pace.  In moments I was climaxing again, a sex toy under her control.
 
                 When she finally drew her hand out of my pussy I was nothing more than putty.  My legs felt weak and I could barely move my head.  Every pore of my body felt as if it were streaming exhaustive pleasure made liquid.  She stroked my head, smiling warmly, only to push me backward.  The two boys with us helped and I was laid out, my skirt around my waist, my blouse unbuttoned and open.  One of the boys climbed on top of me, his cock newly wrapped in a condom and when he slid his rock hard shaft into me I only moaned louder.  Honestly, it just felt good.  There was no way I was going to cum again from just a vanilla screwing, especially after Kari’s hand had done it’s thing in my cunt, but I loved the weight and pressure on me, the methodical caress between my legs.  He massaged my breasts, his mouth coming down on mine and then I felt him explode, something I hadn’t really ever been aware of before.
 
                 His cock hardened inside me, much more than he had been.   I could sense it.  There was a trembling, a sort of shudder, and his thrusts became more insistent.  As he began to cum he stopped, driving himself once to the hilt and then after the first spurt he pulled out and thrust again.  It was amazing.  I had no idea that I was sensitive enough to actually feel a man exploding!  Of course I was in a state of hyper-relaxation and as the first satisfied boy climbed off, and the second climbed on, I got multiple chances to experience it.
 
                 I’m not sure how many boys I made love to that night.  It’s not that I was drunk or anything, but there were a lot of them. It was my first assembly line sex act.  Kari stayed with me the whole time, moderating, making sure that I was unhurt and that no one abused me.  I know I had sex with at least ten guys, but there may have been more.  I checked with Kari and she laughed with this evil chuckle, implying that I was undercounting the sex by quite a bit.  But she’s been known to trick me before.
 
                 Of course, my reputation after that party definitely dropped into a new category at school and Kari was plagued by requests for “notes”.  Finally I had to tell her to cut back a bit.  Two fucks a day at school was getting to be difficult to pull off and some of the teachers had finally started to wise up as to what was going on.  So while Kari kept me in sexy outfits, frequently stuffed with either the ben wa balls or the vibrator, I was actually able to maintain a semi-normal life.  Kari told disappointed boys to beg for an invitation to her Christmas party, while those who pleased her were granted a note.
 
                 Thanksgiving came and went and when the Christmas season finally rolled around I was in high spirits.  Sex was an almost daily thing for me, and except during my TOTM (time of the month,) I was voracious.  Hell, occasionally I’d find a partner who Kari hadn’t sent my way, taking them in a moment of desperate need.  I learned all sorts of new skills just through experimentation.  I learned how to give hand jobs. I perfected my oral skills.  I learned how to strip like a pro.  I made boys eat from the palm of my hand, but the times I loved the most were when Kari got involved, usually on weekends, and the sex was dark and painful.  There weren’t many boys who could stomach the kind of things Kari liked to do to me and we had a number of them who never came back for seconds.  But there were still enough that enjoyed watching me scream when the hot wax got splashed on my tits or my clit, and there were even a few who participated, helping Kari torture me.  Those sessions were always the best, especially since invariably after my torment and sometimes release, Kari herself would cum, exploding violently.  I always loved seeing that.
 
                 Kari sent out her invitations two weeks in advance and as usual I helped.  It was technically an open party, with anyone who walked in welcome, and it was my responsibility to make sure everyone was having a good time.  We planned for weeks.   Kari ordered food, drinks, and even called Jason Steadham, who would be back in town for the holiday, to come to the party.  I worked along side her with absolutely no clue of what my role would eventually be.  It wasn’t until that Friday morning the week before Christmas that I understood.  School was already out and Kari had picked me up early that day to help her decorate.  As soon as I stepped into her house she told me to strip and I laughed.  I did it too.  We had HOURS before guests began arriving.
 
                 Kari stuck the ben wa balls into me and I taped balloons to the ceiling and garland all over the place.  Kari’s Christmas tree was already up, so mostly we spent the time rearranging the furniture into little “cliques”.  The other rather telling decorative item was the fact that several “bulk” boxes of condoms were liberally sprinkled around the house.  If that doesn’t clue someone in, I don’t know what would.  Finally Kari drove off to get the food while I mixed up gallon jugs of punch and tea.  I hung mistletoe practically everywhere at Kari’s direction and by the time I was done I was tired and collapsed into a chair.  A few minutes later there was a knock and I stood in concern.  I was still buck naked and as the knocking came again, I looked around for my clothes.  They were gone. I had no idea where Kari had stuck them.  Finally, as the knocking came again, I went to the front door and opened it, hiding behind the heavy wood.
 
                 “Jason!” I squealed in surprise as the college freshman grinned at me.  He wore heavy denim and was carrying a large duffle bag.  I let the door swing open and he grabbed me in a bear hug, lifting me off the ground.  The bag bumped me in the ass, which was of course naked, and evidently didn’t seem to phase him.  But as he put me back down I saw someone else and I sort of ducked behind him and his bag, trying to hide my nudity.
 
                 “Oh.  Breanne, this is Parker.  He’s cool.”
 
                 Parker was dark skinned with an olive complexion and looked like an Egyptian god.  While Jason is short, powerful, and built for speed, Parker was tall, slim and looked strong the way a piece of rebar does.  I reached out around Jason and took Parker’s hand.  He grinned at me with really white teeth.
 
                 “It’s a pleasure,” he said politely.
 
                 Jason snorted.  “It’s going to be.”
 
                 I rolled my eyes. “What are you doing here so early?  The party doesn’t start for another two hours.”
 
                 Jason shrugged.  “Kari asked me to come over early and since the party is open I invited Parker to come along.  Hope you don’t mind.”
 
                 I realized that Parker was going to get a good view no matter what, so I came out from around Jason.  Parker’s eyes immediately took in my appearance, lingering on my breasts, my shaved pink slit, and of course my bottom.  I turned slightly, almost unconsciously, to give him a better view.  Yes, I’m like that.  Finally the chill from the open door got to me and I pulled them both in to the house and shut the door.
 
                 Jason moved through the hallway and into the living room like he lived there, which after the previous summer was practically truth.  He stopped, looking down at the coffee table, clearly reminiscing.  Then he turned toward me, dropping the duffle bag on the floor beside him.
 
                 “Let’s see if you remember how to do things,” he said. “Give me some tongue action, Bre.  And while you do that I’ll see about doing some fun things to you.”
 
                 I was already wet, and had even had a few orgasms from walking around with the ben wa balls inside me, but that was NOTHING compared to the desire for a thorough and real fucking.  As Jason sat down on the sofa I went straight to my knees and began working his pants down.  Moments later I had a long cock halfway down my throat while Parker sat down nearby to watch.  Jason was quite responsive to my mouth, but that was to be expected.  I had him exploding in about five minutes of concerted slurping and after he had deposited a thick load of cum in my mouth, I swallowed dutifully and then looked up, eyes begging for more.  I wanted the ben wa balls out and cock inside me.  He saw the look in my eye and stood, pulling me up.  I felt his fingers on my skin and seemed to melt, my body trembling with need and desire.  I reached down to his jeans to get them totally off.  Then his hands pushed mine away and he pulled the leather belt out of his jeans.
 
                 He tossed the belt on the couch, but instead of pulling off his pants and exposing his rock hard cock, he turned me around and pushed me down onto the coffee table.  I blinked, slightly confused, until he lifted my legs as well.  He twisted around and grabbed his belt and I realized what was coming.  My hips rocked in excited expectation and I made sure my tongue wasn’t caught between my teeth.  I closed my eyes and braced myself, fully expecting what was about to come.  My fingers tightened around my ankles, holding my legs apart, knees slightly bent, my pussy an inviting target.
 
                 He swung the belt at my sex with a force that practically sent me to the moon.  It stung me so bad that I actually let go of my ankles, curling up with a gasp that sucked the very air from my lungs.  Jason frowned and then said something to Parker, which I was not in any condition to hear, much less understand.  My entire world focus was the pain between my legs.  But then Parker was coming up off the couch.  In a flash his pants and boxers were on the floor.  He came around to the opposite end of the coffee table, his scrotum dangling above my face a few inches away.  He bent down, grabbed my ankles and manhandled me back into position.  
 
                 I reached up and grabbed hold of Parker’s thighs.  Then Jason hit me again, landing the thick leather of his belt directly on my clit and it curled down the petals until it felt as if boiling water had been splashed between my legs.  I screamed, pulling on Parker with all my might, but he held my legs in a vice-like grip.  Jason hit me again, and then again, and then reached down and pinched my swollen and red clit.  He wiggled it back and forth and it was more than I could take.  The orgasm inside me burst out with a wet squirt and I screamed again in release, my entire body shaking.
 
                 They held me in that position for almost a full minute, with Jason’s fingers pinching my clit and working it incessantly.  When I was done cumming, Parker shook his head in amazement.  “Wow, she really is a pain slut.”
 
                 Jason nodded.  “Told ya.  She get’s off on it.”
 
                 I was still in la la land, but was sufficiently aware of what was going on to look up at Parker.  “You can let my feet go, now.”
 
                 He laughed, his fingers still tightly laced around my ankles.  Parker chuckled as well.
 
                 “Sorry Bre, but we have orders,” he said.
 
                 I blinked.  “Orders?”
 
                 He nodded and reached down to the forgotten duffle bag.  I remembered seeing him bring it in, but never saw what was inside.  He unzipped it and drew out a thin, freshly cut cane.  This made my eyes widen in alarm.  
 
                 “I’ve got to stripe you, Bre.”  
 
                 I swallowed.  “She put you up to this.”
 
                 Jason nodded, and not apologetically.  He was smiling.
 
                 “Where?” I asked just a tad bit timidly.
 
                 He shrugged.  “Any where I want, but Kari specifically said I was to mark your breasts and ass.”
 
                 I closed my eyes.  “Okay, but I want cock in me while it happens.”
 
                 Jason shook his head.  “Sorry, that’s not how this works.  This is prep for tonight’s party.  Kari says if you cum from the caning, that’s fine.  But she wants you worked up.”  He looked up at his friend.  “Parker, I need her ass up.”
 
                 Parker pulled backward on my ankles and suddenly I was bent in half, my feet almost at my ears.  My body curled and my entire bottom was suddenly exposed.  Jason moved slightly to the side and then raised his hand.  The cane whistled down and cut into my exposed rump. A burning line of pain traveled from one side of me to the other and I grit my teeth to stifle the cry I wanted to let loose.  My strange position meant that the lower part of my rear end was most exposed and Jason’s cane cut could almost more accurately be described as landing on the backs of my thighs.  He moved lower for his next strike, which meant higher up on my body and another bright red line was added across my derriere.  
 
                 Three more strokes and Parker was having trouble holding me down.  Jason clucked his tongue and lightly rapped my clitoris with the cane, sending more paroxysms of pleasure/pain through me.  Even as I was trying to escape, I opened my legs wider, hoping he’d hit me more, or harder, or even both.  But instead Jason let fall one more cutting stroke across my ass and then motioned for Parker to let me loose.
 
                 I unfolded, sobbing, my ass on fire.  My hands went down to my rump and literally felt the welts.  From the stinging I knew that my skin was red as well as risen in thin fine lines.  Jason pulled me to my feet and I held on for dear life, my eyes brimming with tears.  As I stood there, Jason nodded at Parker. A moment later his long cock was standing in rigid attention, clad in a condom, and he laid down on the coffee table in expectation.
 
                 “Straddle him, Bre.  You’ve got your wish.  There’s some cock,” Jason said.
 
                 I didn’t even hesitate.  I took one step, lifted a leg and then straddled Parker.  A second later the bulbous head of his shaft was digging through my petals and I moaned as I sank down, burying Parker deeply into my body.  I rocked my hips, the burning heat in my ass fading in the exquisite delight of sex.  Parker’s hands found my breasts, stroking and touching and pinching, but then slid up to my shoulders and down to my wrists, where he grabbed hold tight.
 
                 Suddenly I couldn’t move.  He pulled my hands backwards behind my ass even as Jason came around with the cane.  It whistled through the air and I clamped down on Parker’s cock.  Jason’s first blow hit me across both tits, right across the nipples.  I felt as if someone had sliced me open from one end to the other and had Parker not be holding me I would have covered my breasts and started sobbing.  As it was, I was deeply affected by the sexual need of my body and instead of sending me into fits of apoplectic agony, the cane landing painfully on my breasts only sent me spiraling through the vortex of orgasmic ecstasy with increased velocity.  Another stroke stoked the fires and then another.  I was screaming as Jason laid eight or nine delicately thin welts across my breasts, from top to the sensitive underside, with the greatest majority clearly targeting my areolas and tips.
 
                 When Parker came it was raw and powerful.  He literally lifted me up, supporting my entire weight on his cock and hips as I if weighed nothing. It was quite amazing.  He let me loose as he exploded and I felt the shudders in his shaft as I slumped down.  A few minutes later Jason was laying me on the couch, my eyes closed in exhaustion.  I slept, napping for a half an hour until I heard voices.  Kari had returned.  She came in to the living room after setting Parker and Jason to various tasks and she stroked my hair.
 
                 “You look beautiful, you know,” she said softly.
 
                 I looked up at her.  “You like me like this,” I replied, pointing to my breasts.  Dark heavy red lines crisscrossed them.  She nodded.
 
                 “Come on.  We’ve got an hour. I want to get you in your outfit for the party.”  Kari pulled me to my feet and led me to her bedroom.  She opened a drawer and I looked at her in confusion as she drew out a spool of ribbon, the cheap thin green ribbon you can pick up at any card store or dollar shop.  She approached me and then tied the end around my neck, leaving the loose strand going to the spool dangling down from my throat.
 
                 “What are you doing?” I asked as she took the ribbon and tucked it up under my left breast.  Kari only smiled and began wrapping me.  The ribbon was too thin for her to do a solid wrap.  Instead she crossed it multiple times around my body, leaving my spider web of ribbon across my torso and down my legs all the way to my ankles.  But more importantly, the ribbon did absolutely nothing to conceal my breasts, bottom, or sex.  It was also a tad bit uncomfortable since one strand had been pulled tightly between my labia.  When she was done she tied off the tail of the ribbon and stood back to admire her work.
 
                 “There you go,” she said with a grin.
 
                 I looked down at myself.  Admittedly, it was a fascinating ensemble.  I looked like a cross between a shibari bondage model and every man’s Christmas wish.  My red hair went perfectly with the green ribbon and my breasts seem to bulge out of the green strands.  Or perhaps instead of looking like a Christmas present, I looked like the female villain Poison Ivy from the Batman comic books, only after having her green outfit slashed to ribbons and reduced to nothing more than interconnecting strands of fabric.  There wasn’t even a symmetry to the ribbon tie.
 
                 But regardless, I stammered out the fact that I could hardly attend the Christmas Party wearing a ribbon.  There would be between twenty and fifty people at this party and I could hardly walk around mostly naked, dressed only in a fucking ribbon.
 
                 “Yes you can,” was all she said, tucking away her scissors and the spool.  “Let’s go.”
 
                 As it turned out, I could attend the party wearing nothing but a ribbon.  Kari positioned me in the kitchen, serving drinks, which at first started off being nothing more innocuous than iced tea and punch.  But then the liquor started arriving and by the time the party really got rocking, with loud music, and plenty of people, there was enough beer to drown a horse and even some harder stuff.  Somehow, an entire bottle of vodka got dumped into the punch and after drinking several glasses of the stuff myself, I was having a much better time.  Of course getting drinks was highly popular.  Guys seemed to hang out in the kitchen and I was getting fondled constantly.  But eventually fondling turned into something more serious and in an alcoholic induced haze, I got one guy to agree to dispense drinks in exchange for something more tangible than the opportunity to wiggle my nipple back and forth.  I slipped under the table and began sucking on his cock.
 
                 When he was done, I found Kari looking for me.  She laughed when she caught me coming out from under the kitchen table wiping cream from my lips.
 
                 “You are such a slut!” she said, slightly exasperated.  “But if that’s what you want…” her voice trailed off.  She grabbed my hand and led me out into the party.
 
                 There were people everywhere.  Most of them I didn’t recognize and it’s not because I was drunk, which in all probability I was.  No, it was because a whole lot of people I didn’t know seemed to have come to the party.  The age disparity was also pretty evident.  Lots of people over twenty were there, which put me at the lower end of the totem pole.  I was still shy of seventeen by about three and a half months.  
 
                 Sex was everywhere.  Evidently I wasn’t the only girl wanting cock at the party.  There was a bleached blond girl getting hammered on the couch while one guy did her bottom half and another worked away at her mouth.  My eyes widened in surprise and delight. I’d never even THOUGHT of that!  Then Kari pulled me away.  The door to the deck was open and I shivered as I passed it, but sure enough, there were a bunch of people in the spa and I’m guessing that swimsuits were optional.  From the way a number of people were bouncing around in there, I think they were playing musical cocks, except there were always enough straight hard dicks to sit on.  I was pulled into the dining room where all the food was laid out and I passed Jason, who was standing under some mistletoe, getting fondled and doing some fondling with two girls from my high school that I did recognize.  They weren’t naked, but I knew it wouldn’t be long before they were.  
 
                 And then Kari dragged me into the living room.  Right into the center.  That was where people were dancing, or sorta dancing.  Everyone was in half states of dress and there were enough tits and ass hanging out that I wouldn’t have been too noticeable if I hadn’t been wearing anything but a ribbon in something akin to sloppy shibari bondage.  Or perhaps it was the still bright red cane marks that crossed my bosom and rear.  Who knows?  What I do know is that her scissors flashed and the one piece of ribbon that had crossed from front to back between my legs was gone.  I groaned as she tugged the remnants out of my soaked slit, dragging the slightly bumpy ribbon over my clit and downward.  
 
                 It must have been prearranged.  At least I hope it was prearranged. Because within a second of having that single ribbon dragged out from between the petals of my sex I was suddenly surrounded.  Three guys.  Ostensibly they were dancing, but they also touched me as I stood there and suddenly the thumping base moved me and I did something I didn’t think I could do.  Dance.  I know, you’re laughing at me.  But you have to understand that unless we’re talking line dancing (which I can’t do either by the way) most rural Texans have very little clue unless it’s holding each other in your arms and swaying back and forth.  It’s more likely that we know how to go cow tipping. (Yes. I do know how to tip a cow.) No, I discovered that night that every woman knows how to dance.  I swung my hips, twisting back and forth, sliding my hands up and down my own body.  I reveled in the touch of my fingers as they lightly teased my own nipples.  My hands went down between my legs, not just feeling wetness, but getting soaked.  
 
                 There was a boy across from me, and he got closer and closer until finally he was rubbing his body against mine.  His shirt suddenly disappeared and I put my hands out and on him and then suddenly my breasts were rubbing against him and his hands were touching me, moving around to cup my caned bottom and then to slide through my wet petals.  I groaned, reeling from the drinks, the music, the heat, and most of all the need that was burning through my veins.  I grabbed him and dragged his face down to my breast and he eagerly slurped on each of my nipples in turn.  Then hands were placed on me, more than one set and I was dropped down to the floor.  Someone’s mouth locked on mine for a moment and the overhead lights dimmed and then brightened again. I felt fingers gliding over my body.
 
                 Suddenly there was cock in my face and I turned my head to the side, opening up obediently like a good little slut.  I felt my ankles being tugged apart even as my lips wrapped themselves around a thick shaft.  I sucked as best I could lying down, but I was quickly distracted by the fact that another cock began probing me down below.  I was already soaked beyond belief so it was only a matter of aim before I had another six or seven inches of boy meat thrust into me.  Someone grabbed my wrist and I felt another dick in the palm of my hand.
 
                 The guy skull fucking me was doing a good job and I was starting to feel a little dizzy, which combined with an approaching orgasmic experience was rather amazing frankly. I’m not into asphyxia, but having to suck air around a thick cock when you’re about to orgasm is not something to scoff at.  It’s an aphrodisiac, that’s for sure.  Of course a moment later I did explode, and quite vocally too.  But the fun didn’t stop.  The guy pumping my loins joined the club a moment later and then sex became a Chinese Fire Drill.  Mouth guy went to pussy.  Pussy guy went away.  Palm guy went to mouth.  New guy went to palm.  I became an assembly line of sex.  Henry Ford would have been proud.  I just laid there, too stunned and busy to be really aware of what was happening.  
 
                 Don’t ask how many guys I had sex with that night.  Not because I’m ashamed of the answer, but because I truly have no idea.  That was the night that stopped keeping a tally of all the guys I’d had sex with.  After round robin sex counting seemed rather pointless.  Finally, around two in the morning Kari shut things down and I remember lying on the floor of the living room, covered in cum, dripping condoms, ruptured balloons, spilled punch, cake, and beer, reeking like the aromatic mixture of whore’s bed and beer soaked back alley.  Kari kicked her way through the detritus and knelt down next to me.
 
                 “How ya’ doin?” she asked softly, picking up an only somewhat soiled paper napkin and wiping a thick glob of white goo from my face.  Some of my oral sex partners hadn’t made it to my pussy.  
 
                 I smiled stupidly and made a sound that was half contemplative and half out of it.  But I looked at her and then slurred “I wanna fuck you.”
 
                 Yeah.  I’m a fun drunk.
 
                 Kari nodded sagely.  One of us had kept our head that evening.  She patted me on the leg and I tried to open my legs for her. I actually remember thinking “why isn’t Kari sticking her cock in me?”  That’s how out of it I was.  Not good.  
 
   “Okay girl. I think you’ve had enough fun tonight.”  She hauled me to my feet, half carried, half dragged me to her bathroom, and dumped me in the shower stall, which was a great thing because a few minutes later I puked.  I laid there as the warm water sluiced the toxins and fluids away and I fell asleep in the tub, only vaguely aware that Kari came in later, turned off the water, and laid a clean, white, fluffy towel over me.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve: Mr. Benson
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                 I didn’t need much convincing after that about the negative effects of alcohol.   Not that it did much good.  As soon as “Breanne is a fun drunk” got added to the already dubious reputation I had at school I was instantly the party favorite. I swear that Kari and I got more invitations to parties the spring semester of our junior year than there were weekends.  Invariably I’d have a few beers or sometimes harder liquor if someone offered it, and I’d end up being the evening’s entertainment or under more controlled conditions, Kari’s fuck slut.  She would police the party and determine who got to do me.  On my side, it was a blur of cock and the occasional pussy. I don’t remember most of it to be honest.  
 
    It’s odd because now after college, I’m not a heavy drinker at all.  I don’t really enjoy beer anymore and while I still like really fruity wines and of course if you REALLY want me to fall all over you, probably naked, begging for some fun, bring me a Celtic Creamsicle.  2 ounces DeKnupper’s Butter Schnapps, 2 ounces of Bailey’s Irish Cream, a scoop of Vanilla Ice Cream, and top it off with multiple ribbons of melted caramel and I’ll gladly be the party slut at your next BDSM get together.
 
   The partying and drinking started to have an effect on my grades and my home life suddenly turned a little tense.  I was still masturbating on a regular basis, but my parents started curtailing my outings with Kari, and thus the parties, when my report cards got a bit troubling. I’m pretty bright and usually brought home A’s and B’s without much effort.  But when you don’t bother doing your homework because you’re spending too much time orgasming or sucking and fucking the entire male population of the school, it’s understandable how my grades became an issue.
 
                 So as my parents locked me down, Kari was left more to her own devices.  I was stuck in my room, school books open on the desk in front of me, with my vibrator stuffed up inside me, buzzing away.  As I worked to bring my grades back up, Kari continued to excel and she began forming relationships outside the sexual ones she had already established.  Suddenly she was staying late to help with some decorating committee.  Or she was working on the costumes for the spring musical in the theatre department.  
 
                 I was still getting regular notes, but they had settled down to two or three boys a week, and half of them were oral only, which definitely lighted the load.  I had pretty much found every possible place to have sex in school without getting caught.  Behind the curtain back stage in the auditorium, the field house, the PE locker rooms, and my absolute favorite: outside behind the concealment wall where the green electrical transformer box was located.  No one EVER found me there!  
 
                 Things were chugging along just fine for me.  My sex life had become a combination of daily masturbation and two or three guys a week, mostly at school immediately after classes.  Kari was getting heavily involved in social activities and I got dragged to a lot of things I had absolutely no interest in, but agreed to help out because Kari was running the show.  Everything was going fine until one early spring afternoon when one of my teachers asked me to stop by his classroom after school.
 
                 Mr. Benson was one of my favorite teachers, but not because he was a hunk or anything.  In fact, he wasn’t.  He was in his mid-forties, had a huge bald spot on his head, thick glasses, and a scruffy voice.  That said, he was one of the best history teachers I’ve ever had and I had him two years in a row.  History is one of those classes that I do well in because mostly its just remembering some dates, except it isn’t, ya’ know?  Mr. Benson made it a story.  He connected the dots and made us understand that everything was combined together.  I remember him asking us when the conflict between the North and South began when discussing the US Civil War.  I was sitting there trying to think 1861?  1862?  Oh no, Mr. Benson told us that the root causes began in the early 1700’s just after colonization began.  We blinked and then he explained it all too us.  Wow! 
 
                 So I admit I was surprised that Mr. Benson needed to see me after school.  As asked I padded my way to his classroom.  It was another one of those days where Kari had provided me with a slightly more risqué outfit than my normal attire and so I was dressed in a skirt and peasant blouse that let my curves really show.  As usual, my panties and bra were sitting in the back seat of Kari’s car, in perfect view I might add, since Kari thought that having them on display might embarrass me more.
 
                 “Hi, Mr. Benson!” I said brightly, shutting his room door behind me.  I wasn’t stuffed either, which had made my day easier, but I was still damp.  Even without a cadre of sex toys I was constantly horny.  What does that say about me?  
 
                 “Breanne, come in.  Sit down,” Mr. Benson said.  I did as asked and moved to one of the desks immediately in front of his podium.  He came around and sat down on the desktop next to me and reached into his pocket.  My heart thudded painfully as I recognized the note paper.
 
                 “There was a little bit of a commotion in the boys’s restroom earlier today and a number of students were fighting over this piece of paper,” Mr. Benson explained.   I swallowed.  I had a good idea of what was on that little slip.  “I admit that I was a little shocked.  I’ve heard some rumors, but having them confirmed like this is a bit unusual.”  He looked at me seriously.  “Do you know what’s on this paper, Breanne?”
 
                 “No sir,” I lied.  “Innocence.  Think innocent thoughts, Bre” I said to myself.
 
                 Mr. Benson unfolded the paper and looked at it.   “It seems to be addressed to you,” he explained.
 
                 Well duh, it’s addressed to me.  I knew damn well that Kari had written it and given it to some boy.  The only question was what kind of act the note demanded of me.  Was the note for a blowjob?  A quickie?  Or was it a full service, do everything kind of fuck fest that would take an hour?  Since Kari wouldn’t be able to drive me home until after whatever stupid committee meeting she was attending was over anyway, I could easily see her finding something to fill my time.
 
                 Mr. Benson handed me the note and I cringed.  Sure enough, the note demanded that I “service” the person in possession of the letter.   And Kari had specified I was to offer everything, from an opening blowjob to screwing my brains out.  I read it, took a deep breath, and handed it back to Mr. Benson.
 
                 “Do you have anything to say, Breanne?” he asked quietly.
 
                 I licked my lips, my nerves tingling.  “Well, it’s very specific, isn’t it?” I asked.
 
                 “You could say that,” Mr. Benson replied.  His tone was hard to nail down. I thought there was a bit of disappointment there, but there was also something else, something more visceral.
 
                 I looked up at him.  Then I shifted slightly in my seat, spreading my knees so that it would be easy to look up my skirt.  “So, do you want a blowjob first and is it okay to screw me here in your room?” I asked.
 
                 You could have heard a pin drop.
 
                 The shocked look on his face was easily the most amazing thing I had ever seen up to that point in my short life.  As he started to stammer I slid from my seat, my hands raised as I dropped to my knees.  My fingers found his cock and I was only mildly surprised to find it stiff.  He pulled away from me, gasping, but I already had a hand on his belt buckle and pulled him back.  I felt his hands on my shoulders, pushing me away.
 
                 “Breanne!  No! I can’t!” he stammered.  
 
                 You would think I’d have trouble opening the pants of a forty something year old man who didn’t want to be taken by a sixteen year old girl, but for some reason I didn’t have much trouble getting his buckle undone and his zipper down.  I think the fact I was pressing against him rather tightly might have helped, but come on, he was a grown adult.  I was a waif.  If he wanted me to stop, really stop, he could have forced me right then and there. Instead I was able to yank down his white briefs and latch on to his cock with my mouth with little trouble.
 
                 Mr. Benson groaned, his fingers curling in my hair as I bobbed up and down on his cock, sucking and licking him.  He tasted good too and the surge of passion that rippled through me was more than enough to turn my own libido on to full power.  I reached up and began caressing Mr. Benson’s balls while bobbing my head up and down.
 
                 And then he exploded, spurting white ribbons into my mouth, startling me.  Hell, I’d barely gotten started!  He groaned and I dutifully swallowed as much as I could, wiping the rest off the corner of my mouth with a single finger, only to put it back in between my lips.  Mr. Benson groaned again and sat there, his wet limp dick hanging out, looking for all the world as if what he had just done would cost him his career.
 
                 Okay, I’m not stupid. I know it could have killed his livelihood.  But I’m not a bitch, nor am I vindictive.  And I’m pleased to say that Mr. Benson is still teaching, though he’s much closer to retirement now.
 
                 He looked at me in something akin to shock, to dismay, to disbelief and I smiled up at him, licking my lips.  He was satisfied, ravaged by a sixteen year old girl, and a student besides.  But me?  I wasn’t anywhere close to being done.  I went back down on him, sucking and licking his limp shaft back to hardness.  It took about ten minutes and while I did it one hand played along my own folds, fluttering with light fingers against my clit.  I’ve always felt that two things make me give better blowjobs.  One is being turned on and gently stroked.  The other is getting pussy whipped.  They are opposite ends of the spectrum and you’d think that at least one wouldn’t do anything for my performance, but trust me, trying NOT to bite someone’s dick off while someone is whipping your pussy hard is one of those things that really teaches you to focus.
 
                 To be honest, I’m surprised Mr. Benson let me get him hard again.  Okay, maybe not that surprised.  Halfway through the second blowjob I reached up to my peasant blouse and tugged it off over my head, leaving me bare breasted and totally exposed from the waist up.  The sight of my boobs was more than enough to finish the hardening process and I only stopped slurping on Mr. Benson’s cock when it was clear he was stiff as an iron rod.  I shot a hand out to my purse, snagged it, and grabbed a condom.  I pulled it out and quickly covered his purple tip, sliding the prophylactic downward over his entire cock.
 
                 I pulled back and sat down on my rump, opening my legs.  My denim skirt slid upward around my waist and my exposed slit was right there, in complete view and ready for taking. Mr. Benson groaned, his cock in his fist and he practically fell to the ground in front of me, the desk and chair rattling behind him.  He knelt between my knees, aiming for my honey pot with mindless need and when he entered I moaned softly, throwing my head back.  Pure bliss surged through my loins as his thick shaft slid in perfectly, massaging my insides into orgasmic bliss.
 
                 We moved together, fucking and he pressed me down, putting his weight on my body.  It felt incredible and then his mouth was on mine and we kissed, his fingers and mouth moving from my jaw, down my neck, only to scoop up my breasts and suckle them too.  His thumb and forefinger found my right nipple and tweaked it.  I moaned.
 
                 “Please…” I whispered.  “Pinch me!” 
 
                 He didn’t say a word, but the pressure on my nipple increased and I matched the intensity with coital thrusts.  Our hips slammed together, our breaths mingling, and he fucked me silly in the middle of an aisle between rows of student desks.  His other hand found my breast and then both nipples were caught in the tight clasp of his fingers, rolling and squeezing, tormenting me.  It became too much and I cried out, exploding wetly, my arms grasping him tightly.  Then I lay back, dazed and lost in the aftermath of sexual euphoria while he finished pounding into my pussy, filling the condom with another burst of semen.  
 
                 I would have preferred him staying on top of me, but he pulled out of my grasp.  His eyes were haunted, a guilty expression on his face.  What would I do?  What would I say?  Would this one moment of stupidity cost him his career.  He stripped off the condom and yanked up his trousers, looking around guiltily.  
 
                 “Please! Get dressed!” he begged me.  
 
                 I rolled over, giving him a good view of my bare bottom, but then I stood up.  My denim skirt fell back down, covering my wet loins and I picked up the peasant blouse and slipped back into it.  My full breasts tingled as the white cotton rubbed against them and I sighed with pleasure.
 
                 Mr. Benson moved away, back around his desk, so that the solid wood was between us.  “Breanne,” he said, his voice fraught with emotion.  “Um…. What just happened is…”
 
                 “Is what?” I said.  I smiled gently.  “I really appreciate you helping me with that assignment, Mr. Benson.  Hopefully I’ll get a good grade on the test.”  I picked up my bookbag as he looked at me in confusion.
 
                 “Breanne…” he said again.
 
                 I picked up the note.  It was lying on the floor and I folded it carefully.  Then in a moment of absolute wickedness, I handed it to him.  He took it from me, his eyes wide.
 
                 “Just in case,” I whispered.  “You might want to tutor me again.”
 
                 He held it in his hand and then nodded.  I left without another word and went looking for Kari.
 
                 I found her in one of the English classrooms, where she was just finishing up.  I walked in and she looked at me.  With a grin she came over and planted a chaste kiss on my cheek.
 
                 “Have fun?” she asked.
 
                 I nodded.  “Who did you give that note too?” I asked.
 
                 Kari gave me a look of confusion.  “What do you mean?  You didn’t recognize him?” she asked crazily.
 
                 I chuckled, just a slight bit of hysterical laughter in my voice.  “Oh I recognized him, but I think the note was waylaid, because the man who gave it to me was, I’m sure, not the guy you gave it to,” I explained.
 
                 Kari’s eyes narrowed.  “Then who did you fuck if it wasn’t Bill Johnson?” 
 
                 I grinned.  Billy Johnson was another junior and no doubt was rather disappointed that he hadn’t got to screw my brains out.  Kari was still waiting and I winked mischievously, turning away.  I wasn’t about to tell her.  At least not at that moment.  Sometimes, I like to keep things to myself.
 
                 History was awkward for a couple of days after that, but when Mr. Benson realized that I was still treating him like I had before and that our carnal knowledge of each other seemed to be a secret, he slowly became more comfortable calling on me or just speaking to me.  For me, it wasn’t hard.  I had no real emotional attachment to him, other than a warm feeling of friendship.  I wasn’t in love with him, nor did I expect gifts or favors.  I made it perfectly clear that I still wanted to be graded appropriately, though I suspect that on a few of the more subjective grades, like my essays and stuff, he was more lenient than he should have been.  I was more of an A minus student than an A plus, but I wasn’t knocking it.
 
                 Prom came and went and I spent another phenomenal night at the hotel, bound to the bed.  My birthday passed by with cake, ice cream, and an amazing spanking from Kari along with a new dildo. My grades improved and by the time summer arrived, the restrictions on my activities had been lifted.  Once more I began spending lots of time at Kari’s place, most of it naked and tied up.  Kari had moved on and developed an interest in rope bondage and I was the natural guinea pig for her interest.  I was bound in about a zillion ways, most of them uncomfortable, all of them sexual, and I discovered a certain limberness to my own body that I hadn’t suspected was there.  Kari would leave me trussed up like a turkey, stuffed with a vibrator for hours, watching as I slowly went banana crackers.  It turned her on to put me through that kind of suffering and eventually she’d straddle my face, working the vibrator in and out of me while I tongued her.  We’d both cum with shaking fits, only Kari would then stick the vibrator back into me and leave me there for another hour.  It was intense.
 
                 It was around July when Kari broached a subject with me that made me intensely uncomfortable.  We were in the pool and I was clinging to the edge with Kari immediately behind me, her left hand digging in my sex, making me groan and whimper.
 
                 “I have a big favor to ask of you,” she whispered in my ear.  Her bikini clad breasts pressed against my back.  I moaned, nodding.  Her fingertips found my clit and pinched it lightly, driving me even deeper into oblivion.
 
                 “You know my dad?” she asked.  I nodded.  Of course I did.  He and I had encountered each other a few times, even after the divorce.  Kari and I had gone over to his little condo to meet him for lunch one day during the previous summer.  He hadn’t been home yet and so we decided to swim in his tiny grotto pool.  Both of us had been naked and Kari had been working a giant purple dildo into me when he had arrived a good hour before he was supposed to.  Kari and I were both shocked and we had clung to the edge of the pool to hide our nudity.  Oddly enough however, Kari’s dad was oblivious to what was going on and evidently he never even wondered why there was a pair of blue bikini bottoms floating in the middle of the water.  After talking to us for a moment, he had turned around and gone back inside, clueless.
 
                 It’s not that he was obtuse, but you have to understand that Kari’s dad is in many ways like Kari herself.  He’s obsessive compulsive about certain things, like his work, and his social skills are not exactly way up there.  Even today, James Anders is all about business and not about anything else.  He didn’t even remarry until my senior year of college, declaring that he would be damned before he ruined another woman’s life.  To be honest, I rather like him.
 
                 “He’s been having a pretty stressful time right now, “ Kari explained.  I groaned in response because she was still thrusting three fingers in and out of my pussy.  It’s tough to listen respectfully to someone who is doing that to you.
 
                 “And I was wondering if you’d be willing to fuck him.”  Her fingers wiggled around inside me.
 
                 My eyes snapped open.  I turned around, the movement pulling Kari’s fingers out from between my legs. 
 
                 “Excuse me?” I demanded, hoping my ears had misheard her.
 
                 Kari at least had the decency to look embarrassed.  “I’d like you to fuck…
 
                 “Your father?” I said loudly.  “Are you nuts?”
 
                 She twitched her head and her wet blond hair fell to the side.  She looked slightly uncomfortable but then nodded.  “Yes. I know.  But look, he’s been under a lot of stress lately and I know that he’s not socially adept.  He probably hasn’t been with a woman since he and mom split up.”
 
                 I blinked.  “But Kari.  He’s your DAD.”
 
                 She frowned. “Well it’s not like I can do it for him!” she retorted.
 
                 My mouth hung open.  “He knows me!  What am I supposed to do?  Just show up naked on his door step?”
 
                 Kari’s lips pressed together.  “That would work.”
 
                 I rolled my eyes.  “What makes you think he’d be open to something like that?”
 
                 Kari let out an explosive breath.  “Look. I’m just worried about him.  If he had a way to let off some steam, then maybe he would do a little better.  Take better care of himself.”
 
                 “You want me to babysit him?” I demanded sarcastically.
 
                 She shook her head.  “No. Not like that.  Look, I’m not ordering you to do this, but please?” she begged.  She reached out and put a hand on my breast, her thumb lightly rubbing my nipple.  I was still terribly turned on and I couldn’t help letting out a moan.  I nodded, almost imperceptibly, but Kari smiled with warmth and suddenly was hugging me.  I held her close, reveling in her touch, but then her hand went back down between my legs.
 
                 “Thank you, Bre.”  Her voice was thick with emotion.  “I know exactly how we’re going to do this.”
 
                 
 
   Chapter Thirteen: Mr. Anders
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                 I arranged with my parents to spend not just one day, but the entire weekend over at Kari’s place.  My dad had already accepted the fact that I really wasn’t into farming and that my interest lay elsewhere, so he wasn’t real difficult about me shoving my chores off on one of the ranch hands or him.  At that point we had two part time guys come and help, mostly during planting and harvesting season.  Dad handled early morning feedings while I mostly helped with the horses.  I still went to a few rodeos, even competed, though I wasn’t very good. The only memorable one I had was when Dad wanted me to do the barrel racing because I was so good on the back of a horse.  Unfortunately Kari came with me that day and right before competing, she had dragged me aside, ordered me to pull down my jeans and panties, and stuffed a vibrator into me. And it was on.  Do you have any clue how hard it is to ride a horse when you’ve got a seven inch plastic cock buzzing away inside you?
 
                 Kari picked me up that afternoon around two pm and I tossed my knapsack in the back of her coupe.  Together we roared off, but instead of turning left and heading down to her house, we turned right and soon were speeding down I-10 east toward Houston.  Our conversation was reserved.  I was still very nervous about this, wondering what Mr. Ander’s response would be to finding his daughter’s best friend in his condo, a living fuck doll.  Kari and I had planned for rejection, but Kari was optimistic and hopeful that her father would know what to do with a willing seventeen year old girl in his place.
 
                 Finally we turned north toward the Woodlands.  Her father was a financial analyst and had moved up north after the divorce.  His place was located just a few miles off of I-45 and it wasn’t long before Kari pulled her little coupe in front of his condo.  We got out and Kari pulled a large black duffle bag out of the trunk.  Together we marched up to the front door and she took a key out of her purse and opened the condo.
 
                 The inside was about what you would expect from a late forties bachelor who had plenty of money.  The furniture was expensive and lush – mostly leather, and the television was this massive projector screen television that dominated half the room.  He had a DVD player as well as a VCR, massive home theatre surround sound speakers, and a coffee table that had enough water rings on it to make it clear he never bought a coaster.  The place was also messy.  Cans of empty soda had been left all around the place, there was old pizza sitting out, and dirty dishes in the sink.  It had the look of a place that only received a cleaning once or twice a week.
 
                 Kari told me to relax and so I sat down on the couch and flipped on the television as she went into hyperdrive and started picking up.  She’s like that.  She once actually cleaned MY kitchen, much to my mother’s embarrassment and pleasure.  In short order the soda cans (along with a few beer bottles) disappeared, the old pizza was tossed, the counters and dining room table wiped, and everything tidy.  Then she disappeared into the bedroom.
 
                 I heard the bed sheets being changed as Kari hummed to herself and about fifteen minutes later, she called to me.
 
                 “Hey, can you bring me the duffle bag and come in here?” she asked.
 
                 I walked into the bedroom.  There was a queen sized bed in the middle of the room, capped on either end by thick wooden frames.  A large bureau stood against the wall with another large television set perched on top.  There were no plants and no art and the place looked Spartan.  Two nightstands stood to both sides of the bed, both sporting alarm clocks. The bed had been remade, with the top sheet and comforter pulled back almost to the foot of the bed.  Kari grinned as I handed her the duffel bag.
 
                 “All right, go ahead and strip,” she said, unzipping her bag.
 
                 I licked my lips.  Showtime right?  The clocks seemed to be synchronized and said it was three thirty in the afternoon.  Kari hadn’t really told me what the plan was, but I’m a follower, and so I shucked out of my khaki shorts and the halter top I was wearing.  My flip flops were already off, lying by the front door, so there wasn’t a whole lot to take off anyway.  I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties either, which left only the ben wa balls inside me.
 
                 Meanwhile, Kari was unpacking her bag.  I watched, half curious, half wary, especially after the thin willow switch came out.  Kari began arranging the contents on one of the night stands, laying two sets of bondage cuffs, thick purple rope, a set of rubber tipped nipple clamps, clothespins, her cat-o-nine tails whip, along with a box of condoms, various lubrications, and even one of those spiked Wartenberg wheels.  Damn.  Where did she get that?”
 
                 Once both of us were prepared, she sat me down on the edge of the bed and snapped open her makeup case.  Base, eye shadow, liner, and blush all went on, but she only put a gloss on my lips. Then she went to work on my hair, weaving it into two lush braids that fell down to both sides of my head and looked disturbingly youthful.  I caught sight of myself in the bathroom mirror through the open door and I looked like a seventeen year old girl trying to be a twelve year old girl, who was trying to look like a twenty year old woman.  The irony of that observation has always struck me as hilarious.  
 
                 Kari had me stand up and unraveled her rope.  First she draped it over my shoulders, letting the strands come straight down between my breasts.  She twisted the rope a few times and then tapped my thigh.
 
                 “Open your legs,” she ordered.
 
                 “What are you doing?” I asked as I spread my feet a good three feet apart.
 
                 “Shibari.  I’m not an expert, but I read an article on how to do some basic ties.”
 
                 “You’re going to leave me tied up?” I asked in surprise.
 
                 She laughed.  “You’ll be mobile, just parts of you will be tied up.”
 
                 Remember, I had no experience with shibari bondage at that point.  Sure, she had been playing around with rope and I’d been tied up a few times already, but those ties had been like the classic western “lady on the railroad tracks” bondage.  Hell, I even had to show Kari a few knots.  She had no idea how to tie a half hitch, or clove hitch and even screwed up square knots on a regular basis.  I’m surprised she knew how to tie her shoes.
 
                 Kari’s fingers spread the petals of my sex and tugged out the ben wa balls.  “Don’t want these interfering,” she said with a grin.  They were deposited next to all the other sex equipment on display, leaving a little wet mark on the nightstand top.  She moved to my side and pulled the rope, both ends, between my open legs and then carefully parted my labia as she tugged the rope tightly upward, letting it dig into my slit. 
 
                 I couldn’t help groaning and Kari adjusted the rope so that my clit was actually lightly trapped between the two thick strands of nylon hemp.  The rope felt slick against my skin, silky smooth and I felt my pulse quicken.  I was getting seriously turned on.  Kari ran the rope up through my butt crack and then split the ends after twisting them once.  Both ends of the rope were brought around to my front, circling me above the hips and Kari pulled the ends through the front strands that went from my neck to my sex.  Back and forth her hands flew and when I looked down again my front had become a diamond pattern of rope, with strands going all the way around me multiple times.
 
                 She did a little more work and I felt my breasts bound and compressed.  It wasn’t painful, just very different, not to mention arousing and both nipples hardened, poking out sweetly.  I shifted as she worked, enjoying the sensation.  It was both liberating and confining all at once. I’ve always loved being bound like this.  Kari tied off the ends of the rope near my neck, leaving about three feet of hemp dangling from the back of my neck down my back.  Then she picked up the bondage cuffs.  It didn’t take her long and I helped by holding out each limb in turn as she quickly attached the Velcro lined foam cuffs.  She left the silly plastic clips unattached, but as she patted the bed and told me to get on it and kneel, I felt her hands pull my wrists behind my back, deftly tying them with the rope.  
 
                 But as soon as I was bound with my wrists behind my back, ostensibly with the same rope harness that was wrapped around my breasts and rubbing at me between the legs, Kari told me to relax. I settled down.  I knew that Kari’s father would be arriving soon and that I wouldn’t be waiting longer than thirty minutes.  
 
                 She scooped a few more things out of her duffle bag and I was surprised to see one of the dresses she had bought for me the previous summer. It was sexy bordering on slutty and left enough to the imagination to keep law enforcement from hauling me off to jail, but also exposed enough to make it not very hard to imagine the rest.  A pair of high heels went with it.  There was also a white see through chemise, and lastly my chevron shirt and a tight black mini-skirt that screamed “slut”.  These she hung in the closet after making a show of them in front of me.
 
                 “Just in case,” she said smartly.
 
                 “Just in case what?” I asked.
 
                 Kari shrugged. “What if he wants to go out with you?” she asked.
 
                 I blinked.  I hadn’t considered that.  What if this was going to be an all weekend kind of thing?  Was I about to become Kari’s father’s mistress or something?  His sex slave?  I admit that I felt another surge between my legs at that thought.  But then something else occurred to me.
 
                 “Kari?  Did your dad ever buy more tapes?” I asked softly.  
 
                 Kari paused and looked out at me.  “Yes,” she said darkly.
 
                 “You… um… have checked to make sure none of them are too extreme, right?” I asked.
 
                 Kari came out of his closet and put her hands on my shoulders.  “Bre, he won’t hurt you, okay?” she said, but then grinned.  “Much.  Don’t worry, his tastes really haven’t changed.  I suspect he’ll do to you the same things I do.”
 
                 I nodded.  “All right.”
 
                 She glanced around and then looked at the clocks.  They read three minutes after four.  “Okay, I think we’re all set.  I’m gonna swing by that Chinese place we passed on the way in and make sure there is sufficient food here for the both of you,” she said.
 
                 I shook my head.  “Don’t.  It will be good for us to have a naturally induced time limit. If we’re both hungry he’ll have to untie me and take me out.”
 
                 Kari gave me a concerned look.  “Are you okay with doing this?” she asked again for the hundredth time.
 
                 I nodded.  “Yes, but let’s not make it easy for him to spend the entire weekend here in the bed.”
 
                 “But that’s the idea,” Kari replied forcefully.
 
                 I sighed.  “Please?”
 
                 Kari grimaced but then shrugged.  “All right.  Then I’m going to head over to his office and make sure he doesn’t work late tonight.
 
                 “All right,” I replied.
 
                 “Are you comfortable?” she asked.  
 
                 I shrugged.  “Reasonably,” I replied.  After all, my hands were tied behind my back and I was kneeling sloppily on a large queen sized bed.  There was a bit of discomfort in my breasts thanks to the squeezing of the rope, and my clit felt as if someone were caressing it every time I twitched, but on the whole I was fine.
 
                 Kari picked up the nipple clamps and pinched the two little rubber tipped, duck bill clamps open.
 
                 “Kari!” I exclaimed as she approached.  I twisted away but she managed to grab me, pinning the first of the clamps to my left nipple.  They were tight, but not terrible and I only gasped as the shock of it hit me.  Kari laughed and got the second clamp attached, but she didn’t tighten the screws.  The black chain connecting them dangled down and I groaned.
 
                 “There. Now you ARE uncomfortable!” she said with a grin.  “You look exquisite.”
 
                 My chest was heaving and my sex was now starting to seriously soak the rope.  “I do?” I asked, my voice trembling.  
 
                 “Absolutely.  He’ll love it.”  She licked her lips and suddenly wrapped her arms around me.  “Thank you so much for this.  I can’t tell you what it means to me that you’re willing to be…” her voice choked up.
 
                 “Hey, no problem,” I said, embarrassed to see her like that.  Finally she blinked and grinned again.  
 
                 “Be back in about twenty minutes!”  Then she waved and left, leaving me to mild sexual aggravation and an overactive imagination.
 
                 I wondered how Mr. Anders would react to finding me bound on his bed.  What if he just demanded I leave?  Kari had agreed to wait for thirty minutes nearby just in case, but the idea of being shoved naked and bound out the front door set my nerves afire.  I’m ashamed to admit that part of me actually liked the idea.  How’s that for disturbing?  But I also wondered what he would do to me.  Would I be sucking cock in a few minutes?  Would he fuck me?  Would he see the slightly faded marks on my breasts and ass and know that he could renew them with Kari’s willow switch?  So my brain provided more than enough fodder to keep me entertained and sexually aroused for the twenty two minutes I spent kneeling and bound on James Ander’s bed. 
 
                 I heard the rattle of keys and then the front door opened.  I heard familiar voices.
 
                 “Are you sure you don’t want to come in?” Kari’s father asked.  
 
                 She laughed.  “No, this surprise is just for you.  Something to help you de-stress and relax, Dad.  You need it trust me.”
 
                 There was a soft grunt, “Well, I appreciate your concern, but really I don’t see why you have to leave…”
 
                 “You will, Dad.  You’ll see.  Have fun, okay? Call if you need anything?”
 
                 “Sure sweetie,” was the reply I heard.  “And thanks for picking up the place.  Guess I need to do a better job with housekeeping.”
 
                 “No problem, Dad.”
 
                 There was a muted sound and I pictured them hugging.  Then the door shut and I heard a soft sigh and pair of keys being dropped on the kitchen counter.  Then the fridge opened and I heard the pop of a soda can.  There were a few more sounds and then I heard the settling of the living room couch and the sound of the television.
 
                 Oh shit.
 
                 For a second I wondered what to do.  This was certainly an unforeseen turn of events and I’m glad that Kari hadn’t gagged me.  Summoning up some courage, I coughed loudly, hoping that I could be heard over the television.  I coughed again and a moment later James Anders peered in through the half opened door, looking both wary and curious.
 
                 “Oh my God,” was all he said.  Our eyes locked together and I smiled, trying to convey both pleasure at seeing him as well as my willingness to be his fuck toy.  I spread my knees a little wider and wiggled a bit.  His eyes did a pretty thorough job taking in my naked and clamped breasts, not to mention the swollen petals of my split sex.  I saw him glance at the assembled items on the nightstand and he took a few more steps into the room.
 
                 “Breanne, isn’t it?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded, keeping the smile on my face.  “Yes sir. I’m glad you remember.”
 
                 He licked his lips, but not with sexual appetite.  He was clearly uncomfortable.  “My daughter put you up to this?”
 
                 I realized I was treading on dangerous water.  I paused, dropping the smile.  “Not the way you might think, sir,” I replied.  “Kari mentioned that you were under a lot of stress, and since some of my interests coincide with yours, she thought I might be willing to explore some of those interests with you.”
 
                 Yes, the moment those words were out of my mouth I regretted them.  His eyes widened, but look… Kari herself might as well have posted a sign that said “Dad, I know you like tying up girls and whipping them, so have at it!”  In fact, I’ve always wondered if Kari’s dad knew how much the two of them had in common.  Both were dominant personalities, both liked girls, and both got turned on doing sexually aggressive and slightly painful things to their willing lovers.
 
                 “I see.  That’s…considerate of her.”  He took another step closer, coming around the end of the bed.  He looked at me and I could see he was tempted, but the look of discomfort on his face was still dominant.  “This is a bit awkward though, I mean, you’re what… sixteen?  Seventeen?  I’m forty eight.”
 
                 “I’m seventeen sir, and very legal.  And to be honest, sir, your age doesn’t matter very much to me.” I smiled sweetly.  “In fact, it might be nice to be with someone more experienced.”
 
                 He laughed ruefully, with quite a bit of self-depreciation.  “I think you’d be disappointed with my experience.  Jessica was never into this kind of stuff.”  The reference to Kari’s mom seemed tinged with regret.  I never understood how James could love Jessica Goslin when they were apart, because when they were together, they fought like cats and dogs and porcupines. Feel free to guess who the porcupine was.
 
                 James’ eyes locked on my breasts.  “Do those hurt?” he asked softly.
 
                 I glanced down at my chest.  My nipples were throbbing, and yes, they did hurt.  But not the same way having a broken arm hurts.  I know. I had a broken arm once.  It sucked.  But I sensed a certain level of uncertainty in Kari’s father, at least as far as BDSM activity went.  So I played it down.
 
                 “Yes sir, a little.  But it really turns me on, so I don’t mind them,” I explained.
 
                 He nodded.  “So how long have you been doing stuff like this?” he asked, waving at the willow switch and assorted toys on his nightstand.
 
                 I swallowed, wondering how much to confess. “A couple of years now sir.”
 
                 He took a deep breath.  “And my daughter knows about your sexual proclivities I see.”
 
                 “Yes sir.”  I was hardly going to elaborate.  Telling James that he was likely going to have sex with his own daughter’s lover wasn’t going to go well.  Probably.  Hell, who knows.  Maybe that would have been a turn on.
 
                 He sat down on the edge of the bed, only a few inches away from me.  “So what am I supposed to do with you, Bre?” he asked.   
 
                 I took a deep breath.  “You should use me sir.  Whip me, spank me, clamp me, and when your cock is hard you should ram it inside me.  And you should do it for the entire weekend.”
 
                 He blinked. “The entire weekend?” he asked stupidly.
 
                 I nodded.  “I’m yours until Sunday evening, Mr. Anders.  I’ve even got a few outfits if you want to go out too.  But honestly I hope I spend most of my time here in your bed.”
 
                 He licked his lips, this time imagining the possibilities.  “You’re serious, aren’t you?” he finally asked.
 
                 I nodded.  I was soaked and my shifting was causing the rope to slide through my petals dangerously. I NEEDED to be fucked by that point and I’m afraid I might have been just a bit too eager.  “Please sir?  I need it.  I want it.  Hurt me and fuck me, please?”
 
                 James Anders, forty-eight, slightly balding, with a touch of paunch, reached out.  His fingers snagged the chain dangling between my breasts, the clamps biting into my tender nipples.  I gasped as he pulled lightly, almost knocking me off balance.  I twisted and the rope dug into my sex with even more pressure.
 
                 “Then I guess we’ll start by removing these clamps,” he said.  Then with a sharp yank he tugged them both off in one pull.  I screeched a little as the blood rushed back into my nipples.  He held out one hand and settled me upright again.  His thumb stroked my left nub, sending even more sparks of sweet sexual agony through me.  I panted, my hips rolling, fucking the damn rope and wanting more.  James Anders looked me in the eye, his face beaming.
 
                 “After all, they’d be in the way when I whip you.” 
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                 “So did Kari pick these out?” he asked.  I nodded, looking just a bit chagrined.  James Anders came over and put his hand on my back on one of the few spots of bare skin that wasn’t marked with red stripes from the whip.  
 
                 “Sorry.  She’s a bit juvenile when it comes to appropriate wear,” I apologized.  
 
                 He shrugged.  “Well, it’s not that I mind the look. It’s just that people who see us are going to think one of two things.”
 
                 I laughed.  “That I’m a hooker or that you’re a cradle robber.”
 
                 He chuckled. “That’s putting it nicely.”
 
                 I tried to smile, but I wasn’t feeling as confidant about things as James was. Sure, I had been out with Kari before dressed like a tart, but that was at the mall.  Now I would be going out with a mature man and rather than being a teenage girl with some serious issues, the impression most people would have of me were going to be negative.   To be honest, I really would have preferred to order in. 
 
                 “I guess the dress would probably be the best, then. It’s a little fancy, but it’s at least a little more mature,” he said finally.  
 
                 I nodded.  I had already undone the braids in my hair and brushed it loose, improving my apparent age by about four years.  I’m not sure putting on the dress did anything to help.  It was nothing more than a deep set V neck that didn’t just show my cleavage, but went all the way down to my belly button.  Then it flared into a sort of stretch skirt that covered my ass and front with about an inch of depth.  It meant that every step was again a struggle to prevent my pussy from being advertising space. My breasts were merely covered by the folds of the top, as if a set of drapes had been wrapped around my neck, falling down over my breasts, and then sewed into a loop to go around my loins and ass. And since Kari had thoughtfully not included panties of any kind, nor a bra (not that it would have worked with the dress anyway,) it was just me and not much else.
 
                 Once I was dressed, I went into the living room and found James putting on his loafers.  He looked great in his dress shirt and black trousers, the collar loose.  I smiled and pressed myself up against him, smelling his cologne.  He kissed me on the cheek.
 
                 “Are you ready?” he asked, running his fingers down my front.  My skin tingled as he touched my sternum and moved laterally, slipping under the loose top. His fingers grazed my nipple and I purred.  He pushed the material aside, baring my breast and then bent down and suckled the tip.  Part of me wished he’d throw me back on the bed and ravish me again.  While his bondage and discipline experience was a little weak (he had been afraid of actually hurting me,) his love making skills had been quite nice.  He had even pushed me over the edge into orgasm long before he came, which is something I really appreciate, especially as I’ve gotten older.  Nothing sucks more than burning sexually, only to have your partner pop and unable or unwilling to help you achieve the same satisfaction.  Of course, I’ve been told that my purpose isn’t for self-gratification, and as one dom explained to me, “I like it when you don’t cum.  If it were up to me, you’d never cum again.  It would serve you right.”
 
                 Thank God it wasn’t up to him, right?
 
                 Finally his mouth released me and I struggled to contain myself.  I was already soaked, just from the idea of going out dressed in such an outfit, but combining it with immediate sexual stimulation had me right on the edge of desperation.  He straightened and grinned.
 
                 “You okay?”
 
                 I nodded, my throat tight.  “Yes sir.  Just… tense.”
 
                 His lips pressed together, clearly amused.  “I had no idea you were so voracious Breanne.” He grinned suddenly.  “I wish I had known a year or two ago.”
 
                 I laughed.  “I was underage then,” I said.
 
                 “Somehow, I doubt that made a difference to you.”
 
                 It was my turn to chuckle.  “You’re right, it didn’t.  But we need to keep this R rated, instead of illegal.”
 
                 James Anders took my arm.  “I was hoping for something more X-rated, like earlier.”
 
                 I smiled.  “I hope so.”
 
                 We headed out and he was the perfect gentleman.  He opened the car door for me, helping me in and out, all while ogling my bare slit, which was instantly exposed the moment I sat down in the car.  It wasn’t as red as Kari usually turned it, but I wasn’t complaining.  James drove north a bit and then took me to an Italian restaurant that about blew my socks off, except I was wearing high heels and not socks.  It was my first real introduction into the world of high class eateries, something I was rather unaccustomed too.
 
                 Don’t get me wrong, I’m not so backwoods that my family didn’t occasionally eat out, especially as the urban sprawl moved steadily westward on I-10.  But generally my own father is a steak guy and if he’s not cooking his own, we’ll go to Texas Land and Cattle, which back then was about a thirty minute drive away.  We’d go once or twice a year and I thought it was the best thing ever.   Now, after living with Kari and being exposed to her world, especially after she became a successful interior designer, my tastes have become more civilized. Sure, I still love a good steak, cooked medium, with the top and bottom quarters lightly browned and the interior good and pink, but I’ve gotten more sophisticated in my pallet as well.
 
                 But that evening with James, I was a fish out of water.  My eyes were wide in alarm as we walked in and rich woods and fine leather and amazing art established the atmosphere. James and I were escorted to the very back of the restaurant by a hostess whose eyes stayed locked on me.  I knew what was going through her mind. It was written on her face.  She went through a basic thought process I’ve seen hundreds of times since.  “Father - daughter?  No, she’s dressed like a slut.  Wanna be trophy wife?  No.  Too young.  Slut?  Absolutely.  Whore?  Probably.”
 
                 And once I was carefully classified into that little slot the hostess did her absolute best to put us in a spot where we wouldn’t attract attention.  To be honest, I was grateful.  I think James was too.  I sat there across from James, my breasts practically hanging out, talking about everything from my favorite sexual positions to how Kari was handling living with her mother.
 
                 I found James easy to talk to.  He was smart, mature, understanding, and frankly I had trouble figuring out why Jessica Goslin divorced the man.  But then I remembered that he could be… inattentive… as well, and that was part of Jessica’s problem.  Perhaps what she really needed to do was dress like a slut and purchase some bondage cuffs.  Maybe that would have gotten James’ attention.  As it was, I was James’ “partner” for a full weekend and loved every second of it.  
 
                 “You seem uncomfortable,” James observed halfway through dinner.  I had tried to eat like a lady, but I was really hungry and I discovered that I absolutely loved scallops, so they were gone.  But the pasta was still amazing and I was grinding through the food like I had spent the day in the saddle, or being the saddle!  But while I was preoccupied with the food, I kept shifting around.
 
                 “It’s the dress,” I admitted.  “Your daughter likes dressing me up like a tramp and it’s a bit disconcerting sometimes.”
 
                 James nodded.  “It does look good on you though.”
 
                 “Thanks, I just wish that everyone didn’t look at me and think ‘hooker.’  It’s humiliating.”
 
                 He sawed another piece of his steak off the slab of meat on his plate.  “So if it makes you feel uncomfortable, why do you do it?” he asked.
 
                 I licked my lips nervously.  I kept my thighs pressed together.  Ever so often I relaxed just enough to feel the cool air of the restaurant on my bare and very wet petals and I knew that I was on display.  Thank God there wasn’t anyone down that angle from me.  Finally I answered.
 
                 “I, um… well to be honest.  I don’t like it.  But it seriously turns me on too.  I’m a bit messed up,” I confessed, blushing down to my breasts.
 
                 James grinned.  “Really?  You mean you’re turned on right now?”              
 
                 I nodded, still embarrassed.
 
                 “Actually, I think that’s amazing.  And very erotic.”  His eyebrows angled in mischief.  “I like the idea of you sitting there, desperate.”
 
                 “Well, I am,” I replied.
 
                 He paused for a moment, as if considering something.  “Good, then putting these on won’t really change things too much for you.”  He pulled his hand out of his pocket and dropped something on the table.  My eyes widened as I recognized the black, rubber tipped nipple clamps, complete with chain.  He must have palmed them back at the apartment.
 
                 “Now?” I asked, swallowing down my surprise and nervousness.
 
                 He nodded.  For a man whose BDSM experience was watching a bunch of porn tapes, he sure picked up the cruel master thing pretty quick.  I looked at him and saw the same sort of steel that was frequently reflected in his daughter’s eyes.  I reached out and took the chain.
 
                 I glanced around nervously.  My back was to the other diners, but the kitchen entrance was right in front of me, with frequently passing waiters.  And when I say frequently, I basically mean that every male employee of the restaurant was making an excuse to either hover for a few seconds in the doorway or pass by every few seconds.  My water had been refilled nine times if that tells you anything.  I waited for a momentary lapse in the attention and then pulled the material away from my left breast, exposing everything in one fell swoop.  I attached the clamp quickly, stifling the little cry of pain as it bit down.  Evidently someone had tightened the screws without telling me.  How sweet of them!  I groaned as the pain shot through me and then I pulled my dress back over my breast and the clamp, right before another waiter slowly walked by.
 
                 Now came the harder application.  My right side was next to the aisle and I again waited for a clear moment.  Unfortunately James was staring at me expectantly, as if the delay was unacceptable.  As his face darkened, I realized that I really couldn’t wait.  So with a deep breath I pulled the dress away from my right breast and tried as quickly as possible to place the clamp.  Which was right when another waiter walked through the doorway.  His eyes widened as he stared at my breast and I hurriedly let the clamp bite and covered my chest.  He actually came to a halt and stared at me, as if willing me to do it again.
 
                 The pain wasn’t unbearable, but it sent sparks through me.  But instead of just going to my brain, they took a detour down my spine, swirled around through my pussy first, and only then went shooting up to my brain.  So by the time my mind had reacted to the delicate yet crushing pinch of both nipples, my pussy was already demanding something thick, hard, and filling.  I turned scarlet and looked away, trying to sort out the physical demands my body was making with the emotional ones my ego was applying.  What resulted was a visibly insecure girl who was clearly sexually aroused – chest heaving, higher pulse, mouth partially open, eyes slightly glazed, hips moving spasmodically – with one who was utterly and totally humiliated to be the focus of so much attention.
 
                 James loved it.  I have to admit, at least in hindsight, that the addition of the nipple clamp chain, solid black and crossing from one breast to the other, was the kind of elegant jewelry that I’ve always preferred.  It left a very clear impression of what was happening, but the dress itself prevented anyone from knowing exactly WHAT was happening.  I could almost hear the thoughts of the waiters as they walked by.  “Damn, she is hot!  Chris said she had her tit out and was clamping it.  Look at that chain!  I’ll bet both her nips are crushed with clamps.  Damn.  I wish I could fuck her brains out!”
 
                 Even the female waitresses were giving me looks and there were two who smiled at me, clearly just as taken with me as the boys.  It was disconcerting to be as popular as the food.  James enjoyed the way I squirmed in my seat, clearly aroused and humiliated.  As the wait staff continued to find excuses to march past our table, James grinned and finally pointed at me with his fork.
 
                 “Maybe you should just accept it,” he said.
 
                 “Accept what?” I asked, still trying to mentally make myself smaller and less noticeable.
 
                 “Well, you are an attractive woman, wearing sexually suggestive clothing and you get turned on from being humiliated,” James explained as if I should follow his logic to the obvious conclusion.
 
                 I took a sip of my water.  “I don’t understand sir.”
 
                 He shrugged.  “Simply put, you are a humiliation slut.  Accept it.”
 
                 I flushed crimson again. “Wouldn’t that be contrary sir?  If I just accept it, having it happen to me won’t be embarrassing, so I wouldn’t be humiliated.”
 
                 James laughed.  “Expose the nipple clamp on your right tit,” he ordered suddenly.
 
                 My eyes widened.  I bit my lip, but I brought my hands up to my bosom.  Slowly, eyes on the kitchen doorway, I pulled the front of the dress away from my right breast, pushing the material to the side.  My nipple tingled and throbbed from the clamp, but it was the exposure that had me reeling.  My pussy seemed to tighten dramatically. Another waiter swung by, his eyes catching sight of my breast and he stared stupidly, and then hurried off.  I knew where he was going.
 
                 “James!” I hissed, eyes flared in panic.  He took another bite of his steak, chewing slowly.
 
                 “What?  There is absolutely nothing wrong with your breasts.  They’re beautiful.  It’s not illegal to have them on display either.  So what seems to be the problem?”  
 
                 I glanced fearfully at the door.  To be honest, I’m not sure what the problem was.  Perhaps it was the fact that back then, despite everything Kari had done to me, this was different. I wasn’t flashing someone, or at a party with friends. I was in public. Real public.  At a fine restaurant, with my clamped breast hanging out.  My chest heaved as I struggled to master myself and I was only aware of two things, my environment, and the fact that I was so close to orgasm that had I been touched, ever so gently, on my clit, I would have exploded with more force than I ever had before.
 
                 I clutched my fork and sat there and sure enough the parade started.  First one waiter, than another, then the two waitresses in rapid succession, all staring at my clamped nipple.  The fork vibrated along with the rest of me, all from nerves and James just watched in delighted amusement as I suffered. Finally it was up to me and I glanced back at him, ready to beg to be allowed to put my breast back under the dress.  But that’s not what came out of my mouth.
 
                 “Please…” I whispered.  “Please James! I need to cum!” I gasped.
 
                 His eyes widened. “Excuse me?” he asked.  
 
                 “I need to cum,” I said, my voice shaking just as much as the rest of me.  The fire between my legs was intense, as if it were sucking the oxygen out of the room.  Or maybe a better analogy would be that there was a fire laid, with mounds of tinder, and some sweet soul had even doused the wood with gasoline and lighter fluid.  There was already a smoldering.  But I needed a match to make it all go up.
 
                 James grinned.  “Sure.  Expose your other breast.”
 
                 Not what I had in mind.  Definitely not.  I cringed but did as he asked, reaching down and pulling aside the soft material.  Now both breasts hung between the pushed aside front of my dress, the two soft mounds connected with a black chain from nipple to nipple.  If a single breast had so excited the wait staff, you can imagine the steady line with my entire top on display.  But while it made things worse, it didn’t send me over the edge.  My hips rolled and I started to put one hand under the table to touch myself.
 
                 “Don’t.  Leave your hands on the table.”
 
                 I whimpered.  “Please!  I need to…”
 
                 James shook his head.  “I don’t care.  The point of this is not your release.  The point of this is to humiliate you.”
 
                 I was just about ready to cry, but more from the tension of the situation than from actually being upset.  Kari had NEVER put me in a situation like this.  I had always had some measure of control.  Even walking the mall with my ass half hanging out hadn’t been as explicit as this.  I glanced down at my plate and forced my arm to move.  I stabbed another scallop and brought it, trembling I might add, to my mouth.  James’ eyes were locked on my breasts, watching how they moved as I lifted my arm and hand.  
 
                 “They’re rather exquisite you know,” James commented after a moment. “You can actually see where I whipped them.  It’s quite obvious.”
 
                 I’m pretty sure I didn’t blush.  Mostly because I was already scarlet in shame.  The realization that not only were the waiters getting a view of my tits, but also could see the whip and cane marks on them made things worse.  My bottom lip trembled and I think James could see that I was at my limit.  He held me there for another minute and then reached across the table and took my hand.
 
                 “Breanne.  In a moment, I want you to orgasm. You will put your left hand down between your legs and touch yourself.  I want you to do it silently, but with lots of expression.  I want everyone who walks by to know exactly what you are doing.  Do you understand?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded stupidly.  My brain was already on auto pilot.  All I pretty much heard was “cum”, “silent”, and “expression”.  I connected the dots and then when he inclined his head, I drove my fingers downward.  I hauled the hem of my dress up the required half inch to get to my pussy and I spread my legs wide under the table.  With gentle fingers I touched my clit and realized that I was much more wet than I had anticipated.  I was sopping wet.  I thrust a single finger into my snatch while my thumb moved against my clit and I wriggled in my seat, clearly finger fucking myself.  My mouth opened soundlessly and stayed that way as I began to pant.  My body rolled from neck downward and I undulated with sexual abandon.  The next waiter to walk by not only stared, but stopped, watching the show with delight.  I closed my eyes.
 
                 “No!” James snapped, his voice low.  “Open your eyes!” he commanded.
 
                 I did.  There were two waiters standing in the doorway across from me now.  Then a third.  They were whispering.  My fingers pinched my clit and a sharp pain exploded up through me.  My breath caught and then my entire body seemed to fold in on itself.  I let out a low cry, totally unable to prevent the explosion coming.  A look of anguish crossed my face and I grimaced at the almost impossible task of keeping quiet.  My audience had grown to include one of the waitresses and she was in the back, eyes bright, her mouth moving.  I could almost hear her.  “Come on… you can do it.  Cum!”
 
                 And I did.  I exploded.  Wetly, thoroughly, emotionally, physically, mentally, with heart and soul, with every fiber of my being I orgasmed like someone who had never done it before.  My toes curled, my fingers tightened into fists.  My nipples stopped throbbing and joined in the fun, merging in sexual bliss as every muscle in my body tightened and released.  I became lighter than air, a wisp of a person, and I attained a metaphysical altitude that I’m not sure I’ve ever experienced again.
 
                 When I spiraled down again from high orbit, James was once again eating his steak.  My audience had grown to about seven people, all standing in the doorway and included both the hostess and the cook now.  My chest heaved and the dangling chain of the nipple clamps seemed to shake.  I tugged my fingers out from between my legs and realized that from the angle of the doorway, the raised seat I was on, and the position I was in, not only had my breasts been on perfect display, but every single one of the people watching, with the exception of James, had been able to see my finger fucking perfectly.
 
                 Burning with shame I closed my legs and brought my hand up.  I grabbed my napkin, but James snatched it away.  
 
                 “Lick your fingers clean,” he ordered.  
 
                 Oh my fucking god.  Can humiliation get any more serious than that?  I glanced at the wait staff.  They were still watching, wondering what the humiliation slut would be doing next.  I brought my own gooey, sex scented hand to my mouth and stuck my fingers in.
 
                 Some of them looked away in disgust.  Most, including the waitress, loved it.  
 
                 James and I finished our dinner without further incident, though I was uncomfortable.  He made me keep my breasts exposed, but it was the rather prickly sensation of my wet dress and soaked pussy that kept me shifting in my seat.  Right after the waiter brought the check, the waitress I had seen watching me with such delight, swung by our table again, except she slipped a piece of paper to me. I took it in surprise and James grinned.
 
                 “What does it say?” he asked.
 
                 I opened the little note.  “Rose,” I said.  “And her phone number.”
 
                 James chuckled.  “My, my, my, you are popular Breanne.”
 
                 James was kind enough to allow me to put my breasts back inside my dress on our way out, but the moment we were back in his car he asked me to expose myself again.  As I did, he reached over and tugged on the nipple clamp chain, sending another wave of combined sexual discomfort and desperation.  
 
                 “Put the seat back and masturbate,” he ordered next.  I lay backward, looking up at the car ceiling, the hem of my dress pulled up to my hips.  My fingers went down to my wet slit and began rubbing. I moaned.
 
                 “No, put your right leg up on the dashboard,” James said as the car started moving.  I complied, liking the new position even more.  Sure, I was more exposed, but it was dark outside and I didn’t care anymore.  I wanted to cum again.  A moment later the window came down and I squealed as the warm humid night air of north Houston swirled into the car.
 
                 “Put your foot out the window,” James said.  I did as ordered and felt even more awkward.  Granted, it made masturbating easier, but it felt so wrong.  The arch of my sole tingled in the wind and my high heel vibrated as we picked up speed.  It was like a flag, announcing that in this car there was a barely dressed girl, masturbating.  Come look.
 
                 But it was also dark and the drive back to James’ apartment went quick.  I didn’t even cum between the restaurant and his place.  When he pulled into a spot, I brought my foot back into the car and straightened up.  My breasts were still hanging out, but we walked quickly back to his place and then I was once more concealed in privacy.  The moment the door closed behind me, James whirled, voracious.  He practically ripped the dress from my body, physically throwing me across the room onto the sofa.  I gasped as the room spun and then he was forcing my legs apart, his head diving down between the shaved petals of my sex.  
 
                 His tongue darted against my clit and I cried out, my fingers tightening on the back of the couch. I held myself open, with only my hips moving at the gentle yet forceful lapping of my sex.  I sat there, spread and ready, wearing only my nipple clamps and the high heels.  James’ hands found my bottom, cupping it, lifting me up, pulling me closer.  I let him, reeling in delight at the working mouth against my flower.  
 
                 As my back arched, he came up for air, climbing and crawling, his hands struggling with his pants.  I helped as much as I could and then he was tearing off his shirt.  His cock was thick and hard and straining as I tugged down his boxers.  Then he fell on me like a piranha, devouring me with his mouth. I could taste myself on his lips and our tongues swirled as his cock not just penetrated me, but impaled me, blasting so deep that I thought he was trying to fuck my ass from the wrong side.
 
                 It was brutal.  It was power.  It was incredible and I was the receptacle of that need.  James pumped in and out of me, our bodies sliding from the couch to the floor and I felt the scratchy carpet against my back and buttocks.  The movements were violent, almost inhuman and James took me until he grunted in release, his cock spurting massive amounts of white creamy sperm deep into my body.
 
                 He collapsed on top of me, one hand cupping a breast, the other in the crook of my shoulder and he stayed in me until his cock softened.  Only then did he roll away, worried about crushing me. I could have told him that I loved it.  I’ve always loved it when a man put his weight on me. I love the feeling, especially if it’s right after they’ve cum.  I was still needy, but I twisted to look at him.
 
                 For a moment, pure bliss centered in his eyes, but then there was a flash of panic.
 
                 “Oh God!  Breanne! I didn’t use a condom!” he sputtered.
 
                 I grinned.  “Don’t worry. I’m on the pill, plus my time of the month was last week.  I’m not due to ovulate for another ten or so days,” I said softly.  
 
                 When I had first become sexually active with boys, Kari had made it a point to make sure that we were both on birth control.  I didn’t ask my parents obviously, because that would have been like taking out a billboard that said “Hey, your daughter is a fucking slut and has had sex with most of the boys in her school.”  So Kari arranged the pills.  She took me to the doctor, paid the bills and the prescription and off we went.  In college, we had the university’s medical coverage and she paid the extra.  Now a days Kari enrolls me on her business insurance and I go in for checkups and such every four months.  I’m lucky to have her.
 
                 James looked relieved.  “Thank God,” he said with a sigh.
 
                 I laughed.  “Didn’t want me being the mother of your daughter’s half-sibling?” 
 
                 He chuckled.  “Well, that’s not what I meant…”
 
                 I grinned.  “I don’t think Kari would appreciate it either.”
 
                 We both laughed and that laughter became intense.  I rolled over and climbed on top of him as we chortled, my hands finding his cock and rubbing it lightly.  
 
                 “Think you can get this up again?” I asked playfully.
 
                 James nodded.  “If anyone can make it happen, it will be you.”  Then his eyes narrowed mischievously.  “Let’s call it a task.  Get me hard again in ten minutes or I’ll punish you.”
 
                 I slid down his body and laid a kiss on his limp cock.  “What if I want to get punished?” I murmured.  His cock seemed to pulse and length slightly. I grinned.  “What if I want you to tie me to the bed and whip my breasts and my pussy?  What if I want you to hurt me and fuck my brains out?” I whispered.
 
                 He let out a soft groan.  “Okay, fine.  Get me hard in ten minutes and I’ll punish you!” 
 
                 I opened my mouth and sucked him in, the gentle pulse of his thickening hardness growing in my mouth.  Ten minutes and I’ll get punished?  
 
                 Easy.
 
                 Over the next few years James Anders and I spent several amazing weekends together.  He didn’t remarry until my senior year of college and I remember his smile and warm hug at Kari’s and my graduation.  Our friendship has lasted even beyond that though and I think back to those fun filled days with fondness, and just a touch of wishful thinking.  Had our ages been just a touch closer, it might have worked out.
 
   Chapter Fifteen: Homecoming 
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                 Summer went quickly by, mostly because I learned to drive.  Dad taught me himself, which was sort of a joke anyway because I had been driving the combine since I was eight.  It’s tough to be intimidated by a car when you are used to driving a five thousand pound tractor.  Sure, there were some differences, but within a few days I was driving my dad’s Ford F-150 pickup like I’d been born in it.
 
                 There were some other differences too.  Kari got a job.  She interned that summer at an interior design firm for six weeks and I blame that job for turning her away from fashion design.  She was quite taken with it.  I didn’t get a job, but I helped out at the farm a lot, which made my sexual liaisons few and far between.  Most days it was just me and my vibrator, though I admit that I took it out with me when working in the fields.  There’s nothing better than stripping naked in the middle of a field of soy bean stalks, masturbating like mad, while leaning against the back wheels of a tractor.
 
                 When school started that fall I was pleased to get back into the groove of things, and for things to get back in my groove.  Kari had ended her internship and had switched from theatre to art.  I was still in choir and goofing off.  Hell, the first day back I was propositioned four times by various boys, though I only had sex with one.  He was a freshman kid who had heard from his older brother about me and I arranged to meet him behind the school in the electrical transformer alcove.  His cock was small but he was so cute!  I sucked on him for about a minute before he exploded, sending a thick glob of cum down my throat.  He was embarrassed, but I told him to come see me again the next week for a real fucking.
 
                 Kari started handing out more “fuck Breanne” notes too and by the end of my first week I had already serviced two new guys.  My reputation was firmly established as being not only a slut, but a pervert who liked whips and chains as well.  It didn’t help that Kari practically abolished my normal attire, forcing me to change into something skimpier and sexier every morning in her car.   
 
                 With an unending supply of cock, I was much happier and when Kari volunteered us to help with one of the floats for the homecoming parade, I wasn’t too upset.  She designed the thing and for three weeks we drove over to another girl’s house and worked with balsa wood, baling wire, and crepe paper, creating this massive garden themed float on a derelict trailer.  To be honest, I was actually impressed.  There were flowers everywhere and a stand where the queen and king would sit.  Spots for their court were liberally littered around the thing.  
 
                 Kari didn’t run for homecoming queen.  She was certainly popular enough, but she gave me a queer look when I suggested it.  “How do you know they are voting for me because I deserve it, and not because I have you?” she asked.
 
                 I blinked.  I hadn’t even thought about that.  
 
                 A week before the parade I watched as Kari stitched together a green costume.  I lay on her bed, stark naked, feet up in the air, trying to read a text book, while failing to ignore the softly buzzing vibrator Kari had pushed into me earlier.
 
                 “What is that for?” I asked, glancing over.
 
                 “One of the flower girls,” she muttered from her sewing machine.
 
                 I made a humming sound.  “Flower girls?”
 
                 Kari nodded.  “We’re going to have four girls around the base, sitting on the float being the flowers and waving.
 
                 Sure enough, the costumes were impressive.  From about the hips up I found myself wearing a green sheath that emphasized my breasts nicely.  The sleeves sported massive felt leaves over both hands, and the hoodie was attached to a felt dandelion flower.  The other girls were roses and daffodils.  I stood there trying it on, naked from the waist down as Kari made adjustments.
 
                 “I look stupid,” I commented later.
 
                 Kari just glared.
 
                 Finally the day of the parade rolled around and early that morning we all met at the assembly area.  I was wearing shorts and a tee shirt, having avoided Kari’s normal morning attire change in favor of us being around a bunch of adults who were also helping with the floats.  As the parade floats began to line up, Kari helped the four of us flower girls into our costumes.  I remember thinking that my red shorts really clashed with the full bodied dandelion costume.
 
                 Kari took us one at a time to our assigned spots and I was last.  When I climbed up on the float and slipped into the “hole”, Kari climbed up behind me.
 
                 “Yeah, just sit down on that little box,” she said.  
 
                 I did as asked.  The hole for my torso was only as big around as my waist and I had to wiggle a bit to fit.  But once I was in I looked just like a flower, with everything from my navel down beneath the top of the float and thus invisible.  It was actually kind of comfortable.  The framework behind me was secure enough to be a back rest and while it would suck to get an itch on say, my bottom, I was rather pleased.
 
                 Kari fumbled around behind me and I saw a glimmer of light appear in the crack between my waist and the float frame.
 
                 “What are you doing?” I asked my best friend as she knelt down.  To my surprise, there was a hatch or a door or something right to my side.  I leaned over but then I felt her hand on my ankle.  I squawked.  
 
                 “What are you doing?” I demanded again.
 
                 “Hush, Bre,” was all Kari would say.  Her hands traveled up my leg and grabbed hold of my shorts.  “Lift up, Bre.” 
 
                 I glanced down.  “What? No way!  You can’t do that!” I whispered, terrified someone was going to see.  I looked around in wild terror but no one was paying the least bit of attention to what Kari was doing.  In fact, everyone was looking at the queen and king who were dressed to the nines and having some pictures taken.
 
                 Her fingers pinched me and I let out a tiny yelp.  But my cringe gave her the room she needed and I felt her tug my shorts down around my ass.  I squirmed, but it didn’t stop her and the next thing I knew my shorts were around my ankles.  I fought with her and my flip flops came off as did my clothing.
 
                 She glanced at me with a grin of victory.
 
                 “Kari!  I’m naked from the waist down now!” I whispered in anger.
 
                 She shrugged.  “So?  Now be a good girl and don’t fight this.”  She opened her bag and pulled out her vibrator.  She went back into the hatch and I felt her hands spreading my thighs.  I clamped my legs together, and Kari got frustrated.  Her head came back out.
 
                 “Breanne Erickson, if you don’t spread your legs I’m going to punish you so hard that you won’t be able to masturbate for a month.”
 
                 “Please! Kari, please no!” I begged.  But her eyes answered me.  Slowly, I spread my legs.  Kari went back into the hatch and I felt the vibrator against my sex.  Kari worked it inward and I shifted in my seat, the flush of shame on my face and tears in my eyes.  How could she do this to me?
 
                 I felt the vibrator start up and it wasn’t on low.  Kari continued to twist the base until the vibrator was thrumming along on full power, sending shocks through my body.  She pulled out a pair of the foam bondage cuffs and then locked my ankles together.  A Velcro strap around my thighs completed the bondage and then she closed the hatch.  
 
                 “Your shorts are down there if you absolutely need them,” Kari said.  “And I’ll be walking right next to the float.”
 
                 I swallowed, trying to deal with the buzzing vibrator.  “If I stand up, everyone will see that I’m not wearing anything down there.”
 
                 She nodded. “I know. Don’t stand up.”
 
                 I licked my lips.  The tremors inside me were building rapidly.  “I don’t think I can handle the vibrator right now.”
 
                 Kari grinned.  “I know. I want you to cum.  Hopefully a lot.”
 
                 I blushed.  “You’re trying to embarrass me?” I said.
 
                 “To humiliate you.  I know how much it turns you on.”  She laughed.  “You’re lucky I’m not putting clamps on your breasts.”
 
                 I stared at her in horror but she just laughed and closed the hatch.  I heard it shut and then she walked away.
 
                 The first few minutes were tolerable. I’d gotten accustomed to the vibrator, even though usually it was moving in and out of me, or pressed against my clit.  To just sit there with it on wasn’t nearly as difficult as it was when Kari’s hand was controlling it’s movements through me.  As the parade began and the float started moving, I took a deep breath and tried to ignore it.
 
                 But like Chinese Water Torture, things get worse over time.  Sure, there wasn’t any direct stimulation going on, but after ten minutes of powerful vibrations, my libido had risen to the occasion and was demanding compensation.  I swallowed hard and as the float hit the parade route, my hips started moving back and forth.  The end of the vibrator was jammed against the rubber padded seat and with every wiggle it moved inside me, sending waves of pleasure through my pussy.  Then smiling and screaming faces were lining the street and I put on a brave expression and waved.
 
                 The itch became a burning sensation and my waving faltered as my loins began thrashing beneath me.  The vibrator demanded something of me and as I scanned the crowd, smiling faces beaming at me, I felt the incredible need to touch myself, to pinch my clit, to fuck that vibrator like there was no tomorrow.  I started bouncing in my seat which did nothing to help my situation and actually made it worse.  By the time we were half way to the school, I was so ready to cum that the only thing preventing it was my mortification of being on display, with hundreds of people looking at me, while I did it.
 
                 And then even that mortification wasn’t enough. I gasped, eyes glazed as the orgasmic waves working through my loins exploded upward.  I hunched over, gasping, mouth open in a cry that was lost in the shout of the crowd as the king and queen of homecoming rolled by.  My orgasm hit me like a storm and then I heard my name.
 
                 “Breanne!”  I glanced up, the explosion still firing through my veins, my pussy tight around the vibrator. I was bouncing like a maniac as my eyes found the bright faces of my own parents.  They waved at me and I waved back, teeth together as I tried not to make it obvious I was in the throes of sexual climax.  No, no.  Breanne’s not having an orgasm.  She’s just excited!
 
                 And then I was passed them.  The explosion settled and I went back from boiling over to simmering on the heat, the vibrator still roaring inside me.  The second orgasm happened much quicker, and so did the third, and by the time we pulled up outside the school, I could feel the juice puddling beneath me.  As the queen and king dismounted with cries of greeting, Kari came over and quickly opened the hatch.
 
                 I felt the strap around my thighs released, and then my ankles.  A moment later I spread my legs at her touch and she pulled the vibrator out of my sex and I gulped in relief.  Kari helped me get my shorts back up over my ankles and pulled them upward, over my ass as I lifted up slightly.
 
                 “There, you can get up now,” Kari announced a moment later, pulling out and closing the hatch.   I saw her wipe the vibrator on a loose piece of crepe paper and tuck it away.  Slowly I stood, climbing out of the float with trembling limbs.  I felt weak, exhausted, and my pussy still burned with a sensitivity that I’d never really felt before.  
 
                 Kari lifted a hand and helped me down.  The furor of our arrival had faded as the homecoming queen and king were escorted to the gym and Kari waited as I dug my flip flops out of the float.  Then together we moved off.  We headed for the gym, but it was Mr. Benson who stepped forward, a look of concern on his face.
 
                 “Breanne?  I think you might want to go get cleaned up,” he said pointedly.  I looked at him in confusion and glanced at Kari.  Her eyes went down my body.  Of course I was still wearing the stupid flower costume, but when her eyes got to my red gym shorts, they widened and then her expression changed to chagrin.
 
                 “Come on, Bre.” Kari said.
 
                 I tried to look down, but the silly headpiece of the flower costume kept me from seeing whatever the problem was.  Kari tugged me into a restroom and I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror.  There, thinning out across the front of my shorts, was a dark spreading stain.
 
                 “Did you really have to piss yourself?” Kari asked, a little put out.
 
                 I glared at her and snarled “I DIDN’T piss myself!  I haven’t peed since this morning!” 
 
                 Kari blinked and then looked back down at my soaked crotch.  “Oh.”
 
   
  
 

              “Yes. Oh.  That’s all you’ve got to say for yourself!” I continued.
 
                 She looked back down at my crotch and then suddenly grinned.  With a laugh she moved toward me, pushing me back against the wall.  I gasped as her mouth found mine and then her hands were moving to my shorts, slipping between the soaked material and my pussy.  Her fingers found my clit and worked it back and forth, ripening me even more.  I cried out, my hips grinding forward and then with a shudder I violently exploded a fourth time that morning.  I slid down, my back against the wall, legs spread.  Kari’s hand came out of my shorts and I found myself sitting on the floor, my shorts askew, half my pussy exposed, with a literal puddle of cum beneath me.  
 
                 Kari stepped closer, her hands going to her jeans.  A second later they were unbuttoned and pushed down and I saw her lace panties.  I lifted my hands as she thrust her pelvis forward and then I tugged the front of her underwear down and drove my tongue against her clit.  We moved like that for several minutes, my tongue lapping at her before she let out a tiny whimper and pulled away.  One hand shot out to the wall and she leaned there, eyes closed, clearly caught in the throes of an orgasmic episode.  It wasn’t anything like mine, but I could tell.  Kari had cum.
 
                 “Are you all right?” I asked, wiping her juice from my chin.  She nodded, still clearly trying to regain control.
 
                 I climbed to my feet, readjusting my soaked shorts and dealing with the petals around my face.  The costume was really annoying.  Another quick examination in the mirror made it very clear that my bottoms were toast.  The entire crotch was dark colored and it really did look like I had pissed myself.  I sighed in exasperation.  It wasn’t like I had a spare set of clothing nearby.  Add to that was the fact that I was only wearing a tee shirt under the flower “top”.  
 
                 Kari finally straightened and looked down at me.  I pointed at my crotch.  
 
                 “So, got any more bright ideas?” I asked.
 
                 She looked at me and then started to laugh.  A moment later I was joining her, and we laughed and laughed until our sides hurt.
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen: Up The Rear
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                 My weekends didn’t change all that dramatically, but Kari and I were deeply involved.  And I don’t mean with projects, or boys, or jobs.  No.  We were involved with each other.  Not a weekend went by when the two of us were not inseparable.  We shopped together.  We went to movies together.  Hell, we even dated together, and I’m not talking about double dates, though admittedly we did try a few.  No, our dates were pure ménage a trios fun.  Kari would find an appropriate boy from school, or even from the local community college and make it clear to him that not only would he be taking her out, but me as well and that he was expected to be romantic and responsive to both of us. 
 
                 What guy would refuse a command like that?  So Friday nights would result in all sorts of fun.  It would invariably start with dinner someplace, followed by either a drive back to Kari’s, or on the rare occasion when her mother was staying home, out to some deserted park.  I remember one evening Kari directed a boy named Keith north of town to an incredibly dark sports field with baseball diamonds and soccer goals.  Keith could sense something was up, that something was going to happen, but I know for a fact he was shocked when Kari turned and ordered me to unzip my jacket.  I think he was even more shocked to watch me do it.  
 
                 Kari moved around to the other side of the fence and to Keith’s surprise, she motioned me forward and then tugged my breasts through the chain link.  I bit my lip and groaned.  My full sized bosom felt uniquely bound and I realized that without help there was no way for me to pull free of the fence.  Kari grinned and stroked my nipples lightly for a moment.  Then she came back around to our side.  Her fingers found the waist band of my shorts and yanked downward, baring my backside to Keith.  
 
   When I was naked, Kari pulled Keith’s belt out of his jeans and told me to stand on tip toes.  This raised my bottom up nicely and pulled even harder on my breasts.  I braced myself, knowing what was coming.
 
    
 
                 “What are you going to do?” Keith asked in alarm, his hands holding up his blue jeans, as I clearly prepared myself for a whipping, spreading my legs and pushing my ass backward.
 
                 “Getting her ready for you,” replied Kari innocently.  Then she swung the belt against my bottom.  
 
                 Everyone thinks that the term “shock and awe” was created by the United States military to describe the bombing of Iraqi forces during Operation Desert Storm.  Hah.  Kari and I coined that term in high school, years before Donald Rumsfeld uttered the words.  It’s what we did to our boy toys on Friday evenings.  If they could get through Kari whipping, spanking, and object fucking me, they got to cum.  It was that simple.  Oddly enough, there were some boys who couldn’t handle it.  They’d get all wild eyed as soon as Kari lifted their belt and it would be worse if I was actually bound.  The minute I’d start screaming and moaning and carrying on, several of them actually stopped Kari, never noticing that my pussy was leaking copious amounts of juice and that I was so horny I’d have fucked a cactus at that point.
 
                 Keith on the other hand, took it well.  He watched with a big grin, his eyes wide as Kari hit me.  In five minutes my bottom was thoroughly striped and Kari stuck her finger up inside me, as if checking to see if I was done.
 
                 Evidently I wasn’t because she hit me again, and then again, and even more until I was close to sobbing.  Then her hand darted out, grabbed Keith and yanked him forward.  Her hand found his cock and maneuvered it toward my sopping hole after slipping a condom on him.  Keith didn’t hesitate and speared me, pumping his cock into my sex with gusto as he held on to my hips.  Kari hurried around to the other side of the fence, where my breasts were sticking through the chain link, and she began slapping, pinching, and sucking on each nipple in turn.  My pussy was burning with need and it didn’t take me long to cum.  In fact, I came before Keith did.  But as soon as my moans of release filled the air, Kari came back around to Keith, yanked him out of my pussy, and pushed her own shorts down.  I had to twist my head but she pushed Keith to the ground and straddled his pre-moistened cock, fucking him madly.  I watched as she gyrated against him, but he came first, clearly unprepared for this sort of fuck fest.
 
                 I could tell that Kari was disappointed, but to be honest, it didn’t surprise me.  She stood up, still naked from the waist down, and left Keith lying there with a silly grin on his face.  I heard the gentle tinkle of Keith’s belt buckle. Then she came back around the fence.  
 
                 She doubled the leather as I stared at her in wide-eyed astonishment.  No.  Not like this!  Then she swung the belt at my tits as if she were hammering a baseball out into the bleachers.  Pain exploded in my breasts and I let out a cry that had Keith up and coherent in about half a second.  Kari hit me again as he came up.
 
                 “I’m going to whip her tits until you’re hard again.”
 
                 “What?” Keith demanded, but Kari just smacked the leather strap against my straining breasts a third time.  I could feel the metal chain link biting into my skin as my front started to swell.  Kari whacked me again, and then again, and I could hear Keith grunting behind me.
 
                 Evidently he was jacking off, which certainly makes him a knight in shining armor in my mind.  Of course, I also know that he was seriously enjoying the view of me getting my breasts smashed by his belt.  Finally he stopped Kari when she had turned both globes of hot and heavy flesh into red balls of pain.  Her fingers dug in on the sides and pushed them back out through the fence, freeing me.  I almost fell down.
 
                 When she came back around the fence, she picked me up and had me straddle one of the bench seats, with one leg slightly higher than the other.  Then she lay down underneath me, her bare slit perfectly accessible and looking slightly wet.  I was hoping for cock, but got tongue.  I bent down, pushed Kari’s legs apart and took my own loving taste.  But as we got started in our “girls only” sixty nine, Keith moved closer and I felt his cock slide through the wet crack of my ass.  His shaft dipped down and I felt Kari’s hands leave my hips and take hold of him.  I groaned as I felt the head of his dick swirl through my wet opening, teasing me, but then Kari let go and her tongue once more found my clit.
 
                 But Keith didn’t stop.  His cock moved away from my pussy and since I was bent over, traveled upward toward my spine.  Keith evidently found what he was looking for however and stopped, his swollen purple head, coated with my own lubrication, pressed lightly against my anus.
 
                 Unprepared is not the word I would use to describe my mental state, considering what came next.  He began pushing his cock into my bottom and I stiffened in alarm.  I began to shift, to pull away, but Kari’s hands locked down on me and she bit at my clit.  Keith also managed to grab me and sandwiched between the two of them, with Keith’s scrotum resting on my best friend’s forehead, I was butt fucked for the first time.
 
                 Losing my anal virginity was no picnic.  In fact, I hated it. I still hate it actually.  I am not a fan of having anything in my ass.  Not dildos, not plugs, not vibrating anal beads, not ice, not fingers, and not even cocks.  I once read a set of rules to live by where one of the regulations clearly stated that the anus is an exit, not an entrance.  I firmly believe that.  But that Friday evening, while held in place by two cruel sex starved human beings, I had a thick, six inch long, two inch wide sausage rammed up my anal tract, ripping and burning me, hurting me in ways I never thought possible.  
 
                 Admittedly, I’ve had anal sex that was way more painful than Keith’s deflowering of my bottom.  But I wasn’t prepared for what was happening.  I was tense, tight, fighting.  Had I known that all I really needed to do was totally relax, open up and ease the passage, I would have.  Heck, eventually I learned to lubricate my anal passage with a bit of grapeseed oil each day.  It helps with the natural processes involved down there, and on the off chance I find myself bent over and ass fucked, I’m not torn to shreds.
 
                 Keith came in my ass and pulled his condom clad cock out.  There wasn’t any blood but he stripped off the rubber and tossed it in a nearby fifty gallon drum that was serving as a trash can.  Kari released me too and I tumbled down and collapsed between the bleachers, sobbing.
 
                 “Hey, is she okay?” Keith asked.
 
                 No.  No I was not okay. As far as I was concerned, I had just been anally raped.  It didn’t matter that I had been more than willing to suck and fuck Keith with other holes.  Just not that one.  Kari reached down after picking up her panties and skirt.
 
                 “Come on, Breanne, sweetie.  Let’s go,” she said softly.  It took both of them to haul me to my feet and I was crying into Kari’s shoulder.  She smiled apologetically to Keith.  “Sorry, she’s new at getting fucked in the ass.”
 
                 He nodded sagely, as if this was completely understandable.  Perhaps it was.
 
                 I was led back to the car, still buck naked, with Keith walking behind Kari and me, holding my clothing.  I was deposited in the back seat, still sniffling, while Keith sat in the front with Kari and my attire.   We drove around for about thirty minutes, which gave my burning rump a chance to recover.  Kari seemed to know where we were going and a few minutes later she and Keith were pulling me out in front of a half finished house in a newly constructed subdivision.
 
                 There was no one about and I followed them in.  All I was wearing were the flip flops on my feet.  It was dark inside, but there was sufficient light for us to make our way to the living room with the wide open window holes in the back wall.  A small blanket was laid out by Kari and once again I was directed to suck on Keith.  His cock hardened quickly and then Kari moved me once more to all fours.  She put the condom on Keith’s pillar and then for the second time that night, I got fucked in the ass.  Kari stayed near my head, holding me, bracing me, encouraging me to relax, to take it.  I cried out, clearly in agony, the thick meat reaming me in a place I didn’t want to be reamed.
 
                 But Kari also rubbed at my clit, working the little nodule violently until I shivered in orgasmic bliss, the pleasure overwhelming the pain in my ass.  
 
                 There weren’t a lot of hard limits that Kari and I had established early on.  There were a few of course, like kids, scat, blood, sex with dead people.  Shit like that.  But we had really never talked about anal sex.  For me, it wasn’t even on the radar.  Sure, somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew that people did it.  But I thought it was a rarity, like having sex with animals.  Only really weird and kinky people did it.  Kari knew that I had a personal dislike for the idea of anal sex, but she felt it was not something that qualified as a hard limit.  And after Keith, not to mention multiple sessions of various types, I began to get accustomed to having something up my ass. Kari would use a thin vibrator worked in and out of my bottom, both of us lying on her bed, watching another BDSM porn tape.  A few weeks later Kari bought me my first butt plug.  For two weeks straight I wore it to school and around the house, only taking it out to wash and use the toilet.  
 
                 I think some of my resistance to anal sex comes from one of my hard limits – scat play.  As a cowgirl, I shovel horse shit and cow shit and pig shit practically every day.  Ever clean a stall or a sty?  I have.  So I’m uniquely familiar with all things shitty.  And frankly, let me be honest, I can’t think of anything LESS erotic than poop.  It’s dirty.  It smells bad.  And maybe we should just let certain things be, right?
 
                 But with me now “fully functional” as Kari liked to put it, it opened up an entirely new realm of possibilities for her.  Double dates were even more interesting, with me mounted on one guy, and impaled vaginally, only to have Kari position guy number two on the bed behind me, crushing me between two, heavy, masculine bodies while having a second dick rammed into me.  Near Christmas we were at a party and for the first time I had all three holes filled at once.  And despite my displeasure at having my rear end stuffed with cock, I came hard and fast and it didn’t hurt.  That discovery, that it no longer hurt to get ass fucked, was the real turning point.  I stopped complaining about it.  I accepted the butt plug without protest.  And I was the first to turn around, present my ass, my fingers spreading my cheeks wide, totally calm when Kari greased up whatever she was going to shove up my ass next.
 
                 Christmas came and went and my days were whirlwinds of sex and school.  Of course there were other things going on.  My mother was getting more involved with church and was playing the piano for mass.  My dad had finally agreed to sell about a third of our property to a developer and so I had to spend a lot of time helping out with that.  It also meant that our two ranch hands were going to get laid off, but Dad found them another position at a nearby ranch.  Kari and I were also deep in plans to attend college.  I didn’t really care where I went, as long as it wasn’t to study agriculture.  My interests were more cosmopolitan.  I applied at Baylor, the University of Houston, and Sam Houston State.  Kari applied at several different schools too and we were both accepted at multiple universities.
 
                 I was lying on Kari’s bed, face down, my nose in a text book while Kari lay next to me, her body sprawled half way across mine.  We were both naked and my legs were spread slightly.  The regular sized vibrator buzzing inside me was on low, but Kari was still distracting me with the narrow vibrator, purchased for one purpose, that she was slowly and steadily working in and out of my ass.  She seemed lost in thought.
 
                 “So have you decided yet?” she asked, timing her question with another soft, yet deep thrust that sent six inches of well oiled, yet hard purple plastic up my anal tract.  I let out a groan and tightened momentarily.
 
                 “No, but Sam Houston has a kick ass criminal justice program,” I replied.  I had decided I wanted to be a criminal law attorney and wanted a degree that would help me get into law school.  
 
                 Kari grunted.  “Does it have to be criminal law?”  She pulled the anal vibrator most of the way out and then pushed it back in.  
 
                 I moaned.  “Yes.  I want to put bad guys in jail, Kari.”
 
                 She shook her head.  “I know, but does it have to be Sam H?” she asked.  Her voice was tense.  Sam Houston was not one of the schools Kari had applied too.  She tugged the anal vibe outward and then pressed it back in.  I shuddered.
 
                 “What do you mean?  Where would you rather I go?” I asked, my breath just a little ragged.  She’d been patiently fucking my ass with that narrow vibrator for almost an hour and since I was also stuffed with a regular vibrator in my pussy, I was pretty much on edge.  
 
                 Kari pushed the vibe as deeply as she could into my bottom and then smacked me lightly.  “Turn over,” she said.
 
                 I did, wincing a little as the hard rod in my ass sent waves of discomfort through my bottom.  I pressed my legs together hard to keep the vibe in my pussy in place.  But Kari’s hand moved down to my loins and with a light tap of her fingers indicated for me to open my legs. I did as asked and a moment later Kari removed the vibrator.  Then she connected the thick bondage cuffs to my wrists. I gave her a confused look.  We had already made love that evening, with both of us cumming.  Were we about to have another session?
 
                 Sure enough, my ankles were next and then she stretched my legs to the corners of her bed.  She lay down between my spread thighs and began to lightly caress my labia, stroking my petals with feather weight touches.
 
                 “I’d like you to consider another school,” Kari said softly, her voice almost a whisper.  Her tongue darted out of her mouth and she took this super long, loving wet lick along my slit, her nose pressed against my clit.  I moaned, my body shaking.
 
                 “W-w-what school?” I asked, my voice trembling in desire.              
 
                 “U-H,” she spelled, her lips still grazing my petals. I felt her warm breath and then her tongue went back to work between my legs.  The narrow vibrator in my bottom continued to buzz sharply.
 
                 “Mmmmmmm…” I moaned, arching my back, waves of pleasure moving through me. “Why though?  Why U-H?” I asked, trying to make my brain work.  Sure, I had applied to that school, but wasn’t really considering it since Sam Houston had also accepted me.  Fortunately for me, there wasn’t an application question that asked “Are you a nympho humiliation pain slut who will fuck her way through the entire freshman class the first year?”
 
                 I’m not sure I would have been accepted after answering THAT question.
 
                 “Because I’m going to U-H,” she said, pulling her face away from between my legs. “They’ve got art and design classes and I can get what I need there.”  Her fingers slipped into my depths and probed deeply, sending me into a gasping tailspin of desire.  I could feel her fingertips press against the shape of the vibrator and it did amazing things to me.
 
                 I groaned. “But Kari, Sam Houston is only an hour and a half away. We’ll still see each other.”
 
                 “But if you go to UH,” she replied as if she hadn’t heard me.  “You can live with me.  Dad is getting me an apartment so I don’t have to live in the dormitory.  It will be right next to campus.”
 
                 My eyes snapped open and I lifted my head.  “Are you serious?” I asked, looking down at the top of her head, through my breasts and over my stomach.  I was astonished.  Kari was so independent, so in control of every facet of her life.  The idea that she would want me to be her roommate surprised the hell out of me.  She lifted her eyes and looked at me and I could see the love and desire in them.  I also saw something else.  Fear.  She was afraid that I would say no.
 
                 The fingers of her other hand found my clit and began gently squeezing it, working it back and forth, sending more sparks up from my loins to my brain.  For a second, it clouded my reason but I was able to shake off the mind numbing pleasure for a moment.
 
                 “You really want me there with you?” I asked stupidly, letting my head fall and closing my eyes. 
 
                 She nodded. “It’s tough to imagine you NOT being there,” she said.  Her pinkie slid down my slit.
 
                 I paused. “A one bedroom apartment?” I asked.  Her fingers continued dancing along my slit, working me.
 
                 Kari chuckled. “No, two.  Let’s not give Dad more things to think about.”
 
                 I tried to imagine what life with Kari would be like.  No more sneaking around.  Getting to sleep with her every night, our bodies entwined together.  No more worrying about bringing boys back home.  No more awkward glances from Kari’s mother.  Plus I could have sex with Kari practically every night and that would be pretty awesome.  I felt a quiver of animal lust rush through me at the idea of being bound and whipped and clamped practically every day.  I wouldn’t even need to masturbate! 
 
                 I lifted my head as high as I could and looked down at her.  The vibrator buzzed in my bottom and I tried my best to ignore the fluttering of her fingertips along my labia, or the two fingers of her right hand that moved inside me. I tried to ignore the glimmer of soft light that reflected off the blond locks of her hair, or the chiseled perfection of her face.  I did my best to think of myself first, to look forward into the future.  But all I saw was her.
 
                 “Yes,” I whispered.  “U-H sounds wonderful.”
 
                 She grinned, her eyes brightening visibly.  “Thank you.  I want you there with me.”
 
                 And I knew in my heart of hearts, that there was one more reason I wanted to be with Kari Anders. It wasn’t just about sex.  I loved her.
 
    
 
   Chapter  Seventeen : The Apartment
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 “Would you like me to carry up your luggage?” my dad asked with a smile.  I turned and gave him a warm grin.  
 
                 “No, I can handle it.  Thanks Dad. I really appreciate you driving me out here.”
 
                 He shrugged.  “Least I can do for my little girl.”
 
                 I laughed.  “Not so little anymore.”
 
                 He nodded in agreement.  “No.  Not so much.  College now.  You sure you don’t want to stay home and run the farm with me?”
 
                 It was a joke.  He knew that the last thing I wanted to do was stay home.  Kari was moving off into the big world and so was I.  The idea of spending my life on the farm taking care of cows, pigs, and horses, while trying to maintain several hundred acres of crop land as well sounded more like my idea of hell.  Dad knew that I wanted away from that life and he was very accepting of my choice.  Heck, he even teased me about it.
 
                 “I’m positive I don’t want to work the farm, Dad.”  I pulled the huge suitcase out of the bed of the truck and my dad shut the tailgate.  
 
                 He grinned.  Then opened his arms as I set the luggage down.  We hugged tightly.
 
                 “I’m proud of you girl.  Go get em’,” he said.
 
                 I felt tears welling up.  “Thanks Dad. I will.”
 
                 “Remember, if you need anything, call us.  Your mom or I are only thirty five minutes away.  We can come get you.”
 
                 “I’ll remember,” I assured him.
 
                 He hugged me again and then walked back to the driver’s door.  I stood there watching as he left.  Finally I turned back toward the complex and headed for the stairs.  I already had a vague idea where Kari’s apartment was thanks to her directions and when I found it on the second level, I set my suitcase down and knocked.  Sure enough, Kari opened it a moment later, her face beaming.
 
                 “Breanne! You’re here!” she exclaimed, pulling me in.  Kari had moved in the previous week, while I stayed back at the farm helping my father with a few last things before heading off too school.  She stepped away from the door and beckoned me in.
 
                 The first thing I noticed was that the apartment was furnished in an eclectic but rather beautiful style.  Kari had bought most of the furniture and decorations herself, relying on a generous gift from her father to fund it all.  I was actually surprised.  There was a soft comfy leather sofa, heavy wooden coffee and side tables, and several lamps.  Art work, the original kind, was hung on the walls.  The dining room was nearly as nice, complete with a table that sat six and a china cabinet against the back wall.  
 
                 I stood there grinning, soaking it all in.
 
                 “Now that you’re here, we need to get a few things straight,” Kari announced with a smile.
 
                 I blinked.  “A few things?” I asked suspiciously.
 
                 She nodded.  “First of all, this is my apartment, so I make the rules.”
 
                 That made sense.  It WAS her apartment.  I was saving something on order of six grand a year not living in a dorm.  And since I didn’t have to pay for rent or anything, I could see acceding to her demand to make the rules.
 
                 “I think I can handle that,” I replied nonchalantly.
 
                 “Good.  Then the first rule is that if you are here in my apartment, you are not allowed to wear clothes.”
 
                 I didn’t say a word, but I grinned.  Then I stripped naked.  My tight blue denim shorts went down my legs.  I stepped out of my flip flops.  I tugged off my tee shirt.  Then I removed my bra and panties, letting them fall to the pile of clothing on the floor.  With a grin, Kari came close and began touching me, her fingertips roaming across my skin.  I stood there, stock still, my heart beating a few extra thumps, a growing wetness between my legs.  I tilted my head back as her mouth nibbled along my throat and neck.  I shivered as I felt her hands touch my breasts, gliding back and forth across my nipples, each finger a separate “bump” of sensation.  The light touch changed into pinches as her fingers latched onto my nipples.  Her mouth found mine and I opened up for her tongue as she squeezed me gently.  Shivers of exquisite desire spurted up from the tips of my breasts to my brain and then back down to my pussy.  Our tongues danced and I tasted strawberries on her lips.  
 
                 Kari let go of my breasts and then stepped back.  Her face was flushed with heat and I hoped she wasn’t done with me.  Her own chest heaved and it was clear that she was aroused as I was!
 
                 “Pick up that clothing and I’ll show you your bedroom,” Kari said huskily.  “Not that you’ll be sleeping in it much.” I bent down and snatched up my fallen clothes and the flip flops, and then padded naked through the apartment, past the kitchen and second bathroom, to a bedroom.  It was gorgeous.  In the center of the room was a large double sized bed, easily big enough to accommodate two licking, squirming, fucking, naked girls entwined, wet and ready.  A light blue chenille bedspread was pulled back artistically, while creamy white sheets beneath gleamed in the afternoon sunlight coming in through the window.  Kari had hung several pictures up as well, mostly Texas landscapes, all with horses in them, not to mention three or four small sized pictures of the two of us at various ages.  
 
                 There was a large wooden desk as well, which would be perfect to set my new laptop computer on.  My parents had given it to me as a graduation gift from high school.  Next to the desk was a clothes dresser and to my surprise, two more doors.  One led to a large walk-in closet while the other was a direct connection to the bathroom.  Cool.  There was even a laundry hamper in the closet and I dumped my clothing in it and set my flipflops on the shoe rack.
 
                 “Do you like it?” Kari asked.  
 
                 I nodded, beaming.  “Of course! It’s marvelous, Kari.  I wasn’t expecting anything like this!” I said, gushing.
 
                 Kari’s grin was huge and she grabbed me in a bear hug.  I reveled in the embrace and then, since we were close to the bed, I held onto her and fell backward, dragging her down on top of me.  She laughed in glee as we fell and then her blond hair encircled my head and I looked up into her pale blue eyes and we kissed again. Her mouth worked its way down my jaw, then my neck, until her kisses left tiny pinpoints spots of heat on my chest.  She kissed my nipples, then licked at them, leaving me in sexual bliss.  Her mouth moved down even farther and she slid off me, going to her knees as she spread my legs and pulled me closer to the edge of the bed.
 
                 And then her tongue found my ripe sex and sent me into oblivion.  I groaned in sheer ecstasy, my body trembling from the intensity of her caress.  It felt as if she were devouring me with tiny nibbles, eating away every inhibition until I was nothing more than the sexualized core of Breanne Erickson.  In moments I exploded wetly, soaking Kari’s face as she slurped up every secretion, reveling in her ability to control me.  I lay there in sweet bliss, the sensation of orgasm causing me to float in a hormonally induced euphoria.  Kari stood, wiping her face and even licking some of my juices off her fingers.  She moved around the bed to the tiny nightstand and extracted a small box, wrapped in decorative paper.  She set it down next to me and then climbed up on the bed herself.
 
                 “What’s that?” I asked dreamily, still not quite myself.  I’ve never been the kind to recover quickly from orgasm.  It’s caused no end of trouble too, since many people are wont to ask “are you okay?” when they see me swooning and clearly in my own little bubble of self-centered awareness.
 
                 Kari smiled warmly, her finger once more reaching out to caress me. I shivered as her nail found my nipple, teasing it.  “It’s a present.  A moving-in present. I wanted you to feel at home here.”
 
                 “You’re here.  That’s enough, Kari,” I said softly, feeling somewhat embarrassed.  Kari gave me so much, it was tough for me to accept more from her.  
 
                 “Open it,” she commanded.  I reached for the package. My fingernails slit the paper delicately and I opened the box.  Inside were two gold colored plastic, vaguely spherical, balls.  They were elongated, looking almost like incredible large pills.  Both of them trailed thin black wires which coiled around a rectangular control box of some kind.  I lifted them out and looked up at Kari.
 
                 “They’re vibroballs.  It’s a new toy.”
 
                 I licked my lips in anticipation.  “How do they work?” I asked.
 
                 She grinned and reached into the box.  She pulled the bullets out and held one up, letting the other fall onto the comforter.  She grabbed the control box as I tossed the box aside, and then she held the single little egg shaped object against my nipple.  Her thumb turned the wheel on the side of the control and the thing began vibrating.
 
                 I groaned.  I had my own vibrator of course, and the little “vibroball” didn’t feel much different as Kari touched the tip of my breast.  It felt good, but didn’t seem to be anything special.  But as Kari moved the little vibrating beast down my body to my slit, I felt the arousal building back up inside me.  I moaned as she rubbed my labia and clit with it, tantalizing me, but again, it wasn’t any different than what I had experienced with my phallic style vibrator.  
 
                 Then she slipped the little bullet into my body.  My eyes widened and I stiffened in sexual bliss.  The sensation was so different, so wild, so amazing.  But before I could even really analyze the feelings coming from between my legs, Kari grabbed the second vibrating bead and worked it in with the first.  In seconds I was quivering.  The two “vibroballs” seemed to be rolling around inside me.  It was as if Kari had combined the exquisite torment and swirling sensation of my ben wa balls, with the dynamic motorized torture of my vibrator.  I loved it.  In seconds my hips were churning away and I couldn’t control myself.  I groaned, my hands clutching the comforter as I tossed and turned, my loins seemingly outside of my own control.
 
                 To be honest, my loins WERE outside my control.  Kari sat there, a look of delight on her own face as she jacked with the remote, sending me swirling into overactive bliss and then turning the vibroballs down to their lowest setting, or even off, just to give me a moment to catch my breath before bringing me right back up.  She played with me, as I rolled in the bed, my hands between my legs, my own fingers working at my clit.  Finally she pulled my hands away from my crotch, wanting to control my orgasm herself.
 
                 I’m not sure how long it took, but eventually she did let me cum.  I exploded wetly, wrung out like a wet rag.  My pussy felt as if I’d been riding the tractor without a seat, the engine vibrations translated directly into my body on a metal pole.  But as I exploded, Kari peeled off her own tee shirt and shorts.  Her bare body and partially shaven slit came into view and she climbed atop me, in a perfect sixty nine, as her mouth latched down on my clitoris.  Her own pubis swung above my face and I reached up, my hands cupping her bottom, and I pulled her down to me.  I ran my tongue through her sweet slit, nibbling and tasting and working her in quiet need.
 
                 Of course Kari had also NOT turned the vibroballs down.  I was still standing there at the top of the cliffs of orgasm, except for some strange reason I was strapped into a bungee cord.  My first jump had sent me spiraling into sexual climax, but then I had bounced right back up and repeated the fall.  Kari’s tongue dug around inside me, and I had to contend with not only that sexual stimulation, but the sex toy as well.  I came again, and then a fourth time, followed by a fifth.
 
                 If you are male, you can’t understand what I’m talking about except in an abstract way.  If you are female, then hopefully you know what I’m talking about.  Being multi-orgasmic doesn’t mean being able to have decent powerful orgasms multiple times in one sexual event.  It means that you don’t need downtime between them.  I came, and then I came again, and again, and again.  Theoretically, I could probably have had orgasms indefinitely provided my energy levels and that of my tormentor didn’t fail.
 
                 Or had my tormentor not experienced her own orgasm.
 
                 Kari cried out, sending a very different sort of vibration through my clit as I stabbed at her own nodule with increasing frenzy.  I was so focused on her pussy and the orgasms washing through me that nothing else mattered.  My brain had shut down and was only cognizant of Kari’s body and my own writhing pounding lust.  I held onto her, despite her attempts to pull away, my mouth latched to her sex, sucking as if I were going to be able to draw every last drop of sexual secretion from her.  My pussy buzzed non-stop and I literally rolled over, pinning her to the bed as I went to town on her exploding pussy.
 
                 “Please! Breanne! Stop!” Kari cried, pushing on me strongly.  I let her go, freeing her clit from the suction of my lips and I rolled off her.  Kari groaned and rolled over, her back to me.  
 
                 “Kari?  Kari?  Are you all right?”  My sudden worry and concern overcame the still buzzing vibroballs buried in my slit.  I knelt next to her, hands on her naked side.  
 
                 “I’m fine… just give me a moment,” Kari whispered, clearly in distress.
 
                 I nodded, but then fumbled around looking for the vibroballs remote.  I found it and thumbed the vibrating function off.  The room quieted and I reached out and stroked Kari’s head, still worried about her.
 
                 “Kari?” I asked softly.  She took a deep and shuddering breath and then turned toward me.  Her smallish but quite firm breasts beckoned to me and I resisted the urge to bend down and lick the tips.  
 
                 “Sorry, Bre.  I’m just not as good as you are at handling orgasm.”
 
                 I blinked.  “But you came?”
 
                 She nodded.  “It overwhelmed me. Sorry.  And then I couldn’t take you licking me any more.  It was almost as if it hurt.”
 
                 My mouth dropped.  “I hurt you?” I asked, horrified.
 
                 Kari’s eyes closed and she shook her head. “Not like that.  I was just too sensitive.  I couldn’t take it.  Not like you can.”  She opened her eyes again. “You are very special.”
 
                 I blushed, somewhat relieved by Kari’s comments, but also intrigued.  “I don’t understand.  What do you mean that you can’t take it like I can?” I asked.
 
                 Kari stretched and then reached out, pulling me down.  We cuddled, my head in the crook of her shoulder, her hand finding my breast and playing with it.  I merely rested my own fingers on her stomach.  
 
                 “Breanne, most girls can’t endure what you do.  I make you cum and then cum again and again and you never seem to get sensitive, you know… to get to the point where it hurts.”
 
                 I ran my fingers down her body in concern.  Kari wasn’t quite accurate.  I knew exactly when pleasure became pain.  I just didn’t mind it.  In fact, it just aroused me to greater heights.    “You mean sex hurts for you?” I asked.
 
                 Kari shook her head.  “No, not the sex part.  But after I orgasm, I feel lethargic, like I’m spaced out or something, and touching my clit feels like I’m being sawed in half.  I just can’t take it.”
 
                 “Oh.”  I know it wasn’t a particularly bright thing to say, but it was all I could think of.
 
                 “You don’t think less of me, do you?  I know you’ve always been a very sexual person,” Kari asked.
 
                 “No! I don’t think less of you,” I replied, twisting in her arms so that I could look her in the eye.  We lay together, our bare skin touching and I had one arm across her breasts.  They felt amazing.  “I’m just worried I’m not giving you the same pleasure you give me!” I said emphatically.
 
                 Kari smiled warmly.  “I can’t experience the same pleasure, sweetling.  Hell, even the way we get aroused is different.  You like me touching you, vibrating you, even whipping and hurting you.  You could do those things to me for hours and I’d never even get close to an orgasm.  It doesn’t feel good to me.”
 
                 I kept quiet, staring at her.  These were things I knew, that I had intuited, but to hear them straight from Kari was different.  It was as if having them spoken changed the very nature of our interaction.  To be honest, I sort of knew what she was talking about, though obviously our endurance levels were wildly disproportionate.  Some women cannot bear to have those stimulated nerve centers touched right after orgasm.  It was a simple fact.  Honestly, there had been several times where I’d been sexually stimulated beyond the point of comfort too, but a strange thing had happened.  That discomfort had turned into another wild surge of sexual lust and I’d cum again. I had never mentioned that what Kari had been doing hurt me, mostly because I thought it was part of the natural evolution of my orgasm.  No one told me that I wasn’t supposed to get off on that discomfort.  But in essence, that is what makes me a masochist.
 
                 “And to make matters worse, you seem to be able to do it over and over again, while I need hours to recover from an orgasm,” Kari continued.
 
                 “I’m sorry I hurt you,” I said softly.
 
                 Kari grimaced.  “You didn’t.  Really. I just needed you to stop.”
 
                 I nodded. “Okay.”
 
                 She hugged me tight, pulling my face down to her breasts. I breathed in her scent.
 
                 “Bre? Can I ask you a question?”
 
                 I nodded.  “Anything.”
 
                 Kari paused, seeming to collect her thoughts.  “If I wanted to, could I tie you to the bed right now and make you cum again?”
 
                 I lifted my head, the answer coming before I even had to think about it.  “Well, of course.”
 
                 She sighed.  “How?  I mean, why isn’t that a frightening process for you?  What makes you different?  I’ve already made you cum four times in the last hour alone and you’re here telling me that I can do it to you again, and probably a few more times after that.”
 
                 I licked my lips, not knowing how to respond.
 
                 “Could I whip you too? Right between the legs?”
 
                 I nodded.
 
                 “And clamp your clit?”
 
                 I nodded again.
 
                 “And leave the vibroballs in you all afternoon and evening, no matter how many orgasms you had?
 
                 I felt a wild surge of desperate want.  I nodded, eyes begging though I kept my mouth shut.
 
                 Kari rolled out from under me, her eyes hardening, the moment of confession, of heart to heart speech over.  She moved me to the center of the bed and lifted my arms toward the headboard.  To my astonishment, she pulled the cheap bondage cuffs she had bought when we were in high school out from behind the board.  They were already attached with heavy chains to the steel bed frame.  A moment later my wrists were bound and pulled taut.  My ankles came next and soon I was spread-eagled on my new bed, a perfect target and victim for every torment Kari wished to inflict upon me.  And I wanted it.
 
                 She disappeared for a moment and brought back her whip.  She stood at the end of the bed, her hand raised, ready to bring the lash down between my legs.  I was already swollen, already wet, my hips cocked and turned to provide her the best possible target.
 
                 “Kari?” I asked softly, right before she brought the whip down.
 
                 “What sweetling?”
 
                 “It doesn’t seem fair,” I whispered.
 
                 Her eyes narrowed in confusion.  “What doesn’t?” she asked.
 
                 “You know I like this.  That I crave it.  And you know I can cum over and over.” I said hurriedly.  “But you’re always the one giving to me.  I feel like I’m being greedy and selfish.”
 
                 Understanding blossomed in Kari’s eyes and she came around the bed.  She bent over, her hands going to my breasts, squeezing them tightly as she bent down and kissed me.  I reveled in that sodden kiss.  Then she stood and once more raised the whip.  I watched, steeling myself for the blow.
 
                 “Do you know why I like torturing you, Breanne?  Why I do it?” she asked, her pale blue eyes like steel.  I shook my head.
 
                 “Because hurting you, making you cum over and over and over, is what turns ME on.”  She swung the whip hard, sending the multiple stands of leather downward. It impacted against my loins and sent fire through me.  I cried out, my hips churning, my soaked pussy tilting up, wanting another stroke, needing for her to hurt me, to make me cum over and over.  I understood it all.  I knew that by letting her use me, hurt me, abuse me, to make me orgasm, I was giving her what she needed.  Perfect symbiosis.  Dominant and submissive.  Heads and tails.  Mistress and slave.  Top and bottom.  Sadist and masochist.  Ying and yang.  And I suffered for her and I came in delicate harmony, both our needs fulfilled.
 
                 Three hours later I waddled into the living room, the vibroballs remote in my right hand.  Red lash marks had turned my upper thighs, sex, and even a good portion of my lower abdomen into a bright scarlet hash of crisscrossing marks.  My clit looked as if it had been chewed on, swollen, but that might have been because there was still a clothespin latched tightly to the tender nub.  My breasts had more welts, not to mention some very obvious teeth marks and my nipples felt as if they had been put through a grinder.  I lowered myself down on the couch, careful to not let my legs close.  It wasn’t because I had been ordered to keep myself exposed, but because I was positive that it would hurt to close them.  I still had both vibroballs buried inside me and despite multiple orgasms, a thorough whipping and having clothespins attached to various spots on my body; Kari had ordered me to leave them on.
 
                 Kari was on the phone, ordering a pizza and I sat there introspectively.  Already I felt comfortable here.  The place was uniquely Kari and I had even glanced into the master suite to find a king sized bed (easily big enough for three people!) and shelves holding her collection of designer Barbie dolls.  Kari puttered around the kitchen, pouring us both sodas.  I grabbed a cushion from the corner of the sofa and hugged it against my bare belly, trying to ignore the incessant purr of the vibroballs inside me.  I felt relaxed, at peace with myself and what I was doing.  There were no more secrets.  I didn’t have to hide from my parents.  I could be myself.  I sat there, enjoying the sensation of the vibroballs.  Twenty minutes later there was a knock at the door.
 
                 “Hey, can you get that?  Should be the pizza.  I paid with credit card, but there’s some cash in my purse.  Give the delivery guy four or five bucks,” Kari called out from the back room.
 
                 “Kari! I’m naked!” I said, startled at the very idea.  I saw her stick her head out just as another knock came.  
 
                 “So?” she said with a grin.  “Get to it or I’ll have to punish you. My rules, remember?”
 
                 With a sinking feeling in my stomach I stood up.  The vibroballs swirled inside me as I moved toward the door.  I felt the clothespin tight on my clit.
 
                 “Just a minute!” I called out as I opened Kari’s purse.  It only took a second to find the cash and I waddled to the doorway with the vibroballs remote in one hand and the cash in the other.  I pawed open the door, staying behind it to keep my nudity concealed.  Standing on our balcony, holding two pizzas, was a young guy, clearly of college age.  He nodded as the door opened, but then his eyebrow went up.  Clearly I was intriguing him with my strange “hiding behind the door act.”  
 
                 “Hi!  Got your pizza!” he said with a grin. I shot an arm out with the tip and tried to take two pizzas at once.  But physics is a quirky thing and after just a second of trying to hold it all up, gravity took control and tried to take dinner away from me.  I reacted just in time, letting lose the door, snapping both arms up, and catching the boxes on their way down.  The pizza guy looked at me in surprise and I realized that my whipped breasts were in full view, as was my reddened loins and clothespin clamped clit.  I flushed scarlet, stammered something, and then backed into the apartment, closing the door with my foot.  I suppose the last thing he saw was my ass.  I looked up and Kari was standing in the hallway, trying to keep from laughing.
 
                 Dinner was delicious and the first of many pizza deliveries to that apartment.  For two years I answered the door naked, sometimes with a clothespin dangling from my clit, sometimes with my breasts clamped.  One thing was sure: we were one of our local pizzeria’s favorite customers.  But for me, that first pizza was one of the best.  I sat there at the dining room table, across from the woman I loved, chitchatting about school, what classes we were taking, boys, politics, fashion, and yes, even sex.  I was in a state of slow burning sexual arousal thanks to the vibroballs, foreshadowing not only the next two years, but a good portion of my life.  And life was good.
 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen:  There’s Punishment and then there is Torture.
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 Living with Kari wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be.  While we had been best friends since sixth grade, I had never had to actually reside with her.  We always were able to take a break and had never pushed on each other quite to the point where conflicts arose.  Take for example, my second day of naked servitude after moving in.  We were still five days away from starting our freshman classes and I had made myself a typical lunch of a grilled ham and cheese sandwich complete with dill pickle and some sour cream and onion potato chips.  Yummy.  But unfortunately the dishwasher was mostly full and there wasn’t enough room for plate, cutting board, and glass.  So I had to leave my glass in the sink.  What’s wrong with that, right?  I had every intention of putting it in the dishwasher after the stupid thing was done.  But Kari about had a conniption.
 
                 “What is this?” she demanded, eyes wild, storming out of the kitchen.  I was sitting on the couch reading a book, still buck naked.  I didn’t have a sex toy inside me, but the welts I had received two days before on my arrival had been refreshed and still ached when you touched them.  Kari had made love to me more times than I could count, each one complete with bondage, whippings, and clamps.  I looked up.
 
                 “It’s a glass?” I answered like a true smart ass, though honestly I didn’t know what got her hackles up.  In hindsight, I should have realized what the issue was.  All through high school, if I had finished a drink at her place she had either taken it to refill it, like a good hostess, or put it in the dishwasher.  It never occurred to me that it would be an issue.  Hell, she had even loaded the dishwasher at MY house, which no doubt had a lot to do with why my mother thought Kari was the best.
 
                 “No shit,” replied Kari, eyes angry.  “Why was it sitting in the sink?” she demanded.
 
                 I looked confused. “Because the dishwasher was running.  When it’s done, I’ll unload the dishwasher and put the glass in.”
 
                 Kari put the dirty glass down on the little bar between the kitchen and living room.  She took three long steps until she stood in front of me.  “Get up,” she ordered angrily.  I hastened to follow her command, terribly concerned.  What was she angry about?  She sat down right where I had been a moment before and then she patted her lap.
 
                 “Lay across my lap,” she said briskly.  Still confused, I did as she asked.  No, I’m not obtuse. I knew she was about to spank me, but you have to understand, every spanking I’d ever received from Kari had been another precursor to sexual climax.  They had been tame.  So I crawled across her thighs, settled down with a self-satisfied smirk, and imagined what it would be like cumming shortly.
 
                 Kari slammed her hand into my bottom with an unprecedented level of force.  I cried out, legs kicking even as I brought up a single hand to cover my ass.  I jerked wildly, looking at her in shock.  She grabbed my right wrist and held on, pulling my arm behind my back.  As I bucked she pulled her right leg out from under me and then locked it over my kicking calves.
 
                 “You…” she said, punctuating the single word with another brutal blow to my buttocks.  “Will…” another stroke.  “Not…”  Pain radiated from my rear end as if I’d just sat down in a bucket full of hot water.  “Leave…” I cried out, thrashing from the burning, stinging blows.  “Dishes…” Oh God it fucking hurt!  “In…” Please Kari, no more!  Oh God!  “The…” I let out a breathless sob, my ass feeling as if someone had taken a blow torch to it.  “Sink,’ she finished, landing a final and devastating spank that had me screeching.  Then without further comment, she pushed me off her lap onto the floor where I collapsed, sobbing.
 
                 I’d never been hit like that before. Ever. It was brutal.  It was blistering.  My ass stung so bad that I was scared I wouldn’t be able to sit on it come Monday morning for class.  I lay there, curled up in a ball, crying as Kari stood up and walked into the kitchen with my glass. I could hear the sounds of her washing it, but I was still too flabbergasted that she had spanked me!  Worse, she hadn’t touched my pussy.  There was no sex, no stimulation, just horrible pain and humiliation.  I rolled onto my stomach, too scared to sit, my bottom on fire, and realized that Kari was NOT intending on making me cum.  Minutes passed and finally I picked myself up and crawled to my bedroom.  I shut the door and then climbed into bed, sore and tender.  But as I did I noticed one thing, one thing that defined me more than anything else.  I was wet.  Very wet between the legs.  I was so wet that when I slid my vibrator in it settled deep, perfectly vibrating my cunt.  Kari’s spanking had turned me on.
 
                 Thirty minutes later Kari knocked on my door and walked in without waiting for me to say “come in.”  She found me masturbating, my vibrator buried between my petals.  I froze, wondering how she would take this, but as usual, her anger had disappeared in seconds after the event and she grinned at me as if the spanking and my transgression hadn’t ever happened.  She sat down on the bed, grabbed the vibrator from me, and began pumping it in and out rapidly.  I swooned in ecstasy, my sore bottom merely increasing the sexual tension.  Kari reached out and pinched my clit and in seconds I was screaming out my release.  When I was done, I collapsed on my bed, my legs splayed wide apart, twitching in sexual euphoria.
 
                 “Feeling better?” Kari asked with a satisfied smile.  Her fingers stroked my labia gently, almost reverently.  I nodded as I drew in a deep breath.
 
                 “Good,” she said softly.  Her eyes turned to look at me with a strange intensity.  “I’m sorry that I had to spank you like that, but you have to understand that living with me has certain rules.  If you break those rules I have to punish you.  And you need to understand that punishment is very different from sexual torture.”  She patted my thigh, tapped my clit with her fingernail, and then rose.
 
                 “I think you know the difference now,” she said softly.  I watched as she left the room and only one thing went through my brain.
 
                 What difference?
 
                 That first week passed quickly as we settled in together.  I only endured three more spankings for various infractions which included not washing out the bathroom sink, leaving my flip flops by the door, and not keeping my room in the condition Kari expected me too.  Each spanking left me sobbing but filled with an internal heat that stoked my libido in ways Kari neither understood or even realized.  Granted, I didn’t go out of my way to break the “rules” Kari was setting, and the spankings did hurt, but the aftermath orgasms were beautiful.
 
                 One of the other major changes to my life happened that week and it involved my clothing.  Kari had patiently and radically gone through my luggage, tossing or putting away half a dozen outfits that included some baggy jeans, ragged tee shirts, and every single pair of panties I owned.  I had found all of the outfits that Kari had bought me over the last two years already neatly hanging in my closet and in my dresser, but there certainly wasn’t enough to keep me going.   That weekend before school Kari had ordered me to put on a short stretchy skirt and my chevron shirt, sans panties and bra of course, and had taken me out for a shopping excursion.  We had been quite a sight, me with my super sexy clothes, in three inch heels, arm in arm with Kari who had donned this slinky purple dress with ivory lace.  Kari and I shopped that Saturday, visiting a ton of stores, most of which I walked out carrying bags.  
 
                 When we got home that night we played dress up.                Kari put together outfits, bought from different retailers, creating provocative ensembles that made me look… different. Some outfits made me look younger.  Others made me look older.  Some made me look like a wanton slut.  Some seemed to be teasing.  But all of them carried a sexual quotient. To me, I felt odd all dressed up “preppy”.  Kari might have been able to handle it, but I was and still am a tee shirt girl.  Or if I want to be dressed up, then a button down blouse is great.  I told Kari as much.
 
                 “Kari, these are great, but really… all I want or need is a few tee shirts.  I like tee shirts.” I whined.  
 
                 Kari’s eyebrow cocked funny and she gave me a glare.  “You don’t want to be fashionable?” she asked.  I gave her a crazy look and she sighed. “I know you like tee shirts, Bre, but you need to grow up a bit.  We aren’t in high school anymore.”
 
                 I sighed.
 
                 Monday morning came and I stepped out the front door of the apartment with my backpack.  Kari stood beside me wearing a beautiful peasant shirt and a slinky mid-thigh length skirt that just screamed “style”.  Me?  Well I was wearing a blue denim skirt that barely covered my ass along with a halter top that appeared to be having trouble keeping my breasts contained.  Since Kari had tossed almost all of my panties out and had forbidden me to wear a bra, I was bare to the bones under that skirt and halter.  Trust me, I was the eye candy and I knew it because even before we’d walked halfway to our first class, I’d been eyefucked so many times that I almost felt violated.  Kari seemed to enjoy my humiliation though, her eyes never leaving my body as she took in my discomfiture.  
 
                  We had arranged, for that semester at least, to take almost all of the same classes.  We were working mostly on the core stuff, though Kari did take one art class.  I took a pre-law class.  But for that first Monday we walked everywhere together.  After our third class of the day we were hungry and headed to the University Center.  Kari pulled me into one of the restrooms and into the handicap stall.
 
                 “What are we doing?” I asked in a whisper.  Kari grinned and dug through her purse.  A moment later she pulled out my new vibroballs, holding them up with a smile.
 
                 My eyes widened.  “No.  Kari.  No!  Not in class!”
 
                 Kari laughed evilly.  “No, just for lunch, okay?”  She waved them in front of me.  “Now put them in.”
 
                 I wavered for just a moment, wishing desperately that Kari wouldn’t demand this of me, but finally I grabbed them.  I didn’t even really have to lift my skirt, since my wet slit was only half an inch from the hem anyway.  Quickly I worked the little plastic bullets into my hole, feeling them settle nicely inside me.  Kari held onto the remote, thumbing the slider up to the lowest setting.  Instantly I gasped, my eyes half closing as the rush of sexual pleasure slid through me.  I groaned.
 
                 Kari giggled and then tucked the stupid remote into the back pocket of the denim skirt.  The wire that went from the remote disappeared under my skirt and was not just obvious, but screamed “this slut is having a good time!”  Kari practically had to drag me out of the bathroom.  Quickly I realized that I was going to have some severe trouble as we continued down the corridor.  The vibroballs moved inside me, just like the ben wa balls did, but with the addition of the buzzing, my libido was under an onslaught that just wasn’t survivable.  We were halfway to the lunchroom when I keeled over, my forehead and hands against a wall as I shook with orgasm.  Kari, who should have been embarrassed or at least uncomfortable, not only smiled and watched, but clearly enjoyed the show.  
 
                 And did she turn off the vibroballs after I exploded wetly, leaving streaks of glistening juice on my thighs plainly visible?  Oh no.  She took the remote and turned it up for God’s sake!  I was already getting more than a few odd looks and as I stumbled forward in my high heels I felt the humiliation coursing through me like an emotional vibrator, making my own arousal ten times stronger.  
 
                 I came again while we were standing in line and let me tell you, surrounded by people, front and back, while you’re clenching your jaw shut, trying not to cry out in orgasmic bliss, is not easy.  Add to that the fact that what was happening was incredibly obvious since everyone could see the wire disappearing under my skirt and while in line, actually hear the low sound of the motorized sex toys, and you might be able to understand the looks I was getting.  I trembled, my hips rocking wildly, which just added the icing on the cake.  Kari stood there grinning, watching me rock from one orgasm into another.  Finally she paid and I stumbled along behind her in my high heels to find her selecting a table right in the very center of the cafeteria.
 
                 I had trouble eating, which isn’t hard to understand considering that my pussy was the epicenter of an ongoing earthquake that was sending me into paroxysms of pleasure.  My body twitched as I sat there, suffering, trying hard not to show it, never realizing until it was too late that I was a spectacle of great interest.  Everyone seemed to be watching me struggle against the inevitable.
 
                 “Kari! Please! I can’t do this!” I whispered through the dull roar of the other students.  The cafeteria was loud, but the sound of the vibroballs was much louder in my ears.
 
                 “Yes you can.  I just want one more orgasm from you and then we’ll turn the vibroballs down.”
 
                 Note that she said “down” and not “off.”  I didn’t at the time.  I was too far gone anyway.  I had trouble just keeping my knees together to notice little linguistic subtleties.  My brain had already shut down for the most part.  My sense of self was demanding the sexual torment cease, to release me from the public spectacle I had become.  But deep down there was another part of me that was saying something totally opposite.  I could hear that voice quite clearly, demanding I stand up, rip off my clothes, and proceed to invite anyone with a cock to have a go at me.  Obviously my sense of self won because there wasn’t a mass orgy or a gangbang in Houston that day.  Too bad.
 
                 I came the fourth time with a teeth clenching wail and a violent shudder that had me aching in need afterward.  Kari smiled, reached over to my skirt and withdrew the controller out of the back pocket.  A quick movement of her thumb reduced the strumming vibrations almost entirely, but not completely, giving me the time I needed to make sure that I wasn’t going to make a spectacle of myself by ripping off my clothes, grabbing the boy at the next table, and raping him.  
 
                 However, I was still attracting attention.  Kari seemed to be able to handle it, but I was right on the verge of having a hysterical breakdown; either that or a public masturbation session followed by invitations for group sex.  I choked down my food and then sat there squirming in my seat, my hips rolling as my pussy tried to fuck the sex toy purring inside me.  I was trembling again by the time Kari was finished, dragging out the last bite.  Finally she smacked her lips and gathered up the trash.  I reached for the remote, but her hand was faster and she grabbed it.
 
                 “Oh no. I’ll hold on to this,” she said.
 
                 My eyes widened and she stood up.  “Kari!  Please! No!” I begged.
 
                 She tugged, as if the remote and the wires going down under and up my skirt were some sort of leash.  I gasped as the vibroballs jerked inside me and then she turned the slider up, sending another paroxysm of barely contained sexual urgency through me.  My face drained of color and I grabbed my bag and stood, stumbling a bit as my pussy convulsed around the vibroballs.  She motioned me to lead the way and I as I preceded her down the corridor, away from my audience, she tugged on the wire, slowing me down.  It also caused the front of my skirt to come up, flashing practically everyone watching my wet, swollen, shaved slit.  
 
                 It seems odd to me that I’m so much more adept at handling the torment of the vibroballs today.  I can have them in me for hours at a time, even buzzing away, and not cum.  Granted, that’s on their lowest setting.  On high I’ve got about a thirty minute tolerance before exploding like a bomb.  But back then, I hadn’t built up the ability to deal with the sensation for longer than a few minutes, and my proclivity for multiple orgasms, one right after the other, made for some exquisite moments.  Kari took advantage of it shamelessly, walking me out of the University Center and across the campus to our next class.  It was only when I was on the verge of a fifth orgasm, my steps faltering, my hand outstretched against a wall as I tried desperately to conceal the fact that I was in the throes of orgasm, did she turn off the vibroballs.
 
                 For thirty seconds, there was nothing I wanted more than for Kari to turn those things on again.  I looked at her in astonishment and shock, my eyes pleading.  She grinned and shook her head.  Then she stuck the remote back in my skirt pocket, took my hand, and dragged me forward.  I can’t even begin to describe to you the state I was in.  Thank God that next class was short and all we did was have the stupid syllabus read to us.
 
                 We walked back to our apartment.  I was in a state of sexual shock, since Kari had not turned the vibroballs back on, but the walking movement still made the two spherical bullets inside me rattle and roll through my sex.  I barely remembered what my first day of school had been about!  Kari chattered away about the various teachers, which professor was cute and who she had seen.  Me?  I just wanted to get back to the apartment and masturbate.
 
                 We climbed the stairs, another task that I was only later to realize was amazingly erotic when stuffed with vibroballs or my ben wa balls.  Kari unlocked the door and as we entered, I began tearing my clothes off, yanking them from my body.  The remote fell to the floor as my skirt did and Kari bent down, picking it up as I finished baring my breasts.  I stood there panting, eyes boring into her, my pussy tight and wet and desperate.
 
                 Kari thumbed the remote upward to its highest level and as I groaned and curled inward around my sex, she forced it into my hand.  “Now go and get your belt, Bre.  I’m going to whip that pussy until you cum.  Then I might let you take those vibroballs out.”
 
                 I practically ran to my room.  I knew which belt she meant.  I grabbed it from the closet and hurried back to the living room.  Kari was sitting on the sofa and I saw that the coffee table had been pushed aside.
 
                 “Lay down on the floor, facing me,” Kari said, taking the belt from me.  I dropped down, spreading my legs wide and lifting my arms above my head.  I knew what was coming. I wanted it.  The buzzing inside me demanded it.  I stretched my thighs, almost doing the splits, pointing my toes and feeling the stress in my legs add to the desperation in my sex.  Kari lifted the heavy leather strap, doubled it, and then brought it down on my clit with a light blow.  She must have known how on edge I was, how already incredibly tender I was.  The single stroke was enough to send me over the cliff, screaming in orgasmic ecstasy. 
 
                 That first day of the week was the only day she made me wear the vibroballs to class, though I seem to remember having her casually slip my ben wa balls into my sex on Thursday morning, enjoying my slow and steady approach to orgasm with every step we took.  To be honest, I didn’t cum until we were walking home and that was also facilitated slightly by the fact that Kari had tugged me into a doorway and rapidly rubbed my clit.
 
                 But while having a sex toy inside me constantly wasn’t a regular thing, Kari’s influence on my attire was.  Since the University had little in the way of a dress code, as long as I was legal and the professors didn’t object, Kari was free to order me to wear anything she wanted.  The jeans and tee shirts I brought?  They got tucked in the closet.  Super short skirts, tight short shorts, halter tops, and even more enticing blouses like my chevron shirt were the order of the day.  I complained of course, since in general I’m a meek, rather shy person who doesn’t like to be on display.  Of course, for practically my first two years of college I was constantly in that state and as a result had more orgasms than any woman in her right mind should have.  Do you have any clue how hard it is to study when you’re impaled on a vibrator having mind blowing orgasms every thirty or so minutes?
 
                 The following week wasn’t much better, but that was when I realized Kari had taken my objections about not being able to wear tee shirts to heart.  We were sitting in the living room, which meant I was stark naked reading a text book.  Kari was sketching in one of her notepads.  There was a sharp knock at the door and I glanced up, startled.  Kari looked up at me, saw my sudden look of apprehension, and took pity on me.  She smiled, set aside her notebook, and went to the door, throwing it open.
 
                 Which put me in plain view of the UPS guy standing there with a box.  Of course he saw Kari first, but then he could hardly fail to notice the buck naked redhead sitting in the easy chair, one leg draped over the arm rest, her shaven slit completely exposed.  I stiffened and immediately curled up into a ball, my face matching the color of my now hidden pussy.  He handed a box to Kari who thanked him profusely and closed the door, ignoring his attempts to see more.  She crossed the living room with a perfectly content smile and dumped the box into my lap.
 
                 “What’s this?” I asked.
 
                 “You asked for tee shirts, so I bought you some,” she said with a grin.
 
                 I gave her a suspicious look.  “You bought me tee shirts?”  I’m no dummy. I knew something was up.
 
                 “Absolutely.  Open it.”
 
                 I took a deep breath, feeling both resigned and a little excited.  Having the UPS guy see me naked was more than enough to get my juices flowing.  I slit the brown packing tape with a fingernail and pulled the box open.  Inside, wrapped individually, were tee shirts.  I blinked in surprise as I opened the first one, shaking it out.  My first thought was “wow, these seem a bit small”.  And they were.  I usually wear a small or a medium, but Kari had purchased all extra small.  She explained later that she liked the look of my breasts mashed and pushing out in the too tight tee shirts.
 
                 But the size wasn’t the real issue.  As I looked at this dark purple tee shirt, I noticed words in bright yellow.
 
                 “Good girls do bad things,” I read aloud.  I gave Kari a disgusted look.  “Really?”
 
                 Kari grinned, trying to contain her laughter.  I set the “good girls” shirt aside and grabbed the next one.  It was light brown and had a picture of an ice cream cone on the front, right over one breast, while the words “Get Licked” were emblazoned on the other half of the shirt. The next one was worse.  It was white with an extra low collar along with the phrase, “Don’t Stare At Them, Touch Them!”  As I turned even a more unnatural shade of humiliation red, I unfolded and set aside the “Sex Goddess” shirt as well as half a dozen even more sexually implicit shirts.  The “porn star in training” shirt was bright pink and especially disconcerting.  I also had objections to the one that just said “SLUT” in wide bright letters in patriotic flag colors.
 
                 By the time the second week was over, I’d already been approached by three different guys who obviously took my sexually appealing attire as an open invitation.  Kari had politely intervened, but when one handsome upperclassman had approached us at lunch, asking to take us to a party that weekend, she immediately accepted, surprising me.  After she had arranged for him to pick us up at our apartment and exchanged phone numbers, she looked at my shocked expression.
 
                 “What?  I saw you looking at him.  You thought he was sexy,” she replied defensively.
 
                 I blushed.  “Well… yes, but I thought….” Kari laughed, waving her hand.
 
                 “I’m just doing what your shirt says, Bre.  Don’t stare.  Touch.”  Then Kari’s eyes flashed in excitement and I took a deep breath, my breasts crammed tight into the tee shirt, extolling the virtues of reaching out to touch.
 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen: The First Party
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 “Breanne? Let’s go!” Kari’s voice called to me from the hallway.  
 
                 “Just a minute!” I called out, furiously typing away.
 
                 I heard a disgruntled noise and then Kari stuck her head into my room.  “We were supposed to be ready five minutes ago,” she complained.  Her eyes tracked across the floor of my room which was cluttered with clothing, papers, and school books.  Kari was not happy.
 
                 “I know!  Just another minute,” I replied, tugging on the edges of my blouse.  It was white in color and barely contained my breasts.  My entire midriff was exposed and the tiny skirt I was wearing wasn’t actually enough to cover my ass.  I looked like a two bit whore and no amount of adjusting made the clothing any more acceptable.
 
                 “You look fine. Let’s go. Daymon is waiting,” she said with a sigh of exasperation.  
 
                 I took a deep breath but nodded.  The high heels I was wearing made turning fast difficult.  I managed not to fall and then followed her out of the disaster zone that was my room.
 
                 “Your room is a mess,” Kari observed as we took the four or five steps down the hall to the living room.  She wasn’t wrong.  My room looked like Hurricane Breanne had hit and the Federal Emergency Management Agency hadn’t bothered to respond.
 
                 I glanced at her with a wary look.  “My room, my rules.  You agreed, Kari.”  We had quickly come to a point where I needed an outlet.  Kari’s anal retentive, obsessive compulsion for cleanliness and tidiness had me going banana crackers. In a moment of desperation, I had finally confronted her and demanded that she keep her nose and comments out of my bedroom. I complained that I needed personal space to “express myself”.  Kari had hesitated but then agreed and she’d been frothing at the bit since then every time she stuck her head in my room.
 
                 Kari didn’t reply and instead I ended up grinning over at Daymon who stood patiently waiting on us in the living room.  His eyes widened as he took in my outfit.  Kari was dressed in  this hyper sexy, but full bodied, slinky, blue green dress that made her look like a sea goddess.  But for me Kari had picked out something a little more revealing.  My hips were wrapped in a red and white plaid micro-skirt that barely covered my ass and had the white transparent thong I was wearing readily in view.  My breasts were contained in a white button up blouse, with all the buttons undone, and the front shirt tails tied up under my bosom.  As a result, you could ski down my cleavage from top to bottom and since the front of the shirt flared, every little movement I made caused the material to open.  Every few minutes I had to adjust my clothing because my nipples kept popping out.
 
                 Worse, I was wearing the vibroballs, and Kari hadn’t even let me run the wire of the remote up under my skirt.  Instead the white rectangular box was stuck in my waist band, totally obvious, while the wire ran down the front of my skirt to disappear under the hem.  They were already buzzing too, on low, just to make sure that I was on the right track.  I moved up to Daymon as Kari packed her purse and I kissed him.  It was a warm, wet kiss and his hands found my tits, slipping between the shirt and my skin.  I groaned, pressing up against him as one nipple got caught between his fingers.
 
                 “The hell with the party,” he muttered.  “Let’s have our own right here.”  
 
                 I agreed totally.  Let’s party right here.  I’ll strip naked and you can fuck me to oblivion on Kari’s couch.
 
                 Kari on the other hand had different ideas.  She put her hands on the back of Daymon’s neck, squeezing gently, but firmly.  “If you want to fuck her brains out, you can do it at the party.  But that’s the only way you’re going to fuck her.”
 
                 He turned his head and looked at my best friend and then shrugged. “Hey, whatever.  Here, there. I’m cool.”
 
                 Kari smiled. “Good.  Now shall we go?” she asked.
 
                 Daymon nodded.  Kari motioned him toward the door and he let me go.  I teetered for a moment.  Maybe it was the heels.  Maybe it was the sexual desperation I was feeling. I’m not sure.  But Kari had to glare at me to get me moving.  I stepped out the door and followed Daymon down toward the parking lot.  On our way we encountered one of our neighbors, an elderly gentleman who stared at me in open mouth astonishment.  I grinned at him, waved, and then moved on.  I figured he hadn’t seen a girl like me in ages.  When we got to Daymon’s car, I saw my reflection in the window.  I hadn’t realized it, but my right breast was actually hanging out of the shirt, nipple in full view.  Oops.  Maybe that’s why our neighbor had been shocked.
 
                 We climbed in.  I got to ride in the back while Kari took shotgun.  It was a quick drive, one that had us winding around the south side of campus until we pulled up to a frat house.  It was large and white and looked like it could hold at least forty or fifty members.  The front door was closed, but I could hear the music, a slow steady bass thumping, even from the street.  Daymon parked and after making sure that my chest was at least partially concealed, I let Daymon and Kari take my hands and lead me forward.
 
                 It took maybe thirty or forty steps to reach the front door and when both of your hands are being held by your companions, it makes adjusting your shirt difficult.  So by the time Daymon knocked loudly on the wood, both of my nipples had once again made an appearance.  Neither Kari nor Daymon seemed to care, though I admit that Daymon kept glancing down at my breasts.  The door opened and a young freshman kid, wearing the most ridiculous sash from shoulder to hip, looked at us.  The sash was decorated with buttons and various silly construction paper badges held on with safety pins and was clearly the kind of pledge hazing that most of us can accept.  His eyes locked on to my chest and he just stood there open mouthed.
 
   Kari took the initiative, stepping forward and temporarily blocking his view.  That was enough to snap him back into reality and he merely backed up and let us in.  No questions asked.  So let that be a lesson.  Want an instant invitation to any party? Don’t bring a keg.  They might have one already.  Bring a nympho humiliation pain slut.  That will ALWAYS work.
 
                 As Daymon entered the frat house, the doorkeeper finally said something and Daymon replied with something like a password.  The doorman nodded and we found ourselves in the middle of a lacquered hallway.  A large arch stood to our immediate left and a stairwell went upward along the right side wall.  The party was clearly going on in the common room and we turned and walked in to dance party fever.
 
                 The place was packed, which is the only reason that the world didn’t stop in order to give everyone time to stare at me.  Kari and Daymon had finally let my hands go so I had been able to readjust my top, but that didn’t prevent me from being the eye candy.  Almost from the second we stepped into the room I felt eyes on me, disrobing me, fucking me, touching me, tasting me, doing everything but actually penetrating me.  Daymon stepped closer and put his arm through mine.  He leaned close and whispered in my ear.  
 
                 “The fucking rooms are upstairs.  You game?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded.  Was I game?  Of course I was!  I was so damn desperate I would have fucked anyone at that point.  Who cared about going upstairs?  I’d do it in the damn foyer if they wanted.  As Kari moved into the room to schmooze, I turned and followed Daymon back out to the hallway.  We nodded at the doorman whose eyes had never left me and then turned toward the stairs.  We started up and the kid called out to us.
 
                 “Third room on the left!” he said.
 
                 Daymon nodded and I was half carried, half propelled upward.  The upstairs hallway looked like a dorm, with carpeted halls and thick wooden doors down both sides.  As we moved down the hall I glanced in the first open door and was surprised to see two guys double teaming another girl.  She was blond, nubile, and bent in a weird shape as they had their way with her.  With one cock in her mouth and another slipping in and out of her pussy, I paused long enough to appreciate her beauty.
 
                 Then we passed onto the second bedroom.  I couldn’t see the girl in that room because she was face down on the bed getting hammered doggie style.  Two more guys were waiting their turn.  Daymon pulled me farther down the hall and I was gently moved into my own room.
 
                 Daymon moved me toward the bed.  It was nothing but white sheets.  A box of condoms that looked like it had been bought at a warehouse rather than the drug store sat on the small bedside table.  Daymon lifted his hands and pushed my breasts out of the blouse, exposing them.  Then he knelt and tugged my thong off.  I groaned, my fingers in his hair, as he turned off the vibroballs, extracting them with deft fingers.  These were laid on the table and then I was pushed onto the mattress.
 
                 Daymon was an impatient lover.  His cock was rock hard from the moment he undressed and he put on his condom.  Then he mounted me with quick movements, enjoying my already aroused state with an initial thrust that sank through me like the Titanic going down in the North Atlantic.  It had taken a long time to get to this point, but once things had gotten here, he went deep fast.  I groaned, twisting my hips, matching his thrusts.  My throat opened up and I let out the appropriate cries and then, before Daymon could do a thing, I came.
 
                 In retrospect, I think I’m lucky.  I’ve had sex before where I’ve been left in orgasmic limbo, too close to come down easy, too far away to cum at all.  Some men are good lovers, who try to pace themselves, or work to make me explode first.  I appreciate that.  It’s not like I can’t continue to fuck them silly if I cum.  Most men are pretty much useless for at least twenty minutes after orgasm.  That means that I must rework them to hardness, suffer, or hope another guy is right around the corner.  Usually I prefer the first and third methods.  But I’ve suffered often enough too.
 
                 So I was already in a state of sexual euphoria when Daymon finished fucking my brains out.  Or was it his brains?  I think from the look on his face, it was his brains that had been blown.  He rolled off me with a silly grin and a palpable satisfaction and I laid there, the sexy school girl, with wet thighs and a soft smile on my face.  My legs were parted and my hands up above my head in sweet bliss.
 
                 “Dude.”  The voice that came was mature and strong. I looked up with Daymon.  A blond haired man stood in the doorway, easily two years my senior.  He was dressed in a polo shirt and jeans. He stepped into the room with an easy superiority.  In his right hand he held a beer bottle, still glistening with condensation. Daymon nodded with a knowing look that left me confused. I watched as Daymon rolled out of the bed, grabbed his clothes, and then left.  Without another word.
 
                 He left me.  
 
                 I watched, my body still too relaxed to be concerned.  The young man with the beer came closer and then lightly touched my right nipple with the bottom of his cold bottle.  I groaned as the cold seeped into me, exciting me again.  Then he touched the other breast, tracing an icy wet line through my cleavage, back and forth.  My nipples hardened instantly and then he put the bottle on the side table next to my vibroballs.  He bent down, his mouth latching on, sucking as his fingers found the other tiny hard nub. 
 
                 I didn’t realize it then, but I was letting the future fraternity president, a young man named Brad, fuck my brains out.  I must be getting around because almost seven years later I would fuck his younger brother in that very building, if not that particular room. Brad had quickly removed his jeans, applied a condom, and took up a position above me.  His lovemaking was strong and forceful, similar in some ways to Daymon, but with an authority, a sense of rightness, that I am still unaccustomed too.  The best way to describe it would be to say that Brad knew where he was, what he was doing, and that this was the right place to be.  There was a supreme confidence in him that I admired.  In fact, the first two years of my university life were frequently peppered with encounters with this man. I liked him.
 
                 I had already cum, so I was able to concentrate on being the right girl for Brad, which is something many women don’t really consider when they’re making love.  In Brad’s case, I needed to be highly responsive and active in our coupling, with arms wrapped around him, stroking his back, my neck arched.  It was clear he was trying to hold off until I came, which I really appreciated, but it wasn’t going to happen.  I wasn’t close.  Sure, I was feeling a renewed sense of excitement, but my orgasm with Daymon had been created by hours and hours of sexual frustration.  A few rapid thrusts and a heavy body on mine wasn’t going to come close to giving me another outlet.
 
                 I whispered my desires to him.  “Fuck me,” I said lightly, “Use me.”  And he did.  Finally he decided that my pleasure wasn’t important, or maybe he realized that since I had already cum, me doing it again wasn’t in the cards.  Whatever.  He began focusing on his own need and I was beaten down into the mattress with hip bruising thrusts.  Finally I felt him stiffen, turning to rock hard granite inside me.  There was a throb, a pulse, and then his eyes closed as his face took on that look of not-pain I have grown to love.
 
                 When he was finished, he continued to thrust, his semi-hard cock softly motivating me.  But I was thirsty and I looked at him coolly and asked him if I could have a sip of his beer.  He laughed, pulled out, and as he stood, handed me his bottle.  I drank.  I have no clue what brand it was, or whether it was less filling, but it sure tasted great.  I drained it, much to Brad’s surprise.
 
                 “Need another one?” he asked, pulling on his jeans.  I nodded.  
 
                 “I’ll arrange it,” he replied lightly.  Then he headed for the door.  I lifted myself up from the mattress, but as he walked out the open doorway, another boy came in.  Brad glanced back at me as his replacement fell upon me, hungry mouth devouring my breasts.  I gasped in surprise and then was immediately transported back to the world of sex, a new weight, a new mouth, a new cock using me.
 
                 The next lover brought a beer with him and I drained the bottle.  By the time I had another orgasm, several more boys had come into the room and I had been skull fucked and pussy fucked at the same time with cocks in both hands. It was amazing.  It also meant more beer.  It was as if my price had been established.  The side table soon bristled with empty brown bottles and I had moved from being sex-dazed to quite drunk.  Somehow my little school girl outfit had been pulled from my body.  I’m not sure I remember correctly, but I think Kari looked in on me once or twice, saw that I was being hammered in multiple ways, and then went off on her own.  
 
                 I have no clue how many guys I fucked that evening.  Eventually I wasn’t really doing anything but laying there.  I remember seeing Daymon and Brad, lifting me to my feet as I grinned stupidly, cum running down my wet thighs.  My outfit was in Daymon’s hands and they led me naked, downstairs.  It was about two or three in the morning and the party had pretty much wound down.  There were a few couples here or there necking, some in various states of dress, but Kari was standing in the middle of the great room.
 
                 I had snagged another bottle of beer on my way down from someone and was in the process of drinking more. I was so thirsty.  Kari’s eyes narrowed and the flush of intoxication was on her face as well.
 
                 “No more for you!” she snarled.  I blinked as she snatched the bottle away from me.
 
                 “Hey!” I protested.  “That’s my bottle!” Please understand that I was slurring my speech and sounded like I was speaking underwater.  I reached out and tried to take it from her.  Fortunately Daymon caught me on my way down as I fell on my ass, giggling insanely.
 
                 Kari dropped down, her eyes still blazing.  “You want another beer?  Fine!” she declared.  One hand shoved my left knee to the side, exposing my swollen, wet, and well used pussy.  She tipped the narrow neck of the beer bottle over and began thrusting it sharply into my well used tunnel.  I groaned. It was so different, so hard, so intense.  Daymon grabbed my wrists, thinking I was going to stop Kari’s thrusting, but I wanted to lift my legs upward.  I twitched as everyone in the room watched as I got fucked with a beer bottle. Kari shoved as much of the cold glass inside me, letting the alcohol mix with my own juices. A moment later I couldn’t help myself as I screamed out the orgasm, shaking like mad at the brutal sensation.    I collapsed in a heap, my body overloaded, and then I passed out.
 
                 When I awoke I was in my own bed, back at the apartment.  I felt like I’d been run over by a truck, which had also stopped and taken the time to shove its crankshaft up inside me and done about a zillion revolutions.  My head pounded in time with my heart and I didn’t crawl out of my bed to head for the restroom, I fell to the floor and wriggled my way there.
 
                 Just in time to throw up.  
 
                 Kari found me praying to the porcelain god and was kind enough to help me.  She wasn’t doing so well herself, but she was ambulatory.  She got me cleaned up, heaved me into the shower, stripped, and then climbed in herself.  She held me, washed me, and generally pampered me in my distress.  Finally when the heat and her ministrations had brought me closer to being able to function, I looked up at her.
 
                 “Thank you, Kari.” My voice came out as half croak, half whisper, but she understood it.  She smiled weakly.
 
                 “Maybe we should avoid parties for awhile?” she said. I could see the pain behind her eyes, her own hangover brutish.
 
                 I shook my head and instantly regretted it, but managed to hang on.  Instead I sank to the floor of the shower, sitting there wetly. “No.  We need to avoid drinking beer at the party.”
 
   
  
 

              Kari’s mouth curled up into a smile.  “I can’t believe you.”  She dropped down too, both of us sitting, our legs touching, hot water falling from above.  I looked across at her.  She was so beautiful.  Her golden wet hair dark, crystal blue eyes tinged with red, but still glittering like diamonds, pale skin unmarred by freckles or scars or blemishes, like smooth cream, all of it appealed to me.  Even hung over.  I spread my legs slightly.
 
                 Kari’s eyes went over my gangly knees, down my thighs.  Slowly she moved her left foot closer and lightly brushed my labia with her toe.  I moaned softly, closing my eyes.  It was a gentle caress, something not quite explicitly demanding, but so sexual.  Over and over her toe moved against me.  I was like a blooming flower, my legs spreading wider and wider, the scarlet tinged petals of my opening widening along with them.  Soon Kari leaned forward, her soapy hands replacing her toes and she dipped her fingers into me, cleansing my darkness, at the same time bringing me to an earth-shattering orgasm that seemed to clear my head of cobwebs better than any mixture of coffee or caffeine.  I let her touch me, love me, and bring me to the heights of perfection.  And when we were done, she let me reciprocate my love, letting me dry her, kiss her, and rub her favorite lotion into her skin.  We lay on her bed, cuddled in each other’s arms, heads and hearts pounding together.
 
                 Recovering.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty: Life With Kari
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                 I lost my taste for beer that first semester of college and I’ve never been one to hit the liquor hard since.  Sure, I enjoy the occasional Celtic Creamsicle, an old Bennigans’ concoction that is two ounces Knuppers’ Butter Schnapps, two ounces Bailey’s Irish Cream, a huge scoop of vanilla ice cream, and enough caramel sauce to mix it into a wonderful shake.  Trust me.  It’s awesome.  But it will fry your brain if you drink more than one.  But I like it because it fills me up and I usually CAN only drink one.  
 
                 The fall semester continued and we quickly adjusted to the new routines.  My days were relatively basic.  I would wake up in the morning and after cleaning up in the bathroom, I’d pad out naked to the kitchen where I would prepare my own breakfast.  Kari was a cereal girl, so I never had to deal with her morning dietary tribulations. I generally followed suit, but I’m a bagel girl at heart so some mornings I sat munching on an onion bagel with cream or cheddar cheese, or a cinnamon raisin bagel with peanut butter on one half and cream cheese on the other.  Kari had whole grain Total.  Every morning.   With crasins.  Without fail.  It drove me nuts.
 
                 After breakfast I would usually head to my room to make sure my bag was packed for the day.  Books? Check.  Cell Phone?  Check.  Notepads?  Check.  Pens?  Check.  Vibrating sex toy?  Check.  It wasn’t an every day thing, but at least two or three days a week Kari would drop my vibroballs or the ben wa balls on top of my selected outfit for the day.  She liked to pair a sex toy up with some of the more explicit tee shirts she had bought me.  These were usually accompanied with skirts that were a little too short to be comfortable for me.
 
                 Some days we were inseparable, walking to class together, having lunch, chatting away like magpies, along with some daring orders to do sexual things at inappropriate moments and places.  But for the most part we avoided trouble.  Some days we went our separate ways, heading to classes on opposite sides of the campus and only passing like ships on the open ocean.  Kari created a specific greeting for me during that first semester.  It was simple.  If I happened to see her coming, I had to stop, spread my feet apart, and put my hands behind my head and wait for her.  It was mortifying the first time.  I was in the middle of a crowd of students when I spotted her coming toward me.  I slowed to a halt, dropped my bag, and put my hands behind my head, legs spread wide.  Talk about immediate attention.  Everyone paused, wondering what the hell I was doing.  It didn’t help that I was wearing a pink shirt that declared that I was a porn star in training, or that my khaki skirt was about three inches too short.  Or that I clearly wasn’t wearing a bra and both nipples were quite visible at the front of the thin cotton material of my top.
 
                 But when Kari, her golden hair crackling in the sunlight, came right up to me, grabbed my nipples and pulled me into a French kiss, full bodied embrace, you would have thought we were in the middle of a porn flick.  My world collapsed in on itself, focusing to one thing, while everyone around us watched the silly lesbians making out.  And you have to understand, Kari put on a show.  She would cup my bottom, squeezing it, pulling up my skirt to show off my ass.  The other hand would paw at my breast, and on more than one occasion she’d actually mange to pull my shirt up or down, baring a nipple, while our audience hooted and hollered.
 
                 Then she would let me go and without a word continue on, leaving me standing there dazed, glassy eyed, terribly desperate, sometimes half exposed, in the middle of a group of staring, hungry looking students, wondering if they could have some too.  I would be flushed in shame, totally embarrassed, and so horny that I’d usually find a restroom somewhere, hike up my skirt, and masturbate till I was biting my lip, trying to keep quiet.  
 
                 Lunch was usually eaten at the university.  We had planned to meet each day, and that worked out well, except for the fact that Kari usually considered the lunch hour another opportunity to sexually torment me. I could pretty much guarantee that if I had the vibroballs stuffed up inside me, they would be on high during our meal and that I’d be trying to hide an orgasm in the middle of the dining area.
 
                 Afternoons were simpler.  We were both usually finished with classes around two and we would either meet back at the apartment or walk there together.  From then till dinner was study time, which meant me lounging naked in either my room or on the sofa in the living room, and with Kari curled up in her rocker, both of us with textbooks.  I also started getting a little more computer saavy.  My parent’s had given me a desktop computer for my graduation present and Kari had thoughtfully gotten me access to the internet.  At first I was only using the computer to visit news sites, read political commentary, and of course, research for class.  But it wasn’t long before I was visiting chat rooms, surfing for erotic stories, and exploring the darker and steamier side of the world wide web.
 
                 Kari didn’t want anything to do with computers.  She hated them then and still regards them as a brain deadening toy.  She finally broke down after college and bought one, for her business, but she only uses it for her business.  All you need to understand is that during that first year, Kari was painfully unaware of the allure of the virtual world at my fingertips.  While the computer was an engaging toy though, I still spent the majority of my personal time with Kari, our bodies twined, with me frequently bound, spread-eagled, my skin marked with red where Kari struck me.
 
                 Dinner at our place always depended on whose night it was to cook.  If it was my night, I usually started things around five in the evening and prepared a healthy, decent meal that we ate with diet soda or tea.  I always liked these meals because dinner frequently degenerated into sex, with Kari lavishly licking SOMETHING off my body at some point or another.  However, if it was Kari’s night to cook, I went looking for something to wear.  Kari couldn’t cook if Betty Crocker was standing at her shoulder giving her step by step directions.  She just can’t.  She could burn water if you left her alone long enough.  That’s how bad it is.  So we’d go out.  Her favorite night to go out was Friday.  We’d hit Hungry’s Bistro, or go out for tapas, and then head for one of the local hangouts for college guys.
 
                 And Kari would go hunting.
 
                 At first, almost all the boys we took home came that very night, eager and pleased, thinking that they were going to get lucky with me and possibly with Kari.  We made quite a few dreams come true.  Imagine your surprise at being approached by a sexy red head and a thin, lithe, gorgeous blond, who wants you to come home with them.  Would you say no?  And then what would you say when the redhead stripped naked the second she walked in the front door?  Cool right?  Then I’d normally give them a blowjob while Kari went and got the equipment.  Thirty minutes later I’d be cuffed and strapped down to the coffee table with Kari whipping me between the legs, my tongue as deep as possible into her slit, while whatever guy we invited back with us watched in amazement.  Once Kari came, he’d be free to do whatever he wanted to me and it was always good.
 
                 Saturday, especially during that first semester, was for parties and hour long sessions between Kari and me.  I remember quite a few Saturday mornings, sitting at the breakfast table, totally naked, with Kari staring at me, only to finally hear her say.  “Go to my room, get your cuffs on, and lay on the bed.”  This would get my heart beating frantically, and of course create a surge of wetness between my legs.  I’d hop up, pad to Kari’s room, and quickly arrange myself spread-eagled on her double sized bed.  A few moments later she’d show up, secure my wrists and ankles, and then proceed to torment me in ways that boggled my mind.  I’d get stuffed with my vibroballs and she’d spend an hour on my breasts.  She’d see how many clothespins she could clip to my labia and bosom. She’d get out the multi-thong whip she bought. Or she’d test to see how much direct stimulation to certain spots I could handle.  But no matter what, those mornings resulted in pain tinged orgasms that merely rooted me more firmly in her grasp.  
 
                 Of course not everything was hunky-dory either.  Kari ruled the roost with an iron fist and her whip was never that far away.  The slightest mistake in keeping things cleaned up resulted in vicious punishment, ones that frequently left bruises and welts that were difficult to explain away.  I remember one weekend where I had forgotten to replace the toilet paper after using up the roll.  There hadn’t been any more under the bathroom counter and when I was on my way to go get it, I got distracted by something Kari asked me.  That little mistake had me bound face down on Kari’s bed, a pillow under my hips, with a vibrator in my pussy, while Kari used a wooden paddle on my ass that left me burning.  The following Monday I had needed to take a pillow to my classes.  Explaining why I needed the pillow had been even worse and I seem to remember lying my ass off.  Of course everyone knew that I’d been spanked stupid.  It hadn’t helped that Kari had selected my outfit for the day and I ended up in a super short skirt and a thong.
 
                 For the most part, I managed to avoid punishments, which averaged one or two a week.  Kari tried to make them brutal, but it quickly became apparent to her that I was getting turned on by them.  This caused her to change her behavior.  Our regular sex sessions became more sadist/masochistic, while my actual punishments started to become about denial.  Trust me, one of the things I have trouble handling is NOT being allowed to cum.  To be honest, Kari doesn’t like denial play either.  She would much rather torment someone into cumming, then overload them.  But Kari eventually started punishing me by getting me worked up in some way, then delivering some sort of painful punishment in a spot that wouldn’t send me over the edge, but still hurt like the dickens, then leave me to stew in sexual desperation, all while still smarting from whatever spanking, whipping, clamping, or hot waxing she had just given me.  It’s tough to be cool when you’re bound to a bed with your heels by your ears, you’ve just been stimulated to the point where you’d be willing to screw anything the right shape and size, only to have a thin plastic cane smacked against you repeatedly, welting the backs of your thighs, your ass, and even the swollen, puffy petals of your sex.
 
                 By Thanksgiving we had settled into our daily routines easily.  I had become accustomed to being naked all the time, even to the point where I only blushed furiously at being told to answer the door.  We went to a few more parties in which both of us studiously avoided the alcohol.  The guys never seemed to mind because I still generally ended up on my back for gangbangs.  
 
                 Thinking back, my favorite aspect of living with Kari was studying.  Kari was, and still is a demon for the concept of self-improvement.  Getting good grades meant everything to her.  For me, I was less concerned with that, but I was still a straight “A” student for much of my university days.  That first semester, and the next three after that, might be attributed to Kari.  I remember her calling me into her bedroom one evening.  I went in, just a little irritated, since I was in the middle of studying for one of our tests.  It was for political science or some other course that we were both taking.
 
                 “Kari, I’m really busy.  I don’t have time for…”
 
                 She cut me off, pointing to the head of the bed.  “Sit down.  I know you’re studying.  We’re going to do it together.”
 
                 I blinked.  Really?  We were going to study together?  That was new.
 
                 I sat down, folding my legs under me.
 
                 “No.  Spread your legs,” Kari ordered.
 
                 My eyebrow went up, but I did as asked.  I was used to it.
 
                 Kari got up off the bed and went to her dresser.  I felt a thump in my heart.  The top drawer was where she kept her toys and sure enough, she reached in and brought out a few items that made me wish we DIDN’T have to study, and that she could just torture me.  I should have given Kari credit.  She knew we could study AND have sex.
 
                 She laid out a handful of clothespins, a vibrator, and one of her newest and latest toys, a black leather sap, which was a type of small paddle, just the right size to use on a breast, or one buttock.  She hadn’t used it on me yet, other than a playful swat on my rump, so I was intrigued.  I sat back, leaning against her bolster and pillow, my feet toward the opposite edges of the bed, and with my shaven slit presented like a prize.  
 
                 “Do I need to tie you?” asked Kari.
 
                 “If you want to,” I replied craftily.  She knew I loved being tied up.
 
                 She grinned, but didn’t move to get our bondage equipment. Instead she picked up the study sheet and held it up.  I don’t remember the first question but I answered it quickly, without any problem.  Kari smiled, picked up the vibrator, and turned it on.  Then she gently began rubbing it against my clit.  To get more comfortable, she laid down on her belly, the study sheet to one side, while her left hand moved the sex toy through my petals.  She didn’t bother to stop either, and just read out the next question.
 
                 I answered it correctly as well and was rewarded by another intense swirl of the vibrator around my clit. It was amazing. Talk about incentive.  I was already deep into the pleasure by the third question.  Which I got wrong.
 
                 Kari pulled the vibrator away and instead picked up the sap.  I stared at the little black rectangle of leather and with a quick flick of her wrist she sent it swishing down to land on my bare sex.  It stung.  It hurt.  It was the most exquisite pain I’d ever felt.  My hips jerked and my legs closed half-way before I was able to control the reaction.  I felt a surge of wetness between my legs that went way beyond the arousal that I had felt with just the vibrator.  I knew in an instant that getting smacked with the sap was much, much better than getting toyed with by Kari’s vibe.
 
                 Which might explain why I answered the next question incorrectly.  I knew the answer, but by golly, I wanted her to hit me again.  She did too, clucking her tongue with disappointment.  Except instead of one stroke, she smacked twice, stinging my clitoris and sending waves of desired pain through me.  They were fast and quite hard and I had even more trouble holding the position.  Kari noticed and got up.  A few moments later my hands were cuffed to the headboard and I was doing the splits, my feet hanging off the edges of the bed, held in place by bungee cords and the leather anklets.
 
                 Before moving back into position, Kari snatched one of the clothespins from the coverlet.  “I’d be careful about answering questions wrong, Breanne.  It might hurt.”  She pinched it open and set it on my nipple, letting the wooden peg stick straight out.  The clothespin sent a sharp pinch through my breast, but it was nothing.
 
                 I nodded, careful to keep my views on the situation to myself.  In fact, I got sly.  The next question she asked me I answered correctly and was rewarded with another touch of the vibrator against my clit, playfully teasing me for a moment before Kari let the tip drop.  She slipped it a single inch into my depths, the gentle motions tormenting me, but not nearly as much as the sap had.
 
                 I answered the fourth question wrong and got exactly what I wanted; three strokes to my pussy, the small leather paddle slapping down wetly in my folds.  With my legs bound open, my arousal shot through the roof and my hips jerked upward as I keened out my desperation.  It ended too soon, even though I was already breathing hard.  Kari rewarded me with another clothespin, tightly chewing on my other nipple.  
 
                 I was too desperate not to answer the next question incorrectly and when the four paddle strokes hit me, Kari was surprised to see me cumming.  The squirt of juice that erupted between the third and fourth blow splattered the sap and even got the study sheet.  Kari looked up at me in surprise.  
 
                 “You deceitful little bitch!” she exclaimed.  “You’ve been getting them wrong on purpose?” 
 
                 I nodded, still lost in the euphoria of release.  My pussy felt amazing, even after being whipped, and I wasn’t sure answering more questions at that point was a good idea.  My brain was pretty much on sabbatical now that it was awash with enough endorphins and adrenaline to make even a depressed person happy.  Kari glared at me, waiting for me to come down from my own hormonal high.
 
                 When I finally did, she looked at me with a grumpy glare. “I take it you like the sap,” she said.  It wasn’t a question.  It was an observation.
 
                 “Fine.  Answer the rest of these questions right and I’ll not just torture you to orgasm again, I’ll give you a pussy whipping you’ll never forget.” Her eyes glittered.
 
                 I licked my lips and nodded. “All right,” I replied.  Never let it be said that Breanne Erickson turned down an opportunity.  Right?
 
                 Kari left the clothespins on my nipples and set the vibrator to full power.  With it buzzing half inside me, I couldn’t help spinning back up to arousal, my sex pulsing with need.  She spit-fired the questions at me and I did my best to answer them. I think I missed one, but her answer to that was to snatch up another clothespin and clamp it directly on my clit.  By the time we were done, I was loose, wanton, horny, and ready.
 
                 Kari removed the clothespin from my clit, which made me twice as sensitive.  I trembled as she put aside the study guide.  She picked up the sap, laid it once against my sex, and then lifted it.  I quailed, half afraid and half mad with desire.  I jumped and cried out as the smooth black leather impacted on my entire sex, the top tip smashing against my clitoris while the rest stung my labia.  The heat was incredible, the sting almost unbearable.  But then she lifted again, without even a moment or two to recover, and slammed the little black paddle back into my soft crevasse again.
 
                 The roaring heat from my loins filled my brain and I couldn’t help exploding violently a few minutes later.  The wet sounds of my sex impacting against the leather were exquisite, seared into my memory.   It wasn’t just the sound of leather on flesh, but a deeper, more meaningful noise that I’ve always appreciated.  The sound of my arousal, splattered against the smooth black leather spoke volumes about what I was feeling.  I stretched my thighs, lifting my ass off the bed as Kari beat me.  In half a dozen strokes my entire pussy was a deep shade of pink.  At a dozen I was tinged red.  By the time we got through the second dozen, I was bright crimson.  My petals swelled and fluid coated my labia from clit to perineum.  My body pulled hard on my bonds, using the bondage itself as a turn on.  
 
   When I finally sagged, exhausted from the explosion and no longer reacting to Kari’s continuing strokes, she hesitated and then stopped.  With hurried fingers, she released my hands and then my ankles, pulling me to her and holding me as I cuddled close, still shaking from the overload of sensation.  I could tell she was concerned.  It had been the most intensely brutal sexual abuse she had ever inflicted upon me.  Or at least, inflicted on my sex.  She held me, rocking me, cuddling me, whispering sweet nothings into my ear until I settled, breathing deeply, my head pillowed on her breast.
 
   “Are you all right?” she asked me tenderly.
 
   I nodded and let out a sleepy “hmmmm-mmmmmm.”
 
   Kari let out a deep breath, as if she had been worried.  “So you liked what I did to you?”
 
   “Oh yes,” I whispered, still dazed.
 
   “So I can do it to you again?” Kari asked.
 
   I blinked.  I lifted my head up and looked at her in the eyes.   “Well of course you can,” I replied.  “I loved it.”  Then I smiled.  “And I’ll bet you did too!”
 
   Kari finally smiled and nodded.  So I turned and laid back, my hands over my head near the foot of the bed.  I spread my legs wide right in front of her.  My sex looked like raw meat to be honest, but I could already feel the juices streaming through me at the thought of another round.
 
   My best friend looked shocked.  “Bre! I didn’t mean right now!  I mean, how could I?  It would be too much!”
 
   I looked at her.  “You asked if you could do it again.”
 
   She looked at me helplessly, but then smiled.  She slid off the bed and once more connected the bungee cords to my ankles.  I was pulled tight and then she peeled off her shorts and tee shirt, letting me see her beauty, her bare skin.  She straddled my face, letting her wet slit slide against my mouth.  I immediately began licking her, suckling the soft folds of her sex.  And then the sap hit my pussy, smashing down as we pleasured each other, one in pain and desire, one in hapless delight, until we both came, collapsing in a tired, exhausted, incredible heap of wet perfection.
 
                 
 
   Chapter Twenty One: Spiked Dildos and Milkings
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                 There was another momentous event in my life that occurred that fall.  At the time, I had no idea how instrumental Michael Alexander would be to my life, or what career path he would eventually send me down.  I wanted to be a lawyer and look!  Now I’m a successful erotica author.  How’s that for strange?  As usual, I had been surfing the internet and one weekend I stumbled across an online library of BDSM erotica.  I was addicted in seconds and even Kari noticed that I could frequently be found sitting at my desk, stark naked, legs spread, with my vibrator slipping in and out, reading away.  Sometimes I’d even put clothespins on my own nipples and that revelation changed things dramatically for me.  In a solid instant I realized that I didn’t need Kari to hurt me in order to cum.  I could do it myself.  Of course I still preferred Kari’s ministrations to my own.  It’s tough to spank yourself.  But I found that I could still have a really good time on my own.
 
                 I read a lot of BDSM stories back then, but one of them caught my eye, a short tale entitled “The Museum of Inquisition” by a relatively minor author named Michael Alexander.  The story itself was really well written, but what appealed to me was that I was in it.  Well, not really.  The story’s protagonist is a red-haired, college aged girl named Breanne, who is drugged, bounded, tortured and raped.  I remember devouring it, one hand down between my legs as I imagined being in the story, actually having those torments happen to my body. I think I came twice while reading it the first time and I still have a tendency to cum when I go back and re-read it.  
 
                 The nice thing about Michael’s heroines is that they are relatively nebulous.  Descriptions are detailed enough to give the reader a general imagine, a template to work from, but enough is left blank to allow the reader to fill in the details.  This let me superimpose my own face over the fictional Breanne and slip into the world of Michael Alexander with impunity.
 
                 I immediately read Michael’s other works and found myself in love.  Such vivid tales!  Such perfect inspiration for orgasm!  I loved his style, and I found myself writing to him, so that he would know how much I liked his work.  To my surprise, he wrote back with elegant, concise thanks for my “words of appreciation.”  I’m sure he thought our correspondence would stop there, but it didn’t.   Well, I didn’t.  Eventually we began chatting as well as exchanging emails and I slowly fell in love with him as well as his writing.  He was the first man I had ever felt an attraction too beyond the physical.
 
                 Kari didn’t seem to mind and since Michael hadn’t brought it up, I never requested that we meet.  I kept things within the safe borders of my head, imagining what submitting to such a master of all things BDSM would do to me.  In fact, my fantasies were frequently more impressive than the reality of my situation, though I admit that Michael was becoming more and more wrapped around my finger.  He would send me copies of his latest work in advance and when he started using some of my recollections to plot some of his tales, I practically burst with pride.  The fly in the ointment however, was the fact that Michael was married, a fact that he revealed to me early on.  In one way it helped me, since Michael was immediately placed in my mental “off limits” column. But despite my insane jealousy for Jenni, his adorable little submissive wife, I was still able to help him out in limited ways, mostly with story research.  Michael was a good friend during my first two years of college.
 
                 Kari and I spent that first Christmas with my family.  Kari had been practically adopted by my mother back during seventh grade and was always welcome.  We had slept in separate bedrooms on Christmas Eve, which sucked, but it was hardly appropriate for us to reveal our relationship to my parents.  Christmas Day was fun and after opening all of our presents and eating a phenomenal dinner prepared by mother, Kari and I piled our stuff and ourselves into her car.  We headed back toward the apartment, happy, content, and more than a little horny.
 
                 It was almost a relief to be able to strip naked once I got back to our apartment.  Kari and I put our stuff away and then when I came back out into the living room, I spied a glittering blue and silver wrapped package sitting on the coffee table.  Kari was sitting on the couch, smiling at me.
 
                 “Kari!  You already got me a present!” I exclaimed.  She had too.  She’d gotten me a cell phone for Christmas and was even paying for the plan.  Really awesome.  My gift to her had been a book on interior design that I picked up from a reused book shop.  It wasn’t that I was cheap.  It’s that I was broke.  I’d have spent every dime I had on her, if I had actually had a dime.
 
   I knelt down next to her, leaning against her leg.  She was so good to me.  And the most amazing thing was that she didn’t really care about the material aspects.  For her, buying stuff never meant very much and so she has never realized how much her generosity has meant to me. I didn’t grow up poor exactly, but my family is pretty much low middle class.  What little we make is generally reinvested into the farm.  I was clothed, and clothed well, but my clothing came from Wal-Mart and Target, not Abercrombie and Fitch.  We ate, and ate well, but we rarely ate out at restaurants.  Soda was a luxury item, not something that we kept stocked in the refrigerator.  Homemade cookies were common.  Ice cream?  Not so much.
 
   Kari saw her purchases as a means to an end. I saw it as wealth.  So while she thought very little of her gifts to me, I was deeply moved by them.  Even today Kari has plenty of money and gives what I would consider outrageous presents to me.  For example, I’ve been listed on her private insurance carrier for her business since she started it.  I even get a W-2 form each year which lists my “income”, a token amount, but enough to qualify.  She also pays my premium.  It still astonishes me to know that she’s chucking three hundred bucks a month toward my health care coverage and I don’t even WORK for her.  She waves her hand in the area, shrugs, and says “it’s nothing. You’re worth it.”  I get all teary-eyed and want to cry.
 
   “Open it, sweetling,” Kari said softly, pushing the silver and blue package toward me.  I smiled and took it.  It wasn’t very heavy and I started peeling the paper.  As with everything else Kari does, it was exquisitely wrapped, with every edge perfect.  Every piece of tape was just under an inch long.  Even the bow was beautiful.  I slit the paper and unwrapped a white cardboard box.  It was rectangular in shape and I opened the top.  Inside was white tissue paper and I spied something black and shiny.  Carefully I dug into the box and lifted out the most unusual item I’d ever seen.
 
   I immediately recognized it as a dildo.  The shape was an immediate tip off.  What I didn’t understand was why it had about a hundred tiny holes drilled into the sides of the plastic phallus.  Even more intriguing was the fact that the base had a small thin black rubber tube, which led to a squeeze bulb.  Later on in life, I would have at least recognized that I had gotten some sort of inflatable dildo.  In fact, I have one, without the hard shell.  But I was still inexperienced and had no clue what I was holding.  All I knew was that I was soaked between the legs and hopefully would get to try it out shortly.
 
   “What are the holes for?” I asked Kari, grinning.
 
   She chuckled. “Here. Hold it between your hands and don’t let go.”  
 
   I did as she asked, pressing the black cock between my palms.  She picked up the black bulb and began squeezing it.  At the second pump I felt something odd, but was unable to tell what it was.  On the third squeeze I felt pressure points on both hands.  The fourth pump brought actual pin prick discomfort and on the fifth I gasped and let go.  The entire dildo was covered in spikes!  Each one of the little spindles was made of hard rubber.  The pricking was due to the pointed spikes.  They were blunt enough not to puncture, but sharp enough to let you know what was happening.  Kind of like putting your hand on a bunch of nail tips.  You know they are there, but they aren’t going in unless you hammer them.
 
   Kari laughed at my astonishment and then ordered me up onto the coffee table.  I stood, then sat down, spreading my legs in front of her.  She released all the air out of the dildo and it once again became innocuous, the spikes hidden from view.  It didn’t take much to get it in me and once I was fully impaled, Kari began pumping the interior inflatable up, driving a dildo-length’s worth of rubber spikes into the soft walls of my well.
 
   It’s tough to describe what it felt like.  It broke several years ago and since the company that made it went out of business, I never got a new one.   At first all I felt was the light tickling of the spike points, gently touching the soft sides of my well.  Kari drew it outward and I groaned.  It was like having fingernails lightly scratching ones back.  It felt incredible. I loved it.  I tilted farther back, lifting my knees to give Kari a better angle.  She pumped the spiked dildo in and out a few times, sending little rivulets of extreme pleasure through me.
 
   Then she gave the bulb a second pump. The spikes extended an additional two or three millimeters, long enough for the sensation to change dramatically.  It still didn’t hurt.  In fact, it wasn’t even uncomfortable.  As Kari gently drew the dildo downward out of my body, I gasped, my fingers tightening on the wood.  It was easily one of the most incredible sensations I have ever had.  It was beyond amazing.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head.  Every part of my depths was being stimulated.  The spear points pressed against my flesh and as Kari rotated the dildo back in, I almost exploded, my hips rolling as I tightened myself around the dildo.  That made things even more intense and I couldn’t control the spasms as my muscles went into over drive, tightening and loosening around the spiked phallus.  Kari pumped a third time and the pressure intensified as the spikes became more rigid and less yielding to my interior vise.  I bordered on the edge of pleasure, a mere heartbeat away from pain.
 
   Kari pumped again and I grimaced.  It was like fucking a cactus at that point, the sharp spines of the dildo dug into my flesh and every movement just made me that much more aware of it.  Kari tried to draw the phallus outward, but my cry and my hand stopped her.  I sat there, gasping, my chest heaving with sharp breaths.  I tried to keep from pulsing, as every tightening of my crotch sent sharp shards of discomfort through me.  I found that even moving, shifting my weight, made the little barbs dig into my flesh.  
 
   Kari focused on my clit, rubbing it with her thumb as I whimpered.  “Ready for a fifth pump?” she asked softly.  Her careful touch combined with the torment inside me was more than enough to stoke the fires of desperation.  In a moment of insanity, I nodded, wanting her to make it hurt more.  And she did.  With a final squeeze she extended the spikes to their fullest length, the inflatable bladder inside pressing against the shell and making the spikes inviolable.  Kari didn’t try to fuck me with the dildo.  No, she merely grabbed my shoulders and rocked me back and forth.  
 
   To be honest, the pain was a minor thing.  It only added to the sensation.  Then it was the newness of it, the novelty of having the pin prick nails scratching at my insides.  I loved it.  As Kari rocked me she reached down, her fingers on my clit and a moment later I was coming, my head buried in her chest, my body shaking, my thighs jerking as I tried to involuntarily curl up into a ball, only to be prevented by the sharp spikes stuck up inside me.
 
   When I was done cumming, Kari patted me gently.  “Merry Christmas, dearheart.”
 
   I looked up at her with lots of love, but with glass, dazed eyes.  “Thank you, Kari.”
 
   She stood up and sighed.  “Well, I hope you enjoy that little toy.”
 
   I looked down between my legs.  There was a little air release valve near the bulb and I lifted it up, fingers intent on lowering the pressure between my legs.  I had already cum and the discomfort level of the spikes was quite high.
 
   “What are you doing?” Kari demanded.  
 
   I froze.  “Um… releasing the air?” 
 
   She shook her head.  “I don’t think so.  I’d like you to keep it in for awhile.”
 
   I gulped.  “How long?” 
 
   She shrugged.  “Until I say otherwise.”
 
   I nodded, just a bit dumbfounded.  Slowly I stood up, the pain increasing as the shape of my well elongated.  I almost swooned.  I took a tentative step, then another, and I found that being stuffed with the spiked dildo was not just a pain in the pussy, but something that could arouse.  By the time I made it too the kitchen, I was desperate again.  
 
   The spiked dildo quickly became a major facet in our lives.  Kari would make me wear it to school, pumped to the second or third level, a constant reminder of my absolute slavery to sexual need.  Occasionally during class, she’d grab the bulb, which was usually sticking out of my waist band in an obvious manner, and pump me to till there was no more room too pump.  This left me twitching and squirming as if my pants were filled with ants, both desperate and in pain.  I also got asked a lot of questions about the bulb and every once in a while I’d have some courageous guy reach out and just give it a quick squeeze, just to see what my reaction would be.  I’ll tell you, walking along at level three, near the throes of sexual chaos, only to have a hundred needle sharp pains explode inside you, isn’t conducive to maintaining a low profile.  If my outfit and general behavior wasn’t enough to create the reputation, my spiked dildo certainly was.
 
   But Kari wasn’t the only one who played with my spiked dildo.  I did as well.  My masturbatory habits hadn’t changed much while living with Kari.  I still diddled myself in the morning, and frequently at night, and then only thing that would stop that would be Kari tying me down, or her sexually using me herself.  I spent hours masturbating at the computer, reading perverted stories, even writing one or two myself, looking at porn, especially bondage and torture porn, waiting for an eternity while the computer tried to load the graphics.  After getting my spiked dildo, I frequently stuffed myself with it, pumping it up two or even three times, so that as I shifted around, my insides were alternately stimulated and poked, while one hand typed and the other worked my clit.  It was an intense set of circumstances and during those first few weeks after Christmas, I was cumming two or three times a day like that.  
 
   I also started doing some role play chatting, or cybersex, which I found stimulating as well as ridiculous.  Naked, I’d sit at my desk, the spiked dildo already well embedded inside me, legs spread, while I’d sign on and find some guy or girl to talk too.  Then we’d start this fantasy conversation, a back and forth typing of our sexual responses.  Part of me thought it was stupid.  Sex with typing?  What’s the point?  But there was also simple beauty to it.  Of two people communicating.  I began to learn a few things too.  With every new conversation I’d discover some new sexual concept.
 
   Kari didn’t seem to mind, especially when that January morning I told her about cock milking.  Her eyes widened in delight as I described the procedure and it only took her about four hours to decide she wanted to try it.  That morning we headed out, looking for a victim, and I admit I was just as excited about the process as she was.  The school recreation and weight lifting center was the perfect hunting ground and in ten minutes she had identified a likely sophomore boy, approached, and got him to agree to come over to our place after his exercise regimen was complete.
 
   His name was Bryan and he was dusky skinned, muscular, and was on the university baseball team.  I hadn’t even known we HAD a baseball team!  But he came over willingly, though Kari hadn’t told him exactly what we were going to do to him.  When he knocked on the door, I answered it in my normal attire, naked of course, and his eyes bugged out as he stared at my chest. 
 
   “Hi, Bryan!” I said with a grin, stepping aside to let him in.
 
   “Damn, you’re fine!” he responded. 
 
   I closed the door behind him with a smile and then took his hand, leading him to the couch.  Kari and I had already worked out a plan and in seconds I was unbuckling his jeans and tugging them to the floor.
 
   “Don’t waste time, do you?” he commented, helping me disrobe him.  His boxers went next and I got a face full of the thick cock.  I opened my mouth and took him, relishing having his manhood inside me, knowing full well I’d get even more soon.  I worked him perfectly too and in less than five minutes, his dick was throbbing in my mouth, sending thick ribbons of cum down my throat.  He groaned with abandon, objecting only mildly.
 
   “Damn girl, now you’ll have to wait for me to fuck you!” he protested.
 
   I laughed and nibbled some more.  His limp dick swirled in my mouth.  That was when Kari came in.  She was wearing this see through pink negligee that looked like it cost two hundred bucks and made her appear to be a sex goddess.  Aphrodite in the flesh.  I literally felt Bryan’s dick harden instantly in my mouth and I went back to working at him.
 
   Kari reached out a hand and drew him up off the couch and out of my mouth.  Bryan was too far gone to care.  She led him back down the hall to her bedroom.  I followed obediently and when she pushed him down on her bed, I started getting the other little toys ready.  Kari crawled on top of him and I handed her the handcuffs.  His eyes widened, but he grinned when Kari kissed him.  He willingly let her cuff him to the headboard.  She slid down his body, placing hot tender kisses on his tight stomach, down to his cock, and while she began sucking on his hardened member, I went to his ankles and began putting on the leather ankle cuffs.  He didn’t object to that either and a moment later I had drawn his legs outward, using the bungee cords to bind him to the bed frame.
 
   Obviously he didn’t care, and frankly, had my sexual parts been getting an oral treatment from Kari Anders, I wouldn’t have cared either.  I was impressed when fifteen minutes later she was able to replicate my earlier success, getting him to cum with just her mouth.  She slid off him as I grabbed the bottle of oil.  I poured a liberal amount on his flaccid cock, stroking it lightly.
 
   “Hey baby, got to give Sammy a rest.  He’s run two races and is tired.”
 
   I shook my head.  “Sorry Bryan.  No rest for the weary.”  My fingers tightened around his shaft and I began stroking the entire length.  My other hand found his balls, smearing the oil downward, caressing him gently but steadily.  It didn’t take all that long to get him hard again, but this time, instead of sucking on him, I used my hands, sending him spiraling upward until his entire body was shaking.  He begged me to fuck him, but all I said was “not yet,” and kept tormenting his cock.  Finally he erupted, sending another spurt of cream, though not as much as before, over my hand.  I licked it off, loving the salty sweet taste.
 
   I backed off as Kari came back, taking over.  She too used the oil, stroking and caressing his cock and balls, never letting him rest.  It took even longer to harden him, almost thirty minutes, but it was well worth it and in the end Kari slipped a condom on him, then drove  herself down on his junk like a victim of the Romanian tyrant Vlad the Impaler.  She groaned, rocking her hips and then he exploded, filling the condom with what little cream he had left.  Kari extracted herself, stripped off the condom, and let me go to work.
 
   I started with my mouth, sucking off his juices..  Then I used my fingers to work him.  I stayed away from the sensitive tip which was already turning a bright red and instead oiled his length and did long slow strokes.  Eventually he hardened for the fifth run and I impaled myself on him, working my hips back and forth.  It took even longer, but again he came.
 
   Kari had an even harder time getting him to stiffen.  In the end, she pulled me into the room, had me kneel above him, my hands caressing his cock, while she proceeded to whip my tits.  Seeing them reddened and bouncing was evidently enough, because a few moments later Kari was behind me, pinching my nubs and bouncing up and down on his extended manhood.  He came, a tiny squirt of pleasure, a twinge of pain, and then it was once again my turn to excite him.  I used the vibrator and not only pleasured his swollen and sore shaft, but his nipples, his scrotum, even his lips.  In the end, I too managed to force his arousal and I began whispering dark stories, suggestion of what I wanted him to do to me, in order to keep him up.  During one particularly dark fantasy where I had suggested he tie me down and fist me, he groaned, grit his teeth, and shuddered beneath me.  Kari and I tried to figure out if he had cum.  Finally we gave him the benefit of the doubt and I helped Kari get him up one last time.  It proved practically impossible, but we had accomplished a full six orgasms.   Our available time was at an end, and we finally let him loose from the bed.
 
   His reaction was not what we expected.  Of course he had begged and pleaded for us too stop too.  We had ignored him.  It wasn’t until he started crying, claiming it hurt too much, that we stopped.  He curled up into a fetal position, one hand going to his crotch.  Kari got him some water.  He stared at us like we were some sort of sirens, then stumbled out of the bedroom.  He collected his clothes and you should have seen him wincing as he pulled his boxers back on.  His jeans went next and I actually felt sorry for him.  Then he left without saying a word, leaving two very naked and somewhat horny girls behind.  
 
   Kari and I looked at each other and burst out laughing.  Then we went and made love.  As for milking – we’d found a new hobby.
 
   Chapter Twenty Two:  Promises Used Perfectly
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 As February turned into March, Kari introduced other little adventures into my life.  Our schedules had deviated with the new semester, so while we still met for lunch each day, we only had one or two classes together, rather than the normal three or four from our first semester.  There were some days Kari got home ahead of me and one afternoon I found her waiting for me, a wicked smile on her face.  Sitting on the coffee table were a pair of four inch high heels.  The shoes were pretty, but I had never worn anything higher than two or three inches, and my preference was for boots or flip flops.  Heels hurt my feet and while I’m a pain slut, getting lower back aches and having my arches feel as if twenty guys were pounding on my soles with baseball bats, isn’t exactly my idea of a turn-on.
 
                 She grinned at me as I stripped, enjoying the show and then she motioned me over.  “Still wearing the ben wa balls?” she asked me.
 
                 I nodded.  “Yep.  They’ve been driving me crazy all day.”
 
                 “Good.  I like you crazy and desperate,” she said intensely.  She held out her hand.  Lying in the palm was the black rubber tipped nipple clamps, two adjustable jaws held as a pair with a solid black chain dangling between them.  I swallowed hard.
 
                 “Put those on.  Make sure they won’t fall off,” Kari ordered.  
 
                 I took the clamps and gingerly put them on my nipples.  I was still sore from a belt whipping to my breasts, received the previous day, so it wasn’t as easy as you might think to set two rather tight clamps on the tips of my bosom.  I twisted the screws a quarter turn, just to make sure they wouldn’t fall off.  It wasn’t a good idea to allow that to happen after being cautioned NOT to let the clamps fall off.  I wanted sexual torture, not punishment.
 
                 Then Kari made me sit down and she strapped my arches into the shoes.  Damn they looked sexy, I’ll admit that.  As I stood a full four inches taller, I wobbled, my ankles and hips thoroughly objecting to the new stride, the new height, and most of all, the balance.  I gingerly took a step, feeling the ben wa balls roll through my sex, heightening the sensation and swirling through me.  Back then, the ben wa balls were still enough to make me cum if I wore them long enough.  I had orgasmed on my way back to the apartment.  Imagine my surprise when I was so quickly turned on again.
 
                 Kari had one more item and as she stood up, she grasped the heavy wooden paddle with one hand.  “Now, walk to the wall,” she said.
 
                 I did.  It was a poor job and I teetered like a three year old learning to ride a bicycle.  I thought I’d fall, and I hesitated at one point, worried about breaking my ankle.  And that’s when Kari hit me on the ass.  I stumbled, almost falling, as I leapt forward in shock.  I blinked at her, mouth open.
 
                 “Keep moving.  Don’t stop or I’ll blister your ass again,” she said succinctly.
 
                 With my hands on my ass, I moved forward, still wobbling. I made it to the wall and Kari nodded. 
 
                 “Good.  Now to the kitchen.”
 
                 I did as she asked, but evidently not at the speed she wanted.  Every few steps she smacked me hard, getting me to almost skip a few steps forward, my hands on my rump.  The heat was incredible.  When I finally made it to the kitchen Kari grinned and opened one of the utility drawers.  She withdrew a clothespin, ostensibly for closing potato chip bags, but just as devilish when applied to a young lady’s clit.  I grimaced as the wooden jaws latched down on my tender nub but I had little time to adjust.  Kari pushed me toward the door and ordered me to march.
 
                 “Get your chin up!” Kari barked.  The paddle smacked me solidly on the ass.  I lifted my chin.
 
                 “Back straight, shoulders back!  Push those breasts out!” The paddle hit me again.
 
                 “No! You have to swing your hips!  Swing!  Swing! Swing!” Kari repeated, counting out the movements, each one punctuated with another stroke of the wooden spanker.  
 
                 “Now to the living room.  Let’s go.  Don’t wobble.  Now cross your feet with each step.”  The paddle landed with ferocious heat on my rump.  “No! Not like that!  Look!  Watch what I’m doing.  Like this!” Kari took a step.  Her right foot shot forward and not only went past her left foot, but literally crossed over as if she were walking a single tightrope, intent on not falling.  I didn’t know it then, but it was the walk supermodels use to traverse the show floor.  It’s very seductive, making your ass, hips, and even breasts sway back and forth.  It’s an unnatural walk.
 
                 Kari had me running ragged back and forth across the apartment for over an hour that first day before she finally declared my ass too tender for further practice.  The next day we repeated the session, except instead of the ben wa balls, I was forced to wear the vibroballs, buzzing on high, inside me.  The paddle just set me off quicker and it’s hard to explode orgasmically when you’re worried about falling over.
 
                 But hey, guess what?  I did it!  I’m beginning to think I can orgasm just about anywhere.  Maybe one day I’ll be able to have sex on the moon.
 
                 Within a week I was a natural in high heels, and Kari made me try out a whole range of shoes.  From three inch heels all the way to stilettos that had six inch spikes and practically forced me up on point.  Of course, my new ability had to be demonstrated and I spent the next three weeks at school wearing the highest heels imaginable.  My feet were constantly hurting and I’d come home as quick as possible, just to get off them!  Kari also altered my attire, dressing me in sexy but beautiful dresses, or slim chinos and clam diggers.  I looked… well… amazing.  One of her favorites was this luscious satiny blue dress that barely covered the essentials.  The collar dipped down so low that my breasts were only barely floating on a blue sea, the tips covered by the symbolic lapping waves of the dress.  The hem swirled around my thighs, and not mid-thigh, or near my knee. Oh no.  This dress stopped about three millimeters under my shaven sex.  That’s not a lot of maneuvering room.  It barely covered my ass and if I went to pick up a penny, just about everything would be exposed.
 
                 Worse, the front was elastic.  Kari took me to a posh club one Friday night, one we’d never been to before, and as we walked in she grabbed my arm.
 
                 “Hey.  No matter what happens in there, I want you to pretend like you don’t notice.”
 
                 I blinked at her.  The music was loud, even outside the building.  “What? What do you mean?” I asked.
 
                 She grinned.  “I’m going to do something to you inside the club.  I want you to ignore it.”
 
                 I cocked an eyebrow at her, but she refused to say anything else, merely propelling me toward the door.  We entered the club, a head banging strobe filled environment that quickly gave me a headache.  The place reeked of pot and other unsavory flavors, but as we moved across the dance floor I was quickly accosted by a guy with messy hair, no shirt, and blue jeans.  He was thin and lanky, and his eyes were glazed.  He took in my rather conservative attire, whistled, and then held out an arm to block my path.
 
                 “Say you’ll dance with me gorgeous.”
 
                 I didn’t want to.  Kari was moving off.  I turned back to look at him, but he grabbed my arm before I could object and suddenly I found myself swaying in time to the heavy beat of the music.  The dance increased in tempo and I suddenly found myself surrounded, hands pressing against me, teasing fingers lifting the back of my dress upward, exposing my bottom.  When I whirled to find out who was doing the naughty deed, no one would be there and I couldn’t exactly go up to the nearest guy and slap him, could I?  It didn’t help that when the song ended Kari appeared next to my partner.
 
                 “She’s got a great body, don’t you think?” yelled Kari.  The din was incredible.
 
                 My partner nodded with a silly grin.  I felt another hand brush against my bare rump.  I swished a hand back there and hit a forearm as fingers swirled against my bare buttocks, my dress lifted up slightly at the rear.
 
                 “Have you seen her tits yet?” Kari shouted.  
 
                 His eyes widened and he shook his head.
 
                 In retrospect, I should have seen it coming.  But before I could back away, Kari reached out and yanked the front of my dress down.  My breasts popped out, lifted and supported by the bunched material of the dress, both nipples hard as little stones and straining forward.  And there was nothing I could do.  I struggled with the urge to cover up, my arms lifting halfway before remembering Kari’s admonish not to do anything.  Another song started up, the heavy base filling the room as the crowd around me surged.  When it became apparent to my partner, not to mention half the other dancers, hands reached out and I found myself surrounded, my breasts fondled by a dozen people, all who wanted me.  
 
                 Someone grabbed me from behind, my wrists snagged and pulled behind my back as some guy slid up and his mouth came down on my right nipple.  I felt someone pinching the other nub and I closed my eyes as pleasure coursed through me.  It was tempered however by the absolute humiliation I was feeling.  My pussy tightened and I felt a surge of wetness.  The mouth released my breast and more fingers squeezed the softness of my chest.  The nipples were pinched and then someone was tugging the dress off my shoulders, down my arms.  The hands upon me were forceful and there was no way for me to stop them.  In seconds the dress was around my waist, barely covering my loins, with my entire top exposed.  I was spun, lights and shadow flickering in my vision as I was passed, hot potato style, across the dance floor, some touching me with their hands, others sucking lustily on a boob while kneading the other breast.
 
                 The back of my dress was yanked up next, tucked into the fallen material wrapped around my waist.  I saw a brief flash of Kari’s face, grinning like a Cheshire cat as the heavy music whirled me around, hands touching me, and then finger’s slipped between my legs, pushing into me as I bucked and moaned.  Heavy hands on my shoulders pushed me to the ground and there were yells around me.  Suddenly a thick cock was shoved in my face, black and hard and I saw this muscular African-American guy, his teeth and eyes bright, grinning at me.  I opened my mouth and took him.
 
                 Well that started a whole new kind of dance.  People moved around me, groping as I sucked cock.  He came a few minutes later and then it was someone else’s turn.  Then to my surprise, another girl landed next to me, her outfit in as much disarray as mine.  She had spiked blond hair and then we were sucking cock together.  A third girl joined us, a dark brunette with long locks and there were shouts and screams and more hands on me.  It was almost a contest to see which of us could get splattered with cum first.  Or maybe it was the most, because I remember getting quite a bit on my bosom.  Someone moved behind me, reaching around to cup my breasts, squeezing them tighter and tighter until I finally felt a thin finger reach down and flick against my clit, sending me into oblivion in one single movement.
 
                 Orgasm changed nothing.  Even as I shuddered into sexual euphoria another cock spurted its thick cream onto my face, dripping down in thick white gobs to my cleavage.  I glanced around hurriedly for Kari, but it was for naught because a second later all I saw was a hair covered groin, a dark sausage length’s worth of man extended needfully in my direction.  Obediently I opened up.
 
                 But as I was sucking cock I felt movement between my legs.  Someone was pushing my thighs apart and as I cooperated, sliding my knees outward, I felt hands on my thighs, wrapped around my leg.  In a sporadic moment of clarity, I glanced down to see the top of someone’s head between my legs and then I stiffened as a tongue gently slid along my labia and buried itself in my hole.
 
                 I burned with shame of course, but that only made the need inside me pulse harder.  You have to understand, there was a crowd around me, mostly fellow students, all who were enjoying one of the three mostly nude girls kneeling in the middle of the dance floor getting face fucked.  My dress was now nothing more than a thin band of blue around my waist.  The guy beneath me suddenly let out a yell and I toppled forward, the cock in my mouth pulled out.  Evidently someone got stepped on.  I spun, eyes blurry and then I was pushed up against one of the other girls.  The crowd screamed as our mouths found each other and then I was French kissing her, our tongues entwined.  Her fingers found my wet clit and slipped into my depths.  We were pulled apart a moment later and I found myself once again surrounded.
 
                 But Kari was there.  “Slap her tits!” she demanded of one young hunk.  He grinned and then spanked my breasts, smashing them from side to side.  Then Kari was whirling me around to face another admirer, only to be literally picked up, and held upside down.  I cringed, wondering if I was going to be dropped on my head, only to scream in surprise as Kari began spanking my pussy, snapping her hand sharply against my puffy, swollen, desperate sex.
 
                 Then I was set upright, dizzy, wanting, swaying with the heavy beat of the music.  I was for all intents and purposes, naked, wearing only a ribbon of blue silk around my waist and those stupid high heel shoes.  A moment later there was this huge guy in a black tee shirt pushing away the guys near me and he tapped Kari’s shoulder.  They spoke quickly and her face broke into a huge grin.  She nodded and he leaned toward me.  His rough fingers grabbed my arm, pulling me forward and I was then propelled upward and off the dance floor.  Kari followed as I was pushed toward a back office.  A dark door opened and she followed me in.
 
                 The sudden quiet as the door closed was almost a palpable force and I realized my head was hurting.  Kari nudged me with her elbow.
 
                 “Pull your dress up,” she said in a low tone.  I did, covering my breasts as the bouncer looked on, silent.  The bottom half of my attire fell as well and I smoothed out the material.  I stood there, feeling embarrassed but still horny.  I was contemplating asking the bouncer if he wanted his cock sucked when the door opened, a fresh wave of skull splitting music poured into the office, followed by a man in a suit, and then the door closed.  He turned and looked at Kari, giving me only a cursory glance.
 
                 “Exactly as promised.  I’m impressed.  That will be the new standard,” he said with a grin.  He pulled an envelope out of his pocket and handed it to Kari.  “Just call the number,” he said
 
                 My eyes narrowed and I looked at Kari quizzically.  She shook her head but then nodded graciously at the man in the suit.  The bouncer stiffened as he rose and then escorted us out a back door, away from the main club.  As we emerged into the darkness Kari took my hand and led me to her car.  I climbed in, still confused and as we pulled out onto the road I couldn’t contain myself any longer.
 
                 “Okay.  What the hell was that all about?” I demanded.  I still felt a terrible itch coming from between my legs, one that demanded satisfaction.
 
                 Kari grinned fiercely.  “You started an entirely new tradition at that club, one that will make the place’s traffic skyrocket for a few months,” she said sweetly. “Now the place will have a stage slut practically every night. You were fantastic!”
 
                 My eyes narrowed.  “Yeah, I get that.  But what’s in the envelope?”
 
                 Kari laughed.  “This?” She tossed me the envelope.  I opened it and found a name and number inside.  I gave her that look.
 
                 “It’s my first client, Bre.  I’m going to be doing interior design!” Kari said with pride.
 
                 I couldn’t help it.  I smiled.  “And you got this contract because of what I did?”
 
                 She nodded, then looked at me a bit sheepishly.  “Yeah. I’m sorry.  I guess I should have asked.”
 
                 I frowned, screwing up my face into a mask of disapproval. I folded my arms across my still sticky breasts, the dress plastered wetly with cum.  “Well, you’re not going to be doing any interior design just yet,” I declared.
 
                 Kari looked at me, eyes widened.  “Excuse me?” she asked.  
 
                 I glared back at her and then began laughing, grinning my head off.  “You owe me, girl.  I got you this contract.”
 
                 Kari couldn’t help it.  She grinned too and laughed with me.  “And what do I owe you?”
 
                 My hand crept across the seat and into her lap.  I squeezed her leg lightly, my voice pitched lower and darker.  “Brutal, painful, humiliating sex,” I said.
 
                 We headed home.  And Kari, like usual, delivered.
 
   Chapter Twenty Three: Sunshine and Storms
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   With our first year of college under our belts, Kari and I felt that we were old hands at the whole “education” thing.  In addition, unlike some of our fellow classmates who had to head home during the summer, our apartment was a year round thing.  Kari and I discussed it and while I headed home to help my dad around the farm for a few weeks, in short order I was back for the “second” summer semester.  Those three weeks away from Kari were some of the hardest I’ve ever had to endure and the hard chore of working with the horses and doing some of the other things my dad needed help with didn’t make for a lot of personal time.  My sexual needs started to atrophy and I found myself too tired at the end of the day to do much of anything to myself.
 
   Halfway through those first three weeks, Kari called to let me know she’d be visiting her mother and she wanted to see me, even if it was only for a few moments.  I readily agreed.  I missed my best friend, lover, and mistress, and even if all I got was a soft kiss and a hug, it would be enough to keep me from going insane.  After dinner I excused myself, explaining to my parents that Kari was going to drop by.  I headed out of the house, walking down the gravel drive toward the farm to market road that runs along the southern border of our farm.
 
   Sure enough, Kari’s silver Saturn coupe was parked along the fence line and she was sitting on the hood, her cell phone in hand.  She was wearing a bright sundress that fluttered lightly in the summer breezes of dusk and the rustle and music of crickets and locusts and cicadas in the mesquite filled the air with a buzz.  Her long legs were bent, knees and ankles together, and her red painted toenails were visible in a pair of relaxed looking sandals.  I felt my heart thump painfully.  I was dressed in a blue plaid, button up, short sleeve blouse, tucked in to my jeans.  Thick cowboy boots encased my feet and admittedly, I was even wearing a ladies western hat, holding my red locks in place.
 
   When Kari saw me, she jumped down but didn’t run to me.  Not like I ran to her.  She opened her arms and embraced me when I fell into them, my lips pursing to taste the delicate sweetness of her neck and shoulders.  She laughed as I kissed on her.
 
   “You’re late,” she said, not harshly, but with heat and I laughed, almost crying.  It was SO good to see her!  With patient fingers, she reached up to my shirt and began unbuttoning it.  I let her, feeling almost as if I were fourteen again, innocent and unworldly.  She slipped her arms around me, freeing the catch of my bra.  She worked it loose, helping me out of it, exposing my breasts one at a time.  Then she moved around behind me, pressing her hips into my bottom.  Her fingers found the buckle at my waist, freeing it, pulling lose my belt.  I felt her tug it free of my jeans while the other hand unsnapped the button.  I heard the thud of the heavy leather as her hands worked on my waist band, pushing and shoving the jeans downward.   Her thumbs caught my panties at the same time and a moment later my rump had been bared, the denim and cotton wrapped tightly around my upper thighs.  She pushed me forward until my shins were up against the bumper of her car.
 
   “Lie on it,” she whispered.  I nodded and tumbled forward, catching myself on the metal hood.  It was hot.  Very hot and my palms tingled with the burning heat.  
 
   “Press your breasts against it,” Kari said softly.  “Let the heat singe your skin.”
 
   I whimpered but lowered myself even more.  My hardened nipples touched the hot metal surface and I felt the surge of heat and need.   Then my belly was scorched as I draped myself across the hood.  I gritted my teeth, struggling to endure, to accept, to even want, when Kari lifted my belt and slashed it downward, letting the dark leather bite into my bottom with a ferocity that not even the car’s hot top could match.
 
   I yelled, loudly even, but was too far away from the house for anyone to hear me.  Perhaps some cow was startled by my anguished cry, but Kari didn’t care.  She merely struck again, landing another solid stripe against my bare buttocks.  Amazingly, the whipping gave me the fortitude to ignore the slow cooking of my breasts, stomach, and thighs, all pressed to the hot metal of Kari’s engine hood.  My nipples tingled, but the main heat still emanated from my ass and it was everything I could do not to clutch my buttocks and defend myself.
 
   Kari hit me again. And again, blistering my derriere with enough strokes to make sitting a challenge.  But just as I thought I had reached my limit, the utmost range of my endurance, she tossed my belt aside and ordered me out of the jeans.  I struggled, silent tears streaking my cheeks as I kicked off first my boots then tugged myself out of the tight blue denim.  My panties went with the pants and then Kari told me to lay on the hood of the car, stretching myself outward, legs and arms spread.
 
   She started with my already singed breasts, plumping them quietly before taking the last six inches of my belt in her hand.  She tweaked the nipple, ordering me not to move, then began slapping the supple leather against my chest with brutal efficiency.  I cried out again, my burning ass jerking as it made content with the ticking, still hot metal of her car.  The urge to cover my breasts was intense, especially when she switched to the other side, punishing my other nipple with the same cruel abuse that had sent me spiraling into an agony that could only transform into ecstasy.
 
   When she finished with my breasts, I knew what was coming.  The makeshift taws lapped at my swollen clit, burning away every hope and need with a riot of pain that made me blubber in sorry desperation.  My feet arched, toes keeping me from sliding off the hood of her car, the gravel of the drive digging into the soft skin of my soles.  She whipped my clit, lashing my secret darkness with an intensity that bordered on light and then, just as it seemed I was about to fold, my hands going downward to protect my private parts, she dropped my belt.  Suddenly she was bent in half, her face between my legs, her tongue lapping at my abused clit.  I cried out, involuntarily backing up, spider-crawling up the windshield of her car until her arms wrapped around my waist and brought me back down with a crash.  Kari’s tongue dug through my crevasse, tasting and touching, loving and taking, until I was thrashing, my hot bottom matching the heat of both the car hood and Kari’s mouth.
 
   I came in an explosion that should have rocked the countryside, startling the cows and night nesting birds until they fell over in excitement.  Instead I was alone with my best friend, our bodies and minds entwined in near symphony as the starlit sky blossomed in jewel-like radiance against the setting sun.  I struggled upward out of the sex and heat induced haze and grabbed Kari. She protested, but only lightly and I drew her up onto me.  I rolled her over so that she was lying on the hot metal, her light summer dress providing her skin the protection I didn’t deserve.  I lifted the hem of the dress and saw her bare loins.  She wasn’t wearing panties and only the gentlest pressure was needed for me to open her.  
 
   I bent down, my mouth hungry and I licked and lapped at her, gentle but incessant, not bothering with anything but her clit until I slipped two, then three fingers into her.  Kari moaned, hips twitching as I took her.  I slid my tongue through her petals, tasting her sweet nectar until she too stiffened, her body trembling.  Her fingers dug through my hair, pulling me away.  Kari was always overly sensitive when I made her cum and her quiet release was so much the antithesis to my own explosive and boisterous orgasms that I sometimes wondered what was wrong with us.
 
   I brushed away the buzz of a mosquito that had found my naked body a tasty treat and I sat up.  Kari smiled at me lazily, a warm and loving smile on her face.
 
   “I hope you enjoyed that,” she said.  I let out a low chuckle.  
 
   “I hope YOU enjoyed that!” I replied.  
 
   Kari smiled.  “Of course I did,” she said. “Even if you were naughty and took advantage of me.”
 
   I sniffed.  “Right.”
 
   “So… miss me?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head.  “Not anymore!”  She grinned and laughed as I pulled on my panties and jeans.  
 
   “Well good.  I’d hate to think you were pining away out here.”
 
   We hugged and kissed and promised each other our undying love.  Then I headed back toward the house and she drove off toward school.  Perhaps you’d be surprised to know that I wanted her that very night, missed her terribly, wanting her arms, her heart, her mouth, and yes, even her whip, touching me,  burning me, wanting me, hurting me, and loving me.  That last week and a half was brutal.
 
   Getting back to Kari, while tough from a scholastic standpoint (the crammed in classes of Summer Semester II were brutal), was nice since I was once again able to sink into her arms and bed and let her torment me into sexual nirvana.  I think she was pleased to have me back as well because if we weren’t in class or studying, she was constantly taking me out for meals, shopping trips, or even out for fun.  Almost every outing involved some sort of sexual predicament for me, though a few of those late summer adventures are particularly vivid in my memory.  I remember one afternoon at the Galleria after one of Kari’s “let’s get new outfits!” declarations when Kari didn’t like the panties I was wearing.  In the middle of a changing room, she demanded I remove the panties and stuff them up inside my own pussy.  Talk about awkward walking after that!  But that was nothing compared to one late August afternoon when we headed toward the Kemah Boardwalk, a Coney Island style venue with enough restaurants to make an epicurean happy and keep even the youngest heart screaming in joyful excitement.
 
   We went on a weekday, which diminished the horde slightly, but didn’t disperse the crowds.  I remember the day perfectly.  It was cloudy, with dark thunderheads on the horizon, while the dank humid heat of the Gulf of Mexico cooked us.  I was wearing a white bikini top and a yellow skirt, with my bare feet tucked in a pair of strap sandals with a cork sole and a three inch heel.  Kari on the other hand was wearing shorts. Yes, shorts; along with this darling top that made me hungry to taste every part of her.  We had gotten started late after an early morning session in her bed; me tied with my ankles around my head, and to be honest, even hours later I was still smarting from the sapping she had given me.  Sure I had cum that morning, but having the occasional gulf breeze blow up my dress certainly gave me a craving for further ministrations.
 
   Our trip to Kemah was adventurous though.  We hit the Aquarium, snapping pictures of each other in front of glass tanks filled with fantastically large fish, splurging on the caloric monstrosities of gargantuan hamburgers.  We rode the Ferris wheel and several of the kiddie-rides, my dress flapping in the breeze as I yee-hawed my way through the air.  But as the hours ticked by we noticed the oncoming storm and watched as it rolled its way eastward.  The dark purple thunderheads looked like a few of my bruises and as Kemah emptied and buttoned up for what would be an impressive display of force from Mother Nature herself, Kari merely enjoyed the new cool air, the calm before the storm, and of course, a pair of orange cream push-up pops.  She purchased the ice cream snacks from a nearby vendor who was only mildly disgruntled to find two gorgeous girls wanting ice cream while he was hurriedly trying to get the metal shutters of his stand closed.
 
   We moved to a bench along the waterfront, watching as the various watercraft battened down the hatches, or whatever it’s called, licking our frozen treats. I inhaled mine.  Kari was more parsimonious and still had over half left while I was tossing my wrapper in the trash can next to me. Kari glanced around for a moment.  Then, apparently satisfied that no one was looking, reached over to my lap and pulled up my skirt.  I admit I yelped a little as my shaven slit, quite wet and still swollen, sporting dark purple and blue blotches, came into view, but I knew better than to squirm or attempt to push my attire back down.  Kari would have had a conniption!
 
   “Spread your legs, darling.”  Kari’s voice was like iron and despite the fact that my thighs were already spread more than enough to provide access for my dominatrix lover, I opened up even more, feeling that stretch that doesn’t quite feel right, but reminds you physically of your exposure.  In moments I was flashing the harbor.  Had any of the boats been populated, or had their crews on deck, the scenic vista would have been rated X.  Kari looked down at my exposed sex and patted me lightly on the knee.
 
   “Oh, you poor baby!  Look how bruised you are!” she said with a sickly sweet voice.  I glanced down.  Sure enough the dark blue of my morning beating was readily apparent.  I hadn’t minded at the time though.  For me, my spread legs were more about a mindset than about a position.  I sat there on the bench, fighting my growing apprehension at my forced exposure.
 
   “That must hurt.  Let’s put some ice on that!” Kari declared.  Before I could counter or even argue, my sex closed down upon her pushup pop, formed into a penetrative missile by her soft lips.  The cold burned into me and I started to close my legs, only to be impeded by Kari’s hand working at my sex.  The pushup began melting almost immediately, adding it’s cream and citrus flavoring to the petals between my legs.  I gasped, my hips thrusting immediately, which only served to send the push up pop deeper into my body.  Cold mixed with sugar and before Kari could draw the orange cream dildo out, my pussy tightened and snapped off a decent sized chunk of ice cream, swallowing it into my depths as my personal lubrication and the melted orange cream mixed.
 
   I stiffened, the cold searing my insides even as Kari laughed and pushed more of her ice cream out of the tube.  Once more she reached between my legs, this time rubbing the top edges of frost and sugar against my clit, working me into a frozen lather.  It was everything I could do to keep my legs open, much less fall to the ground to curl in a ball, ginger cream leaking from my sex.  But then Kari slipped to the ground and in the middle of the Kemah boardwalk, with only the oncoming storm distracting the park staff and few remaining guests, she put her face between my legs and took a long loving lick of my citrus flavored flower.  It was more than I could take and her tongue against my clit drove me into a gasping shudder.  I lifted my head up just as the thunder of both my orgasm and the storm struck.  Kari ignored both and continued to work the little nodule between my legs as if there were nothing insane about licking the petals of her lesbian lover, in public, after fucking her with an ice cream pop, while a major summer thunderstorm barreled toward us.
 
   I tilted forward on the bench as Kari pulled me forward and I longed to lift my legs, my ankles by my ears.  Instead I just split myself, widening my stance until Kari could touch and lick every part of me.  I felt the cold of the push-up pop against my ass and even as Kari drove her tongue inside me, the pop dug deeper.
 
   I’m not sure which came first, the rain or me, but when I cried out in release, the storm crashed down, smothering us in enough water and heavy thunder to drown out the sounds of my cries.  I shook, my hair plastered to the side of my head, streaming with water as Kari sucked ice cream and my clitoris into her mouth.  The cool water poured down and then finally she rose, the downpour cleaning the remnants of my release and orange cream from her face.  
 
   I was jelly and when she drew me up off the bench she had to pull hard.  The storm became even more intense and she dragged me down the boardwalk into the sheltered cove of one of the retail stores.  Hugging each other tightly, still a bit breathless from our public lovemaking and the savage fury of the storm, we dripped with grins of silly satisfaction on our faces.
 
   “I love Kemah!” Kari exclaimed and we both burst out laughing.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty Four: Dessert, Microphones, and Alligator Clamps
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                 As our sophomore year began Kari and my scholastic paths started to diverge.  As she disappeared to take more art classes, I headed off in another direction, adding wonderful little classes like “Criminal Law” and “Victimology” to my course curriculum.  Worse, one of the advanced classes Kari was taking that semester met three evenings a week, for two hours each class, meaning that dinners suddenly became a lonely affair for me.  Granted, it helped not eating out quite as much.  I cooked for Kari on Tuesday, Thursday, and Sunday.  She took us out on Saturday night.  The other days, I ate alone, usually in front of the computer.
 
                 On the evenings Kari was home, my world was filled with her needs, letting her bind me, hurt me, and force me through orgasm after orgasm before she finally felt the need for my tongue and fingers.  Sometimes hours would pass, the patient tap of her whip against my skin timing the minutes until she was ready to give in.  Sometimes I was forced to cum over and over, my clit sore and swollen and bruised, until she was ready to straddle my face and allow me to finish her off.  But no matter what, I loved it.  She would work the spiked dildo into my pussy and pump it up to the third level and then drag it out of my sex, making it feel as if it were peeling the skin from my insides.  Or she would inflate it to its maximum settings, pressing and rolling the embedded spikes across my labia and clitoris.  And sometimes she brought home a young man with her who we’d tumble into bed like two hungry lionesses, grinning as we would bind and torment him.  Kari would work to see how long she could keep him hard without cumming, a skill she wasn’t terribly good at.  I always loved to see the look in their eyes at release, not knowing that the true torment – constant arousal and forced orgasm, was now on the menu.
 
   My classes were easy enough and I was making straight A’s without much in the way of work or study, which is always nice.  To alleviate the boredom, I began spending most of my solitary evenings on the internet.  I learned the ins and outs of cybersex, started to get a grip on the lingo, even getting to the point where I knew what “LOL” (laughing out loud) and “ASL?” (age, sex, and location?) and even “ROFLMAO” (Rolling On the Floor Laughing My Ass Off!) meant.  As expected, I was highly popular in the role play world and my screen name of “PainslutBre” was a surefire way to guarantee that I was immediately involved with SOMEONE.
 
                   As I began to explore the various chat rooms available, I discovered that the mix of males and females on the internet seemed highly skewed.  At first I thought things were balanced, until a couple of conversations convinced me that some of my “sisters” in bondage were actually men, posing as women.  I admit, it took me a while to figure that out, but even then it never bothered me.  As a bi-sexual nympho humiliation pain slut doing role play, it didn’t matter to me if the person on the other end of the electronic highway of communication was male or female.  All that mattered was that they were fast on the keyboard and had a scrumptious imagination.  But it was that fall semester that I first discovered that some people were not just typing out their sexual fantasies.  Some people were speaking them.
 
                 Buying the microphone and headset was quite an adventure for me.  First of all, I had to use up the last of my book fund.  I didn’t cheap out either.  I got one of those padded fifty dollar sets that made me look like an operator for an answering service, except I suspect that most operators at the answering service don’t sit at their computers buck naked, stuffed with a buzzing vibrator, with a set of duck billed clamps hanging from their nipples.  I on the other hand, frequently chatted like that.  I remember the very first microphone session I had.   I have no clue who I was chatting with, but he loved the sound of my voice.  It was almost like an interview and I decided that I was going to give him a treat.  Kari was still out and would be for hours, so I went to the kitchen with a quick “BRB” (be right back!) and got just a few things.
 
                 When I slipped the headphones back on, I was still naked, but I had removed the vibrator from my pussy and set it on the desk.  The tray, filled with the contents needed, stood off to the side.
 
                 “Do you like dessert?” I asked him.  There was laughter in my ears.
 
                 “Who doesn’t?” he asked.
 
                 I grinned.  “Well I’m in the mood for something sweet, and maybe you can help me,” I told the man thousands of miles away.  
 
                 “Sure, sweetheart.  Whatever you’d like.”
 
                 “I want a banana split.  Do you like banana splits?” I asked. I pitched my voice lower, making it more seductive.  
 
                 “Absolutely.”
 
                 “I forget. What goes first into the bowl when you make a banana split?” I asked.
 
                 “Uh… the banana?” he replied.
 
                 “Oh right!” I said sweetly.  I leaned back in my chair and brought my feet up.  I wasn’t facing the computer, but actually was looking toward the bed, my toes pressing against the comforter.  In this position my pussy was tilted upward slightly.  
 
                 “Mmmm… this is a nice banana, long and firm,” I said as I picked up the fruit.  It was too and I brought it to my mouth and licked it for a moment.  I made all the appropriate sounds as I slid the unpeeled banana down my throat, pretending it was a cock.
 
                 “Are you sucking on it?” he asked.
 
                 “Hmmm-mmmm,” I said around the banana.  Then I popped it out.  “Now it needs to go in the bowl.”  I brought the banana down between my legs and with my left hand spread the petals of my flower.  The blunt end felt rough, but I was already soaked and it only took a moment for my vaginal secretions to mix with my saliva and then I was able to slip almost the whole thing deep into myself.  I groaned as it went in, more for pleasure than anything else, but my listener loved it as I verbally made sure he knew when every thrust and pull slid through me.
 
                 “Oh wait!” I said a few moments later, after about ten or twenty full thrusts that that had me desperate for more.  “Aren’t we supposed to peel the banana?” I asked.
 
                 There was laughter in my ears.  “Well usually. I don’t know of anyone who likes a banana unpeeled.”
 
                 I grinned as I extracted the fruit. I quickly peeled it, describing what I was doing.  I tossed the peel on the desk and gingerly placed the tip of the soft fruit against my clit.  
 
                 “Oohh… it feels good when I rub it against my clit,” I commented.  “Pushing it in now.  Got to put the banana in the bowl right?” I asked.  Then I moaned.  Sliding the banana in felt amazing.  I let out little cries as I moved my wrist.
 
                 But peeled bananas and pussies were never meant to go together.  After three or four thrusts, something broke and I pulled half a banana away.
 
                 “Oh! It broke!  But that’s okay.  Half the banana is still in the bowl!” I announced happily.  It felt a little odd to have half a banana still stuck inside me, and it had been years since I had done anything like this, but I quickly moved on.  Besides, the ice cream was melting.
 
                 “What’s next in a banana split?” I asked.
 
                 “The ice cream?” he guessed.
 
                 “I’ve got a bowl of chocolate right here!” I said, scooping out a small wedge of the softening chocolate mess.  This was the part that scared me slightly.  It was going to be very very cold.  I took a few deep breaths as I explained what I was doing.
 
                 “Okay, it’s time to put the ice cream in the bowl.  Closer, closer, ooohhhhhhhh!” I cried out.  The cold seared me and I worked the spoon inward, gasping and groaning and making all sorts of soft little cries that must have seriously aroused my partner.  I swirled the spoon inside me and felt the banana breaking up even more.  My pussy was freezing and half melted chocolate ice cream coated my labia.  
 
                 My next question came through clenched teeth.  “What’s next?” I gasped.  “Hot fudge, right?”
 
                 There was silence for a moment but then total agreement.  “Really hot fudge,” he said.
 
                 I picked up the glass.  It was still hot from the two minutes it had sat in the microwave, filled with a spoonful of Kari’s favorite hot fudge.  The dark chocolate was still quite fluid, swirling nicely when I picked up the glass. I hadn’t checked the temperature when I pulled it out of the microwave, but I figured the few minutes of sexual play time was more than enough to cool it down to a reasonable temperature.  Besides, my pussy was COLD!
 
                 My breathing had increased to a rapid, almost breathless rasp.  “Here we go.  I’m going to pour it right over the top and coat the ice cream and bowl,” I said.  Then I poured a thick, long, dollop of hot steaming fudge right on my clit.
 
                 In the olden days, radio used countless special effects to bring reality to the listeners.  I preferred a more realistic option.  Just fucking do it.  I cried out in exquisite agony as the hot fudge burned through me, coating my labia, sliding down over my clit, singeing my nub and then literally seeping into my depths to melt and mix with the ice cream already turned to slush inside me.  My hips jerked wildly and my cries were received with incessant encouragement. My listener LIKED me being tortured like this.
 
                 It took me more than a few minutes to calm down.  The previous time this was done to me I think Kari took a bit more caution with the hot fudge and I was also tied down.  That makes a difference.  But when I finally had recovered enough I reached for the can of whip cream. I shook it, letting the little marble rattle inside it.  My listener heard it.
 
                 “That’s the whip cream can,” I whispered.  
 
                 “Oh yeah, baby.  Cream that cunt!” he said.  I thought I could hear his own breathing loud and clear.  And was that a fap fap fap sound in the background?”
 
                 I stuck the nozzle of the can, with one finger pressed against the plastic tip, into my pussy.  I felt the cooling fudge, the mix of chocolate and pussy juice swirling inside me, and I pressed on the nozzle, directing a thick copious explosion of compressed, cold, whip cream into my darkness, filling in every last conceivable gap.  It felt both amazing and agonizing and my vocal antics made that very clear.  
 
                 I capped it all off with a cherry and a spoon and my listener sat enraptured (and I think in his own sexual euphoria) as I clearly began EATING the banana split.  Digging the spoon into my own pussy, scooping out bits of fudge and melted ice cream, swirling around bits of banana, was actually kinda cool.  I came too, scraping the spoon along my clit.  But my listener was only half there and eventually I begged off, relieved and excited and so messy that I needed a shower.  We promised to chat again and then I slowly wrapped a towel around myself and carried the discards of my dessert into the kitchen.  I noticed I was dripping on the tile, so I just shoved everything into the sink and headed for the bathroom.
 
                 I was just getting out of the shower when the door opened.  That surprised me. I had lost track of time and there was Kari, glowering at me.  I had spent more than my usual twenty minutes under the water, making sure I hadn’t left any tidbits where they would become a problem and I looked up with shock on my face.
 
                 “Oh… this is going to be good,” Kari said harshly.  “Get out here now.”
 
                 I wrapped the towel around my naked body, a sinking feeling deep in my gut.   I knew I was in trouble.  I followed her through the living room and into the kitchen.  Four or five bowls sat in the sink, a chocolate mess splattered the counter, and I had left the can of whip cream out.  Oops.  I looked at her with a desperate glance.
 
                 “I can explain,” I said.
 
                 Kari blinked.  “Do you think I care about your explanation?  Go get the paddle.”
 
                 I almost broke down and cried but the look on Kari’s face was more than enough to push me toward her bedroom.  I opened her door and there on her bureau was the paddle, a wooden monstrosity with holes drilled in it.  I picked it up and carried it back out into the living room. Kari had moved from the kitchen to the sofa and was sitting there patiently, her face a dark storm cloud.  I knelt, handing it to her and she reached out and snatched both the paddle and my towel, leaving me naked and exposed.
 
                 “Bend over the coffee table, slut.”  Her voice was like fingernails on a chalkboard.  With tears in my eyes I did as she ordered, slipping over the coffee table and pressing my breasts down into the heavy wood.  My ass was raised and I gripped the edges, trying to brace myself.
 
                 The blow she delivered was the worst I’d ever received and it literally knocked me off the table. I fell, crying insanely, my feet kicking, my hands covering my ass.  I glared up at her and she stood above me, furious.  
 
                 “Get up! Get back in position NOW!” she roared.  
 
                 Shaking, I did. I crawled back to the table and bent over it.  I was shaking hard.  Before I could even grip the edges again, she slammed the paddle into my ass, driving me once more to the floor.
 
                 This time I didn’t get up when she ordered me too. I just lay there, curled up in a ball while the molten lava burned my ass off.  Kari grabbed my hand and started dragging me to her room and after three or four feet of rug burn on my side and my right breast, I started moving.  At her bedroom, she hauled me to my feet and threw me on the bed.  Again, I just laid there crying as she got out the wrist cuffs.  The heavy black leather encircled my arms and then she pulled me upright, twisting me around so that I was facing her headboard and the wall.  One wrist went out to the right and when she moved around to the other side of the bed, I found myself drawn up into a kneeling position with the tips of my breasts rubbing against the metal framework in front of me.
 
                 Kari picked up the paddle again, but I sank down, trying to hide my bottom from her.  She snarled, grabbed a nipple, and yanked me up again, the pain shooting through my breast as well as into my ass as she hit me.  The blows came, faster and sharper and I was crying and shaking and begging her too stop.  Finally my antics became too much for her to hold my breast and beat me at the same time and she dropped the paddle as I sobbed into my arm.  I heard the dresser drawer slide out and the she climbed up on the bed behind me.  
 
                 “I was going to save these for another, more perfect time.  But clearly you need them now,” she said.  I heard the clink of metal and looked up.  She was draping a thin but sturdy steel chain over one of the rungs at the head of the bed.  My eyes followed the ends down and then widened in alarm as I saw the clamps attached to each end.
 
                 Kari had used clamps on me before of course.  Ever since early in our relationship, clothespins had been frequently used and I still keep a drawer full of them at my desk for… uh… emergencies.  At that time I also had a pair of black rubber coated duck bill clamps, with a screw to tighten them.  They were exquisite, but sometimes didn’t react well to everything demanded of them.  But these new clamps...  my God!  They were something right out of a torture manual!
 
                 Or an electrician’s catalog.  Both were solid metal, easily three inches long, and sported a row of sharp metal teeth.  I’d never seen anything like them before and my entire body quaked at the idea of those little monsters chewing on my tits.  I pulled away but Kari pressed herself behind me.  She cupped my left breast and snagged the alligator clamp with her right.  Then, despite my fight, she let the tiny metal jaws chomp down on my tender nipple.
 
   If you thought I screamed nicely when the hot fudge coated my clit, you should have been there for the alligator clamp!  Damn did that hurt!  Sure, I’m “adjusted” to them now, but back then it was like pure agony.  It was salt on an open wound.  Lemon juice on a paper cut!  And while I shook, sobbing out the pain and hurt, she went ahead and latched the next one on my right nipple.
 
                 The agony was incredible, but I didn’t realize the truly awful aspect of Kari’s torment until she moved away and picked up the wooden paddle again.  The chain kept me upright.  Now my breasts were tugged toward the bed frame and my ass was perfectly in position.  Kari swung hard and when I naturally twisted and fell, the pain in my breasts suddenly eclipsed the pain in my ass.  Talk about a surprise!  I ended up moving back up, exposing my rump for another blow, rather than have my nipples ripped off my body.
 
                 The next blow came right on time, yet something else happened besides having my butt blistered.  Kari’s hand slipped around to my front and her fingers delved through my recently washed petals.  In the space of a nanosecond, the burning heat of agony switched into the molten necessity of want and my hips jerked forward and then back.  Her thumb found my clit and my next sob came out as more of a gasp.  My loins pumped and I found myself fucking her fingers just as the next impact rocked me.  But it came without the same impetus as the previous blows and only added to the mixture of my insane libido.  
 
                 Kari grasped my clit between finger and thumb, rolling it around, squeezing and pinching it, sending waves of beautiful sensation through my body.  It wasn’t pleasure, but it couldn’t have been described as pain either.  It leapt like lightning through my veins up to my brain and then exploded through my nervous system, shooting back down to the tips of my alligator clamped breasts and then to my clit.  
 
                 I was almost there, so close and Kari dropped the paddle and swung down to lay flat on her back.  She tugged on my thighs and when I looked down, her hungry little mouth was just below my dripping sex.  Her tongue darted out and struck me, lapping at my tender nub with harsh and eager strokes.  It was all I needed. I couldn’t drop down and rub myself across Kari’s face thanks to the alligator clamps and the chain, but I didn’t need to.  She worked me to the cliff edge herself and metaphorically shoved me off over the edge, screaming in orgasmic bliss.
 
                 The sharp pain of the alligator clamps being released brought me back to awareness.  Oh my God did the tips of my breasts hurt!  Both nipples sported dark red blotches where the teeth had dug deeply into the flesh and I was surprised I wasn’t bleeding.  Kari released my wrist cuffs and I fell over, too exhausted, to worn out, to drained to do anything.  Residual pains still shot through me, mostly from my abused ass and my breasts and I’m pretty sure I twitched in surreal movements while Kari put things away.
 
                 She left me like that and about fifteen minutes later I finally had the wherewithal to get up.  I wasn’t able to stand, so I crawled to the living room.  She wasn’t there.  I found her in the kitchen, cleaning up the last of my mess.  I went to her and kissed her bare foot in apology.  She ran her fingers through my hair but didn’t speak and I followed her out to the living room.  She sat down, opened a text book and started to read, patently ignoring me.  I stayed on my knees, hurting still, wondering when she would speak to me, and I took a deep breath to wait.
 
                 I waited for an hour.  Then two.  Finally an idea came to my deranged mind.  It took me only a few seconds to find what I was after and I crawled back to her, this time intruding on her space and putting my hand on her knee, my tender breasts (which were still hurting) against her leg.
 
                 “Kari?” I asked softly.  She glanced at me, then looked away.
 
                 “Kari?  Please.  I’m sorry.”  
 
                 She turned the page, still ignoring me.  
 
                 “Kari?  I apologize for my misbehavior.  Please forgive me and punish me for my transgression,” I said, the words slipping out before I even thought about them.  What the fuck was I thinking?  I had ALREADY been punished for my misbehavior!
 
                 She glanced up.  “You think you deserve punishment still?” she asked haughtily.  
 
                 I opened my mouth, already stammering, but the look in her eyes suddenly put steel into my will.  I nodded stupidly and then said “Yes, ma’am.”
 
                 “Another spanking?” she asked, eyes hard.
 
                 I swallowed, then nodded.  My ass tightened in anticipation.
 
                 “And how many spanks do you deserve, slut?” she demanded.
 
                 I paused.  How many could I take?  Was this a trick question?  I didn’t want even one spank, but choose to low and I’d risk worse.  Choose to high and I’d have to take them.  
 
                 “As many as you wish to give me, Kari,” I replied.  I had taken the coward’s way out, and she knew it.  She turned away and I visibly wilted.
 
                 “Ten spanks mistress!” I said quickly, rising up and pressing myself against her.
 
                 She gave me a crazy look and I cringed again.  “Twenty?” I asked.
 
                 Kari rolled her eyes and went back to her book.  So I brought out my secret weapon.  The metal tinkled as I let the chain unroll.  Then, while Kari watched me out of the corner of her eye, I lifted the alligator clamp to my breast and let it close right behind my right nipple.  Pain exploded through me as it bit down hard and I let out a whimper that would have made a beaten dog jealous.  Then the other clamp went on and I was awash in the sharp shards of glass filled pain piercing my nipples and sending jagged tears up through my breast, destroying the nerves until it all just hurt.
 
                 “Please Kari!  Punish me!” I begged, clearly near tears.
 
                 She slowly closed the book, then she stood up, setting it aside.  She bent down toward me, running her hand over my head, around my jaw, and down my neck.  She took hold of the chain between my breasts, pulling it taut.  More shards of agony speared me and it took my breath away.
 
                 “Very well, Breanne.  If a punishment is what you want, then a punishment is what you’ll get.”
 
                 She led me to her bedroom, to the bondage cuffs, to the paddle, to her leather sap, to her sweet sex, to oblivion and orgasm.
 
                 Punishment?  I didn’t deserve it.
 
                 I wanted it.
 
   Chapter Twenty Five: The Pain Slut Room
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                 Life takes strange turns and the introduction of the alligator clamps was one of those major course changes.  It’s not that I didn’t care for them, though they hurt more than anything else Kari had clamped to my nipples, but nothing, and I mean NOTHING, was more riveting on microphone than me applying those slowly to myself, moaning and gasping and pleading while some online chat partner urged me to hurt myself.  As the fall semester ground down toward the holidays I was spending more and more time on the computer, always stark naked, stuffed to the brim and wanting.
 
                 In hind sight, I’m going to admit that I was sort of addicted.  My urges and dreams began moving toward what trouble I might get myself into THAT evening, rather than thinking toward the next time Kari would be home.  Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays were the worst since I was left to my own devices from three in the afternoon all the way to eight and sometimes even nine o’clock in the evening.  I’d walk back to the apartment from class, the ben wa balls swirling inside me and all I could think of was what sort of torment whoever was online would pick for me.
 
                 I also had gotten much heavier involved in the chat rooms.  One of the ones I had stumbled upon was entitled, “The Pain Slut Room” and I was astonished to find that it was a highly organized, privately run room that had hosts, “bartenders”, and yes, even pain sluts.  To my bewilderment, the first time I went into the room there was a girl on open webcam pouring hot wax all over herself at the encouragement of the spectators. She had positioned her camera so that it only showed her body from the neck down.  I was intrigued.  It was rather amazing.  This was before the days of all those free “webcam” sites.  Exhibitionist girls really had no outlet for that kind of behavior.  I signed up for the group, getting their regular emails.  About a week and a half after I joined, there was an advertisement sent out, or maybe it was more like a job posting.
 
                 “Attention.  The Pain Slut Room is looking for willing females to accept the position of ‘Room Pain Slut’.  The position requires you to work the room for one complete hour at a time, expose yourself on webcam, greet and submit to all the guests, and once per hour suffer a self-inflicted punishment, voted on by the assembled room members.  Email Master Daemon for an application if you are interested in the position.  Multiple positions available.”
 
                 I quivered when I saw that.  The idea of submitting to complete strangers wasn’t new to me, but it was the kind of thing that turned me on.  Doing it from the safety of my own bedroom was even cooler.  But a webcam?  I bit my lip, wondering.  What would that mean for me?  My career intentions had always been to become a practicing criminal law attorney, work my way up through the District Attorney’s office and then maybe, just maybe, go into politics.  One of my limits that Kari had always respected was my desire not to be photographed.  Sure, there are some out there of me doing bad things, but for the most part unless you KNOW it’s me, you really can’t tell.  But getting a webcam; that would be different.  I’d have to be careful.  I’d have to be cautious.  Things could get out of hand.
 
                 Buying one turned out to be easier than I thought.  I had a credit card and picked up the hardware from the university book store.  I didn’t tell Kari about it. She was already a bit sensitive concerning my computer habits.  Kari had expressed her concerns about my fascination.  I think she mentioned the word “addiction” a few times.  She was worried that I would end up preferring the cyberworld to the real one.  While Kari went out and met people and made friends, I spent my time closeted in my bedroom, in the darkness, stuffed to the gills with a vibrator or dildo, feeding the hungry beast.  Our worlds were diverging.
 
                 I hurried home with my new webcam and got it all set up and tested.  I was thrilled.  I emailed Master Daemon and expressed my desire to apply for Room Pain Slut.  Sure enough, the application showed up within hours and I sat there, bouncing on a six inch vibrator, while I filled it out.  In fact, I still have a copy:
 
                  The Pain Slut Room
 
   Dear Prospective Pain Room Slut,
 
   Thank you for your interest in applying for the position of Room Pain Slut.  The Room Pain Slut is the focal point for “The Pain Slut Room”.  The basic role of the room pain slut is to greet newcomers to the room while on open webcam, naked, and in some form of masochistic sexual distress. Additionally, once per hour, the Room Pain Slut is required to demonstrate her masochistic sexual nature by accomplishing the voted on activity presented in the room. The basic requirements for this position are as follows:
 
   1.        You must be female.  Not a transvestite or cross dresser.
 
   2.       You must have a webcam and a microphone.
 
   3.       When serving as Room Pain Slut, you must spend one full hour on your shift.  Multiple hours are even better.
 
   4.       Room Pain Sluts are required to have a vibrator (on high setting) of some sort in them at all times unless in the middle of a self-torture activity.
 
   5.       At least once per hour, the Room Pain Slut must submit to the self-torture suggestion voted on by the room.  However, the Room Pain Slut may also solicit other self-torture suggestions.
 
   6.       The Room Slut must keep a basic kit of sex toys and items used for torture including  rope, cuffs, candles, clothespins, a vibrator, and ice.  Other items may be requested and it is the Pain Slut’s responsibility to make sure she has the appropriate equipment.
 
   7.       The Room Pain Slut must serve at least three hours per week, but each hour may be on a different day.
 
   8.       The Room Pain Slut must be prepared to accept punishment for any violation of the above rules.  Punishment can range from being assigned additional hours, more aggressive torments, or being discharged and banned from both the group and the room.
 
   9.       We do not require you to show your face during webcam sessions, however it is preferred.  YOU ARE REQUIRED TO SHOW YOUR FACE DURING THE INTERVIEW.
 
   Please answer the following questions and we will contact you to arrange a webcam interview.
 
   1.         Please give your name, age, and the general area in which you live.
 
   My name is Breanne.  I’m 19, but I’ll be 20 in two weeks.  I live in Houston, Texas.
 
   2.       Please describe yourself physically.
 
   I’m five foot four and a quarter, auburn hair, a bit willowy, 36-28-34, with freckled but pretty skin.
 
   3.       Why are you interested in allowing yourself to be sexually abused?
 
   Because I get turned on being hurt and humiliated.
 
   4.       Do you understand that while serving as a Room Slut, you will be asked to hurt yourself in a sexual manner?  Give an example of what you think might be asked of you.
 
   I understand that I will be asked to hurt myself.  I think maybe I’ll be asked to pour hot wax on my clit, or put clothespins on my nipples and clit, and that I’ll be forced to masturbate in front of everyone.
 
   5.       How often do you masturbate?
 
   Three or four times a day.
 
   6.       Are you a virgin?
 
   Not for a long time!
 
   7.       On a scale of 1 to 10, rate your general knowledge of self-bondage.
 
   Maybe a six?
 
   8.       What S&M activities turn you on?
 
   I like being tied up, whipped, spanked, clamped, waxed, and fucked.
 
   9.       What are your limits?
 
   Please no blood, scat, pee, kids, disfigurement or things that might end with me in jail.
 
   10.    Please list your current “toys”.
 
   Vibrator
 
   Vibroballs
 
   Spiked inflatable dildo
 
   Clothespins
 
   Duck billed nipple clamps
 
   Alligator nipple clamps
 
   Bottom Plug
 
   Thank you for your interest in being a Room Pain Slut for the “Pain Slut Room”.  We will contact you as soon as possible to arrange an interview.  Interviews are conducted one on one and you will be expected to submit to a full, nude, body inspection as well as demonstrate your ability to take sexual abuse and torment.
 
   -Master Daemon.
 
                 It didn’t take me long to fill out the form and I quickly sent it back to Master Daemon with fingers crossed.  Within twenty minutes I had a reply:
 
                 Greetings Breanne, 
 
                 Thank you for applying for the position of room pain slut.  When you are ready, please visit our chat room and contact me via private message.  Please be ready to activate your webcam.  You will also need to be completely undressed, with a vibrator already in and on.  Part of this interview is to see how you handle such stimulation.  Additionally, please have the equipment mentioned in the application ready and on hand, since I will need to test your masochistic levels.  I look forward to seeing you.
 
                 Master Daemon
 
                 You should have seen me scrambling.  I assembled every damn toy I owned and a few that didn’t belong to me, pulled from Kari’s room.  I laid them all out on my desk.  I went to the kitchen and grabbed a few ice cubes and put them in a glass. I grabbed a couple of votive candles from the dining room and lit them so their flickering flame danced near my elbow.  Then I sat back down at the computer, slipped my headphones on, slid the large vibrator up inside me, turned it to its maximum setting, gasped, took a few deep breaths, and logged on.
 
                 Master Daemon greeted me the moment I entered the room and I saw that things were quiet.  No room pain slut was on duty, so the place had only a sparse compliment of guests.  I recognized a few regulars since I’d been dropping into the Pain Slut Room before and even done a few microphone sessions with a few people from that room.  I checked the “busy” mark and then private messaged Master Daemon.  
 
                 It took us only a moment to get our respective webcams going and I positioned mine so that my face and breasts were visible from the very moment we started.  In addition, I was surprised and pleased to see him as well.  He was middle aged with a short dark, well trimmed beard, heavy glasses, and looked thin and stringy.  The illumination of his computer screen was the only light in the room and it made him look washed out.  I had my lights blazing and his reaction at seeing me, my bare breasts and my face, made his eyes widen.
 
                 “You’re a lot prettier than I was expecting,” he said politely.
 
                 I smiled warmly. “Thank you, sir,” I replied.
 
                 He grinned.  “Well, let’s get started.  First of all, stand up. I need to see your cunt and your ass.”
 
                 I did, keeping my thighs together as I stood. I didn’t want the vibrator to fall out.  I was already so horny that between my juices and the slick sides of the vibe, I knew that the slightest lightening of pressure would cause it to drop.
 
                 “Spread your legs, Breanne.”
 
                 I shifted uncomfortably. “Sir?  I have a vibrator in right now and it will fall out if I open my legs.”
 
                 There was a momentary pause.  “Go ahead and take it out.”
 
                 I reached down, knowing full well that he could see EXACTLY what I was doing.  I opened my thighs and caught the vibrator as it shot out of my sex, reacting to both gravity and the pulsing need of my depths, squeezing it with want.  I turned off the vibrator and set it on the desk. I was surprised to see him shaking his head in disappointment.
 
                 “Breanne, Breanne,” he said.  “You know better.  Lick that vibrator clean,” said Master Daemon.
 
                 I looked at him in shock.  Lick my own juices off the vibrator?  I bit my lip for a second.  How different would it be?  It wasn’t like I hadn’t tasted myself anyway, licking Kari’s fingers after they had been inside me.  So I picked up the vibrator and stuck it in my mouth.  I bent over as well, making sure he could see my face as I cleaned the large plastic phallus.  When I had gotten every trace of my own swill off the darn thing, I put it back down on the desk.
 
                 “All right, turn around please.  I need to see your ass.”
 
                 I turned around and bent over, then reached back and grabbed my butt cheeks, spreading them obscenely.  I know my shaven slit as well as the brown button of my rear end were totally visible, but evidently he was more interested in the red blotches on my ass.
 
                 “What are those marks?” he asked.
 
                 “I was spanked recently,” I replied, the memory of Kari’s brutal punishment still fresh in my mind.
 
                 “Nice.  It must have been a harsh one.”
 
                 I nodded.  “It was.”
 
                 “All right. Please turn around and sit back down.”  I did as I was asked and resumed my seat.
 
                 “In your application, you said you like pain.  That it turns you on,” Master Daemon said.
 
                 “Yes sir.”
 
                 “Fine.  Let’s test that.  Do you have any clamps?” he asked.
 
                 I grinned eagerly and reached out to the desk. I grabbed the bucket of clothespins and put them in view, then reached for other things, all while chattering away. “Sure! I’ve got clothespins, and here are my duck bill clamps, and if you really want to hurt me, I’ve got some alligator clamps as well,” I said, holding up the steel chain and metal monstrosities.
 
                 He blinked.  “You actually use those?” 
 
                 I nodded.
 
                 “Put them on.”
 
                 I took a deep breath.  Now was the time.  I cupped my left breast and quickly clamped the nipple, letting the metal toothed jaw lock down on the tender tip.  Even as I was grimacing and wincing through the sharp pain I repeated the process on my right side.  In mere seconds my breasts were hurting as if I’d driven nails through them.  Evidently my totally honest reaction was more than enough for Master Daemon, who whistled his appreciation for my willingness to hurt.
 
                 “Now put three pegs on each of your labia,” he ordered.  
 
                 I fumbled for the clothespins and pulled them out.  They were simple wooden pincers, the kind you can buy at the grocery store, two dozen for a few bucks.  I tilted the camera down so that he could see my pussy, and carefully set the pine jaws along the thick petals.  Then using both hands I spread my sex open for the camera, using the clothespins as leverage.  It hurt of course, but it wasn’t terrible.  You see the same kind of stuff all over the internet.
 
                 “Do you have any tape?” Master Daemon asked.
 
                 I nodded and fumbled one hand toward the desk drawer.  I pulled out a roll of clear tape and held it up.
 
                 “Good.  Now tape your pussy open.”
 
                 That was hard.  The clothespins kept getting in the way and I resolved to stock my new “toybox” with duct tape from that moment on.  As it was, it took me a good three or four minutes to get a thin clear strand of tape along one edge of three of the clothespins and to run the tape around my thigh, pulling my labia outward.  Then I did the other side with moderately more success.  What can I say?  Experience is everything, right?
 
                 “Very pretty.  Now spread your legs as wide apart as possible,” Master Daemon ordered.  In seconds I realized my mistake.  I didn’t open my legs enough while taping and when I spread them out to my usual spread-eagled width, the tape and clothespins tugged on my pussy harder and with more pain than I was expecting.  Then one of the clothespins snapped off and I let out a tiny cry. 
 
                 “Put it back on and tape it!” Master Daemon snapped.  I moved to comply, smarting, my hips churning.  I could literally see my sex pulsing with need and moisture glistened on my petals and the exposed pink interior.  Finally I got my labia stretched and clamped properly and I sat there, shaking slightly, with my nipples harshly clamped and my pussy on display.
 
                 “Do you have a whip or a ruler?” he asked.
 
                 I blinked.  “Um… both sir.”  The plastic ruler was in my desk drawer, but Kari’s multi-thong cat-o-nine-tails was sitting on the desk next to me.
 
                 “Good.  Grab the ruler first.”
 
                 With trembling fingers I slid open the desk drawer again and pulled out a thin plastic ruler.  It was a cheap one and I could see myself through the orange colored plastic and black markings.
 
                 “Now, I want you to spank your clit.  As hard as you can, until I tell you to stop.”
 
                 I closed my eyes, contemplating the pain I was about to endure, but I lifted the ruler and brought the bottom edge down on my clit with a loud crack that made me jerk upward and turned my face into a mask of grotesque agony.  My toes curled but I did it again, and then again, the sharp sounds of the plastic turning even more edged as my juices wet the firm plastic.  I spanked my clit over and over until I was near tears and my skin had taken on this deep pink, almost red hue.  I was just about to bring the ruler down again when Master Daemon interrupted me.
 
                 “Good.  Now take the vibrator, turn it on to full power, and hold it against your clit for two minutes.  Do not cum on pain of punishment.”
 
                 My entire hand shook as I picked up the vibrator and turned it on to full power.  It hummed, the force of the motor only adding to my already frayed nerves.  My nipples throbbed as I brought the vibrator down to my already abused, swollen, and red clitoris.  I touched the tip to that tiny nodule and it was as if something electrified my entire body.  I gasped, letting out tiny cries of total abandon.  It felt as if I were being licked, struck, sapped, and pinched all at the same time.  I tossed my head, my toes curling, my knees bouncing as I struggled to contain myself.  One minute passed, and almost two, but I was unable to follow the commands of my interviewer and I exploded wetly, my clothespin clamped pussy squirting juice outward and over my leather chair and onto the floor.
 
                 I wasn’t even finished cumming when I saw Master Daemon’s smiling face.  He laughed and nodded sagely.  “Now put that vibrator in your cunt.”  I did as asked and he continued, watching me slide the thick motorized phallus into my body.  “I figured you would cum.  It’s good to know that you can cum just from being hurt.  That’s imperative.”
 
                 I blinked.  “So, it was a test?  No punishment?” I asked stupidly.
 
                 He laughed again.  “Well of course there will be a punishment!  We can’t have our pain sluts disobeying commands, can we?”  He paused a moment.  “I think the candles will work.”
 
                 I was in the throes of another oncoming orgasm so I really didn’t comprehend what he said.  “What?” I asked stupidly.
 
                 “The candles, Breanne.  Pick up a candle and pour the hot wax on your nipple,” Master Daemon told me.
 
                 I was getting rather close to another explosion, but I leaned forward and plucked one of the votive candles off the desk top.  I had to be careful not to spill any though.  With the candle in my right hand I reached up with my left and pinched open the alligator clamp that had bitten my nipple.  I hissed, eyes shut, while a high pitched groan escaped through my clenched teeth. I let the clamp fall down against my belly and moved the candle toward my left nipple.
 
                 “What are you doing?” demanded Master Daemon.  I opened my eyes and froze.  Did I do something wrong?
 
                 “Getting ready to pour the hot wax, S-s-sir!” I stammered.
 
                 “But why did you take off the clamp?”
 
                 My mouth opened but nothing came out.  I had just assumed that he would want it off to thoroughly coat my nub.  I closed my mouth and realized what I had just done.
 
                 “I’m sorry sir.  I just thought that…”
 
                 “I know what you thought.  Put that clamp back on before you wax yourself.”
 
                 Near tears and orgasm I fumbled for the clamp. I finally got it between my fingers and brought it right back up to my left nipple.  The teeth marks of the first bite were still there, dark red imperfections, harsh indentations, and had there been no churning cauldron of lust between my legs there is no way I would have attached that clamp to my breast a second time.  No way.  But I did it.  The alligator clamp bit down and the pain was even worse than it was before.  My entire body overloaded and the orgasm, the second one for this session, pounded through me like a herd of wild horses stampeding through the plains.
 
   Oh I hurt.  Worse, I was out of steam.  Figuratively speaking.  After my orgasm the mental and physical shield of sexual need petered out and I was left quake in nothing more than agony.  I wanted to take off the clamps, to pull out the vibrator, but I knew I couldn’t. I had to take this.  I had to demonstrate my worthiness.  And so when the clamp was firmly attached, the metal teeth digging deeply into my nipple, my hand went down to my clit and began rubbing, masturbating myself with the vibrator still buried deep, my legs parted and spread wide, my labia exposed and clothespinned, pulled outward toward the soles of my feet.  I moved the candle up and with Master Daemon’s gentle nod and my own fingers rubbing at my clitoris, I dumped about a tablespoon’s worth of hot melted wax onto my alligator clamped breast.  
 
   The fluid heat burned me and I almost dropped the candle.  The cooking sensation was terrible, as if I had thrust my arm under a broiler.  Admittedly, the teeth chewing on my breast tip no longer bothered me, but everything had been pressure cooked into sensorial overload.  I trembled like a leaf in a storm and crooned out the ache of my body with every fiber of my being.  To say “it hurt” is like calling a hurricane a “light shower”.  The alligator clamp was not only coated with the liquid paraffin, but also translated that heat directly through the penetrative teeth into my flesh.  
 
   “Now do it to the other side,” Master Daemon commanded.  “But as punishment for taking off your nipple clamp that first time, you will do it again for the right breast. And don’t forget you still have another punishment coming for your unauthorized orgasm.”
 
   And so I got to do it all again, except the next time on my right hand side.  I took off the clamp, releasing the pressure, enduring the agony of the blood rushing back into my crushed nipple.  There were dark red marks where the teeth had dug into my body.  And then I reapplied the clamp, letting it chew on me a second time, sending even more agony through me.  Lastly, the second votive candle splashed itself easily across my bosom.  In seconds it looked like I was wearing a strange shaped red bikini top, with rivulets of running wax dangling down to my stomach.  My bosom felt strange, over heated and my heart thumped painfully in my chest, matching the pulsing throb in both nipples.
 
   But I was horny again.  My GOD!   What the hell is wrong with me?  How on EARTH could I be wet and wanting and desperate AGAIN?  I looked at Master Daemon, my chest heaving, my legs trembling, my hands held ready.  What would be my punishment for orgasming a second time, and would there be more for a third orgasm?  Because that was what was coming; a third orgasm.
 
   “Now get the ruler.  Deliver another ten strokes to your pussy.  Do not cum.”
 
   It was hard to hit myself.  So hard.  I don’t think I managed a single blow that rivaled the ones I gave myself near the beginning of my torment.  But Master Daemon seemed satisfied.  When I was done, the juices were leaking out and seeping onto the leather of the chair.  My body felt as if it were about to fly apart.  
 
   “Now, for the final punishment,” Master Daemon whispered dramatically.  “Pour the hot wax on your cunt.  I want your clit covered and wax poured all over your labia.”
 
   I was beyond thought.  I didn’t bother to think or wonder.  I just grabbed the candle, held it above my spread legs, and twisted my wrist.  A scarlet stream splashed downward and incinerated the last of my resolve.  I exploded in a wet hiss and a loud cry that no doubt would have roused the neighbors had they been home.  It was more than I could bear.  The wax coated my clit in an instant but then landed on the highly sensitive and exposed inner petals, the pink depths of my sex.  I couldn’t maintain my position.  I screamed, curling up into a ball, rocking back and forth on my seat as anguish of almost unbearable proportions slammed into me.  I think I even shocked Master Daemon.
 
   It took me about five minutes to recover, to get back my sense of self, and for the worst of the suffering I had just put myself through to ebb enough for my reason to reassert itself.  My nipples still throbbed horribly, my pussy was still clenched tightly around the vibrator, and I was pretty sure that I had literally cooked my clitoris enough for it to be edible.
 
   Master Daemon was totally cool.  “I’m pleased to announce that you are uniquely qualified to serve as Room Pain Slut, Breanne.  I look forward to torturing you again soon,” he said softly.  “Please remember that you will need to work at least three hours per week and any time you sign on to the room you will need to be stuffed with your vibrator.”
 
   “Yes sir.  Thank you, sir.”  It was all I could say.  It was all that needed to be said.  I watched as his screen went dark and I closed the little window his image had been in.  I logged out of the room and then looked down at myself.  Clamped, beaten, hot waxed, taped…
 
   And satisfied.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty Six:  Cumming Is An Art
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 I was more than a little surprised when the phone rang.  I had just finished working not one, but two of my required three hours at the Pain Slut Room and was just a bit tender.  In fact, a bit tender might not even do justice to the abuse I had inflicted upon myself.  The spiked dildo was inside me and pumped all the way up and my clit had been repeatedly iced and then hot waxed, followed by a spanking with a ruler and then clamped with clothespins.    I turned off my microphone and picked up the phone.  To my surprise the readout said that it was Kari.  This in itself was unusual.  It was Wednesday evening and her six pm class had only started a few minutes before.
 
                 “Hello?” I said with concern, flipping open the phone.
 
                 “We’re having company.  I’ll be home in fifteen minutes.  I expect you to be dressed appropriately.”
 
                 I blinked.  What the fuck did that mean?  Dressed appropriately for what?  My “appropriate” attire for the apartment was my birthday suit!
 
                 “Dressed appropriately?  What do you mean, Kari?” I asked, confused.
 
                 “Cuffs, collar and clamps, slut.  And make sure your spiked dildo and the alligator clamps are somewhere accessible.”  Then she hung up.
 
                 Oh shit.  I clicked on the microphone and stammered a few goodbyes, explaining there was a minor emergency.  There were some protests, but they were good natured considering I had just spent two hours naked on cam for them, doing a whole host of minor (and some major) self-inflicted punishments.  I quickly deflated the spiked dildo and drew it out.  It made a sucking sound as it came free and I stood, heading for the bathroom.
 
                 Fifteen minutes isn’t a lot of time and I had lots to do.  First, I had to scrape and clean off the hot wax.  That took time.  Usually I ended my little forays into sexual Armageddon around eight, leaving myself an entire hour to clean up before Kari got home.  But now I only had twelve or so minutes.  I scrubbed at my sex, standing in the shower, cold water spraying down on me.  It took at least a third of my available time and when I was done my loins looked red and raw.  Of course, not all of that was from my cleansing either.  A good portion of it came from the hot wax scalding and the pussy spanking I had given myself earlier.
 
                 I rushed to my bedroom, almost slipping in the debris of my clothing.  I scrambled to find my set of wrist and ankle cuffs.  They were heavy leather, complete with black buckles and enough metal hardware to set off alarms at the airport.  I fished the bondage collar out of the bureau as well.  Lastly I snatched the black duckbill clamps from the night stand and ran out into the living room.
 
                 I spent the next few minutes frantically putting on the wrist and ankle cuffs.  I moved as quickly as possible, but it’s not easy to get those things on.  The bondage collar went on next and then I quickly snapped the rubber tipped clamps on my nipples.  I looked amazing and I settled into the appropriate position; legs spread open to expose my shaved (and still quite red slit), arms down, palms up.  
 
                 Shit.  The spiked dildo and alligator clamps!  I leapt up, ignoring the swinging chain dangling from the tips of my breasts.  I ran to my bedroom and grabbed both from my desk.  The dildo was still covered in my juice and reeked of cinnamon, musk, and sex.  I jerked into the bathroom, rinsed it off, and then ran for the living room.  I chunked the sex toys on the coffee table and then cursed as one of the duckbill clamps slipped off my nipple. I crashed to the floor in a semblance of the correct pose and fought with the clamp just as the door started to open. I managed to get it latched on haphazardly as Kari stepped into the living room.  Another woman followed, a dark skinned beauty whose chocolate hair curled behind her ears and cascaded down to her shoulders in long flowing locks.
 
                 “Oh my, Kari.  You weren’t kidding! You do have a slave girl!” the woman said, eyes bright and locked on to my naked body.  Kari’s companion was dressed in a white turtle neck sweater and a black skirt that came down to her knees.  She wore dark boots, and like Kari, she was holding an artist’s carrying case, the large attaché type that was big enough to carry a sketch pad.  The dark black leather matched my cuffs.  I remained in position, open, willing, and now on display as Kari and her guest approached.  Both of them held on to their cases as they sat down near me.
 
                 “I was telling you the truth, Lydia.  But she isn’t a slave.  She’s a submissive.  She’s here willingly.”  Kari turned toward me with a smile.  “Aren’t you, love?” 
 
                 I nodded obediently.  “Of course, Kari.”
 
                 Her eyes slipped from my gaze and went down my body.  Lydia might not have been able to tell, but Kari certainly could.  She saw the freshly scrubbed skin, the raw flayed look on my mons and thighs, the dark marks on my nipples.  She knew what I had been doing.  There really wasn’t anyway to hide it.  Kari’s eyes narrowed.  She wasn’t a fan of my online torture sessions.  She hadn’t said as much but I knew it.  I think the only reason she didn’t say anything though was because she felt guilty about how much time she was spending away from the apartment.  Maybe she thought that leaving me to my own devices wasn’t a good thing and allowing me this outlet was the smart thing to do.
 
                 “Breanne, our class was cancelled tonight and Lydia and I felt that we needed to practice.  So tonight we are going to draw you,” Kari announced patiently.
 
                 I blinked.  Now I was going to be a nude model?  How blasé.  I shifted my weight a bit and nodded.  Who was I to protest, right?
 
                 “Now be a good girl and stand up,” Kari ordered.
 
                 I did as I was asked, standing up straight.  I stood on tip toe, lifting my heels and placing my hands behind my head.  Kari liked that pose since it presented my breasts, pushing them out nicely while at the same time tilting my posterior so my rump was more pronounced.  She grinned, obviously pleased at my willingness to impress, and plucked the spiked dildo off the coffee table.
 
                 “So it gets bigger inside her?” Lydia asked.  
 
                 Kari shook her head and laughed.  “Oh no.  This is pure torment.  Watch!” Kari exclaimed.  She held up the dildo so that Lydia could observe, and then quickly squeezed the inflator bulb several times.  With downcast eyes I watched as Lydia’s face reflected the shock of awareness.  The tiny rubber spikes jutted out of the smooth plastic casing and Kari’s companion knew, or at least guessed, exactly what it would feel like inside me.  Then Kari deflated the air pocket inside the dildo, knelt in front of me, and proceeded to slip the plastic phallus deep into my sex.
 
                 Admittedly, there wasn’t anything terribly unusual about not needing to “arouse” me prior to putting a sex toy in. I think I’ve been wet since I was twelve.  It seems to be a permanent state for me.  Granted, having spent two hours being sexually tormented prior to Kari’s arrival probably made my depths a swamp, but Kari always loved the fact that foreplay for me wasn’t about lubrication, but about sensation.  I’m not sure how Lydia interpreted the fact that I just “took” the spiked dildo, but she didn’t say anything either.
 
                 Kari smacked me sharply on the rump when she was done stuffing me, but I didn’t react which was probably a good thing.  “Sit down on the floor now,” she ordered.  I did and was then surprised to feel her hands on me.  I was tilted sideways so that my upper body was supported on my arms, my left elbow against the floor.  My head was propped up in my left palm while Kari stretched my left leg outward and then propped my right leg up, bent at an angle.  My right hand was left in limbo, doing nothing. This position left my sex completely exposed, and she pulled the inflator bulb of my spiked dildo behind me.  I wasn’t quite facing Lydia, but it was close.
 
                 “Now stay in this position,” Kari commanded after setting my pose.  Then she squeezed the inflator bulb.  I felt the spikes on the second squeeze.  Then there was a third and the tiny sensation of prickling turned into the serious feeling of actual stinging.  The fourth squeeze of the bulb drove the four or five millimeter spikes into the walls of my pussy and I couldn’t help it, I started squeezing it, involuntarily doing kegal exercises that would have felt great if I was wrapped around cock and not a cactus inspired sex toy.
 
                 She pumped it up a fifth time and I went from sexual excitement to sexual excitement plus serious discomfort.  I tried to keep from pulsing. My abdomen moved in and out as I tried to control the involuntary muscle spasms in my loins.  Lydia began pulling out her art supplies while Kari disappeared down the back hallway for a moment.  I kept quiet, trying to maintain dignity as well as the position.  My pussy was steadfastly refusing to obey my commands to remain still, the prickling shaft teasing me as well as hurting.  Then Kari was back, holding out my pink vibrator.  She twisted it to the lowest setting and it began humming lightly.
 
                 “Hold this to your clit.  Don’t cum or I’ll have to punish you,” she said.
 
                 I swallowed hard and took the vibrator.  My clit was still quite sore and the last thing I wanted to do was hold a vibrator to it. Lydia was watching in amused fascination as I placed the tip of the device against the little nodule above my slit.  Suddenly my arousal level shot from three to eight, with only two more points to go before exploding in painful ecstasy.  I tried to steady myself, but my pussy went into overdrive and the fact that I wasn’t allowed to move or cum just made things more difficult.  Doing it for an audience?  That added an entirely different intensifier.
 
                 Lydia drew fast and I saw she was working with a set of expensive pencils.  Kari was more about color and she used some sort of soft artist’s crayon.  I’m not sure if they realized the clock was ticking, but I sure did.  My timer was set, the heat was on, the tenderizer working properly and in about four or five minutes, just as my arm and hand were getting tired, I “dinged”.  Done cooking.  I had kept quiet as much as I could but I know my immanent explosion was readily apparent.  I couldn’t keep my hips still.  My breasts rose and fell and then I tightened, chin turned up, trying to cum and stay in the same position, all while my loins were locked tight around a six inch long, porcupine looking, torture device.
 
                 “I think our time is up for that one,” Kari said wryly when I was done.  I had collapsed on my back, gasping, but still holding the vibrator to my clit.  It burned and part of me wanted the horrible torment removed, to give my clitoris time to recover, while the other part wanted the vibrator turned up.  The two women ignored me and exchanged sketch books.  I was too far gone into my own world to care about what they drew.  But after a short discussion about texture and shadow and whatever it is artists talk about when comparing work, Kari slid down to the floor and pulled my hand away from my sex.  It helped not having the vibrator against my clit.
 
                 “Kneel Breanne.  I told you not to cum,” Kari said, a tone of false disappointment on her lips.  I knew better.  She may have told me not to cum, but she wanted me to do it.  I struggled to my knees, wincing as the sharp spikes dug into the soft insides of my sex.  I rose up, spreading my legs slightly and put my hands behind my back.  Kari pulled the vibrator away from my fingers and slipped it back between the petals of my sex.
 
                 “Close your legs.  Don’t let that drop,” she ordered.  I closed my eyes, wincing slightly.  The vibe was once against pressed against my clit and the ten seconds of relief really hadn’t been beneficial.  But I shifted again, feeling the prickle inside me, and closed my legs, using my thighs to hold the vibe in place.
 
                 Lydia watched in amused silence, relishing my discomfort.  I could tell she enjoyed it because her face was flushed and she was shifting around on the love seat, as if trying to get comfortable.  I suspected that if I went digging under that cute chic skirt of hers that I would find a pair of black lace panties, soaked with thoughts of me.  As I knelt and tried very hard not to tighten my sex, or move, or cum, Kari once more left the room, only to return a moment later.  With a cane.
 
                 It was one of the thin flexible plastic ones Kari favors, the kind that leave dark red welts if you hit hard enough.  She tapped it a few times along the upper slope of my breasts, warning me what was coming.  Lydia’s eyes were wide, but she didn’t say a word as I braced myself.  Kari lifted the plastic rod and brought it down in a moderately deft stroke, just above my nipples, and the duck billed clamps snapped off easily, demonstrating quite clearly that I hadn’t tightened them enough.
 
                 Oops.
 
                 “Oh… we can’t have that!” Kari said.  “Cup your breasts!” 
 
                 I did as she asked, making sure my fingers were as close to my ribs as possible.  Sure enough, she rubbed the cane across my hardened nipples a few times before landing a firm and hard tap against the tips of my breasts.  Another tap followed, stronger and with more force, then another, until I was gritting my teeth as the repeated pain of her blows turned my breasts pink.  It hurt, but the vibrator between my legs kept things balanced and despite my already sensitive nature, thanks to two hours of earlier self-torment, I found myself responding to Kari’s ministrations.
 
                 I know. I’m sick.
 
                 By the time Kari was done caning my breasts, I was gasping and twitching, barely able to stay in place.  She never really laid any brutal strokes on me, just the constant, heavy, hard taps across my nipples.  Take a ruler and smack your hand hard enough to sting, but not hard enough to REALLY hurt and you’ll understand the pressure she was using.  Of course, she didn’t STOP hitting me either.  After around twenty strokes I was having issues.
 
                 Kari let up though and had me turn slightly to the left so that I was pointed more or less in Lydia’s direction.  She was already sketching and Kari sat back down and began drawing as well, leaving me with a fully inflated, spiked dildo up inside me, a vibrator clenched between my thighs and touching not only my clitoris, but my entire labia, and of course the throbbing heat of the breast caning.  
 
                 It didn’t take long for the full throated hum of the vibrator to overwhelm me.  My loins were a pulsing mass of desperate need, which caused my pussy to tighten repeatedly around the spiked dildo.  In case I haven’t mentioned it, the spiked dildo did some seriously messed up things to my libido.  Ever have a canker sore in your mouth and couldn’t stop poking it with your tongue?  Yeah, well imagine that laced with a touch of sex.  Every time you poke at it, it hurts, but there is this thrill that rushes down through your body, laced with pleasure and promise of sexual release.  Imagine that.  That image might give you an inkling of what was happening to me.
 
                 Oh yeah, and of course having my clit constantly vibrated didn’t help either.  Maybe ten or fifteen minutes later, with sore knees and serious difficulty staying in position, I grit my teeth and quietly endured another orgasm.
 
                 Kari made a clicking noise with her tongue as I slipped from kneeling to having to put one hand on the floor.  I slumped over, exhausted, worn out, and feeling as if I’d been power washed.  She tugged the vibrator out from between my thighs and turned it off.  Then she pushed me over onto my back.
 
                 “Spread your legs, Breanne. I told you no cumming,” Kari said softly.  
 
                 Lying down was certainly much better than kneeling, but having to spread my legs wide apart, with Lydia so close, and with Kari making vague and threatening statements, was not terribly comfortable.  Sure enough, she plucked the steel linked alligator clamps from the coffee table and pinched the first one open. 
 
                 Then Kari turned to Lydia and grinned.  “These hurt a lot,” she explained.
 
                 Lydia grinned.  “And she obviously needs to be punished,” Kari’s friend said.  She shook her head in mock disappointment.  “She’s quite a slut, isn’t she?”
 
                 Kari didn’t reply until after I let out a harsh cry when the metal toothed jaw clamped down on the hard nipple of my right breast.  
 
                 “Oh yes.  She’s quite a slut.  Maybe after she’s punished, you’d like to try her?” Kari asked.
 
                 Lydia grinned but then I saw a gleam in her eye.  “Or maybe I could punish her too?” Lydia asked lightly.
 
                 Kari laughed and clamped my other nipple, sending additional shards of sliver like agony through my breasts. Then she leaned over toward the couch and the black leather sap appeared in her hand.  Where the hell had that come from?
 
                 “Here.  I recommend twenty or thirty strokes to her clit and pussy.  I’ll hold her legs open,” Kari said, handing the leather sap to Lydia.
 
                 Kari straddled me, her knees at my ears.  I arched my neck and my tongue darted upward against her cotton covered slit.  I felt hands pressing on my knees, opening me up like a clam, exposing my spike dildo filled flower.  The strain on my thighs was incredible and excited me even more as I was held open.  My hands came up and touched Kari’s thighs and I gripped her tightly as Lydia swung, striking me with a harsh blow that flattened my clit, my labia, and sent a burning sting through me.  As the blow landed I tightened as well, the tines of the spiked dildo digging into my flesh.  Lydia hit me again, even harder and I bucked, my hips thrusting upward in desperate want.
 
                 My brain shut down except for the physical responses that come with intense sexual discharge.  My respiration increased, my blood pressure spiked, I began gasping and crying out as the pain/pleasure mixed inside me and my pussy tightened in rhythmic response to the beating and the spikes.  I felt as if the stress inside me had quadrupled and that something was going to blow, and soon.
 
                 But to my surprise, it was Kari. I was busily trying to lick my way through her designer silk panties, nibbling and poking my tongue at her clit, when suddenly she was grinding her crotch on my face.  It was a slow movement at first, but with every additional stroke Lydia planted between my legs, right there in front of Kari’s face, her hips jerked.  When her left hand went down and began tugging on the chain connecting my nipple clamped breasts, I knew I had her.
 
                 Kari exploded with a gasp and a shudder that had me pleased as punch.  It’s not often I can do that to her.  I know that without Lydia whipping me between the legs, Kari would never have had that pleasure, but I’d be happy to do it again and again, over and over, in order to give her that release.  She soaked her panties and I tasted her through the thin material.  Finally she rolled off me, trembling on the floor as Lydia looked up in surprise.
 
                 “Oohh… my turn now?” she asked.  
 
                 Then before I could sit up or do anything, Lydia hiked up her skirt, tugged down her panties, and dropped down over my head to sit on my face.  Her sex was pelted and she was beyond wet.  Her gash slid across my lips and I drove my tongue into her, working at her clitoris.  Then to my astonishment, she bent down and put her own mouth between my legs, sixty-nining with me as we pleasured each other.  I felt the spiked dildo deflating and then being tugged out of my pussy.  Her fingers delved into my depths, even as her tongue paid lip service to my clitoris.  All in all, it was amazing.
 
                 Expectedly, she came before I did.  Moaning loudly and pressing herself against me, grinding her hips as the orgasm soaked my face and chin.  Cum dripped down my throat, leaving wet trickles of desire along my shoulder and neck.  Then Lydia slid off me, collapsing to my other side, leaving the three of us on the floor with me naked between the two still semi-dressed ladies.
 
                  Kari looked across my belly at Lydia.  “Nice, huh?” she asked.
 
                 Lydia made a rueful laugh and nodded.  “Much better than sitting in class to draw,” she admitted.  She picked herself up off the floor and smoothed down her skirt, then bent down to grasp her fallen panties.  I stayed where I was, still twitching slightly with need, but feeling rather proud of myself.  It’s not every day you can make TWO other girls explode, one right after the other.
 
                 Eventually I was told to get up and Kari put the spiked dildo back inside me, but only pumped it up to where I was barely feeling the little tines digging into the walls of my sex.  I was ordered to get them wine and something to eat and spent the rest of the evening serving them and sitting quietly on my heels or kneeling, nipples still throbbing in the alligator clamps.  Lydia used me again later that evening, skirt pulled up around her waist, her panties around one ankle as I knelt and used my tongue to bring her to another orgasm.
 
                 But they didn’t let me cum again.
 
                 When Kari finally shut the door and we were alone, she came over to me and stroked my hair.  Her left hand found the chain between my breasts and pulled lightly, making me whimper.  
 
                 “Is it so hard, Breanne?  Do I not give you enough?”
 
                 My eyes closed as I fought for breath.  The pain coming from my nipples intensified as she pulled harder.  
 
                 “You know what?” she asked me softly.  “You are a nymphomaniac.  I think if you could find the right kind of sex, you’d do it all the time, wouldn’t you?  Would you like that?  Being tortured twenty four hours a day?”
 
                 I nodded.  My pussy tightened around the spiked dildo and I finally couldn’t keep my hands from coming forward. I grabbed hold of my breasts, squeezing the base of each tit as if that might alleviate the pain of the alligator clamps and Kari’s steady pull.
 
                 “I’m sorry I can’t be here for you full time, Bre.”  Her voice was a whisper and then she let go of the chain.  The pain stayed with me though, and then it exploded as she lightly released the clamps, freeing my crushed nipples and letting the blood rush back into the damaged tips.
 
                 “But remember where your priorities are,” she said darkly. “You don’t live with your computer.  You live with me.”
 
                 And then she stood up, dropped the alligator clamps on the floor, and went to bed.
 
    
 
                 I returned to my room and sat down at the desk.  Then I logged onto the internet.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty Seven: A Past Mistake
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 Christmas came and went that year and Kari’s gift to me was a handmade dildo.  I know.  It’s not exactly the kind of thing every girl wishes for, but you’d have to see it to understand.  This dildo started life as a solid steel blank as thick as a beer can and as long as my forearm.  Then, one of those special boys who we had “serviced” repeatedly, spent hours, maybe even days, at a grinder whittling that steel blank into a tapered, round knobbed, phallic toy of the likes that most people have never seen.  Then he polished it to the point where I could see my own reflection on the curved surface.
 
                 I found it nestled in a square of black velvet and it was cool to the touch when I pulled it out.  It measured a full eight inches long and was blunt at the bottom end.  It was heavy too, easily four or five pounds.  Frankly, I could kill someone with that dildo if I hit them on the back of the head.
 
                 Breanne did it.  In the Library.  With the dildo.  But hey, was that a surprise?
 
                 Yeah.  Well, you won’t find THAT combination in a normal game of Clue.
 
                 Of course, opening up the gift meant that I had try it out right then and Kari just pushed my knees wide while I leaned back on the couch and she slipped it up against my clit.  It was cold.  I think I said that.  But that cool sensation just made me ripen even faster and then the hard steel was inside me and Kari pounded away while her thumb rubbed my clit frantically.  I came in seconds, wrapped around the hardest, most solid cock I’ve ever fucked.
 
                 I enjoyed it to an extent.  Most of the time I prefer a more pliable touch. I like my cocks to be firm, yet supple.  The steel dildo was like fucking a rock.  
 
                 For a while I limited my computer session to just an hour or so a day, but after a week, I fell right back into my regular habits.  For the most part, Kari didn’t seem to care.  We were still together on the weekends and would frequently go out and find some boy to either take home with us for a threesome or more often than not, invite some guy to come over the following morning so we could have a full day to torture him.
 
                 Kari and I were already experts at milking guys, trading off one by one in an effort to keep our victim. um… I mean “willing volunteer,” hard and cumming.  I have to admit, most of the guys who we actually explained what we were trying to do were more than willing to let us tie them up and use them.  However, very few of them were so gracious about our desires when we finally would get to the eighth or ninth orgasm.  Usually most guys were completely done by the time we’d get to twelve or thirteen, but we had a few who went farther.  
 
                 Uncooperatively of course. I’m surprised none of them called the police, though I could just imagine how THAT conversation would go.
 
                 Police: So you maintain that you were raped by these two girls?
 
                 Abused Guy: Um… yeah.  Sort of.
 
                 Police: How can you be “sorta” raped?
 
                 Abused Guy:  It’s complicated.
 
                 Police: And they tied you up?
 
                 Abused Guy: Yeah.
 
                 Police: And then they had sex with you, repeatedly, until they caused injury to your penis?
 
                 Abused Guy: Um… right.
 
                 Police: And how did they over power you in order to tie you up?
 
                 Abused Guy:  Uh… well… see… I sort of let them.
 
                 Police:  You let them tie you up.
 
                 Abused Guy:  Oh Fuck.  Whatever. Never mind.
 
                 Police: Can I please have their address?  I’d be happy to volunteer for this.
 
                 
 
                 On second thought, maybe it’s not so odd the police never came knocking.
 
                 As the next semester started I was once again left alone for much of the week.  Kari took another evening class with Lynda and I was left to my own devices, namely my vibrator, vibroballs, and the various sets of clamps I frequently used.  It was rare for me not to spend at least an hour a day online, reading erotica of course, but more often engaged in a video chat with some willing dom who thought that guided self-torture was a hobby that I loved.  I still spent my required three hours a week in the Pain Slut Room, but occasionally one of my chat friends would private message me before I even had a chance to sign in to chat and then things would kick off in seclusion, rather than in a chat room.   This created more problems since I would have multiple doms online at any one time and each was insanely jealous. My messenger program allowed me to log on invisibly and I would use this function just to see who was online.  Then I’d select who I wanted to use me, depending on my mood, and let them know I was available.  I’d never been so popular before, and I loved the attention.  
 
                 My weekly routine settled into something predictable.  Monday, Wednesday, and Friday were my private nights.  I’d get home around two thirty in the afternoon and literally have almost six and a half hours to myself before Kari would come home.  I’d spend five of those hours online, usually stuffed and tormented, cumming over and over. The word “addiction” doesn’t even come close to my state of mind.  On Tuesday and Thursday, I would spend the evening with Kari, usually out shopping, having dinner, checking out guys and listening to Kari comment on the interior decorations currently in use in whatever building we were in. Then we’d have sex, just the two of us, usually with me bound, a living, willing target for Kari’s depredations.
 
   Saturday was almost always reserved for a cock milking and some boy would be over by nine in the morning, usually wide eyed at finding a naked red-head in Kari’s apartment.  I loved those lazy Saturdays.  We’d turn on music and literally take turns getting the current boy toy to pop.  It was wonderful.  Sunday we would rest, taking it easy, and generally once more making passionate yet violent love, all whips and chains and me crying out.  Kari had a knack for it and most of the time, usually, if she let me, I could force Kari into an orgasm as well.  My grades started to slip a little as I spent more time screwing around on the internet than I did studying.  But it wasn’t until mid-March that year that my computer addiction problem came to a head.  
 
                 It was late one Thursday evening, and in hindsight I’m sure glad this didn’t happen on a Wednesday.  Had I been alone, God knows what might have happened.  I was sitting on the couch, curled up with my legs underneath me, naked but half covered with a light blanket just to stay warm, trying to read while my vibroballs purred gently inside me.  Kari was sitting across from me in the easy chair, half draped sideways, her bare legs over one of the arm rests, her notebook in her lap, working out ideas for another interior design scheme.  We had ordered out for dinner and the remnants of the Chinese meal were sitting on the coffee table, which was terribly odd considering Kari was at home.  
 
                 I wish I could say that I had opened my fortune cookie and found a little slip of paper that said “A past mistake will come to haunt you,” or some similarly dire warning, but the truth is that whatever my fortune had been that night, it didn’t have much to do with the events that started another major change in my life.  I wish I had been warned.  Maybe I could have avoided it.
 
                 The pounding on the door startled us both.  We didn’t get a lot of callers.  Usually it was the occasional salesman, sometimes a previous lover looking for some fun (which Kari always declined), and sometimes food delivery.  Normally I was required to answer the door if we knew who was expected, a move that always humiliated me and startled whoever was on the other side.  But something about this knock, this pounding, made Kari get up before I could move.  Her eyes were dark.   She moved to the door and peeked through the peep hole.
 
                 I know what she saw only because I saw him later.  He was overweight, nearing three hundred pounds and wore a dark beard streaked with gray.  His thick glasses made his eyes small and beady and his tee shirt was spotted with gravy and beer stains.  His blue jeans rode low and he wore a pair of cheap sneakers that looked like they had gone two or three years past their usual four month life span.  Kari jerked back as he raised his fist and hammered on the door again.
 
                 She opened it, but only a crack and with her left foot jamming it.  “Can I help you?” Kari asked coldly, making it very clear with body language that what she really wanted was for him to leave.  
 
                 “Where’s that cunt, Breanne?” the man demanded angrily.  He weaved back and forth as if he was having trouble standing up right.  The strong scent of alcohol wafted through the slightly opened doorway and my nose crinkled in distaste.
 
                 Kari glanced back at me in alarm.  “There’s no one here by that name,” she replied and tried to close the door, but he stuck his hand between the edge and the jam.
 
                 “Seen that bitch naked more times than you can count.  Hurt her too with those fucking alligator clamps and now I’m going to fuck her up right, you fucking cunt, so let me in.”
 
                 There are only a few ways to piss of Kari and I think with that one sentence he used about eighty percent of them.  Kari then tried, rather intensely, to break every bone in the man’s hand by slamming it between the frame and the door.  That went about as well as can be expected and when he roared and pushed on the door, forcing Kari backward, I ran forward, all one hundred and seventeen pounds of naked girl, helping to close the door on our unwanted visitor.  
 
                 He caught sight of me and more filth spewed from his mouth and he called me quite a few names that I’m loathe to repeat. I’ve never been into that kind of degradation.  I may be a slut.  I may have fucked more guys than most porn starlets.  I may have this sick desire to be abused, but that doesn’t mean you have to call me names.  I’m still a lady.  So leave the “fucking cunt” comments at home.  BDSM is supposed to be CLASSY.  It was started by an aristocrat, remember?  A marquis no less!
 
                 But during the struggle to close the door another feeling beside fear crept into my heart.  The words he used, the way he used them, the sound of his voice; it all felt familiar.  Creepily familiar.  My flesh crawled as we managed to get the door shut and I realized that I knew him, and that he was right.  He had seen me naked, many times, and had taken great pleasure in ordering me through a variety of extremely vicious torments that took me to the edge of acceptable behavior.
 
                 And maybe over that edge, just a little.
 
                 His name was Keith if I remember correctly, but he went by the moniker SadisticDom with some long ass number behind it.  We had met in the Pain Slut Room of course, but over the last several months we had found the time to have some one on one sessions, usually when I was in a mood.  I knew when I saw his name highlighted on my friends list that if I said hi to him, the resulting hour or two would be intense, especially on the pain scale, and that while I’d cum, probably several times, it would also seriously hurt.  Sometimes I was in the mood for that and while his language turned me off, the cruelty he expressed was off the scale and that was what I craved.
 
                 He had an incredibly inventive mind.  He was the one who started me filling condoms with water and freezing them, then oiling them before masturbating myself with the frozen dildos.  He was a fan of my clamps and there were times where I’d end up with two or even three dozen clothespins dangling from various parts of my body.  He was the one, who one evening, while I was begging to cum, ordered me to start fucking various objects around my room.  I slipped a stapler into my pussy for the first time that night.  He was the one who had me turn my hair brush around, one of those narrow cylindrical brushes, and shoved the business end into my pussy, replicating the spines of my spiked dildo.  Let me tell you, sex is a very different thing when it feels like you’re screwing a porcupine.  He was the one who would get me right to the point of orgasm, order me to stop, and then offer me release only if I did something awful to myself first.  Hot wax on my clit was a favorite, or spanking myself until I was red with a ruler.  It was all on cam and he could see the flush in my cheeks, hear the tone of desire in my voice, and he led me through my self-induced torment and orgasm with an enthusiasm I’ve rarely seen.  I knew that if I let Keith control the session, I’d be lucky to WALK the next day.  
 
                 So I knew Keith.  But he wasn’t the most common of my online lovers.  He was a once a week thing, if that.  So what the hell was he doing on our front stoop?  Kari clicked the dead bolt closed and looked at me in both alarm and suspicion.  “Call the police!  And get dressed!” Kari said as Keith’s hand hammered on the wood.  The whole apartment seemed to shake.  I ran for the bedroom with the vibroballs remote dragging on the floor, hoping he wouldn’t smash through the window.  I grabbed the phone, called 911, told the dispatcher there was a crazy man trying to break through the door, and stayed on the phone while trying to shove my feet into a pair of shorts, the remote to the vibroballs dangling down between my legs. I tugged the toy out, leaving the wet bullets vibrating amidst the piles of dirty clothes on the floor.  The banging continued, heavy hammering and shouts and I heard other voices adding to the mix.  I heard my name, several times, along with a few other choice descriptions that generally weren’t appropriate for even impolite company.
 
                 Then the cops got there.  I hung up with the dispatcher and after putting on a shirt, joined Kari in the living room.  We watched through the peep hole and the window as two officers pepper sprayed, and then handcuffed Keith.  It was a scary moment.  He vowed to make us all pay and my name was the first on the list.  In front of the cops he announced he planned to tie me naked to his bed and whip me bloody before fucking me with a jackhammer.  Even my neighbors were impressed.  The police?  Not so much.  They added terroristic threat on top of the public intoxication charge, resisting arrest, and carrying a concealed weapon.  He had a knife.  A fillet knife.
 
                 Yeah.  Even I don’t want to know what he intended to do with that.
 
                 The cops came and talked with us afterward.  Kari handled most of it.  I was in shock.  Kari explained that Keith and I had met online and that evidently Keith had decided to come over unannounced and uninvited.  The cops explained he lived in San Antonio and had driven to Houston that afternoon.  There was enough booze in his truck to embalm an elephant.
 
                 When it was over, Kari shut the door.  I felt violated, which is very difficult for a nympho humiliation pain slut.  My private life had been exposed to both the police and Kari as I had stammered through explanations.  The police officer had been polite, but clearly disapproving.  Kari had hidden her feelings well, but I knew I was in trouble, and in the quiet aftermath she took my hand and led me to her bedroom.
 
                 I was expecting a punishment, perhaps a brutal spanking.  But instead she sat me down and held me while I cried.  Then, once I had gained a semblance of myself, she stood up, ordered me to lie on my stomach, and left the room.  I did, trembling, wondering if the paddle was coming. My sex was wet, partly from the embarrassment of the situation, but also from the fact that I knew that after a really awful punishment, Kari would make love to me.  And I waited, knowing that what I was about to endure would be awful.
 
                 There was a loud crack that came from outside the room and I jumped in surprise.  I glanced back, but Kari wasn’t there yet. I waited.  Then she entered the room and I stiffened.  She was carrying something in her hand, something that trailed a thin black wire, and I imagined it striking my buttocks, cutting my tender skin.  I prepared myself as best as I could, waiting for that first slash, the first stroke that would leave a thin red line across my bottom.
 
                 Kari stood right next to me, then without a word, softly laid the wire, and several pieces of plastic in the small of my back.  I gasped, totally shocked.   She didn’t hit me! Then she left.  I stayed still for a moment longer, then rolled, spilling whatever was on my spine off onto the comforter.  I rolled back the other way and looked down.
 
                 There, broken into pieces, was my webcam.  Destroyed beyond repair.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty Eight: Truth or Dare?
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                 My online life was shattered.  The major question was how did Keith find me?  It wasn’t like I had stupidly posted my address in my profile along with an invitation to come on over and screw my brains out.  Over time, thinking hard, all I could think of was that I had given him enough hints, and maybe told him Kari’s name, that he had been able to figure out where I lived.  As it was, I deleted him from my friend’s account and ignored the various emails that came from him a month later, mostly apologizing for his drunk behavior and could we please meet sometime for him to screw my brains out.  
 
                 Kari for the most part, didn’t mention the incident, and except for a brief sit down session where she very clearly outlined what was allowed on the internet and what wasn’t, she was hands off.  Without my webcam, I was no longer allowed to be one of the girls in the Pain Slut Room and unsurprisingly, my cadre of fans dried up as well.  I was popular as long as I was showing off the goods, but a girl with just a vibrator in her, moaning on a microphone, wasn’t anyway near as interesting.  
 
                 The good news was that my grades improved.  I spent less time chatting and getting involved with people online and more time studying.  The other good thing was that Kari made an effort to spend time with me.  Our little trysts became challenging and the amount of public “tasks” Kari had me do increased.  But despite all this I chaffed at the bit and the control Kari was holding over me.  
 
                 If you are even mildly involved in the BDSM lifestyle, in any manner, one of the most important things for you to know is if you are a submissive or a slave.  There’s a big difference.  I know it sounds cool to say “she’s a sex slave” or a “love slave” or something like that, but there is a substantial difference in meaning between submissive and slave.  Slaves are individuals who have given up their right to choose, to say no.  Submissives submit, but deep down, realistically, they are the ones in control.  They always have the right, the possibility of saying “no.  Stop.  I don’t like that.”  
 
                 The other thing you need to think about, especially if you are a submissive, is your limits.  What won’t you do?  What are limits and what are boundaries?  Will you let your master or mistress push on one, but not the other?  My limits, right from the start, were simplistic and easy to comprehend.  No children, blood, or disfigurement.  Later I added no scat or pee play.  That’s just gross.  Even later, I add “nothing that will get me arrested,” though I admit that’s more of a boundary than a limit, since under certain circumstances, I do illegal things all the time.  If I had a hundred bucks for every time I committed the crime of “public lewdness”… well, I’d be rich.  But limits are important.  I know one bi-sexual lady who is married and her only limit is that she won’t have vaginal or anal sex with any man other than her husband.  Blowjobs, okay.  Actual fucking?  Nope.  Weird huh?
 
                 Even in college, my limits were well established and for the most part Kari abided by them.  She was just as opposed to scat and pee play as I was, and the idea of cutting or disfiguring ourselves (or just me) permanently was repellent.  And neither of us are or were pedophiles of any sort, so we didn’t really have to talk about limits much.   For the most part it was intuitive.  If I didn’t like it, there would be a fair chance that neither would Kari.   Which is why the truth and dare party was such a shock for me.
 
   I’m going to warn you right now.  If you’re squeamish, don’t read the rest of this chapter.   Skip it.  I’m serious.  I’m going to gloss over things as much as I can.  In fact, I thought about leaving this whole episode out, but it explains a few things.  It’s necessary to the story because it was formative.  It set the stage for me.  Worse, it showed me a side of myself that I’ve never been happy with. The truth and dare party was at the apartment of one of Kari’s more regular boy toys, a junior undergraduate named Mark.  Mark was tall, dark, and handsome, the classic combo and despite having a personality that made tofu look more appealing, he was a hunk, something physical that Kari had been moving toward for a while.  That made him fun to play with and when he suggested a truth and dare party I had been relatively excited.  One Saturday a few weeks before school ended for the summer, we headed over to his place.  His roommate Patrick was just as cute and we made ourselves at home.
 
   It was booze city and there were eight of us.  Four girls and four guys, which made for a nice round number and if you added in Patrick’s German Shepherd, it made nine.  I don’t remember a lot of what happened that afternoon and evening, but I remember I had way more alcohol than was good for me.  Some of it was a drinking game.  Some of it was me having a lot of fun.  But I remember a few things.  I know I screwed just about everyone at one point or another, though I’m not sure the word “screw” is appropriate for what I did to Justine, or Kacey, or Barbara.  Let’s just say that I had carnal knowledge of everyone at the party by the time I was done.  
 
   And the sex was incidental, trust me.  I selected “dare” almost every round and everyone knew I’d do just about anything.  “Breanne, shove this Three Musketeers bar in your pussy and let Dan eat it out of you,” or “Breanne, I dare you to see how quick you can make Kacey pop with just your tongue.”  I was the “do it” girl, the overall sex goddess, who could suck cock and take it up the ass at the same time I had a hand buried in each of their girlfriends.  In fact, I seem to remember one of the dares was to fuck as many people as possible.  I think I ended up with cock in my pussy, in my ass, and in my mouth, while I fingered two girls and Kari and Kacey sat with open legs, using my toes to masturbate.  Have YOU ever had sex with seven people at once?  While we played the dog romped around us, watching our naked antics, sticking his wet, cold, nose in unwelcome places.
 
   I’m not a dog person.  Don’t get me wrong, I like dogs.  I really do.  But they take so much effort.  You have to walk them, feed them, play with them, and they never grow up.  Not once.  You can’t go on vacations without them, unless you’re willing to put them in a kennel.  Even Patrick’s German Shepherd wasn’t on my favorites list.  Especially after he kept trying to sniff me in delicate spots.  Not cool.
 
   When the dare came though, I was unprepared.  I don’t remember who it came from, but I think it was Kari.  I’m not sure. Neither of us remember enough of the party to know who dared me to do it.  All I know was that it was late at night, I was plastered, horny, and when ordered to cross a line, a line I hadn’t even known existed until that moment, I didn’t have the mental capacity to say no.  Completely inebriated, unaware of what was really happening, or going to happen, I let them tie me face down onto the ottoman.  A jar of peanut butter appeared and it was smeared over certain delicate parts, and then the table knife blade was swirled inside me, wiped clean of peanuty goodness by my very own juices.
 
   I wasn’t sure what to expect, but roughness was not one of those sensations.  The long wet and very versatile tongue probed between my legs, licking the peanut butter from my labia and clit with little to no care for my sexual needs.  I was a plate, a vessel, nothing more.  Even when my depths were licked clean, there was no satisfaction.   And the burning shame I felt merely increased the sensation of humiliation.  Which in turn made me that much more sexually desperate.
 
   It didn’t take long to complete the “dare”, and I expected to be let up, but my drunken companions had different ideas.  I remember the cheering, the vocal encouragement as I pulled on the ropes.  With me still tied down, they threw a towel over my back and then proceeded to encourage and position Patrick’s dog to do something that would have violated my limits, had I been consulted previously.  I told them no.  I told them to stop.  I heard laughter.
 
   It felt radically different than anything else I had ever had up inside me, and trust me, even back then, that list was impressive.  I was a veteran “object sex” freak and my list of “Weird Things I’ve Screwed” was as long as my arm.  But the bulbous head, the rapid pumping, the strange sensations, the weight on my back, and my previous state of sexual excitement all worked against me.  My revulsion was thick and dark, but it didn’t prevent the stoking of the fire.  To my absolute horror and disgust, I came.  I orgasmed so hard, and so long that I thought there was something wrong with me for a moment.  And even when the knot inside me shrank and I was left dripping and alone, I could feel the euphoria of release.  How could I have liked it?  How could my body have betrayed me like that?  I felt dirty, used, disgusting.  
 
   They let me up afterward of course and I crawled away, sobbing, hating myself for cumming, for reacting like that.  Kari had the decency to look abashed, sorry for allowing it.  She packed things up and then carefully helped me out to the car.  The drive back to the apartment was silent and slow, but that could have been because both of us were still plastered.  I know.  Stupid right?  Kari helped me to my room, laying me down on the bed, listening to my quiet tears.  But as soon as she left me, I rose, went to the bathroom, and washed.
 
   And washed.
 
                 And washed some more, because my true horror wasn’t that it had actually happened.
 
                 It was that I had physically enjoyed it.  My mind couldn’t wrap itself around that fact.  
 
                 The next three weeks went by and I barely saw Kari.  She knew that I was having trouble adjusting, but she didn’t know why.  We hardly spoke.  I didn’t get online.  I still had my cravings and I’d lay on my bed, staring up at the ceiling, hand down between my legs with a vibrator, and in my imagination I was there again, tied down to the ottoman, willingly letting it happen all over again.  And again.  Each time I renewed the sense of horror, of absolute revulsion, even as I tried to understand why I still felt energized sexually by the images and remembered sensations.  I thought about inviting Patrick over, but then dropped that line of thought, flushed crimson at the thought of ASKING for it.  It was WRONG.  Bad BRE!
 
                 You might call those few weeks my trial by fire.  Or perhaps my first emotional breakdown.  I turned my attention to finals, acing all of them and keeping my grade point average well into the “four” range.  My sex life with Kari diminished until all we were doing were the regular Saturday milkings, and even then it was more tag team, with us doing Kari’s boy toy one at a time, instead of as a threesome.  As the last week of school ended and summer began, I told Kari that I needed a vacation, that I was going home for a little while.  She nodded, understanding.  I packed my suitcase, leaving a clean room behind, devoid of the things that made it mine.  And when Kari stood at the door, wet tears in her eyes, to tell me “goodbye”, we both knew that I wasn’t coming back.
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                 I spent the summer between my sophomore and junior years working the ranch with my father.  It was hot, brutal, dusty work, and exactly what I needed to get my ground.  Kari and I stayed in touch of course, calling each other frequently, three or four times a week, but I went almost a full month without seeing her, the longest I had ever spent away from her soft mouth and delicious curves.  I admit, I thought about going over to her place, but almost the day after I moved out Mark moved in.  Granted, he was gone again in three weeks, unable to cope with her obsessive compulsive behavior or the strict requirements of living with Kari, but it didn’t really bother me.  In fact, Kari invited me over several times.  When Grant went the way of the Dodo, and another guy caught Kari’s fancy, it seemed as if she needed me to have sex with him in order to determine if he had quality.  I always declined, politely of course, but I didn’t want to put myself back into that situation.
 
                 Sexually, I was still active.  Our local cowboy bar provided a herd of horny young men, none of whom minded that I had a distinctive horsey odor under the rose wash I was wearing.  They didn’t mind that I wore jeans, as long as they were tight, and I think I went through two or three dozen during those three months.  But as the fall semester of our junior year approached, I knew I had to go back, if not to Kari, at least to school.  So the week before the semester started I went looking for a new apartment, a new job, and a roommate.  
 
   The job was the easiest thing to find oddly enough, and I’m sorry to say that technically, I slept my way into it, though not in the way you might be thinking.  A local business needed an afternoon receptionist and I had met the manager and fucked his brains out a year or so before.  You should have seen the look on his face when I walked in for the interview.  To be honest, I was just as surprised and just a little pleased as well.  I was dressed professional, which probably surprises you all, but he blinked, opened his mouth, and said “Oh.  It’s you.”
 
   At first he was uncomfortable about hiring me, but when I explained that I wasn’t going to provide sexual favors for the position, nor for special treatment, did he visibly relax.  It wasn’t until we locked up that first day and he complimented me on how polite and professional I sounded on the phone that I grinned and replied “Drat. I was hoping I’d screwed up and deserved a decent spanking!”  I was a little late getting home that evening but at least I got my spanking.
 
   The new apartment was harder to find and I ended up settling on digs that made Kari’s place look like a presidential palace.  It was small, seedy, and well-worn.  Plus it came pre-packaged with a new roommate as well and in short order I was closely ensconced on the opposite side of campus from Kari’s place, with a girl named Jamie Lynn Davis.
 
   Jamie was a unique girl and our friendship was no doubt one of the weirder relationships I’ve ever had.   First of all, there was absolutely nothing sexual about it.  For someone like me, who normally CAN’T have a non-sexual relationship with ANYONE, getting to know Jamie in a non-physical way was rather refreshing.  I also had little interest in her physically, though I still think she was kind of cute.  Her main issue was weight and she topped the scale by a good seventy or eighty pounds over optimum and I felt sorry for her.  She walked every day, quite a bit.  She ate very little, but she just couldn’t drop the pounds.  I think it was genetic.  But the most predominant characteristic about Jamie Lynn wasn’t her weight.  It was the fact that she was a born again Christian.  
 
   Religion was not just a moral code for her, but a way of life.  She ate, drank, and breathed Christ.  While I was reading a fun murder mystery, Jamie would have her nose buried in the Bible.  I grew up Roman Catholic and frankly, I’m not terribly religious.  God and I seem to have a reasonable system worked out.  I don’t bother him with trivialities and he doesn’t check up on me too often to see how many times I’ve sinned in the last few minutes.  It’s an equitable relationship for a girl who would gladly give the Lord a blowjob if he asked.  To be honest, I’ve always thought God enjoyed watching my little escapades.
 
   I was honest with Jamie when I moved in, explaining that my sexual appetites were pretty intense.  She hadn’t cared then, not really understanding what I had meant. Besides, we had separate rooms, so it wasn’t like I couldn’t close the door.  But within two weeks she began to get a little wild-eyed at the progression of boys I led into my bedroom for nightly trysts.  Our conversations, especially when I’d come out of my cave in the morning looking for coffee, hair askew, eyes barely open, sporting bruises, tended toward those Bible verses that condemned fornication in all its forms.  I ignored her for the most part, but did make an effort to bring home fewer guys.
 
   Jamie and I did have lots in common though.  She was into music and since I had played the piano since I was a little girl, it wasn’t that uncommon to see us jamming together.  She introduced me to a bunch of plagiarized Baptist hymns that ended up in her “non-denominational” church while I introduced her to the joys of Beethoven and some Catholic music.  You should have seen us on the night when we realized that “Sing of the Lord’s Goodness” had the same chord progression as the jazz number “Take Five”.  Talk about hilarious.
 
   We also enjoyed good food.  She ate bird sized portions of what I made, but she was just as good a cook and I learned a lot of new recipes from her.  We rarely ate out and I started to lose some weight too.  It made me feel better about myself when my waist shrank two inches and Jamie never seemed to hold it against me. 
 
   We had Kari over a few times as well and it wasn’t surprising that Kari and Jamie got along perfectly.  The number of people Kari doesn’t get along with is very small.  Kari even offered to decorate the place for us and within a week and a very modest budget, our place started to look stylish.  We were in the middle of hanging curtains in my bedroom when Kari touched me lightly on the hip.
 
   “Um… I was wondering if you’d like to come over this Saturday,” she asked softly.
 
   The glance I gave her was half “are you kidding me?” and a half “um… yes?” but what I said was “Whatcha got?”
 
   Kari shrugged.  “Nothing.  I just thought it might be you and me.”
 
   I didn’t say anything.  I was looking inward.   Was I ready to go home?
 
   Kari licked her lips.  She hesitated and I could see the worry, the concern in her eyes.  “I want you to come home.  I want to make love to you, to make you cum,” she whispered.   Her hands came up and cupped my face, the warmth of her palms on my cheeks.  “I want to kiss you again, to taste you.  I miss you, Bre!”  Then her lips were on mine and she was pushing me down onto my own bed.  I wrapped my arms around her and we snuggled, kissing and touching, our hands roaming over each other’s bodies in warm caresses.
 
   Finally we pulled apart and I looked at her.  “Kari,” I said softly, and knew my voice was tinged with a bit of sadness.  “I can’t come home to you.”  I heard her breath catch in her voice and for a moment, I thought she was going to cry.   “But I can come visit you,” I said warmly and with a smile.  “You are still my best friend and I’ll be there bright and early Saturday morning!”
 
                 I felt the tension pour out of her and Kari Anders grinned.  “Besides,” I said mischievously, “you just want to hurt me.”
 
                 Kari blinked, about to deny it, but then realized what I was talking about.  She grinned and laughed and hugged me tight again, her left hand coming up to my breast.  She squeezed me through my shirt and bra, teasing the nipple.  “Yes you slut! I want to hurt you.  I want to tie you to the bed spread apart and tease you and torment you until you’re begging for release and then I’ll whip your little clit until you’re screaming!”  
 
   You should have heard the enthusiasm in her voice
 
                 That fall was a different time for me.  Kari and I renewed our friendship, taking things easy and one step at a time, but it became very clear that both of us had moved on, despite a few sweet and beautiful love making sessions. We were still occasional lovers, but Kari had begun her foray into the world of manly hunks, looking for the perfect submissive male.  Every once in a while, when she had a live one, she’d invite me over to help with a milking, and I’d have a good time, but it wasn’t the same.  I on the other hand spent the majority of my time role playing on the computer and masturbating while reading Michael Alexander’s stories. I stopped dating since it made Jamie so uncomfortable and since my basic needs were being met, I sort of slipped into a fugue.
 
                 Only one thing roused me that fall semester, and that was my relationship with Michael.  We had been pen pals for over two years by that point and I had even done a three day long “experiment” where I kept either my vibrator or my vibroballs in and on for the entire time.  It about drove me crazy.  Each night I’d get on chat with him and explain to him how I was barely managing to function.  He took that information and wrote a story called “Angie’s Experiment.”  If you have time, you should read it.  It’s a great story and frankly, it’s based on what I did.  I thought that was cool.
 
                 But Michael understood me.  And he wasn’t interested in abusing me.  We never had cybersex, or mic or camera sessions.  Instead we talked.  Really talked.   You can imagine my surprise when I finally wheedled out where he lived.  Houston.  I couldn’t believe it.  He had been in town for YEARS and I didn’t even know it!  Well the first thing I did was ask him over.  He declined, politely, explaining that he was married and that while he was open to including someone new into his life, it had to be in cooperation with his wife.  I thought that odd for a dom to say, but after I met his submissive wife Jenni, I realized that they had the kind of BDSM relationship that wasn’t so much 24/7 as constant in the mind and heart.  They had one child at the time (three more now though!  Way to go guys!) and they couldn’t ACT their roles the way I think they wished they could.  They had to be parents, and responsible as well as yielding to their private urges, so Jenni was pretty much a bedroom submissive.
 
                 We agreed to meet, the three of us, for dinner one evening in late September.  I remember arriving at our agreed upon destination, a phenomenal tapas restaurant in Rice Village.  Before coming, I had scrubbed myself clean, had my hair done, sat through both manicures and a pedicure, gritted my teeth for a waxing, and primped and prepped until I was as perfect as possible.  My dress that evening was black, terribly short at the hem and while it completely covered my breasts, large swaths of material had been cut out of the front and sides.  It was clear that I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties.  Underclothes would have been visible.
 
                 What was evident however was the black, powder coated, steel chain that connected the duck billed clamps to my nipples.  The hard bumps under the dress were tough to see along my bosom, but the chain crossed one of those cutouts and the contrast of black chain and white creamy skin was more than enough to focus the attention.  I looked like a sex goddess and I knew it.
 
                 I sat staring at the door and was more than mildly surprised when they walked in.  First of all, they were in their late twenties, maybe even the lower thirties.  Michael was of average height, with thick glasses, a walrus mustache, and was carrying about thirty extra pounds.  But he was still a large man and despite the slowly developing spare tire around his middle, his arms and legs looked very strong and muscular.  He wore sharp pressed khaki trousers, a blue polo shirt, and brown loafers.
 
                 His wife, Jenni was a petite brunette who was shorter than me.  She had these amazing blue gray eyes and a smile that could melt hearts.  She was wearing this light white summer dress that hugged her body and made her look sexy without resorting to the slutty end of the spectrum.  I wanted her.  In fact, I wanted her more than I wanted Michael.  They spotted me easily. After all, Michael had seen my face and even seen me nude before, though he had declined a session with me.  I stood up and kissed them both on the cheek as they sat down across from me.
 
                   We talked, and ate dinner.  I had placed the remote to my vibroballs on the table and even pushed it closer to Michael.  But he didn’t take it and when I surreptitiously moved it toward Jenni, she ignored it as well.  Instead I found myself being grilled, asked questions about my sexuality, the number of partners I had recently had, my health, my philosophy on sex, what I liked, and what I disliked.  Some of my answers turned me on and I slipped one foot out of the high heel shoe I was wearing to rub my toes against each of their legs in turn.  Michael didn’t comment, but Jenni smiled at me patiently when my foot rose up to her thighs and even tried probing inward.  She reached down, pulled my toes away from her sex, and went right on talking to me as if it hadn’t happened.
 
                 By the time dessert rolled around, I was pretty frustrated.  I wanted them to take me, to pull me along to their car and drive me away.  I wanted to spend the night curled up between this beautiful couple, sharing in their love for one another and basting myself in it.  I wanted to tie Jenni down on the bed and nibble on her until she was pleading for release, and I’ll be honest, I’m not a switch.  Topping anyone wasn’t something I routinely thought about.  I wanted to hold Michael’s cock, guiding it into her with gentle hands.  And I wanted them both to torture me, tied down to their bed, Jenni above me, hot and wet, while Michael thrust himself repeatedly into my sex.
 
                 And then it fizzled.  Horribly.  After dessert, they politely thanked me for a pleasant evening, took each other’s hand, and left. Without me. I was devastated.  How could they?  Couldn’t they see I was desperate?  Couldn’t they tell I wanted them?  Didn’t they wonder what I would taste like?  What I would feel like?  Didn’t Jenni want to know what sounds I made when bound and whipped?  Didn’t she want to see how soft I was?  And Michael!  He was using ME as a character in his stories!  Didn’t he want to see how the real thing stacked up to his fictional Breanne?  I could do the things he wrote about and so much more!  
 
                 I stormed out of the restaurant furious, kicking myself mentally for my stupidity. I felt rejected, as if there were something repulsive about me that they didn’t want to touch. Hell, I still don’t know why Jenni and Michael left me like that.  I started walking and ended up on Westheimer.  I turned east, some vague thoughts of heading back toward the school going through my mind, but then I started walking through that strange part of town, with all those clubs and bars and psychic stores.  You know where I’m talking about, right?   It’s a weird part of town, but it has its own appeal as well.  I was in a mood.  I glanced around.  The light was already fading but people were everywhere. It was a Friday night after all.
 
                 I was walking through a parking lot when I saw a handsome guy dressed in a polo shirt and jeans.  He was alone so I approached him like a hunting lioness.  I’m not sure where he was going, but I cornered him against the wall of the next building, my hands at the collar of my dress.  I greeted him with a quick smile and a hello and he paused, clearly wondering where this would go.
 
                 I tugged down my dress.  Both boobs popped out, the hard and perfectly pink circles of my nipples in plain sight and pointing straight at him.  His eyes got really big and I licked my lips.  With a low and husky whisper, I tested him.
 
                 “Pinch my nipples as hard as you can,” I said softly.  I didn’t look around.  It didn’t matter if we were seen.  He reached up and hesitatingly touched me.  His thumb and forefinger found the tips of my breasts and then rolled the extended little nubs between his fingers.  It felt good and that was bad.  I didn’t want good.  I pulled back, hoping he’d latch on, but he let go.  I frowned, stuffing my breasts back into my dress before whirling away.
 
                 “Wait!  What the hell?” he stammered as I stormed away without a word.  He followed me for a bit, but then figured out that he’d failed my test.   I went looking for something a little darker than “college prep light.”  Three blocks later outside a rather dangerous looking club, I found him.  He was only a few years older than me, if that, and his head was shaved bald.  His black tee shirt was tight against his bulging chest muscles and his tattoos were all skeletons and guns. Except one.  The one on his right forearm was this massive demon thing.  Like the demon from Disney’s Night on Bald Mountain.  It was dark and scary. He was already eye fucking me and when our vision met he licked his lips.  I went straight to him like a moth to the flame.  He was standing with a bunch of friends, a few feet from several motorcycles.  Without a word I pulled my dress down, ignoring the sudden hoots and whistles.
 
                 “Pinch me as hard as you can,” I said clearly, offering myself.  He reached out and grabbed my tits and the pain exploded through me.  I groaned as he twisted and crushed my nipples between his fingers.  I started to fold and he literally held me up and I grabbed hold of him, gasping in agony.  When he let go I was burning, my sex pulsing in desperate want.  I looked up at him, blinking through tears and the remnants of my hurt.  Then the words poured out of me.
 
                 “Take me to your place and fuck me.  Hurt me.  Use me any way you want.  Tie me down and whip me, whip my breasts and my ass and my pussy.  Call your friends and let them fuck me too.  I want to be fucked and fucked and fucked until I can’t think straight.  Fuck me and hurt me until Sunday night.”
 
                 They all went crazy, but my demon boy grinned like a wolf.  He twisted my nipples again, even harder than he had before.  I fell against him.  
 
                 “Get on the bike, bitch.”
 
                 I was there two days.  Tobacco and marijuana smoke filled the room.  I drank and drank and things blurred to the point of stupidity.  I don’t know how many people I fucked, but every hole was used and they hurt me too.  If I wasn’t being screwed, they tied me to the bed, a sorry sick slab of foam and a few sheets on a frame.  I remember someone hitting me with a belt and then there was more cock.  
 
                 There were a few girls too, who took turns.  I remember eating pussy while someone slashed at me between my legs with something wet and thin.  I remember asking for something to drink and getting a cock shoved down my throat.  At some point I passed out, or fell asleep, and even THAT didn’t stop it.  Instead there was a steady line of “friends” who wanted to use me.
 
                 Sometime on Saturday morning I was carried to the shower.  I think I threw up in there too.  I wasn’t washed, or cared for.  They hosed me down.  That’s all.  I was sprayed down, scrubbed a little, then dragged out and thrown back down on the bed for it to start again.  Someone showed up with a pair of pliers and made me scream over and over as he used them on my nipples, all the while pumping his cock in and out of my sex.  This one guy with dark hair and a thin mustache burned me with a cigarette all over my breasts, my thighs, the soles of my feet, and even on my labia.  This one fat chick peed on me before mashing her gargantuan tits over my face, only to make me lick her piss soaked cunt in exchange for occasional access to air.  Sleep came when it could and I frequently woke up choking as someone forced a cock into my mouth.  Either that or there would be this horrific pain as my breasts or pussy were the target of some makeshift whip.
 
                 I’m pretty sure I had something in me the whole two days.  I never found those vibroballs again though. I had to buy a new set.  But they shoved all sorts of things in me, mostly beer bottles, before once more taking their own pleasure with the little worthless fuck doll.  My ass looked as if I were a red striped zebra, the marks of a belt plain and clear.  My dress had been used to clean cum off my body.  My breasts were bright red from being struck and my bruised labia and burned skin bore marks.
 
                 Finally Sunday evening rolled around and I was left alone.  I couldn’t stand.  I found my purse in the corner of the room after crawling to it.  It took me three tries to dial the number, but I finally managed.
 
                 “Breanne!  Where are you?” Kari demanded.  She sounded concerned and I guessed that Jamie had called her when I hadn’t shown up Saturday. I sucked in a breath.
 
                 “I don’t know,” I whispered.  “Please come get me?”
 
                 Demon boy’s fingers took the phone from my hand while cigarette smoke made me cough.  He was wearing blue jeans and nothing else.  My entire body hurt.  I heard him speaking into the phone and there was an angry hiss.  Then he laughed, the cigarette bouncing up and down in his lips.  “Better hurry. I’m gonna fuck her ass one last time while she’s waiting for you.
 
                 I couldn’t move away.  But I didn’t want to either. I wasn’t worth it.  I deserved it.  And as he slapped my bottom hard and tears flowed down my cheeks, I wallowed in my misery.  Then I felt his weight bearing me down to the hardwood floor.  My sore breasts were mashed against the wood and I felt his solid cock probing at my back door.  He didn’t wait.  He pushed, tugging on my hair and then he penetrated.  I don’t know what we were using for lubrication but it worked and he fucked my ass until he let loose a thick creamy load up inside me, filling my bottom.
 
                 Kari arrived about thirty minutes later.  Her eyes were hard as agates and I heard her yelling, though it didn’t make much sense to me.  
 
   Demon Boy just shrugged.  “She asked for it.  Begged for it.  Never said ‘no’ or ‘stop’, not once. Great fuck.” 
 
   Kari had one of her recent boy toys with her as well and I was wrapped up in a soft blanket she had brought and carried out.  She grabbed my purse, but she could only find one shoe and my dress was ruined.  There were so many cum stains on it that nothing short of burning would have been fit for it.  She left it in Demon Boy’s apartment.
 
                 She took me home.  To her home.  She bathed me, tended the worst of the wounds including a couple of burns that needed antiseptic and ointment, put band-aids and Neosporin on the cuts, and then put me in her own bed.  She climbed in with me later that evening, wrapping her arms tenderly, gently, carefully around me.  And it was then that I began to cry.
 
                 “Cry, dear heart,” Kari whispered, stroking my hair. “Cry if you need too.  I’m here.  I’ll always be here.”  
 
                 I fell asleep in her arms.  Michael moved away from Houston a few months later to Dallas.  I never ever slept with him, not to mention Jenni, not once, and it hurt.  But I don’t blame them.  Perhaps their love didn’t need a third wheel.  Perhaps I was too extreme for them.  Maybe Jenni was jealous of me for some reason.  I don’t know.  But I never told Michael Alexander what I did that night either.  I guess that makes us even.
 
                 
 
   Chapter Thirty: David
 
    [image: ] 
 
                 For the rest of my fall semester I focused on my studies.  Masturbation seemed the safest thing and so except for the occasional Saturday over at Kari’s apartment, my sex life took a drastic turn toward solitary exploration.  In hindsight, I was probably masturbating more than ever before, easily six or seven times a day, sometimes in voice chat on the computer, but mostly while reading erotic stories or lying in bed.  I bought a new set of vibroballs and wore them almost constantly.   I even tried to sleep with them on, but still wasn’t able to do it.
 
                 Kari and I started meeting for lunch again and that helped a lot.  Both of us were getting very involved in our chosen fields.  Kari actually had clients already and was making money and a name for herself.  I was deep in classes like “Criminology” and “Victimology” and studying for the LSAT.  My grades went from good to spectacular and I even started hanging with Jamie on occasion.   Christmas came and went like it always does and as school started the next January something incredibly profound happened.  
 
                 I met David.
 
                 We met in our computer class, one of those courses that I had kept putting off the previous years.  We sat down next to each other and I felt an attraction for him almost immediately.  He was at least six inches taller than me, clean cut, with this incredible smile and a strong chin.  He had big hands.  He dressed nice and I actually could smell soap and aftershave on him.  We got paired in some sort of stupid ice breaker the lab instructor put together and I admit, I felt a tingle, and not just between my legs.  
 
                 That first day I was wearing blue jeans and an old tee shirt.  Two days later I was wearing a really fashionable skirt and top that placed me firmly in the sexy but flirty category.  David ate it up and I fluttered my eyelashes and smiled at him a lot.  The heels didn’t hurt either.  I know because while my skirt went mid-thigh, he sure looked at my legs a lot.  This went on for two weeks, with my chosen outfits progressing steadily down the sexy to slutty scale until finally I was wearing a wrap around pink, elastic mini-skirt with a matching pink tee shirt (given to me by Kari two years before) that said in big bold letters “Do Me!”   I mean, my God, what does a girl have to do to get asked out?
 
                 As it was, I asked him if he wanted to meet for lunch.  He was a little brain dead and I realized that my breasts were having an effect on him even through the shirt.  Maybe I should have worn a bra.  But he agreed after a moment and two hours later I met him for lunch.  Things progressed nicely.  I slipped off a heel and made sure that my foot was constantly brushing his leg.  We were in my bed screwing like bunnies that evening.
 
                 David was inexperienced to say the least and I have to admit to a little bit of pleasure at teaching him the ropes.  We started vanilla, slowly for that first month, reveling in each other’s taste and feel, the newness of it all more than enough to compensate for my darker needs.  He was a quick learner and didn’t seem that disturbed that I liked it a little rough.  He didn’t mind giving me a light pinch, or a playful spank.  You should have seen his face when he found out I could put a condom on him with my mouth!  He loved my body and the way I used it on him.  But it wasn’t all sex either.  We both liked the same books, the same music, and the same movies.  We both loved Greek food and good steak.  He took me to the Flying Saucer one night and made me try a sarsaparilla!  Talk about awesome.  There were just so many things right about David.  He was funny.  He was caring.  He was cool. 
 
    
 
   Eventually I pushed him in the bedroom and told him I wanted to be tied down.  The surprise on his face when I produced my black leather wrist and ankle cuffs was precious.  But despite my pleas for him to whip me, the best I got from him was a few love taps.  He ended up cumming, leaving me slightly desperate.  But after he let me go I held him, whispering sweet nothings in his ear, promising to do better.  February turned to March and David and I became inseparable.  I even brought him to meet Kari.   She played nice, treating us to dinner.  But it became apparent half-way through the meal that she wasn’t terribly impressed.  I felt hurt and confronted her about it the next day.
 
                 “He’s just… doesn’t feel right to me,” Kari explained.  
 
                 “What’s that supposed to mean?” I demanded.  I wasn’t exactly happy.  I wanted my two best friends to like each other.
 
                 Kari sighed.  “He just comes off as the wrong guy.”
 
                 “He is NOT!” I sputtered.
 
                 “Look, why don’t you bring him over and we’ll milk him.  See what his tolerance is…”
 
                 “NO! He’s mine, Kari!” I hissed.  “We are NOT milking him!”  
 
                 Kari was silent for a few moments.  “All right. I’m just saying that you need to think about this. Okay?”
 
                 I bit my lip, trying to quell my anger.  “Fine.”  It came out more than a bit harsh.
 
                 Kari sighed.  “Good night, Breanne.”
 
                 I hung up.  Kari and I didn’t talk again for a week.
 
                 Two weeks before the end of the semester, I wasn’t feeling so good.  Early that morning both David and I had gotten up, showered together, dressed, eaten, and left for our separate classes.  We planned to meet up later in computer lab, but after my Victimology class, I slipped into the bathroom.  It wasn’t a moment too soon because shortly I was on my hands and knees, vomiting into the toilet, depositing my entire breakfast there.  I felt immediately better, but confused.  I didn’t feel sick.  I shook my head, running through the list of foods I had eaten the previous day.  There wasn’t anything there that I had thought undercooked or bad.  I washed out my mouth, shrugged, and went to computer lab.
 
                 But when the same thing happened the next day I started to get worried.  One day of nausea sucks.  Two?  That’s conspiracy.  I didn’t say anything to David and instead headed to the University Health Center.  They figured out what was wrong with me in about two seconds and a simple test proved it beyond a shadow of a doubt.   I felt stunned.  Shattered.  Wildly surging emotions ran through me, between incredible joy and crushing defeat.  I went home, skipping the rest of my classes for the day.  I poured myself lemonade and waited for David.
 
                 Jamie came in first and the second she looked at my face, she asked what was wrong.  I told her and got a hug for my trouble.  
 
                 “What are you going to do?” she asked.  As a Born Again Christian, she had very strong opinions, opinions that matched my Roman Catholic upbringing.  I licked my lips, uncertain.
 
                 “I need to tell David.”
 
                 Jamie chuckled.  “Ya think?”  Then she scooped up her purse and left, giving me the privacy I needed, composing in my head the perfect words to say to him.
 
                 David showed up about three hours later for our routine afternoon sex session and found me sitting on the sofa.  I was beyond nervous.  I was agitated and I fussed with him, taking off his shoes, getting him a soda, rubbing his feet, touching him and kissing him repeatedly.  It raised his suspicions and he finally squinted at me and asked me what was wrong.
 
                 I’m going to take a moment right here and speak to the men reading this tale.  In my opinion, there is one defining moment in a man’s life when he is going to be tested.  A woman is going to come to him and announce that he has fathered a child.  It is this moment that measures the man.  With a single angry look he can destroy everything.  He can look stunned, bewildered, and panicked, lost and unsure.  Or he can smile warmly, take her into his arms, and thank her.  Men, even if you don’t want a child, even if the very thought terrifies you, even if this is the worst accident you could possibly imagine; make sure she knows that you love her.  She is just as scared, just as bewildered, just as desperate.  She needs support, love, comfort.  She needs a partner to face this with her.  Don’t retreat.  Don’t escape.  And for God’s sake, don’t leave.
 
                 David’s eyes were wild.  “But… but… we used protection!” he declared, as if that changed things.  He pulled away from me, and then stood, pacing back and forth across the room, his hands in his hair.
 
                 “David, please.  Sit down.  Talk to me,” I begged.  
 
                 “I just don’t understand!  I mean… how could you let this happen?” he asked, almost rhetorically.
 
                 I blinked.  I hadn’t just “let this happen.”  There hadn’t been any other men from the moment I met David.  I hadn’t “planned” on getting pregnant.  Not only that, but we HAD used protection every time!  I was even on birth control pills, but condoms were still a basic necessity.  I had asked that same question to the University doctor.  She had shrugged and said “sometimes they fail.”  Oops.  It was a one in a million chance.  Perhaps even an act of God.
 
                 “I didn’t let this happen, David,” I said with a bit of ice in my tone.  “Now we need to discuss what’s going to happen here.”
 
                 “I can’t be a father right now!” David replied, still in his own little world. “I can’t!”  
 
                 I stood up and walked over to him, reaching out.  He brushed me away and I snapped.
 
                 “Hey!  We need to talk!” I said, grabbing his arm.
 
                 “Let go of me!” he squealed, backing away.  He tugged free and ran for the door.  I stood there, stunned, as he disappeared.  He left me.  He ran away.  My God, how could he?
 
                 When Jamie came back, I was still in the middle of the living room, sobbing.
 
                 David came back and apologized and proffered a rather lame excuse of being shocked.  He may have failed the initial test, but his makeup work was passable.  To be honest, I gave him the benefit of the doubt.  I knew how much of a shock it was for me.  I could imagine it being a shock for him.  
 
                 We talked.  At first, David had to talk about what went wrong.  When I explained that a condom must have broken he got very agitated and I could see where the next question was heading.  I bit my lip and headed him off at the pass.  
 
                 “The baby is yours, David.  You’re the only man I’ve been with.”
 
                 He didn’t really have anything to say after that, but it hurt.  It hurt that he even wondered about that.  Then he went down the next path.
 
                 “I am NOT getting an abortion!” I declared, outraged at the suggestion.
 
                 He gestured wildly at me.  “But what about ‘choice’ and everything?  Don’t you think that an abortion would be the best thing for you to get?”
 
                 I’m pretty sure my face screwed up into a look of incredulity.  “David!  It’s a baby!  We can’t kill it!  I’m four weeks pregnant!”  I wrapped my arms around my tummy.  
 
                 An angry expression crossed his face.  “Well, I think I have a right to decide this too.”
 
                 I kinda got cross.  “Obviously.  But I’m telling you that an abortion is off the table.  Don’t even think it.  I’d sooner put the baby up for adoption than murder it.”
 
                 Yes. I’m a pro-lifer.  Are you surprised?  Roman Catholic, remember?  I was raised this way.  I like the idea of giving women a choice, but the real choice is whether to be responsible or not.  In my case, I was responsible and God, or fate, or just dumb luck decided to throw a very different hand of cards my direction.  I was willing to accept that.  I’m not positive, but I think it was that very moment when I decided that I was going to keep that baby, no matter what.
 
                 I took David to my bed that night and we made quiet, passionate love.  He fell asleep with his arm around me, holding my breast.  My hand however was a bit lower, just over the tiny heart that I knew was already beating inside me, in time with my own.
 
                 Kari’s response to my pregnancy was typical.  We went shopping.  I wasn’t even through my first trimester and I had enough maternity clothes to keep me stylish for the next year.  Morning sickness went away by the second month and then we were into summer.  Both David and I did summer school, so we had little time for each other.  As it was, I was only going to barely finish my degree plan by the end of my senior year.  David said he was a bit further behind me and worked even harder.  I barely saw him at all and there were quite a few nights I slept alone.  
 
                 My parents were understandably concerned and since they only lived forty five minutes away, David and I drove out there so they could meet the father of their future grandchild.  David was sullen and uncommunicative, as if he took issue with the fact that my father was a rancher and that my mom was a house wife who knitted and did cross stitch and played piano at the church.  It was not a pleasant meeting.  My parents were kind enough not to say anything, but I felt ashamed and gave David a hard time on the way home, asking why he couldn’t have been more sociable.
 
                 By the time the fall semester started, I was noticeably pregnant.  My sex life had started to diminish as well.  David took a massive load, a full 15 hours that semester, a move that should have heralded to me what was coming.  I worked hard too, dealing with the trials of pregnancy, getting enrolled in Medicaid, and trying to stifle strange urges like having Taco Bell Nacho Bell Grande’s for breakfast.  As the semester ticked by, my belly grew and grew.  The sonogram was inconclusive on gender.  I rubbed expensive skin oil onto my swollen abdomen, a gift from Kari.
 
                 Kari and Jamie were incredible and when David was absent or too busy to drive me to the doctor or help me out in what ever way I needed, one of them was there.  I was gifted with all sorts of baby stuff and the baby shower Kari threw me was actually catered and had about twenty guests, half of women I didn’t even know well!  Now that I think about it, it was also one of the few parties she ever threw for me that I wasn’t bound naked to the dining room table as an appetizer and snack tray for the amusement and pleasure of the other guests.
 
                 Thanksgiving was a lonely affair for me.  David went home to see his parents and didn’t invite me.  That hurt.  It hurt a lot.  I hadn’t ever met his family and the very thought that he was ashamed of me stung.  My parents tried to cheer me up, but I spent a good portion of that weekend crying up in my old room.  Kari took me back to my apartment.
 
                 I thought I was going to pop any day.  I was scared to death of going into labor during finals, despite the fact that the doctor had placed my delivery date on December 23rd.  I made it through, but just barely.  It was late in the afternoon just a few days after finals and I was getting a bit pissed with David.  He hadn’t been by the apartment since school let out and every time I called him, he sounded detached and distant.  After another frustrating call where I ended the conversation with a dire warning about him being there for me when labor started, I felt the tell tale twinge that announced it was time.  I stood up and walked for twenty minutes, wanting things to move quicker.  When my contractions were coming every five minutes I dialed David’s phone.
 
                 And got voice mail.
 
                 “David! I need you!  It’s time!” I said into the phone.  “Call me back!”
 
                 I put down the phone and wheezed and hissed my way through another contraction. I called him again.  He still didn’t answer.
 
                 “David!  Hey!  It’s time! Let’s go!  Call me!” 
 
                 Jamie wasn’t home and I started to panic.  David still didn’t call and I called the one person I knew would answer, the one person that had always come to my rescue when I called, the one person who loved me more than anything else.
 
                 Kari got me to the hospital in record time, zipping her little silver Saturn SL around corners and up hills with a fierce grin.  I was already pre-registered and the nursing staff whizzed me upstairs while I called David’s cell phone again, telling him where I was and what room.  An IV was stuck in my arm, the nurses checked me and put the fetal monitor on my belly.  A few drugs were administered and I was checked for dilation and effacement.  I was already at six centimeters and was paper thin.  No epidural.  Sorry.  Too far along. My obstetrician broke my water and then things happened fast.  Kari held my hand and the most horrible pain I’ve ever experienced in my life began hitting me.  
 
                 “Where’s David?” I begged of Kari between two sharp contractions.  “He needs to be here!” I whispered, my voice hoarse.
 
                 Kari smiled warmly at me.  “I’m here, Bre.  Now you have to breathe through this next one, okay?” 
 
                 I nodded, the next contraction already on me.  The next few minutes were a haze.  For a masochist, I can tell you that birth is not exactly fun.  Usually I’m more adept at handling pain, but evidently there is a psychological component to it that giving birth leaves out.  A  brutal spanking I can handle.  Giving birth?  Absolutely awful.
 
                 I pushed and I cried and I felt myself tearing apart.  Then the pressure stopped and I felt different, no longer sharing living space.  I heard a tiny cry and then Kari kissed me softly on the lips, her eyes glistening with tears of joy.
 
                 “It’s a girl, Breanne.  A beautiful, gorgeous, baby girl,” she said to me.  Kari was the first person to hold my daughter and she laid the tiny infant in my arms gently.
 
                 “What’s her name?” my best friend asked. I had already decided on names, with little input from David.  He hadn’t cared.  If it had been a boy, I would have named him Michael.  I had a girl’s name ready too.  I just needed a middle name.  
 
                 I looked down at the tiny face, the pink lips and looked up.  “Her name is Rachel.  Rachel Karen Erickson.”
 
                 For a girl who hadn’t gone by her complete given name ever, it was beautiful to see Karen Elizabeth Anders smile.  Then she bent down and kissed her goddaughter.
 
                 David never came.
 
   Chapter 31: Onward
 
    [image: ] 
 
   I was just a tad bit nervous.  It had been a full twelve weeks since I had given birth and I was lying naked on Kari’s bed.  The doctor had given me a clean bill of health, with everything healed, and Kari was holding a vibrator that looked more like some sort of monstrous robotic arm.  Of course, they’re more common today and they’re sold as “massagers” in your typical retail store.  But for me, I was unsure how I would react.  Being pregnant isn’t exactly good for your libido.  I’ve heard that some women become more sexually active during pregnancy. I didn’t.  I felt huge, ungainly, and decidedly unattractive.  Even the major loss of weight and the daily exercise sessions with Kari hadn’t really changed my attitude.  
 
                 It was Kari who had taken me back to her place and surprised me with the order to strip.  I was self-conscious.  I still had quite a bit of pudge at my middle and the last thing I wanted to do was take off my clothes in front of the goddess of appeal herself.  Even before pregnancy Kari was thinner than me and afterward it would be a full nine months before I reached my pre-pregnancy weight.  But evidently that didn’t matter to Kari.  She just rolled her eyes and threatened me. 
 
                 “Strip now. It’s my apartment and I make the rules.  Do it, or I’ll have to punish you.”
 
                 I glared at her, but followed her order.  I slipped off the over-sized dress and let it fall to the floor. My white cotton granny panties and the super-sized bra I was wearing went next.  I stood there naked, my arms crossed, just a tad annoyed.  Kari led me by the elbow to her room and pushed me down on the bed.  Moments later she was pressing the soft rubber head of the massager against my clit and I was close to having my first orgasm in months.  
 
                 Kari, always sensitive to my moods, pulled the damn thing away just as I was about to pop.  I moaned, reaching out for her.
 
                 “Not yet,” she said primly, sitting down between my legs.  She reached out and tweaked my clit, sending a sharp jolt through me.  “Did you find him?” she asked.
 
                 I groaned.  I wanted more, but clearly she intended to interrogate me.  “Yes.  USGS,” I replied, spreading my legs even farther.  I felt the stretch in both thighs and lifted my hips.  Kari nodded sagely and pressed the vibrator back up against my clitoris.  Pure ecstasy flooded through me.  
 
                 “USGS?  Seriously?  He joined the US Geological Survey? Did you get child support straightened out?” she asked, rubbing the shaking bulb around in soft but steady circles.  I shook with need. 
 
                 “N-n-no,” I gasped.  Kari clucked her tongue.  “He’s not getting paid!” I wailed, not wanting her to pull the sex toy away.  “He’s in Africa.”
 
                 Kari changed direction and set a whole new ripple of exquisite torment rushing through me.  “Well, I’ll hope he catches malaria or Ebola or something.”
 
                 My best friend’s anger was well placed.  A little digging had revealed that my paramour had secretly graduated early, a whole semester early.  Then in the dark of night he had slunk away, blocked my cell phone number, and disappeared off the face of the earth.  It took weeks to track him down and finally I had to go through the University’s geology department.  He had majored in the subject and sure enough, his former professor proudly informed me that David had gotten an internship with the USGS and was on mission in Africa.   That ended that.  Kari was livid and sent his parents a letter on my behalf, a picture of Rachel, and a note explaining exactly what a sorry piece of shit their son was.  Neither of us got a reply.
 
                 But I didn’t really mind.  I only had one semester to go before graduating and my mother had stepped up to the proverbial plate with a wild swing and knocked the ball out of the park.  With patience and love that only a mother/grandmother could have, she took charge of my little one and sent me back to school.  I was now commuting back and forth in Kari’s Christmas gift, her old Saturn SL.  Of course she was driving a new convertible, but since this was my first car, I was more than thankful. It meant that I could go home and see Rachel every day.  On weekends either Jamie or Kari would come over as well and we would go out, me pushing my baby stroller.  There was rarely an outing where I didn’t come home without a few new outfits for either me or the baby.  Kari went nuts frankly.  Bottle warmers, nighties, blankies, toys, teethers, you name it, she bought it.  Her generosity didn’t go unnoticed by me or my mother, but Kari merely shrugged and smiled.  The money meant little to her.  Seeing me happy was a different thing.
 
                 Kari lifted the massager away from my sex and began lightly tapping her fingers against me.  At first they were soft little pats but they quickly built up steam as I lifted my hips, presenting myself to her.  
 
                 “You seem like you want it,” Kari observed with a grin.
 
                 I nodded.  “Of course I do.”  Her hand continued between my thighs and my breathing became a little ragged.  
 
                 “Then what about law school?” she asked.
 
                 Law School was a bit of a problem.  There aren’t that many law schools in Texas but living in Houston was a blessing.  There are three of them down here.  I bit my lips as one particular movement of her hand almost made me cum.  Kari laughed and stopped that particular movement, saving it for later.
 
                 “Got applications in to all three,” I gasped.  
 
                 “Good.  You’re scores were good enough,” she commented, twirling her thumb around inside me.  She was right.  My LSAT (Law School Admission Test) scores had put me in the top percentile and I was just waiting to hear back from my three choices.  I had decided to stay in Houston because of my daughter.  Moving away from family would make it tough to continue school and take care of my little one.
 
   Soon the heat was building inside me and I was having trouble keeping myself sane.  I began bucking and Kari responded by driving two fingers deep into the soft wet depths and picking up the pace of her firm slaps.  I went crazy, my own hands cupping my breasts, teasing and pinching my nipples as Kari worked me.  Orgasm, in all its absolute sweet bliss is not something that comes without cost.  Sometimes you have to work at it.  The light blows to my sex became stronger as I lifted my bottom off the mattress and then I was crying out in absolute pleasure, enjoying the overwhelming sensation of bliss.  
 
                 But Kari didn’t stop.  Even as I was coming back down from my climax, her tongue was lapping at me, tantalizing that same spot with direct stimulation, working me in a way that practically guaranteed another burst of energy.  My chest heaved and I pressed upward, groaning in delightful expectation.  Kari’s mouth sucked hard on my clitoris and my fingers entwined around her head.  I let out a solid cry, my back arching as I pushed upward in release.  Just as I was about to cum, my phone rang.
 
                 Kari let out an exasperated sigh.  She knew that I’d want to answer it.  What if it was my mom?  What if something was wrong with Rachel?  She pulled away, her lips glistening with my juice as I leaned sideways and grabbed my cell phone off the side table.  A quick glance at the number told me that it was my mom.  I flipped the phone open.
 
                 “Hi mom!” I said trying to sound not only positive, but in control of myself.  
 
                 Kari sat there watching me as I stiffened.  I swung my legs off the bed so I was sitting up, all thoughts of sex gone in a heartbeat.  Kari heard me ask “what hospital?” and jumped up.  In seconds my outfit was on the bed beside me and she was yanking pants up her legs, even without knowing what was going on.  By the time I told my mother that I was on my way, Kari was dressed, shoes on, with car keys in hand.
 
                 “Is it Rachel?” she demanded, the look of concern and fright on her face making it very clear how she felt.
 
                 I shook my head, my world crumbling around me a second time in almost as many months.  “No.  It’s my dad.  There was a car accident.”  I sat there stunned.
 
                 Kari took my hand.  “Let’s go.”
 
                 My father was driving toward home in my mother’s car when a drunk driver swerved out of the oncoming lane and into my dad’s path.  The impact was tremendous and mostly frontal.  The entire left engine compartment on my mother’s Plymouth Sundance was crushed immediately, the engine hood smashed into an accordion like shape while my father fishtailed and spun away from the other car.  He was rushed to the hospital in a helicopter, rather than an ambulance due to internal injuries and the damage done to his legs.  There was severe bleeding, a concussion, a few broken ribs, but most importantly, his right leg was smashed into so many parts that it resembled a 500 piece jigsaw puzzle.  There were five fractures of his tibia alone. .  
 
                 When Kari and I arrived he was in the operating room, in critical care.  My mother was sitting alone, except for a three month old baby in her arms who was sleeping peacefully.  Rachel’s diaper bag was there, fully stocked.  I went straight to my mother and together we cried.  Kari joined us a moment later, three women and a baby locked together in love and grief.  Rachel roused and started to fuss a little.  Kari took my daughter and the diaper bag and stepped away, taking care of the little one while Mom briefed me on Dad’s condition.  Then we settled down to wait.  Rachel became the distraction that held us together for those long three hours.  My mother kept it together, which I thought was amazing.  When the doctor came out to talk to us, he had mixed news.  My father was going to live.  They had stopped the internal bleeding and repaired his leg.  Unfortunately, the damage was too severe to restore full functionality to his right side.  
 
                 My father ended up with less than thirty percent of his former capability in his right leg.  He no longer could drive a car, much less a tractor.  Walking was not just a challenge, but almost impossible for months afterward.  He used a walker to keep both his balance and to traverse short distances.  Long trips meant a wheel chair.  My mother eventually set up a room for him on the bottom floor of our house so he wouldn’t have to go up the stairs. Those last few weeks of college were hard.  Mom hired a few of the former ranch hands to keep things going, but the farm started to falter.  Medical bills started to pile up.  My dad was in the hospital four weeks.  He wasn’t even able to come to my graduation.
 
                 One early evening in mid-July I walked along the dusty gravel drive that led from our barn and house out to the farm to market road that bordered the southern edge of our property.  The burnt yellow and ripening orange colors backlit the few mesquite and cedar trees that spotted the grazing field.  A dark metal fence with three rails kept the livestock where they belonged.  I was wearing dark blue jeans, stained with the day’s work.  A well fitting tee shirt, over which a long sleeve plaid blouse lay, covered me from neck to waist and the bra I wore fit comfortably.  My boots were scuffed and while my cell phone was stuck in one pocket, a dark handled folding knife, a present from my father, sat next to it.
 
                 I heard the crunch of the gravel and I stopped.  I took a step to the fence, my back to the oncoming car and I put one foot up on the bottom rail.  Off in the distance I could see a few of our cows, and even a handful of the stupid emus my father had insanely decided to buy just a few weeks before his accident.  I heard the car come to a stop behind me.  A moment later Kari Anders joined me at the fence, dressed in these amazing black stylish trousers and a white blouse with a ruffle along the plunging neck line.  She looked elegant and beautiful. She put her arms on the fence and gazed off into the sunset with me.  
 
                 “So, how’s your dad?” she finally asked.
 
                 “Crippled for life,” I replied, somewhat bitterly.  I lifted a hand and brushed away some of the layers of dust that accumulated on my cheek.
 
                 Kari nodded. She sighed and took another deep breath.  “And Rachel?”
 
                 I shrugged.  “Growing.  She has temper tantrums and keeps banging her head against the floor when she wants something.” My daughter was rapidly turning into a hellion.  Sometimes in a fury she’d lie on her back and literally bang her head against the floorboards of the house.
 
                 “Hmmm… sounds familiar?” Kari said with a quiet smile.
 
                 I let out a sound that was half chuckle and half sob.  I felt her hand touch my shoulder.
 
                 “So what’s the plan?”
 
                 “There isn’t one,” I replied tartly, wiping away a bit of moisture from my eye.
 
                 “Law school?” she asked.
 
                 I just looked at her like she was loopy.  “Even with disability, they can’t afford to run the farm.  Not after the hospital bills and paying Jake and Henry for those last two months!   There really isn’t any option. I’ve got to run the place until they get their financial feet under them.  It’s that simple.”
 
                 Kari was quiet, but then said the obvious.  “It’s not what you wanted.”
 
                 I kicked at the fence, but not hard.  “Of course it’s not what I wanted.  I wanted away from this place. I wanted never to have to fork a bale, or slop pigs, or feed goats again.  The horses I don’t mind, but I swear to God we’re getting rid of the damn emus.” I couldn’t help glaring at one of the ostrich like birds that was walking by only a hundred yards away.
 
                 Kari looked out at the bird.  “What on earth do you do with an emu, anyway?”
 
                 I shrugged.  “The meat is edible, and you can get leather and oil out of them, but catching them is a bitch.”
 
                 “But it’s not what you want.”
 
                 I stayed quiet.
 
                 Kari closed the distance between us, wrapping her arms around me.  “I know you have to do this.  I wish I could help you.  I wish things were different.”
 
                 “Wishes don’t mean anything now,” I said.  Then I melted in her arms, my tears seeping into the silk blouse.  I felt her hands in my hair, the red dye of my college years already seeping out, replaced once more with the mousy brown of my childhood.  
 
                 “But remember, Breanne. You are more than just a farm hand.  More than just a daughter or a mother.  You’re more than just capable, smart, beautiful, and desirable. You’re my best friend.” Her voice was like silken lotion on my abraded nerves.  Finally I sniffled once and looked up at her.
 
                 “And I can do this?” It sounded like hopeful wishing to me.
 
                 She nodded, one thumb wiping away the final tear.  “Absolutely.  Besides, I’m here to help.  The law schools aren’t going anywhere either.  You’ll still get in.”  She smiled warmly.  “Now why don’t you come over this Saturday.  I’ve got a new boy toy, a guy named Robert and he’s a day trader and financial guy and he’s a hunk.  All muscles and dark hair and you wouldn’t believe how submissive he is!” she gushed.  “We can tie him down to the bed and milk him until he’s screaming our names!
 
                 I laughed through my tears.  It was the same ole’ Kari.  I smiled.  “It sounds great, but I’ve got things to do.  It will be awhile before I can come over.”
 
                 Kari sighed.  “All right.  Just remember that pleasure is just as much a part of life as pain, girl.  You can’t really have one without the other.”  She patted my arm and then got back in her convertible.  The top was up so she could run the air conditioner at full blast.  She did a tight three point turn and then drove away.  As the dust flume of her car was blown across the fields by the evening breeze I thought about what she had said.
 
                 You can’t have pleasure without the pain.  They are part of life, part of love, even part of sex.  And you know what?  
 
                 I like it that way.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
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                 There was no denying it.  Robert was absolutely amazing.  Tall, with sandy blond hair, pectorals that rippled, abs that looked like they were sculpted by Michelangelo, and thick, muscular legs were more than enough to get my attention.  Of course, it might also have been the fact that he answered the door naked.  He looked at me totally unashamed, as if his nudity were a normal, every day sort of thing.  
 
                 “Hi.  You must be Breanne,” he said politely, opening the door and stepping back.  My eyes went down his body to bore in on his quite rigid and upright cock which bounced lightly with his backward step.  It was enough to make me loose my focus, just a bit.
 
                 “Um…. Yeah!  I mean, yes,” I said stupidly, tearing my eyes away from his shaft.  It had been quite awhile since I had even seen a naked guy, much less walked into a situation knowing that I was going to be shortly having sex. It had been quite a dry spell for me.  Between running the farm and taking care of a little one, there wasn’t much time for little adventures in sexuality.  Robert had survived almost five months, which was a record beaten only by me. She had finally cajoled me into coming over. 
 
                 He grinned.  “I’m Robert,” he said, sticking out his hand.  I ignored it and stead grabbed his cock, giving it a squeeze and wiggling it up and down with enthusiastic greeting.  
 
                 “Breanne.  Pleased to meetcha,” I replied.
 
                 I could see him swallow hard, obviously trying to deal with my more intimate introduction.  I let him go with just another mild squeeze.  The last thing I wanted was to screw up whatever plans Kari had in mind.
 
                 I have to give him credit, he collected himself quickly.  “Kari is in the back bedroom.  She told me to tell you to get comfortable.”  He motioned to the sofa and took another step away from the crazy redhead who had just entered his mistress’ apartment.
 
                 I slipped off my flip flops and tucked them under the key table in the foyer.  Having lived two years with Kari, I knew exactly what she meant by “comfortable” and I immediately began the process I had developed years before.  The shoes went first, followed by my shorts, then my tee shirt.  Robert watched me with definitive interest, obviously intrigued and I wondered how much Kari had told him about me. I peeled off my bra, giving him a naughty look, and then followed suit with my panties.  When I was as naked as he was, I moved into the living room and sat down on the couch in a posture that would have scandalized entire generations.  Robert sat down opposite me in the easy chair, his eyes locked on that clearly wet slit between my legs.
 
                 Kari showed up a moment later and rushed to me in typical Kari style.  My nudity didn’t shock her.  Why should it?  She expected me to be naked in her presence and she wrapped her arms around me and planted her lips on mine with a sort of relieved desperation.  Her hands found my breasts, squeezing and touching me, until one hand slipped down between my thighs and dipped gently into my wetness.
 
                 “Mmmmm… ready already?” she asked with a soft groan of desire.  
 
                 I nodded and glanced over at Robert.  “Are we tag teaming it or are we…”
 
                 “Together to start off with,” Kari interrupted, knowing exactly what I meant.  She turned to her live in boy toy and smiled.
 
                 “To the bedroom, Robert.  Lay down on your back and spread your legs,” she ordered.
 
                 He did it.  Immediately. Without commentary.  Kari let go of every part of me but my hand and she pulled me through the living room and down the hall to her bedroom.  There was a king sized bed, massive and big enough for a party centered in the room.  Mirror plates were mounted on the ceiling, and the dark cherry wood bed frame seemed massive and masculine.  Robert lay down, his hard cock sticking straight up.  Kari wasted no time and drew thick leather bondage cuffs, already attached to rope, out from under the bed and we quickly secured Robert to the frame, spread-eagled and totally vulnerable. 
 
                 Kari had already set up the side table.  The typical assortments of oils, unguents, lotions, flavored gels, condoms, plus a number of massagers and other sex toys lay in precise arrangement.  I smiled at the memories.  I had spent many Saturday mornings just like this, working patiently away at a young man in order to see how many times he could cum.
 
                 Kari was wearing lingerie, the expensive kind that you don’t exactly pick up at Victoria’s Secret.  It was all lace and tight lines and revealing glimpses of curve and frankly I thought she looked almost as delectable as Robert.  She sat down on the opposite side of the bed, with Robert’s legs between us.  
 
                 “So what’s new?” she asked as she uncapped a bottle of flavored oil, a delicious strawberry that she knew I liked.
 
                 I smiled.  “Well, Rachel is doing pretty good.  She keeps climbing the damn bookcase though.  I come in and find her eight feet up.”
 
                 Kari laughed and poured a liberal amount of the scented oil over Robert’s straining cock.  It spilled down the sides, looking like a red tipped sundae.  “Well, she sounds a lot like her momma,” Kari said as she put up the bottle and started to lightly rub Robert’s shaft.  She stayed away from the tip, drawing her fingers up and down the shaft.  Robert groaned and lightly pulled on his wrist bonds.
 
                 “So is that all?” she asked.
 
                 “Dad got internet.”
 
                 She glanced up at that.  My history with the internet was not a good one.  Or maybe it was.  I guess it depends on who you talk to.  “Really?  So you’ve gotten back on?” she asked.
 
                 I shook my head.  “Not like that.  Just checked email and stuff.  Went and looked at who was still on.  That sort of stuff.”
 
                 She drew her hand up and then pushed it back down, stroking Robert with slow deliberate motions.  “I see.  Well, it’s not like you can get into trouble with your parents and kiddo in the house.”  She glanced over at me.  “Use your mouth.”
 
                 I nodded and bent down as she drew her hands away.  Robert’s cock tasted like strawberries and I worked my way down his shaft until I had deep throated him nicely.  I bobbed my head up and down while my hand found his scrotum and caressed him.  It didn’t take long.  He groaned, stiffened, and then his cock jerked in my mouth and I felt the cream spurting up to hit the roof of my mouth.  I swallowed every drop.  It had been almost two years since I had swallowed cum and the flavor was surprisingly good.  Kari kept Robert on a diet of fresh fruit, vegetables, lean meats, and no beer.  You would be surprised what a difference to the taste of cum that can make.
 
                 I pulled away, licking my lips and Kari immediately put her oily fingers back on Robert’s flaccid cock.  She began rubbing him, delicately avoiding the tip and edge, instead working the length while her other hand swirled against this thigh and balls.  She looked up at me.  “So anyone I know still around?” she asked.
 
                 I licked my lips.  “Well Max is still on.”
 
                 She laughed. “He still wants you to watch him masturbate?”
 
                 I nodded.  “Yeah.  He’s kind of single minded.  Asked me to marry him too.”
 
                 Kari grinned.  “You haven’t been on in over a year and he popped the question that quick?”
 
                 “Yep.  Nice to know I was missed.”
 
                 Robert let out another groan as I leaned over and started to rub one breast across his face, the nipple at his lips.  Kari continued working between his legs.  I was quite for a moment before I dropped the bomb.
 
                 “Michael emailed me,” I finally said.
 
                 Kari looked up and actually stopped her caress for a moment.  Then she started again.  Robert was already stiff and getting harder by the second.  “What did Michael Alexander want?” she asked, putting both hands on Robert’s cock and rubbed him in a complicated two handed caress that had him arching his back in moments.  
 
                 I sat up, tugging my nipple out of Robert’s mouth.  He groaned.  “He’s starting a sex blog about BDSM and he wants me to write out little posts for it,” I explained.  I shifted my hips and straddled Robert’s bound hand.  His fingers extended and immediately began sliding through my wet petals. It felt incredible and I groaned, closing my eyes.  
 
                 “A BDSM sex blog?”  Kari asked, now working on the tip of Robert’s cock.  He was already straining hard and I reached out and began lightly tweaking his nipples.  
 
                 “Yes.  Michael wants me to do stuff like what I did when I researched ‘Angie’s Experiment’.  You know, wear ben wa balls for the day.  Have sex in a crazy place.  Give a blowjob.  That sort of stuff.  Little assignments.”
 
                 Kari nodded but bent down.  It was her turn to suck and she went deep on Robert’s cock, her tongue swirling in tight circles across his tip.  He let out tiny sounds of manly desperation and I bent down for another kiss, our tongue meeting as Kari finished him off, taking his second orgasm with tight suction.  She too swallowed every drop, sucking him dry with the little seductive movements that just made me want her more.  As soon she let go, I slid downward, stretching out next to Robert as my hands found his cock.  It was terribly limp but I started the slow massage that I knew would bring him back to stiffness eventually.
 
                 “Assignments, huh?  So Michael is giving you assignments?” she asked as I rubbed Robert’s cock.
 
                 I shook my head, my tongue darting out to lick at Robert’s tip.  It wasn’t an intense lick, but more a light playful one.  Kari peeled off her top, displaying her amazing chest and she leaned over Robert’s face and did her own little dance above his mouth.  It certainly helped.  His cock jumped in my hand and it didn’t take more than another ten or twelve minutes before Robert was rock hard again.  As he approached the edge I tore open a condom package and popped it in my mouth.  Like a wad of chewing gum, I positioned it at the front of my teeth and then deftly slid that down over his shaft.  
 
                 When I popped back up Robert was clad and I knelt, swinging one leg over him.  I sank deeply down, impaling myself deeply and rocking back and forth with ever widening motions as my hips churned.  I closed my eyes and then felt fingers touching my nipples.  Kari’s hands had found me, caressing the tips of my breasts as her own hips rocked above Robert’s face.  His tongue was busy lapping at her slit, darting lightly at her clit.  She pinched me, twisting my nipples hard until I let out a squeal of pain, my own hands coming up to cup my breasts.
 
                 “Who sets the assignments?” she asked intently, squeezing harder.
 
                 I let out a gasp.  “Anyone!” I said, my breath coming out in a rush. “Anyone can set the assignments!” 
 
                 Kari looked up at me, releasing my breast.  “Please tell me that Michael established some rules?”
 
                 With my pussy tight around Robert, I bounced eagerly.  “We hadn’t discussed it yet,” I replied, somewhat agitated.  Or more appropriately, highly aroused.  I could feel Robert throbbing inside me, a pulse I matched eagerly.  My hips churned and Kari rose up from Robert’s face, leaving him looking a little disappointed.  She came around me and opened the nightstand drawer.  A dark pair of nipple clamps appeared and she latched them firmly onto my breasts, tugging slightly to make sure they were tight enough.  One popped off and she twisted the screw another half turn.  It pinched deliciously and I shuddered, close to orgasm.
 
                 “We’re going to have a little discussion about safety,” Kari said, a look of disgust on her face as she tugged hard on the nipple clamps.
 
                 I nodded. “Safety.  Right,” I said gruffly, much more interested in the up and down movement and the light but steady pull on the nipple clamp chain.
 
   “I’m serious, Bre!”  Kari said sharply, matching her tone with another sharp pull.  My nipples throbbed and one of the clamps popped off.  I yelped lightly.
 
   “Rules, rules!” I hissed.  “Why not just make a rule that keeps me stuffed with vibroballs twenty four seven!” I demanded.  My body increased the tempo and I could feel Robert inside me, thrusting up to meet me, our bodies meeting in hot, sweet bliss.  I clamped myself tightly around him and gasped.  
 
   “You will obey the rules, Bre.  Or no nooky for you,” Kari declared.  She grabbed me, pressing down on my shoulders and preventing me from any further movement.  I wriggled violently, but not enough to disengage with Robert.  Unfortunately it wasn’t enough. “Agree or you’re done,” Kari’s voice whispered and in a single heartbeat I heard all of her fears, her anguish, her anger, her desperation, and her worry.  It wasn’t that she didn’t want me out there doing those assignments.  She wanted me safe.  I looked up at her, tear filled eyes widening as I realized just how much she loved me.  I reached out and touched her cheek.
 
   “I’ll obey the rules, Kari.”  It was that simple.  She nodded and her hands left my shoulders, sliding down to cup my breasts.  The fingers of her right hand found the one nipple that was free of the clamp and pinched me, hard.  I groaned and then she put the pincers back on the tip of my breast. 
 
   “Now cum for me.  And make him cum for us,” Kari whispered in my ear.  I looked down at Robert.  His face was flushed and he was making pitiful noises of need.  I grinned.  There were hours to go.  I knew that Kari would whip me in front of him.  She would take me, love me, lick me, and I’d get to have him over and over.  I’d get to stroke him and read him Michael Alexander’s stories, watching him harden, just so I could once again suck him dry.  I knew exactly what I would tell Michael, and maybe even what I would do for my first assignment.  Ben wa balls perhaps?  Robert let out a low pitched moan and exploded a moment later, hard and rigid inside me.
 
   Me?  Oh, I came too.  Many times.  But let’s be honest with each other.  We both know how my assignments worked out.  Those tales, hell… they come in volumes.  And frankly, they’ve already been told.
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   Chapter One (Free Sample)
 
   Things have changed.
 
   I’ve been told that learning something new can be a painful experience.  For me at least, this seems more true than usual.  I learned a lot last weekend, more than I probably wanted or needed to know.  Things have changed a lot.  But Kari seemed happy with me, with my performance, with my willingness to accept things, and of course for not embarrassing her.  Like I would ever do that!  
 
   As the cost for one of my more recent sexual escapades in which Kari very kindly assisted, I found myself agreeing to accompany her to a party.  Now in general I like parties.  There’s usually good food, opportunities to get into mischief of one kind or another, and I usually end up having multiple orgasms.  Of course, I’ve been to parties that sucked too, or that ended with me having some rather negative feelings afterward.  I remember one truth or dare game at a party that resulted in me and a…
 
   Uh.  Never mind.  Bad memory.
 
   Kari was invited to a BDSM party, a private social affair for affluent and wealthy people who enjoyed the darker aspects of the lifestyle.  But most importantly, it was a lesbian BDSM party.  To be honest, I’m surprised Kari was even invited.  She doesn’t make a show of possessing Robert, her current (and longest lasting!) boy toy, and while Kari is definitely bi-sexual, her preference for cock is certainly apparent.  It’s one of the reasons I was no longer one of her permanent toys.  When I asked her about it, she confessed that she was invited because she was presumed to be a lesbian and because she fit in so well with the other ladies.
 
   And that was readily apparent too.  In hindsight, I’m glad I was naked and collared and cuffed, because I would have felt so out of place, so uncomfortable, and so awkward in Kari’s shoes.  Kari pulled it off though.  These women were clients, but also in a way, peers.  Kari herself could easily afford to live in an expensive house. Hell, she makes six figures a year.  She lives in a luxury condo. On a GOLF Course.  
 
   I went with a few preconceptions as well.  I went thinking “I’m gonna have fun!” and “I wonder how many times I’m going explode?”  I never suspected that I was getting into something that went way beyond a single evening of submission to my best friend.  I’ve been Kari’s submissive before.  In fact from the age of 15 to 20 I was her friend, lover, and toy.  In high school Kari regulated my sexual activities, which is to say I had far more sexually charged moments than MOST high school girls.  Except when I was at home, she chose what I was going to wear, what sex toy I would have up inside me, how often I came, and even who I fucked.  And trust me; that was a long list.  I had a reputation in high school as a slut, but the key to fucking me wasn’t a flower or chocolates or words.  It was getting on Kari’s good side.  In college things were much simpler. I lived with Kari.  Her father paid for an apartment and I got my first real taste of 24/7 submission.  I wasn’t allowed to wear clothes at the apartment.  That caused quite a few issues when we ordered pizza and Kari ordered me to answer the door, pay the delivery guy, and tip him.  Going to class was a trial as well.  Kari had me dress in provocative slutty outfits, knowing that wearing them embarrassed me.  Short skirts, sans panties and bra, with tee shirts declaring I was a “porn star in training” or “don’t stare! Touch!” written across my bosom was the norm.  Then there was the actual training.  She taught me to wear high heels properly, how to sit submissively, how to serve drinks to a master or mistress, how to put condoms on a guy with just my mouth, and how to be considerate of everyone else’s needs first.  She taught me to love cumming and she capitalized on those two little quirks that make me a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I’m almost always wet, and I cum much much harder when it hurts.
 
   That first year we went to a lot of parties.  I was instantly popular.  Well… name me a girl who publically fucks beer bottles and then does half the party guests who ISN’T popular?  Our second year Kari moved from public spectacles to private ones.  She developed a taste for bringing guys back to our apartment where we would torture them sexually, they would torture ME sexually, or we would just have a general ménage a trios that usually left me sore, tired, and very satisfied.
 
   But all good things must come to an end.  During the summer between our sophomore and junior years Kari and I decided to end our sexual relationship.  Sort of.  I moved out.  Sure, there were other issues at stake.  I’m a bit… disorderly.  Kari is obsessive compulsive and a neat freak that would drive anyone banana crackers.  I like playing computer games.  Kari doesn’t even have a SOCIAL email address, only one for her business.  She uses her phone… despite having an iPhone… as a PHONE for god sakes!  And ONLY a phone!  Kari likes driving fast. I’m more sedate.  Kari likes muscular guys with blond hair.  My preference is for rugged looks, like hikers and campers – who are wirier.  And I like dark hair.  You see our issues?
 
   We’re still best friends.  We’re still occasional lovers.  I still occasionally submit to her sexually.  But our relationship is simple and uncomplicated. I’m a submissive who sometimes submits to Kari, and Kari is a dominatrix who sometimes is willing to give me what I want in exchange for something she wants.  See the difference here?  It’s me and MY wants that are generally first.  Granted Kari has Robert, her now somewhat permanent boy toy.  I know she prefers guys, just like I do, despite the fact we are both bi-sexual.  But sometimes I feel the loss for what I had with Kari and wish we could go back to those days when I was hers, all the time.
 
   Kari picked me up Saturday afternoon at around 3pm.  I waved bye to my mother and hopped into Kari’s convertible, sinking into the plush leather seat.  The top was down thanks to the nice weather and the breeze blew my auburn hair back over my shoulders.  It was amazing.  About halfway to the highway, Kari pulled off the road into the parking lot of a closed business and asked me to get dressed.  I was more than a little nervous but I got out my bag and moved to the front of the car.  Kari likes it when I strip out in the open, despite the fact that no one was around.  
 
   I started with my boots and managed to get them off without much trouble.  My socks went next and I then went to my middle and pulled up my tee shirt.  Kari grinned at me through the windshield as my lace bra came into view and then I was carefully folding my shirt and laying it on the hood.  The bra went next of course, because if you’re going to strip in public, you really should give the public as much opportunity as possible to see you.  So once my bra joined the shirt and my boobs were bouncing around carefree, I started working on my jeans.  It didn’t take long to get those down either and I peeled them off and over my ass.  Then I casually stepped out of them.   I did a little playful wiggle for Kari dressed in just my panties, a pair of pink (with flowers) bikini style panties that barely covered my ass.  She likes that.
 
   Moments later I was naked and pulling out the outfit Kari had asked me to wear. Some of it was old.  Some of it was new.  I started with the skirt, a black latex rubber mini skirt that fit snuggly at my hips, covered everything up so that I wouldn’t be arrested, but had enough elasticity to withstand a quick removal.  I pulled this up with some awkwardness.  You try putting on latex sometime and see how easy it is for you to do it.  Actually, maybe someone will buy me one of those full body latex cat suits someday.  I want to cover myself in grapeseed oil, stuff in the ben wa balls and anal beads, put on the butterfly vibrator and see what happens.
 
   Once the skirt was in place I pulled out my own latex shirt.  This was also bought for me by Kari, but several years ago, when we were still in college.  I’m much older now… and it’s been about five years.  It doesn’t quite fit any more and no matter how I try to smush, mash, compress, or stuff my boobs into the damn thing, I still can’t get it zipped up.  The zipper comes up right under my breasts and just sits there, with my entire cleavage on display.  It’s ostentatious, though admittedly it does catch the eye.  So with just the edges of the shirt covering my nipples, I bent down and started putting on the high heels.  Kari, despite never having me buy a set of “stripper shoes”, as I call them, certainly has warmed up to them now that I have a pair.  I’m pretty sure though it’s not that she likes me wearing them.  She knows that having them on embarrasses me and she likes me thoroughly humiliated like that.
 
   No doubt you’re wondering about Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, right?  What sex toy I had inside me?  I can understand that.  That afternoon I had my ben wa balls in.  Something simple right? I didn’t want to get things complicated and I knew that if I lost the ben wa balls it wouldn’t cost much to replace them.  So with my pussy wet, dressed in black slut latex, I wobbled my way back to the passenger seat.
 
   Yes. I wobbled.  No, it’s not because of the shoes. It was because I was walking on gravel!  During my freshman year of college Kari had bought me a pair of four inch heels, made me wear them in the apartment, and forced me to walk back and forth across the living room in hour long sessions with her judging every step.  A single wobble or trip resulted in an immediate spanking followed by me having to turn up the vibroballs I had stuffed up inside me.  Trust me, when you’re trying to focus on HOW to walk in high heels, having two golf ball sized vibrators stuck up inside your pussy, vibrating like mad, doesn’t exactly make things easy.  Thank God the sessions were only an hour at a time.  My ass was so sore that semester that I sometimes had to take a pillow to class with me.
 
   So I’m relatively used to walking in my platform heels, otherwise knows as my “stripper shoes”, also known as my “fuck me” shoes.  Yes.  I call them all of those things.  Why?  Because I hate them. They’re uncomfortable.  They make my back and feet hurt.  And I look like a two bit whore when I wear them.  It’s like hanging a sign around my neck that says “Hey, this girl is good for nothing but fucking!”
 
   Maybe it’s because that sign is half right that bothers me…
 
   I got back in Kari’s convertible and we took off down the road until we got to the freeway.  Kari insisted that I spend the time affixing all four leather cuffs to my wrists and ankles followed by the thick and heavy bondage collar I owned.  I did as she asked, tilting my head as the collar uncomfortably settled around my throat. Forty windblown minutes later we were in the Woodlands and my eyes were progressively getting bigger and bigger as we went down well paved roads into areas that people like me just don’t go!  You should have SEEN the houses!  I’m not poor or anything and I grew up being able to buy the clothes I wanted and stuff, as long as it wasn’t name brand labels.  Kari always gave me a shopping trip at Christmas when we were teenagers in order for me to get the “Old Navy” shirt I wanted, or the Abercrombie & Fitch halter.    Trust me; shopping with Kari is an experience you never forget.  
 
   We finally pulled up to a well maintained motorized gate and Kari typed in a code.  Wow.  A code.  All we have at my farm is a mailbox.  We drove up this long concrete driveway to the house and I did my impression of a country bumpkin.  The damn thing had turrets.  Seriously.  The corners of the house had fucking turrets!  The grass was green.  There were flowers and fountains and everything looked so perfect.  
 
   The drive way was actually a circle in front of the house with the fountain garden in the center.  It was wide as well, in order to facilitate parking and Kari pulled up between a Lexus and another BMW that I’d never be able to afford to drive much less own.  
 
   “Now remember, only speak if spoken too,” Kari reminded me as she pulled a leash out of her bag.
 
   “Do you want me to crawl?” I asked nonchalantly.  Kari’s eyes flashed dangerously for a moment, but then she smiled.
 
   “Don’t give me a reason to punish you tonight.”  The inherent threat in that statement was enough to settle me and I nodded meekly and fell into step behind her as we headed toward the house.
 
   We stepped up onto the porch and Kari rang the bell.  A moment later the door opened and I kid you not, an honest to goodness little French maid answered the door.  
 
   She was brunette, with close cropped hair, or maybe it was pinned up under the stupid hat or net thingy she was wearing.  To my surprise, she wasn’t indecent.  The dress was sexy, absolutely, but it wasn’t slutty.  I got the feeling the girl in front of me was actually a maid or house servant of some kind.  Her actions were too rote to be some submissive girl yielding to another.  Kari and I stepped into the foyer and I had to concentrate to keep my jaw from dropping.  Overhead was this amazing chandelier and there was a stairway in front of us that lead upstairs.
 
   Did I say stairway? I should say stair highway.  Like four lanes.  At least.  And it was all wood.  Don’t ask me what kind.  It glowed though.  It was easy enough to picture Ms. Little French Maid on her knees polishing the steps while Mistress Davenport hovered, waiting for an opportunity to cane the girl.  I glanced at her, wondering if she were wearing panties.
 
   “Kari!  It’s so good to see you again!”  A thin, graying woman came into the foyer from down the hall and I again had to steel myself.  She was handsome. Not pretty.  Around late forties or early fifties, Mistress Davenport had short brunette hair and was glittering with jewels.  Her fingers sparkled.  Her ears sparkled.  Her neck really sparkled.  Her dress was simple and black and looked elegant.  She snapped her fingers once at the little French maid girl who nodded obediently and disappeared.  Mistress Davenport embraced Kari in one of those European non-hugs complete with the non-kiss on the cheek.  Kari did it expertly and I stiffened at the thought of being next.  After a few pleasantries, Mistress Davenport turned toward me, though she still spoke to Kari.
 
   “And whom is this scrumptious morsel?” Davenport asked.  It sounded pleasant, but I thought I detected an icy tone underneath.
 
   Kari smiled.  “Ellen, this is Breanne.”
 
   She studied me, and not in a good way.  It was a hungry look.  I’m used to being a sex object, even a desirable one.  Mistress Davenport gave me goose bumps.  I looked down, not wanting to meet her gaze.
 
   I heard Davenport let out a deep breath.  “I see why you are so smitten with her, Kari.  She is indeed a beauty.  However, I do not allow slave girls the luxury of clothing in my house.  She must be stripped, here, now, if she is to remain.”  The tone was dark and very strict.
 
   And Kari took it.  She didn’t object.  She didn’t argue.  She just turned toward me.  “Strip right now,” she said.
 
   Still trying to hide my surprise at Kari’s attitude toward Mistress Davenport I immediately unzipped my latex top and bared my breasts.  Both nipples puckered under the cool appraising gaze of Mistress Davenport.  My skirt went next and my shaven pussy tingled as I stood there, hands to my sides, holding the plastic wardrobe I had just removed.  Davenport walked around me, then reached around from behind and cupped my right breast.  I stiffened slightly as her fingers pinched at my nipple, tugging it gently, but then with more strength.  Slowly the pressure increased until it became a sharp pinch. I withstood it as long as I could, suspecting this was a test.  Pain radiated up through my breast and I grit my teeth.
 
   Davenport let go and moved back around in front of me.  “Impressive,” she said, reaching out with one hand. Her fingers touched me between the legs and I spread my thighs a bit more to give her unfettered access.  Obviously Kari wanted me to be touched by this women.  Mistress Davenport stroked my labia, rubbed at my clit with a fingernail, and then inserted a single finger into my dripping cunt.  I moaned a bit, but tried to keep it dignified.  My eyes were closed as she swirled her knuckles in a circle, grinding against my clit.   Instantly I felt the need to orgasm, to cum.  And all from being stripped in the foyer by stranger who was finger fucking me.
 
   My God, it felt good.
 
   “What is this?” demanded Mistress Davenport.  Kari smiled. “Breanne is required to keep a sex toy inside her at all times in order to facilitate her readiness.  She is not allowed to wear the same toy two days in a row, so that she does not become accustomed to the sensations of one particular toy, thus decreasing it’s effectiveness as a stimulation,” Kari explained.
 
   Mistress Davenport felt between my legs again.  “I see,” she said.  “What a splendid concept! Perhaps we should make that part of our own society’s rules.  It’s something to think about.”
 
   Mistress Davenport extracted her hand from between my legs and presented me the sticky juice coated nail.  Dutifully I sucked her clean, tasting my own desire, strong and pungent.  Davenport smiled and patted my cheek fondly.  
 
   “I look forward to her initiation, Kari.  You’ve got quite a winner here.  The whole circle will enjoy her.”
 
   I blinked but wisely kept my mouth shut.  The first thing that went through my mind was “cool! I get to participate in an orgy tonight!”  Oh, if only I had known!
 
   Davenport turned away from us with an imperious gesture and began walking away.  Kari followed Davenport. I was a step or two behind Kari.  The leash that was still attached to my collar pulled me forward.  As we moved down the hall, the little French maid reappeared momentarily and snagged my latex top and skirt from me, giving me a warm smile under half closed lids before disappearing down a different hall.
 
   We were led to an elegantly appointed room, rich in gold colors and natural woods, easily the size of my family’s kitchen, dining room, family room, and den all combined.  There were plants everywhere, interspersed amongst silver and gold tea sets, table lamps, settees, lounge chairs, and a few couches.  The center of the room was empty, the furniture arranged artfully around it.
 
   And everywhere lounged naked girls and their mistresses.
 
   There must have been a dozen of us, each accompanied by our own dominatrix.  The clothed women ran the gauntlet from narrow and hawk faced to indecently plump.   But regardless of shape and size, every domme was dressed impeccably, makeup perfect, dripping with jewelry.  I couldn’t help feeling that it was all a show.  Kneeling or laying or sitting quietly at the foot of each dominatrix was a girl.  I saw blond and brunette, and even another redhead.  Some of the girls were indecently thin.  There were a few whose plumpness made them look even more delicious and overripe.  Every one of them sported marks of abuse.  Whip lines were visible practically everywhere, complete with dark bruises.  Some girls sported red splotches on their rumps, clearly evidence of brutal spankings.  Every single girl stayed still and silent, waiting for the next command or torment.  I felt awkward again, as if I were the only submissive girl in the room who still had a will left.  It disturbed me.
 
   Davenport motioned Kari over to an empty seat, a richly appointed armchair with wings that looked like it belonged in the Vanderbilt Mansion.  I think it might actually have dated back to the eighteen hundreds, but I’m no expert.  All I know is that Kari looked regal sitting in it.  Her dark blue suit was just as impeccable as the other dominatrixes in the room and I knelt down at her feet, eyes down, trying to subtly survey my surroundings.
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