
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Breanne Erickson’s
 
   Society of the Golden Rose
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Michael Alexander Productions
 
    
 
    
 
   The Society of the Golden Rose
 
   By Breanne Erickson
 
   Published by Michael Alexander Productions
 
   PO Box 116652 
 
   Carrollton, TX  75011-6652 
 
    
 
   www.michaelalexanderstories.com
 
    
 
   Copyright © 2012 by Michael Alexander Productions, Carrollton, Texas
 
    
 
   No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning or otherwise, except as permitted under Sections 107 or 108 of the 1976 United States Copyright Act, without the prior written permission of the Publisher.
 
   Limit of Liability/Disclaimer:  The Publisher, Editor, and the Author make no representations or warranties with respect to the accuracy or completeness of the contents of this work and can not be held responsible for attempts to duplicate the activities or circumstances described within.  The activities described within this work are adult in nature and were committed by consenting adults.  All names have been changed to protect both the innocent and the guilty and any accidental references or similarities to real people and places are purely coincidental.  
 
   Cover Art by Michael Alexander
 
   Interior Plate Art by Sheograph
 
    
 
   Other Stories by Breanne Erickson:
 
   Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 1
 
   Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 2
 
   Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 3
 
   Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 4
 
   Riding the Wooden Horse (novella)
 
   Breaking My Record (novella)
 
    
 
   The Society of the Golden Rose
 
   Chapter One
 
   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.
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
   Things started off immediately though as Mistress Davenport moved to the center of the room, away from her own blond pet kneeling at one piece of furniture that looked more like a throne than anything else.  She turned in a complete circle, smiling at her subjects and then clapped her hands once for attention. Kari turned and looked at her.  I watched the other submissive girls.  Not a single one of them turned to look at Mistress Davenport.
 
   “Ladies, for our opening entertainment, Lisa has trained her slave girl Georgia to perform a combination yoga routine and dance.  I hope you will all consider her demonstration as motivation for your own slave.”
 
   I shifted, trying to settle.  I was uncomfortable for a number of reasons, the most important being Mistress Davenport’s words.  In the BDSM community, the bottoms of any Dom/sub relationship can take two forms.  There are submissives and slaves.  I’m a submissive.  The difference is simple.  Submissives are really the ones in control.  They have the ability, at any time, to actually say “stop.”  They ALLOW their master or mistress to do things.  Slaves on the other hand, give up their rights.  There are no safe words, no objections, no control.  You give everything up.  Hopefully, if you are a slave, you’ve chosen the right master or mistress, because if you haven’t then you can forget about your limits.  They don’t exist.  It’s a delicate situation.  But I’ve often found that even people who actively practice the BDSM lifestyle are not aware of the difference.  Mistress Davenport was, in my experience, probably misusing the word “slave.”  Besides, it sounds more dramatic, doesn’t it?
 
   Our host had once more retreated to her throne, an overly plush love seat that she curled up into.  The blond girl, whose name I found out later was Rose, leaned forward and rested her breasts upon the arm rest.  Rose folded her arms behind her back and I watched as Davenport reached over, grabbed a nipple, and began twisting it, almost unconsciously, like some sort of worry ball.  Rose grimaced so I knew it was hurting, but she kept her lips closed and not a single sound came from her. 
 
   Meanwhile a rather thin and supple girl had moved out into the center of the room.  She was naked and my eyes were instantly drawn to a piece of jewelry that seemed to dangle from her right nipple.  I leaned forward a little.  Sure enough, her nipple was pierced, a single gold colored hoop, and attached to that was a tiny postage stamp sized lock.  There was some design etched on it, but I couldn’t tell what it was, at least not from my position so far away.  Besides, what she was doing was more interesting.
 
   Georgia had brought out three yoga mats.  Well, I THOUGHT they were yoga mats.  I’ve actually seen them before too.  When she unrolled them, I instantly stiffened.  Each mat was covered with a series of hard white plastic thorns.  They weren’t terribly sharp, but they covered the mat.  These were available on the internet and I had actually considered buying one to replace my Tack Mat, a rubber and tack combination that left any part of me touching it covered in little red puncture marks.   Of course, in reality, the spiked mats were therapeutic, especially for feet.  They really weren’t intended for what Georgia was using them for. Georgia set out three.  Next she walked back over to her mistress and picked up a wooden chair sitting against the wall.  This came out and was placed at the fourth axis away from the mats.  Lastly, Georgia went back to her mistress and returned with two dildos, thick black heavy ones, easily nine or ten inches tall, mounted on steel plates.  One she placed on the chair, the other outside the three spiked yoga mats.  
 
   One she had everything arranged the way she wanted it, she moved back to the chair, spread her legs, and positioned her self over the ten inch dildo.  She lowered herself down until it barely touched her sex, and then she held the pose.  Seconds passed and we all waited.  Georgia held the position and just as I was starting to get worried that forcing her to hold the position was some sort of punishment or torture, a soft music started.  Georgia slowly lifted her hands above her head and impaled herself.
 
   Fully.
 
   It wasn’t a fast drop, but it was a steady, thorough, elegant one.  To be honest, Georgia’s performance amazed me.  She was something of a contortionist, incredibly limber.  With her legs to either side of the chair, still impaled of course, she drew up her knees, bringing her toes up almost perfectly on level with the seat.  Then she stretched her legs out, moving them upward until her heels were at the height of her ears.  She leaned against the wooden chair’s back, arching her spine so that her tiny breasts jutted.  She held each pose for five to ten seconds before moving on.  It was amazing.  I actually gasped when at one point she literally brought one leg up, her knee against her nose, and began TURNING on the chair until she was facing backward.  And through the whole thing she remained impaled on the ten inch dildo.  
 
   I could see her pussy pulsing around the rubber cock and I admit I felt a little jealous.  The ben wa balls still inside me were quiet and I couldn’t help shifting my hips a bit, trying to roll them around.  Georgia brought up her other leg and completed the full three hundred and sixty degrees, ending once more facing Davenport, but in her original position.  There was a light scattering of applause from the assembled ladies and I was about to join in, except I noticed that my fellow submissives were all refraining.  Guess there was no encouragement to be offered from us naked slave girls.  Yuck.
 
   Georgia stood up, her thighs and sex now slick with juice.  She did a few stretches, left and right, and then took two steps forward.  She went down to her knees in front of the chair, spiked yoga mats to her front and both sides.  Her form flowed from kneeling to what I would personally call a nympho humiliation pain slut pushup; but where I’m blocky, chunky, and about as elegant in my movements as a tractor in a corn field, Georgia did it with all the grace of a ballerina. I watched as she lowered herself down, pressing her meager bosom into the first spiked mat.  She rolled forward, lifting both her hands and ankles.
 
   In yoga, it’s actually called the “Locust Pose”.  Except Georgia didn’t keep all her weight centered on her stomach.  She rocked forward and back, making sure that her breasts took repeated abuse on the spiked mat.  I winced every time.  After what seemed like forever, she lifted herself up and moved back to her kneeling position in the center of her little setup.  Her chest was now covered in red marks, like little knife wounds, though she wasn’t actually cut.  There wasn’t any blood or anything like that, but from the livid red depressions in her skin, I could tell that what she had just done must have hurt, at least a little.
 
   Georgia however seemed not to care.  She didn’t cup her breasts or even acknowledge what she had just done.  Instead she swirled, moving to her left, with one leg swinging outward and to the front, folded at the knee, while her left leg went straight back.  In yoga parlance, this is called the One legged King Pigeon pose (yes, I looked these up!) and I did gasp as she lowered her centered body and her wet and ready sex, directly down onto the second spiked mat.  
 
   Now that MUST have been uncomfortable because I saw her expression.  She winced.  There was a touch of pain in her eyes.  She began undulating, her arms moving around her body as her hips swung gently.  There was no illusion however as to what was happening.  Each thrust of her loins drove the spikes into her petals, her thighs, even her buttons.  Her composure started to fail as she literally humped the spiked yoga mat.  
 
   I was starting to get sympathetic pains she stayed on it so long!  I was relieved, though incredibly turned on as she finally dismounted, rolling into another position, back across to the other mat.  This time however she adopted a pose that centered her bottom directly over the spiked yoga mat.  She lowered herself down, putting all her weight on both buttocks.  Then she brought her knees up to her chin, clasped them in both hands, and rocked back and forth.  All I could think was “geeze, that had to hurt!”
 
   Georgia didn’t stay on that third mat very long.  The music had changed in tempo and beat and picked up the pace.  She rolled back to the center of her little show and then once more moved forward.  She placed her palms down on the floor to both sides of the mat, then lowered her breasts once more to the spikes.  Unlike her previous pose she brought one knee up, then the second, her back arched.  Then I watched in amazement as she used her hands to brace herself as she lifted her legs up into the air.  For a moment, her entire body weight was on her chest, but then she actually straightened up, a straight stick up in the air.  Her forearms took her weight.  She spread her legs once, doing the splits and I got a good look at the damage done by the tack mats to her bottom and her sex. More livid red marks, just like the ones on her breasts, stood out in sharp contrast to her light skin.  
 
   She held the pose for maybe twenty seconds.  It seemed long to me.  I could never do it!  But she brought herself back down, once more driving the spikes into the small breasts.  She moved back to the center and then back over to the left side mat.  This time she straddled the mat, spreading her legs wider and wider until she was doing the splits.  She lowered her pussy down, letting it dig into the spikes and then she rolled forward, intentional moving to allow her entire exposed sex to make contact with the mat.  Her toes curled and she rolled her hips again in obvious sexual gratification and torment.  When she finally rose, I could see quite a bit of moisture glistening on several of the spikes.
 
   Georgia moved back to the right side mat, once more sitting on the therapeutic device.  However this time she folded her legs, in effect kneeling, except with both knees splayed wide.  Her bottom was completely in contact with the yoga mat and she leaned backward and tilted until she was staring up at the ceiling.  She held this pose the longest.
 
   When she got up her rear end looked like it had been bitten by a swarm of mosquitoes.  Little crimson spots were the spikes had dug into her ass peppered her skin and I shook my head in sympathy.  Georgia moved back to the center of her stage and then carefully stood.  She bent over, her head right above the front tack mat.  But instead of lowering her body onto it, she bent and then brought first one leg and then another over in a move I would have expected from a gymnast.  It was part handstand to inverted arch and was incredibly impressive.  She spanned the yoga mat and walked herself up until she was now between the second steel plate mounted dildo on the floor and the mat she had used to repeatedly torment her breasts.
 
   She twisted again and I watched in amazement as she lifted herself up off the ground on her hands alone, swinging forward.  In what must have been a measured set up, she ended up perfectly positioned above the last dildo and she spread her legs and slowly lowered herself down, ending her performance the way she started it, fully impaled on rubber cock.  It was totally awesome.  She remained there, her chest heaving from the exertion while the applause from the assembled ladies filled the room.  Georgia’s mistress stood up and gave a brief explanation of how the performance had been choreographed and that Georgia had been whipped every time she failed to complete the full set or misjudged a distance.  Practice had been twice daily for three weeks.  
 
   Oh my…
 
   Georgia cleaned up the mats, the chair, and the dildos relatively quickly during her mistress’ explanations and in short order Mistress Davenport was up again, thanking Georgia’s mistress (and notably NOT Georgia) before looking straight at Kari.
 
   “And now we have our newest member, who has brought her slave to be tested.”  Mistress Davenport said softly.  I hazarded a quick look and saw that none of the other “slave girls” had even spared me a glance.  A soft squeak at the doorway drew my attention and my eyes widened as the little French maid pushed a wheeled cart into the room.
 
   When I say cart, I don’t mean like a coffee service either.  Or like a tool cart, or laundry cart, or even shopping cart.  In fact, the only similarity to Davenport’s “cart” to those other mentioned conveyances were the wheels.  The little French maid struggled to direct the eight foot long “saw horse” type structure toward the middle of the floor and my stomach knotted up even as my sex began pulsing.  It wasn’t particularly high and it wasn’t in the shape of a triangular prism, so it wouldn’t be a repeat of “riding the wooden horse”.  But instead of a sharp edge from one end to the other, there was a series of metal dildos, each shaped differently.  There were different sizes, different widths, different heights.  There were also sets, with space in between, with a narrow dildo (but still quite sufficient to fill a pussy) followed by an incredibly thick and difficult one.  I didn’t realize the significance of the placement until I was on the damn thing.
 
   The little French maid finally got it into the middle of the floor and then bent down to lock the wheels in place.  When she was finished, she gave me a little glance and I could see a wicked smile.  Either she was looking forward to what was about to happen, or wanted to swap with me.  I have no clue.  She quickly hurried out of the room.
 
   “Kari, please bring your slave to the gauntlet,” Davenport intoned, as if it were some sort of horrible torture.  I almost laughed.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Even the big dildo on the end wasn’t any bigger than my Core Driller dildo, a twelve inch black rubber rocket that I frequently stuffed in myself.    And on the other end of the spectrum, those little ones weren’t anything to worry about either.  Kari stood and pulled me forward by the leash.  I could tell she wanted me to crawl and not walk so I obliged her, though to be honest I wish I had been able to get a better view of everyone.  Almost every nude girl I had seen so far had been facing their mistress and not the entertainment.
 
   I stayed on my knees at what was obviously the front end of the dildo cart.  All the metal rods were smaller.  I knew that if this was some sort of “trial”, I’d be asked to move from one dildo to the other, repeatedly stuffing myself until I reached the end.  I couldn’t help smiling.  This would be child’s play.
 
   Well… a special kind of child’s play.
 
   The little French maid returned as Davenport was explaining the cart to Kari.  “Your slave will begin here.  You will force her to accept each dildo in her pussy along the entire length.  In addition, after she is seated upon each dildo she is required to lift her legs so that her entire weight is on her sex.  This way we can affirm she has taken each one.  You may use whatever means you desire to motivate her to finish.” 
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, the little French maid was moving.  She set down a silver tray with a bowl in it, extracted something out of it and put it on the dildo cart.  Then, even more surprising, she pulled a fucking EXTENSION cord out from under the dildos and this was run to an electrical outlet along the wall.  Suddenly I wasn’t so confidant or cocky.
 
   “Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, Ellen.  Breanne can easily handle this,” Kari replied with dignity and to my ears, a tone of irritation.  The leash tugged on my collar and I stood up, preparing myself for the sight before me.
 
   Not much had changed.  There were maybe twenty or so dildos, too many to count conveniently.  Now that I was closer, I could see very clearly that they were all different shapes as well as sizes and I felt my juices flowing as I wondered just how some of them would feel inside me.  A color oddity caught my eye and my heart thudded as I saw the thick but familiar look of an ice dildo.  I nodded slightly.  So… temperature would be a torture too.  I pulled my eyes down to look at the first dildo, and the one immediately behind it.
 
   They were close.  Too close to be honest.  It didn’t take me very long to realize what the real torment would be.  In fact, after a moment I realized there were SEVERAL “pairs” like this along the “gauntlet.”  I couldn’t believe I hadn’t realized it before.  Sure, I’d have to impale myself on the little four inch tall narrow dildo first, but then I’d have to impale myself on the thick, full length metal cock immediately behind it and there was no room.  It meant that the little narrow dildo would HAVE to go in my ass.  There were three sets of these “double fuck” sets and I felt my rear end pucker at the thought.
 
   I’m not a fan of having things in my ass.
 
   Just then the little French maid approached with a large silver tray.  Aligned on it was a whip, a knife, a fucking tazer (seriously?  They USE this?), and a birch cane.  Davenport stepped to the side and said to Kari “you may choose your motivation.”
 
   Kari grimaced.  “Breanne needs no motivation but my request to get to the other side.”
 
   The laugh that came from Davenport’s mouth was contemptuous.  “I’ve never seen a slave girl capable of making it across without motivation.”  
 
   Kari gave her a hard look and then said “you will today.”
 
   I resisted the urge to tremble. I hate it when Kari gets like this, making promises that I’m the one that has to keep.  I looked back at the dildo gauntlet and wondered why the other girls couldn’t make it across.  Why was the damn thing “plugged” in to the wall?  What perverted tortures awaited?  
 
   “We’ll see.  Please begin the trial,” Davenport said, her smirk saying loud and clear that she looked forward to humiliating Kari.  Part of me understood.  Yes, Davenport wanted me to pass the test.  But she wanted to maintain her dominance over the rest of the group, and that included the other mistresses.  Kari’s attitude wasn’t a direct challenge, but it was still one that Davenport needed to suppress.  I sighed. I hate soap operas.  
 
   Kari reached up to my collar and unclipped the leash.  I guess she wanted there to be absolutely no way for her to “push” me toward the finish.  I had to do this on my own.  I moved forward, readying myself, then remembered my ben wa balls.
 
   Oops.  I reached down between my legs and extracted the two spheres from out of my pussy.  Bringing the first one to my lips, I quickly cleaned it off, tasting my own desire before moving on to the second ball.  I handed the “cleaned” sex toy to Kari who handed it off to the little French maid.  
 
   Davenport smiled and directed her comment to Kari. “Please continue.”
 
   Kari and I exchanged glances and I nodded.  I took the last step and lifted up onto my toes, raising my loins over the first narrow dildo.  I felt the tip slide smoothly against my clit and my first fear was relieved.  It seemed to be lubricated lightly in some sort of oil.  It wasn’t much and frankly I was glad that I was as wet from the ben wa balls as I was, but every bit helps. I lowered myself down as the cool thin rod slipped into my well.
 
   It was a strange feeling actually.  The “dick” was too short and too narrow to be sexually satisfying.  Worse, the next dildo which was quite large, was firmly pressed against my clit and up to my mons.  It made it difficult to slide all the way down on the little dildo.  But finally I managed it, feeling my labia part and compress as I made it to the base.  Bracing myself, I quickly lifted my feet, wincing as my weight was momentarily applied to the small space between my legs.  It ached, but I saw Davenport nodding and I quickly put my feet down.  
 
   I lifted up, feeling only a tiny quiver from between my legs as I moved forward two and a half inches.  The second dildo, which had moments before been pressed tightly against my clit, now disappeared easily into my body and I let out a tiny groan as it penetrated. It felt really good.  It was thick. It was long.  It was hard.  I sank down until I felt the tiny tip of the recently vacated dildo touch my anus and I hesitated just long enough to swing my hips back enough.  Then I relaxed as much as I could and let the thin dildo go up my ass while I sank to the hilt on the larger one.
 
   I groaned.  It was quite a penetration.  I’ve been double fucked before, though never by dildos, at least not like this.  Sure I’ve had anal beads in my ass while being screwed, or even the four inch plug and my Husky dildo.  But this was different somehow. Maybe it was the fact that both phalluses were mounted.  Maybe it was because both were made of metal.  Who knows?  All I know is that once I was totally impaled, I began fucking myself up and down, enjoying the sensation.  It was novel.  Kari smiled as I gyrated. I grinned and then lifted my feet off the ground, letting the assembled dominatrixes know that not only was I completely stuffed (both fore and aft!) but that I was as impaled as I could get.  I put my legs back down and reluctantly lifted my self off both dildos.
 
   The next dildo was a good eight inches away and I took a step forward.  It was similar in size to the one I had just had up inside my pussy, but was shaped more like an inverted tear drop.  I rose up on tip toes to slide my slit over the glistening tip when suddenly a sharp shock hit my pussy and made me cry out, backing away.
 
   Even Kari’s eyes widened in surprise as my hand went down to my clit, pressing hard.  It hurt!
 
   This time Kari reached out and lightly laid a finger on the phallus before me.  She jerked her hand back with a gasp and then looked at me in alarm. We stared at each other for a moment and then Kari reached back out and touched it again.  Unlike the first time though she kept her hand on the metal dildo and I could see the pain behind her eyes.  I wilted right there, my confidence gone.
 
   “Quickly, Breanne.  You can do this,” Kari said softly, pulling her trembling hand away.  
 
   I bit my lip. It’s one thing to put a finger on something you know is going to hurt you.  It’s another thing to put your pussy on it.  But it wasn’t like I had an actual choice, right?  If I didn’t finish this, Kari’s efforts to join the group were going to be worthless.  I couldn’t let her down.  So I took a deep breath, rose back up on my toes, and drove myself down.
 
   Oh my God it hurt, though I admit it wasn’t as bad once it was inside me.  My loins tightened and my pussy felt like someone was fisting me while wearing a spiked glove.  I cried out as the shocks caused my entire lower half to jerk around and I brought my feet up with fierce determination.  It was incredibly difficult not to just vault off the damn thing.  Of course my insides felt as if I were in a sick wave machine. As soon as I could I lifted myself up, feeling the painful shocks move from inside me to my petals.  And then I was past it.  
 
   The next two or three dildos I barely remember.  One was really large, but the others were normal enough that I didn’t feel anything special about them.  One thing I did notice though was that the width of the dildos was slowly increasing, something that the weird shapes made it tough to discern until you were actually fucking them one by one.  I made it to the next double fuck dildos and stopped for a moment, studying them while still impaled on the one before them.  
 
   This time the first dildo, the one intended to go in my ass, was much thicker.  The first double fuck anal dildo had only been the width of my pinky.  This one was at least as big as my thumb and maybe just a tad bit longer as well.  The good news was that I was terribly turned on at this point.  The repeated impalements combined with the interesting shapes made for some good sex.  My only problem was that I was expected to move forward.  So instead of finding release where I wanted it, I only had the briefest contact with each toy before I had to move onward up the gauntlet.  It was frustrating.  
 
   I strategized, which is a funny way to say I stayed where I was, thinking about the next two dildos.  But after a few moments I realized that there was no way to make this easier.  I was just going to have to move forward, fuck the stupid thing, and then slide forward a bit again and get double fucked.  I knew I still had one more double fuck dildo set after this near the end too.  So did it really matter?  I took the step and lifted up slightly.  The anal dildo touched my pussy and I groaned.  It was warm, which was very different from the other dildos I had already experienced.  It felt amazing.  I slid down it, wishing it was much thicker, even as my clit was forced into contact with the next dildo, the one actually intended for my pussy.
 
   And it was hot.  No, not scalding, not burning hot, just uncomfortably hot and I pulled away from it so quickly that I actually came up and off the smaller one of the set.  Kari gave me a look of alarm so intense that I winced and pushed forward again.  I slipped the anal dildo into my pussy and took a deep breath as I settled downward.  The heat touched me again, cooking my petals and clitoris as I sank downward and then lifted my legs.  Talk about uncomfortable!  I grimaced and as soon as I had demonstrated complete penetration I stood up and did what had to be done.
 
   Ever cook something in a metal frying pan that didn’t have an insulated handle?  Know how it gets hot?  Sure, not as hot as the pan itself, but pretty darn warm.  Ever pick one up where you went “Ow….oooh oohh ahhh!” and moved the pan as quickly as possible to the sink?  You weren’t burned but it was uncomfortable, right?
 
   Imagine fucking the pan handle right at that moment.  Now ready for another shock?  I’ve fucked something just like this before.  I have a metal dildo.  It was made for me as a Christmas gift (via Kari of course) back when we were in college.  It started life as a stainless steel blank, roughly cylindrical in shape and eight inches long.  It was then tapered against a grinding stone, then a polisher, until it gleamed in the light.  I opened the red velvet lined box to find it there, nestled in its own little bed.  Kari loved it especially when she figured out that it went equally well into the oven as it did the refrigerator or freezer.  Eventually we spent one or two evenings a month doing hot and cold play.  Her favorite thing to do to me was get me all wet, then fuck me silly with the heated metal dildo, then freeze me to death with an ice phallus.  Needless to say, I’m used to fire and ice.
 
   That said, being used to something doesn’t mean you won’t react to it.  I hissed. I moaned.  I grimaced. I made a show of it.  It WAS rather hot.  And through it all my pussy contracted wetly around the heated metal, squeezing it even as I was slow roasted on a spit.  Of course, there was one added element to the whole thing, and that was the fact that the smaller phallus went right up my ass.  It wasn’t anywhere near as warm as the one I had just impaled myself on, but I could feel both rods up inside me.  It was disturbing.  The little one must have been mounted on some sort of swivel or on something bendable, because it moved as I did.
 
   I looked up at Davenport, who was watching with definite interest as I bucked, thrusting hard on the dildos.  I lifted myself up, reaching up to pinch my own nipples as I forced myself back down.  The heat increased and I started feeling pin pricks inside my pussy.  Knowing I only had a moment left before I would HAVE to get off the dildo, I ground myself down, lifted my feet, and took my entire weight on my ass and pussy.  I was doing it for Kari of course, not for my own perverse satisfaction!
 
   Well… mostly.
 
   I knew that my performance would reflect on Kari and frankly, I was honored that she had asked me instead of going out and finding some really submissive girl that she could form.  Kari took a risk on me.  I’m free-spirited, have a tendency to mouth off, especially when I WANT to be punished.  For her to decide that I was worthy of representing her sexually… well that’s a pretty impressive statement. I wanted to make her proud of me.  I knew that in all likelihood, I had more endurance than any of the other submissive at the party.  If this “dildo gauntlet” was the trial of initiation, I wanted to do it better than any of the others. I wanted it to be memorable, for it to be something that they talked about for YEARS to come!
 
   Which is why I fucked myself on the heated dildo and anal probe until I orgasmed.  To my surprise, it was the phallus in my ass that added the necessary spice to the situation.  I’m not a big fan of things being in my ass, as everyone probably knows by now.  I’ve rarely cum from that.  But I have to admit, a little anal action can be a decent icing on the cake.  It made things easier to bear.  The heat of the pussy dildo was very intense and as my flesh absorbed more and more of the simmering energy, my motions became more frantic.  I bounced on the dildo enthusiastically, making it obvious that of all the dildos on the gauntlet, I had chosen one of the cruelest.  Even Davenport was eyeing me in astonishment, clearly amazed that I was not just enduring, but actively fucking her little toy.
 
   When I came I dropped down hard and fast, feeling both probes split my insides.  I went down so deep that even my ass felt a bit of pain.  Then I lifted my feet for the second time and rocked back and forth.  Hey bitches… I’m the girl who rode the wooden horse for SIX FUCKING HOURS! TAKE THAT! HAH!
 
   Sorry. (Blushing in embarrassment)
 
   Where was I? Oh yeah.  The heat finally became too much and I lifted myself off the heated dildo with a sigh of relief.  The wet squelching noise of my cooked sex was clearly audible and I moved one more dildo down the gauntlet.  I approached it with a bit more caution.  It was an odd shape, strangely twisted, but it wasn’t electrified.  It wasn’t hot.  It wasn’t cold, and I could see the ice dildo, two more phalluses down.
 
   I slipped my sheath over it and slid down, twisting my hips slightly as the strange offset curve of the metal corkscrew like dildo slipped into my body.  I groaned a little.  It was big and felt incredibly weird inside me.  When I got to the bottom I was about to take my feet of the ground when the whole damn thing moved inside me, rotating like the four inch cock on my Rotating Venus Penis toy.  I admit I was surprised and I quickly lifted up until only about two or three inches were left inside me.  I looked down between my legs to see the thing immobile.  Confused for a moment, I lowered myself down once more, having to twist my hips to allow the dildo to settle properly.  The moment my butt hit the brace the damn thing rotated again, swirling inside me insidiously.   It was definitely not a turn on.  It was distinctly uncomfortable too.  Imagine someone sticking a long stick up inside and stirring.  The weird dildo pressed on parts of me that I didn’t want pressed.
 
   I grit my teeth and lifted my legs, feeling my entire body sway as my mounting pin literally turned my hips in a suggestive circle.  After seeing the slight nod from Davenport, I lifted up, leaving the corkscrew cock behind.
 
   The next dildo was plain jane, though decidedly bigger in width and height than any of the previous dildos.  I slid down this one with a bit of apprehension, wondering what surprise was in store for me, but evidently it was just a test of one’s ability to take a large cock.  It wasn’t even as big as my Husky dildo.  I worked myself up and down on it quite a few times, enjoying the feel of it.  Besides, Kari liked to watch me bounce.  I could see it in her eyes.
 
   The next dildo was melting.  I moved up to it, my pussy still quite warm from the heated phallus and I let out a cry as I started to impale myself on the icicle.  I went down fast, did the whole “lift your legs up” thing, and then got off the ice core.  It’s not that I don’t like ice.  It’s that it isn’t my favorite.  Sure, I don’t mind ice torture if it’s being done to me.  But I’m not going to sit on an ice cube for hours either.  I suppose I could have impaled myself and just sat there until it melted.  Gosh… in hind sight, that’s what I should have done!  It would have numbed me nicely and looked truly incredible.  Damn!  And someone else is going to do that now and beat me!  Crap.
 
   There were four dildos left, which included another set close together for anal penetration.  All four looked rather large and one of them, the next one, actually had a set of ridges that looked positively barbaric.  The ridged dildo was as big as my Husky and it was easy to imagine it being cast from the penis of a primitive dinosaurian creature.  It went into me and I could feel the ridges scraping my insides as my pussy contracted around it, pulsing in animalistic delight.  Evidently I liked it.  I bounced a few times, making it very clear that I was pleased with my pinning.  Davenport’s eyebrow went up, almost as if she were keeping some sort of mental tally of my likes and dislikes or perhaps of my ability to accept pain.
 
   I was tempted to bring myself to orgasm again, but doing it so soon after the heated dildo might not have been the smartest plan.  I decided to use the sexual urgency as a protection against the last three dildos.  The next one, the phallus intended to go in my ass, was still bigger than the last two anal probes.  While still not as big as my anal plug, it was easily an inch thick and a strange tear drop shape.  Or maybe one of those fluted wine goblets.  But what really got my attention, was the companion dildo, the one immediately following the anal phallus.  It was spiked.
 
   Not like a mace of course, no nails sticking out of it, or even tacks.  But there were these tiny… pyramids… all over it.  It was an amazing thing actually.  Had to have been custom made.  You don’t see dildos like this all over the place, trust me.  Wow!  What creative beings we humans are!  Look at all the things we’ve designed and created to stick up into our own bodies!  With my own raised eyebrow, I moved forward and positioned myself above the smaller anal phallus.  I slid down until I felt the next dildo press against my petals and up into my slit.  That’s when I discovered that those little pyramids all had relatively sharp points.  And by relative I mean that you could FEEL the point, but it wasn’t going to damage you.  Really impressive really.  It was like the studs on one of those emo girl belts.  Just big enough to make you feel it.  But not enough to hurt you bad.  Kinda cool. 
 
   Of course when one of those studs is digging into your clit as well as the soft membranes of your pussy, well…  I was already wet and ready. This just made it worse.  I sank down, lifted my legs, and rocked forward, pressing my exposed genitals into the spiked phallus.  Even now, I wish I HAD that spiked dildo.  I’d be fucking it right now.  Hell, I’d permanently attach it to my desk chair.  Wouldn’t THAT be a conversation starter?
 
   “Hey, Breanne… what’s that thing sticking out of the middle of your chair?”
 
   “Oh… just something that provides some perspective for my writing.”
 
   Would you believe that I fucked that little anal probe multiple times thanks to the fact that the spiked dildo was rubbing against my clit?  Seriously.  It was really really good.  I felt myself ripening and only the decision to orgasm on the last dildo, and not this one, was what got me to stop.  Trembling in need, I finally lifted up and positioned myself over both dildos.  The one I had just vacated pressed against my ass while the spiked dildo slowly split my petals.  Going down on it was about the most incredible thing.  I could FEEL the spikes sliding against my flesh… INSIDE!  It didn’t hurt at all.  It was just this amazing feeling. I squeezed it and felt even more of the little bumps, even a little bit of the pricks, but all in all, I’ve rarely felt a more delightful shape.  I wonder if I could get one in rubber?  And a bit bigger?
 
   So with one phallus in my ass and the other spiked one in my pussy, I did my best not to cum.  I lifted my feet, rocking and wiggling my hips in sexual desperation and saw Davenport smile.  Part of me was pleased.  She liked what I was doing.  But there was also a hint of something… dastardly.  Like she had a plan, or knew something I didn’t.  It wasn’t enough to go on… just another vague feeling of unease.  I watched as she lifted her hand and the little French maid girl came quickly over.  Davenport whispered several orders and the girl looked at me, a silly grin on her face.  Then she nodded and hurriedly left.
 
   Of course none of this was really pertinent to what I was doing at the time. I merely mention it because it was important, and I did notice it, I just was distracted by more penetrating issues.  Finally, I was pretty close to orgasm and I looked down to study the next phallus.  It seemed different from the other somehow.  It was also mounted a little differently.  There was a rubber ring around the base, separating it from the gauntlet cart.  It was also pre-lubed, but with something different, some sort of gel.  With a shrug and a groan, I pulled myself off the spiked dildo and anal phallus and took another baby step forward.  I stood up on tip toes, positioned myself over the next dildo, and lowered myself down.
 
   I wish I could say “it penetrated deeply,” but that would be a lie, because the moment the tip touched my labia I felt an immediate and powerful shock that drove me up and backward in alarm.  I looked up at Davenport who grinned with pleasure at my discomfiture.  
 
   “Breanne?  What’s wrong?” asked Kari softly, looking down at the last phallus, unable to see what had driven me backward.
 
   “It’s electrified!” I whispered back.
 
   Kari looked down at the dildo and reached out a finger.  She barely touched it before jerking back with a pained expression on her face.  If the stinging numbness from my groin was any indicator, she probably had lost all sensation in that digit.  She shook her hand and glared up at Davenport.  Mistress Davenport smiled back sweetly, eyes dripping with malice.
 
   You know, I’m trying to figure out what Kari saw in these people.  I mean sure, they’re into BDSM. That’s cool. Sure they’re all rich.  And granted, I only got to meet Davenport, so who knows what the other mistresses are like.  But seriously, if the top bitch of the group is like this, then what must the others be like?  But regardless, Davenport pissed me off. It’s like she was trying to make me fail in order to keep Kari from joining the club.  I wasn’t about to let that happen.  With my expression set in stone and hard eyes, I reached out and took Kari’s arm.  She turned and looked at me in surprise as I moved back into position.  The dildo under me was not just electrified but huge and I made sure my tongue was not between my teeth as I prepared myself.
 
   “Breanne?  What are you doing?” Kari asked, alarmed.  I think she was considering bailing at that point.  I wasn’t going to let her.  Not for me.
 
   And I dropped down as fast as I could.
 
   I’m pretty sure that there was a tens unit somewhere in the gauntlet cart, one of those devices that deliver electrical stimulation to muscles.  Doctors use them for therapy.  I remember once when I went to get treated for carpal tunnel (I had bad hand posture while playing piano!) one doctor used it on my arm.  I never even thought about using it sexually.  Of course I was seventeen at the time.  Kari and I were still rather new to the whole sexual torture scene.  
 
   I’ve been shocked before.  But rarely has the juice been left on, full strength.  I’ve been wanded and zapped and once, just once, spread my legs and let one person use a tazer on my clitoris.  (Don’t ASK. PLEASE!)  While this wasn’t as bad as the tazer, it was probably the worst shock I’ve gotten since.  The pain was intense, but it also caused another reaction I thought wild.  Every muscle in my loins contracted, tightening around the electrified phallus like a vice.  I sank down.  My legs trembled, and not from strain, but from the electricity hitting my pussy.  It’s almost impossible to describe what it felt like.  I managed to bury it deep and brought my feet up.  The tip of the dildo was pressed against my cervix and the pain was all inside me, deep.  I figure that the electrodes were buried in the dildo on each side, allowing the electricity to flow across the inside of my sex, firing off the nerves.  Kari held my hand as I got zapped repeatedly, only to help me up once I managed to place my feet on the ground again.  It took a moment, and I lost every wanton desire to orgasm, but I managed to get off, completing the gauntlet and making Kari proud.
 
   I fell to my knees as soon as I got off. The residual pain between my legs was more an ache, probably from the stress, but Kari comforted me, wrapping one arm around my shoulder, pulling me toward her chest, and thanking me for a job well done.  I saw the black shoes and white apron of the little French maid as she rolled the gauntlet cart away.  I just reveled in Kari’s comforting whispers and strokes.  I was still trembling.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
   “Excellent, Kari!  An excellent job! You are to be commended!” Davenport said, clapping enthusiastically, her eyes on me.  Kari looked up at Davenport and I could tell she was angry. But Davenport approached, extended a hand, and lifted Kari up and away from me.  “You are truly worthy of being a member.  I have rarely seen such a slave girl with such appetite, with such fire! You have trained her well.”
 
   Uh yeah.  Duh.  But I was at least part of that equation. If I wasn’t a pain slut this wouldn’t even have…
 
   Okay, stop griping Breanne.  Buck up.
 
   Kari’s anger seemed to melt and she gave Davenport a small smile.  I could sense her relaxing.  The worst was over and all seemed to be right.  I felt a flush of pride.  Kari was accepted because of what I did!  That was just totally awesome and the last of the pain faded and I felt this warm glow flow across me that buoyed my spirits and just made me want to leap up and shout.  I restrained myself and instead shifted my position to something more submissive.  I knelt properly, knees turned outward so I was exposed.  I lifted my hands to the back of my head, interlocking my fingers and arching my back so my breasts were lifted.  I kept my eyes down.
 
   Kari and Mistress Davenport talked quietly for a few moments.  I heard another sound behind us and had to resist the urge to turn around.   After a moment, Davenport laid a hand on Kari’s shoulder and said “now place your slave on the cross for examination and marking.”
 
   Kari nodded and touched my shoulder.  I stood up, turning as I did.  Right behind us the little French maid had brought in an upright St. Andrews Cross.  It looked similar to the one Kari had in her second bedroom, except the one in Kari’s condo in all likelihood was occupied by Robert in some state of sexual agony.  This one was empty.  It was on another wheeled cart and the little French maid locked the wheels in place as I stepped up to the cross.
 
   It didn’t take Kari long to have me bound.  Both my arms and legs were stretched wide and my ankles and wrists bound tight.  But what concerned me were the belts.  One leather strap went around my stomach while two others went around both thighs.  Another band went above my breasts and I was completely immobilized.  I still didn’t see it coming though.  I should have.  There had been plenty of clues, but for me, all I knew was that Kari was there.
 
   The little French maid rolled another cart, a serving type cart, up to us.  Davenport smiled and picked up a pair of latex gloves from the cart even as Kari finished buckling the last belt.  I watched in curiosity as Davenport snapped on the gloves like a doctor preparing for surgery.  Then she picked up a small plastic bottle and a cotton ball.  She soaked it, stepped up to me, and swabbed my right nipple.  I still didn’t get it.  I blinked and looked at Kari.  She too looked bewildered and it wasn’t until Davenport picked up a thick sharp metal needle that it suddenly dawned on both of us what was about to happen.
 
   “Kari!” I cried out. I would have cringed and pulled away too, as Davenport approached me.  You need to understand. I have… uh… had… absolutely no piercings except in my ears.  Those went in when I was eight.  But when I was ten I was the butt of a rather cruel and long reaching practical joke played upon me by our family doctor, a woman who was personal friends with my mother.  I had been taken for a routine checkup and told that I would need a few booster shots.  That in and of itself didn’t scare me.  Shots were no big deal, right?  But behind my doctor’s office was a veterinarian clinic and my doctor, at my mom’s urging, had nipped next door and borrowed an equine hypodermic syringe.
 
   Ever seen one of those?  No?  Google it.  But if you must know, I was lead to an examination room, ordered to strip down to my skivvies and left alone.  There was a cart there and on that cart, partially covered by a white cloth, was a needle.  It was at least as big as my pinky, as long as my arm, and had a fluid container that could have held the contents of a twenty ounce soda bottle.  I freaked.  No fucking way were they going to stick THAT in me!  I yelled for my mom and actually ran out of the examination room in nothing but my panties.
 
   Stop it.  That’s not erotic. I was ten years old.
 
   Anyway, Doctor Mona and my mom calmed me down, let the tears dry up, all while apologizing and such.  I have no clue why I freaked out.  But ever since that day needles give me the willies.  It’s why I don’t have a tattoo.  It’s why up to that day with Kari, I had no piercings.  I’m scared to death of needles.  I’ve wiggled my way out of suggestions to get pierced.  I just didn’t want it.
 
   Kari’s eyes had widened as well and I started babbling.
 
   “Kari! Please! Don’t let her do this! I don’t want it!  Please No!”  My panicked eyes flew back to Davenport who ignored everything coming from my mouth.  I turned my head back to Kari, who was just staring at the needle as it got closer.
 
   “Kari!  Kari!  Please! Don’t you dare!  PLEASE!” I was truly freaking out at that point.  I zillion thoughts rushed through my brain.  I was still babbling when Davenport grabbed my nipple.
 
   Time suddenly slowed.  Kari’s eyes met mine and I could see they were filled with tears.  She opened her mouth to speak and I thought she was going to object, to stop Davenport, to stay this horror for me.  The words were whispered and they shocked me to the core.
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   Mistress Davenport shoved the needle through my right nipple horizontally.
 
   I screamed, loudly.  Yes it hurt, but I’ve dealt with worse pain and frankly the alligator nipple clamps I frequently am made to wear are much worse, especially after you’ve had them on for an hour or so.  It wasn’t the pain that made me scream, it was the psychological effect of having one of the few things I’ve dreaded done to me.  Try making someone scared of the water swim.  Throw a handful of daddy-long-legs on someone with arachnophobia.  Force someone scared of elevators to ride one.  You get the idea right?  I started crying.
 
   Mistress Davenport left the needle sticking in my nipple, throbbing pain telling me that I had been officially pierced.  She picked up a gold hoop, threaded it onto the end of the needle, and promptly pulled it through my nipple.  The needle came off and she used a pair of rubber coated pliers to close the hoop.  I could see a small trickle of blood seep down from my breast.  
 
   I looked at Kari, accusation written across my face.  I couldn’t believe she betrayed me like that.  Why?  Hadn’t I done everything I could to help her?  When we broke up it was a mutual thing.  We parted not just friends, but close friends, with freaking benefits!  I would still come over occasionally to help her torture her boy toys for god’s sake!  Why would she allow Davenport to do this to me?  What had I done to deserve this?
 
   Kari turned away and that hurt even more.  I bit my lip, my tears now from emotional hurt, rather than the fading pain in my right breast.  The piercing ached, but it was manageable.  Mistress Davenport worked for a few more moments at my bosom, cleaning up the hoop and then sealing it so that short of cutting it off, I wouldn’t be able to remove it.  When she was done, I was ringed, like the nose of a bull, a permanent come along attachment that would no doubt be a point of torment for me for years to come.  I admit, it’s sort of pretty, and I found out later that the steel ring was plated in 24 karat gold.  Very expensive.  
 
   Davenport swabbed me again, cleaning off the little trickle of blood, working diligently at my breast.  Finally she put everything back on the cart and held out her hand.  The little French maid placed something small and gold in Davenport’s palm.  The older woman held it up.
 
   “And now we acknowledge Mistress Kari’s slave into our circle.  She has trained her slave to accept the demands of our society and we place this lock upon her so that she might be reminded of the bonds that hold us together,” Davenport said in a loud voice.
 
   Once again, Davenport’s speech was about Kari.  I was “the slave”, a mere nothing, without even a name.  I looked at Davenport’s hand.  Held between two fingers was a small pad lock, smaller than usual, like what you’d find on a teenage girl’s diary.  It too was gold and etched in black enamel was the figure of a rose.  The petals of the flower were gold, as was the stem.  It was elegant and very beautiful.  I’ve had lots of opportunity to examine that lock.  It was clipped to my nipple ring and the tiny key given to Kari.  She accepted it without comment, and she was unwilling to meet my eyes.  I could feel the weight.  It felt awkward.
 
   Suddenly I wondered why I was bound.  Obviously Kari hadn’t known about the piercing prior to this.  I could tell that from her expression.  But why had I been put on the bondage cross?  Usually piercings are conducted in a simple chair, at least when you go willingly.  Could Davenport have suspected I wasn’t going to be cooperative?  Was it symbolic?  Was there more torture ahead?  Why the leather straps across each thigh?  My eyes widened in alarm as the thought of Davenport piercing my clit and I pulled against the bonds again.  I started hyperventilating and Kari finally looked at me, coming over and trying to soothe me.
 
   What soothed me was the little French maid trundling off with the damn cart.  I ignored Kari, refusing to meet her eyes, a betrayer’s eyes.  Davenport touched Kari on the shoulder and motioned her to step back from me.  Together they backed away and then Mistress Davenport raised her hands.
 
   “Please allow your slaves to greet their sister before the consummation circle.”
 
   A flurry of motion occurred around the room and I watched in startled astonishment as all of the other slave girls rose from their kneeling positions.  They approached me and the first thing I noticed was that every single one of them sported a gold ring in their right nipple, each decorated with a golden rose padlock.   Why hadn’t I noticed it before?  Well most of the girls had been facing their mistresses, and only the yoga dancer, Georgia had sported her piercing openly in front of me.  Am I to blame for not noticing?  Did YOU notice? I described it perfectly!  Did YOU see this coming?
 
   The first girl to stand before me was a cute blond.  She kissed my cheek and then brought her right hand up to pinch my left nipple (the un-pierced one), while slipping two fingers into my pussy.  I groaned but had no choice than to accept the caress. I was still bound to the St. Andrew’s cross.  She was quickly replaced by another girl who did the same thing.  Ever been finger fucked by fifteen girls?  I have.  And I’m not talking about a quick dip here either.  This wasn’t a gynecological probe.  Each girl wriggled her fingers around inside me, thumbing my clit, and in general trying to get me as worked up as possible.  By the time the last girl approached I was about ready to pop again.  She had a sad look on her face.  
 
   “Whatever you do, don’t cum first!” she whispered to me as her fingers slid into my well.  I groaned at the final penetration, but her words seeped into my brain anyway.  What did she mean?  She pulled out quickly, leaving me no closer to my orgasmic goals.  Then to my surprise, they moved into a circle around me.  One by one they sank to the floor.  The first girl laid on her back, legs splayed.  The next girl straddled the first girl’s face, placing her wet slit over the first girl’s mouth.  Another girl joined the line, this time on her back and I blinked as they circled me, an unending oral sex fest that slowly curved around until there was one space left.
 
   “You may release your slave to take her place,” Mistress Davenport said to Kari.  I watched as Kari nodded and then stepped through the empty spot in the ring of “consummation” as Davenport called it.  Kari quickly unbound the straps holding me motionless and then began unbuckling my ankles.  I thought about kicking her for a moment, but then decided against it.  I still refused to meet her eyes.  There was no way I wanted to look into Kari’s beautiful blue gray eyes right at that moment.  My hands were the last to be released and I stumbled forward, my nipple still throbbing, to assume my place.  I carefully straddled a plump little brunette who greedily grabbed hold of my thighs and pulled me down, her tongue driving up into my clit immediately.  I gasped, a shiver rushing through me.  I put my own head down on the cute blond lying before me and sucked her clit into my mouth, rolling it around, trying to make her cum.
 
   *Whatever you do, don’t cum first!*  That’s what she said, but I admit I was having trouble.  The sweet fingering of my sex by each of those girls had ripened me and readied me more than I could say and I felt the orgasm building up inside me, ready to explode out of me.  *Don’t Cum FIRST* she had said.  But why?  What would happen?  The girl between my legs was doing her absolute best to make sure I came first and I have to admit, I’ve NEVER had better oral sex.  Not only was she licking my clit, but she had a finger in my ass and her thumb up my twat.  She didn’t bother licking my labia, or sucking.  Everything was at my clitoris and frankly it was driving me banana crackers.  I started shaking, little squeals of absolute pleasure coming from my mouth.  I forgot about my piercing, and the girl in front of me, only barely cognizant of the fact that my clit was being tongued hard and rapidly.  My fingers tightened and I couldn’t help it. I cried out loud, shaking as I exploded in wet relief, finally giving in to the need instilled in me by the other girls.
 
   The girl between my legs actually bit my clit when I popped and that certainly made my orgasm more apparent.  No hiding it, that’s for sure.  She continued to dab her tongue until there were two very loud claps and then she pushed me off her face, rolling me to the side.  I lay there, dazed, sex sodden and buzzing from endorphins and adrenaline, face flushed with pleasure.  Oh wow… that was… incredible!  I noticed the pretty brunette looking at me with a sad face, shaking her head.
 
   “As expected, Kari’s slave showed the least control.  It takes time.  Kari will now deliver the consequences for her slave’s lack of stability,” Davenport announced.
 
   What? Huh?  That was what went through my brain.    Already, the other girls were moving away, once more resuming their positions around the periphery of the room, kneeling by their respective mistresses.  I rolled to my knees and looked around.  The little French maid was rolling the St. Andrew’s Cross away and in less than a minute returned with ANOTHER contraption on wheels.
 
   What the hell is up with these carts?  I found the whole thing faintly ridiculous.  Davenport can afford it. Why not just build a damn dungeon?  And where the hell does she KEEP these things? Is there like a “torture device storage room” next to the “drawing room?”  I can’t help but get this image of a NHPS inspired game of Clue.  “Mistress Davenport did Breanne in the Torture Device Storage Room with the Core Driller Dildo!”
 
   Damn. I’m tempted to make the game now! 
 
   The new cart was about four by four foot and the main platform was just above the wheels.  I recognized the device sitting in the center of the platform tray: a Sybian Sexual Enhancement device.  Basically it’s a vibrator on steroids.  Up to that day, I had never ever ridden one, though I wanted to.  They’re rather expensive and not enough people have bought my books to enable me to buy one.  They’re like fifteen hundred dollars.  That said, the Sybian has more in common with my Rotating Venus Penis toy than my G-spot vibrator.  There are two motors inside, one that spins and one that vibrates.  There are a variety of attachments, but in essence there are three ways to experience the Sybian.  You can have some sort of clitoral stimulation, or you can have a penetrative stimulation.  Or you can do both.  I’ve seen the videos.  You can get everything from huge dildos to weird g-spot balls, to an actual finger.  As far as the clitoral stimulation goes, the attachments range from little soft bumps to one big huge “knuckle” type protrusion pressing into your clit.
 
   How do I know all this?  Research.  When you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, you make sure you know this kind of stuff.  That and I was curious whether the dark blue heavy rubber attachment Mistress Davenport kept on HER Sybian was standard.
 
   It’s not.  Custom made I presume.  Actually, it would HAVE to be custom made because there is no way the company that makes the Sybian would sell the attachment Davenport has on her stimulator.  The potential for misuse is too high.  
 
   But the Sybian wasn’t the only interesting thing about the cart.  There was also a cross bar, elevated up by about three feet, powder coated black, with a single ring welded into the center.  There were two silver clips and a silver chain, which also ended in a clip, hanging from the cross piece.  To be honest, it confused me.  If you sat on the Sybian correctly, the bar would be in the way.  It didn’t make any sense.  I stared at it while the little French maid wheeled it into the center of the room and locked the wheels.
 
   “Kari? Present your slave for punishment,” Davenport called out, moving next to the Sybian cart.  I felt Kari’s hand on my shoulder and I glanced up.  Our eyes met but I wasn’t able to really see anything in her expression.  I pulled my eyes down and crawled, yes crawled, over toward Davenport.  As I got close I got a better view of the attachments.
 
   The first thing I noticed was the clitoral stimulation pad.  It looked similar to the ones I’ve seen in videos, right down to the little bumps.  But while the ones in the video looked soft and vaguely naughty, this “attachment” made me stiffen in alarm.  Each bump wasn’t the typical rounded knob.  Oh no.  Each bump was capped with what appeared to be a relatively sharp point.  Not like a tack of course, but with little spikes even more diabolical than that one dildo I had endured on the gauntlet.  Frankly, it looked like it would be quite uncomfortable to rest my clitoris on that pad.  I doubted it could draw blood, but still… it made me want to reach out and touch it.  There had to be a reason I was warned “don’t cum first!”
 
   The insert was also non-standard, though it looked more normal that the clitoral pad.  It was vaguely circular in shape, almost the size of a tennis ball.  There was also an extension sticking out the back end at an upward angle, almost like a little fleshy cock.  It was very very odd.  The bottom of the cart was rubber, which I was very relieved to find because almost as soon as I got close, Mistress Davenport asked Kari to have me mount the device.
 
   It was very awkward with the stupid cross bar in the way, and I found myself having to bend forward to do it.  My high heels repeatedly got in the way but I eventually managed to straddle the saddle and then slip myself down on to the strange ball and cock shaped attachment.  The cock went in first and I barely felt it.  Putting the ball in was more of a struggle.  It was at least three inches wide and while I’m used to that width, usually whatever I’m practicing with is tapered to that diameter.  It took me a bit, with some spectacular grunts and moans, to get myself seated correctly.   Finally I was astride the sybian, stuffed to the brim with that silly cock rubbing at the back of my pussy.  I had to lean forward a bit thanks to the bar and that was when I discovered the really bad thing.
 
   Those spikes were not soft.  They weren’t exactly hard, but the rubber they were made of was had about the same elasticity as my Core Driller dildo.  It’s designed to be rigid.  It’s designed to be able to take a lot of strain.  And those spikes… well they weren’t exactly spikes so much as a series of points that dug into my petals and even clit.  It was uncomfortable to say the least.  Worse, the crossbar forced me to lean forward a lot more than I would have.  I just had no idea how bad that was going to be.
 
   “Kari, if you will please lock her wrists together behind her back and clip them to the bar… yes that’s right,” Davenport said politely.  In expectation I moved my wrists behind my back and felt Kari clipping them together.  Then I was tipped forward, completely losing my balance, as Kari attached my bound wrists to the crossbar.  This did two things.  I was now technically kept from falling on my face by the metal frame of the cart.  It also tipped me forward so much that not only was I impaled on the sybian, but an extreme amount of my sex, clit, and pubis were all now firmly pressed to the spiked strip at the front of the sybian.  I could feel my labia spreading, allowing the spikes to dimple my inner petals.  It was not a pleasant sensation.  
 
   I guess I should explain something more about the spikes.  They weren’t “sharp”.  It’s almost tough to describe them.  They were more like a texture.  Once a while ago I was in a business office building and they had this really cool piece of textured wall art.  It was made of wood and the artist had cut all of these little two inch by two inch blocks into very shallow pyramids.  This made like several hundred points.  None were sharp per say, because they were so short, but it was cool to touch it.  The spike pad on the sybian was similar.  The spikes weren’t going to penetrate my skin, or make me bleed or anything.  It was a lot like that artwork wall.  Except it wasn’t so cool to touch it.
 
   I felt someone tug on my shoes.  “You might wish to remove these, Kari. It will provide more options, as delightful as they are,” Davenport commented.  I tried to look backward to see who was taking off my shoes, but the crossbar was in the way and I the little twist I did on the saddle resulted in all new uncomfortable pressures between my legs, especially along my clit.  So I just stayed as I was, not that I had much freedom of movement anyway.  My shoes came off and then to my surprise, my legs were yanked upward.
 
   My knees, which had been somewhat supporting my weight were tugged backward and that weight was immediately transferred to my slit.  Someone did their math.  I gasped, the bite of the little spikes becoming much more pronounced as my pussy settled more directly onto the ingenious little torture device.  My ankles were bound together and then suspended, bound to the cross bar by that dangling chain.  It was a diabolical position.  My breasts dangled down beneath my chest, the little padlock swinging free.  
 
   The little French maid reappeared, this time bearing a selection of thin wooden canes, ranging from rather whippy to this one thumb thick rod that looked like it might have been made of painted steel.  The thought that it might be Davenport whipping me made my heart beat faster, but the girl presented the canes to Kari, who selected one of the thinner, whippier ones.  
 
   “Thirty strokes, and they need to leave welts, Kari.  Do us proud and teach her not to be so wanton!” Davenport crowed.
 
   “Where should they go?” asked Kari, which I thought was a stupid question.  Davenport just smiled.
 
   “Why, wherever you want them to go, my dear!  I personally think that her breasts and her feet deserve some, but I would probably save a few for her ass as well.”
 
   The thought of someone whipping my breasts, especially after the piercing, was a distinct no go for me.  I twisted my head and looked up at Kari in alarm.
 
   “Kari! Please! No! Not my breasts!” I gasped.
 
   Suddenly Davenport’s hand grabbed my hair and twisted my face around, yanking it up.  “You will address your mistress with the appropriate title and cease this whimpering and pleading! It is unseemly!  I’ll be giving you an extra ten strokes myself for this outrage!” She shoved my head down and I let out a loud gasp.  
 
   “Now we will begin.”  This time it was an order and I didn’t look over at Kari as she moved into position.  Davenport began messing with something and before Kari hit me, the sybian roared to life between my legs.
 
   Talk about an overload of sensation!  It was wild!  The first thing that I had to deal with was the stimulation pad that was pressed almost the complete length of my pussy.  Each of those little points began rapidly vibrating, moving back and forth while being pressed firmly into my flesh.  It was perhaps one of the most amazing horrible things I’ve ever felt in my entire life.  It was like being hit with the sap, sitting on the wooden horse, and wearing the butterfly clitoral stimulator, all at once, and yet more as well.  It was agony but the intensity of it just about caused an explosion all by itself.  I went from barely wet to “holy shit I need to cum!” in the space of about four seconds.  I have no idea what setting the sybian was on, but it was rather loud.
 
   Of course other things were happening too.  The large ball dildo and its cock were now doing the most amazing thing inside me.  They weren’t spinning, like my rotating Venus penis toy does.  They were moving in a circle inside me, like an inverted spoon stirring a pot.  The ball seemed to be rubbing the front wall of my well, striking that g-spot so many times that I was having trouble thinking straight. I gasped, moaned, started bucking, my hips jerking wildly as the orgasm built like a Texas wild fire.  I started crying out, my sexual need exploding through me and out through my lips like a ruptured pipe.  And then something sharp and painful cut through it all, across the soles of my feet.
 
   The pain was a slice that changed everything.  I was brought down, cut out from under the wave of building orgasm.  Granted, I didn’t fall all the way back down, but still it was a bit of a shock, like being doused with cold water while sleeping.  Or to be honest, like being hit with a super high shock from a TENS Unit while trying to orgasm.  Orgasmic pain, the kind that I like, that turns me on, builds up slowly with the arousal.  This was just… evil.  It kept me from coming.
 
   Another line of fire crossed my arches and I screeched loudly, my muscles hardening into granite as my toes curled and my fingers tightened into fists.  I tried pulling my feet away from the fire but there was no where to go. I was bound perfectly and all my movement did was to aggravate the increasing pressure against my clit.  Kari hit me again, laying another welt across my feet.  She knows my arches are incredibly sensitive and that’s were she was focusing her blows.  I began crying, sobbing as my body began reporting nervous system failures and over-sensitization, along with extreme pain in certain extremities.
 
   Kari hit my feet ten times while hung there with my pussy pressed to a vibrating cheese grater, stuffed with a rotating tennis ball, and dangling precariously from the crossbar. I wasn’t counting.  All I knew was how badly the soles of my feet hurt.  It felt like I had walked across a fire, or superheated pavement on a 108 degree day.  Tears poured down my cheeks and I sobbed in agony.  Then I felt the chain to my bound ankles released and my feet came down.  
 
   That helped a bit as far as the pressure on my pussy went, but what it really did was allow Kari unfettered access to my now rather presented ass.  She swung just as hard at my unprotected rear end as she had my feet and a new line of suffering appeared across my buttocks, causing me to jerk forward, dragging my sex an inch along the spiked vibration pad before moving back into position.  The probe inside my pussy continued its stirring while the phallus pressed repeated into my g-spot.  I was a riot of conflicting sensations.  
 
   When the cane cut across my rear end it was like someone had taken a knife, slashed a thin shallow cut across both butt cheeks, and then poured lemon juice on it.  I screamed out loud, the pain earth-shattering, and I shook like a leaf, which had the effect of literally grinding my abused pussy into the stimulation pad.  The phallus inside me churned and I felt the oncoming orgasm inside me rise a few more feet.  Kari swung again and then again and soon my entire derriere felt as if I had been placed on a hot grill and barbecued for good measure.
 
   I was pretty much out of it when Kari transitioned to my breasts.  I was in the immediate moment right before orgasm where you are just totally involved with the sensations.  When the cane bit into both breasts all it did was add to the pressures building up inside me.  Kari struck me above and below the nipples, though a few strokes managed to catch my left nipple while deliberately avoiding the recently pierced right side.  As it was my chest still heaved, setting the padlock swinging and my world flashed scarlet as the pain exploded through me, burning like nitrous oxide in a race car engine.  I don’t know when I came but I remember as I screamed through it a furious serious of blows across both breasts, catapulting me up and over.
 
   I didn’t pass out, but I came damn close.  The vibrations between my legs had spurred one of the best and most amazing orgasms I’ve ever had.  As it was my clit felt as if it had been rubbed raw and as I came down from the heights the sybian and the cane had taken me too I suddenly wished that the sybian would get turned off.  Twenty seconds later I REALLY wanted it off and started begging for Kari to turn it off.  My pleas were ignored as Davenport approached, her hands clutching one of the thicker canes Kari had eschewed.  
 
   Mistress Davenport brought the cane up, clearly intent on landing a few strokes across my bosom.  But unlike Kari, who avoided my recent piercing, Davenport didn’t just avoid it, she actively aimed for it.  Both nipples suddenly felt like they had been split open and a deep bruising ache spread outward as my breasts were thwacked and flattened with the blow.  I didn’t scream.  I couldn’t breathe.  I sucked in air through partially deflated lungs my breasts hurt so badly and a mental picture of my ruptured nipple, bleeding profusely, went through my brain.  Another stroke hurt me and I lifted my head, letting out a low guttural cry which was all I was capable of doing.  My hips continued to jerk wildly, rubbing my cunt back and forth across the vibrating stimulation pad and then there was another stroke on my nipples.
 
   Davenport hit me ten times, just as promised and you should see my breasts today.  There isn’t a spot that isn’t bruised.  And I’m not talking little bruises.  You can SEE where the cane hit me.  Kari’s thin rod did damage to my skin.  Davenport’s turned me black and blue and purple and even some faded green.  I wasn’t able to wear a bra for two days!  And you know what?  She loved it.  She loved every fucking minute of it.  She told me later that I was the most amazing pain slut she’s ever met.
 
   “So, how many strokes has that been, slave?” demanded Davenport.
 
   At that moment my brain had pretty much shut down and all I was capable of doing was responding to stimuli.  Stimuli like being hit across my breasts while the most evil clitoral stimulator in existence proceeded to vibrate against my clit.  Add in the g-spot tennis ball phallus and its stupid backside feeler doing strange and sexually amazing things inside my pussy and you can understand why I wasn’t capable of doing even simple math at that point.
 
   Davenport let loose with another vicious cut of her cane, this time against my ass, reigniting the fires Kari had kindled there.  I howled, eyes scrunched shut, teeth clenched, toes curled, and feeling as if I weren’t going to survive it.  
 
   “Enough.”
 
   I had been expecting another hit from Mistress Davenport, but it was Kari who had spoken.  I couldn’t see.  Between my tears and the awkward position, I was unable to see what had happened.  Then Mistress Davenport walked away and Kari was turning off the sybian.
 
   It took her about two minutes to get me off of it and when all was done and said I was deposited gently on some pillows by Kari’s chair.  Strangely, I wasn’t bleeding.  My breasts and nipples were intact, if a beautiful shade of scarlet with some burgeoning blues.  I couldn’t really see my ass but I could feel it.  It burned for HOURS afterward and I could feel the welts.  But my hands didn’t come back bloody when I touched myself so that was a plus.  I was tempted to spread my legs and examine my labia and clit, but the painful throbbing from between my legs told me all I needed.  So I curled up into a fetal position inches away from Kari and tried to rest.
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
   I didn’t get much time to rest because almost immediately after my ordeal on the sybian, there was a sort of “social” exchange while dinner was prepared.  This basically involved various mistresses, each accompanied by their slave girl, crossing the room and giving polite pecks on the cheek to their peers.  I learned however that the greeting expected to be exchanged between the slave girls was more elaborate.  Kari, being the newest member of the society was popular, and I’ve since found out that my performance, both on the gauntlet and the sybian, had earned me a place of recognition as one of the few slave girls to handle such abuse and still orgasm.  
 
   That’s a disturbing thought.  Isn’t it?
 
   In any event the greeting exchanged between the various slave girls was rather more intimate.  When we were first approached, the other mistress asked Kari to have me kneel facing their personal slave girl, a pretty brunette who gave me a cool look.  She bent forward and kissed me, with full tongue no less, and as we kissed she slipped two fingers into me and rapidly jerked them in and out.  I had a predictable reaction.  I yelped and pulled back, my pussy still terribly sore from riding the Sybian.  
 
   There was some laughter and I was told that I had to return the “caress” as it was called by the other mistress.  So I got back in position and while the brunette and I French kissed and her fingers went between my legs, I did the same to her.  Thank god it was a short exchange.  Of course after Kari and the other woman exchange pleasantries as well as a few pointed comments about my performance, they moved on and another dominatrix and her slave took their place.  I was kissed again and went through the entire process of being finger fucked while doing the same to the girl in front of me.
 
   There was a long line of women who wanted to speak to Kari.  Some were friendly, others hostile and aloof, almost all of them expressed some sort of desire to domme me.  One woman called me exquisite and said she looked forward to making me scream in agony.  That frightened me because the girl who was in front of me, our finger buried in each other’s bodies, was trembling like a leaf.  She was this cute, demure little thing who I suspected wasn’t much older than eighteen, if that.  At dinner, I found out her name was Alissa and she was one of the three other girls I became acquainted with that night.  She was also covered with enough minor wounds to make even the most obtuse suspect abuse.  She had more bruises than even I did, and they were all over her body, layered as well since I saw the healing yellow and greens of old bruises topped with the fresher black and blues of recent blows.  She also was covered in cuts; little shallow ones that seemed to cover her breasts, arms, stomach, and bottom.  It was just a tad bit frightening.
 
   For the second time that night I must have been finger fucked by almost every slave girl there, our fingers dipping into each other’s bodies as we kissed.  I’m going to be honest.  If it hadn’t been for the fact that my pussy was already so sore from the night’s activities, I would have enjoyed the social hour.  Unlike a handshake or a peck on the cheek, you can really tell a lot about how a person feels about you, about themselves, and their current mood, when you’re French kissing them and they’ve got two fingers stuck up inside you.  Take for example Alissa.  She was tight, her kiss was hesitant and fearful, and she didn’t move her fingers inside me.  This told me several things, like she was scared, still rather new to the scene, and also considerate for my condition.
 
   Georgia on the other hand was passionate, gentle, warm and expressive.  When she slipped her fingers into me it was with fluid grace, avoiding my clit.  But her kiss was this incredible hunger that communicated her desire rather well.  Lastly there was the girl who gave me the warning not to cum before the consummation circle.  Her name was Wendy and her greeting was tentative, but her fingers were firm inside me.  It ached a bit and she didn’t do what some of the other girls did, with these bruising thrusts that were evidently intended to hurt.  
 
   I suppose special mention must also be made of one other slave girl.  She was the pretty blond who I had seen kneeling at Mistress Davenport’s side earlier in the evening.  I found out her name was Rose (which I have trouble believing) and we exchanged only a brief moment together.  And yet her kiss was standoffish and her fingers inside me were terrible.  She pushed her middle and forefinger into me and then curled them inside as her hand literally lifted me up by the crotch.  It hurt and I made a little groaning sound.  Then she did something with her hand that put a lot of pressure on my clit and it was all I could do not to scream.  It hurt like the dickens.  When we separated she gave me this dangerous look and then backed away behind Davenport’s leg.  Bitch.
 
   After all the greetings were exchanged and I started learning names, we were summoned to dinner.  Or I suppose a more accurate description would be that the mistresses were summoned to dinner.  I joined a long parade of naked slave girls who crawled on all fours out of the sitting room and down the hall to a lavish dining room, complete with parquet floors, crown molding, a crystal chandelier, and a table set for fifteen, with guess who at the head.  Gold colored metal bowls were placed several feet behind each chair and I watched my peers closely to follow suit.  Each girl knelt down behind their mistress’ chair.  I did as well.  Then as the little French maid began to bring out the plates, accompanied by another heavyset woman in a more respectable outfit, the other slave girls began begging, silently of course, for handouts.
 
   Alissa was next to me and she tentatively held out her bowl.  Her mistress gave her a sliver of chicken, a bit of green beans, and that was it.  She wolfed it down immediately and begged again.  Her mistress ignored her.  I thought Alissa was just naturally thin but I still wonder.  With a deep breath, I picked up my own bowl and lifted it up to Kari.
 
   Who loaded it down.  I got a full meal.  A full chicken breast, complete with brown gravy, mashed potatoes, two rolls (buttered), and a heap of green beans.  You should have SEEN the look Alissa gave me.  It wasn’t hatred.  Just jealousy.  I watched her mistress for a few moments, saw that the woman NEVER looked back, and started secretly passing food to Alissa.  She annihilated my rolls and the green beans and I even managed to sneak her some chicken.
 
   I didn’t see any other girls getting skimped out on food, but the treatment of Alissa disturbed me.  
 
   I’m glad that I was distracted by Alissa, because the conversation at dinner was about me and my apparent lack of manners.  I couldn’t see Kari’s face, but I could tell she was tense.  The other women were evidently critiquing my ordeal, both on the gauntlet and the sybian.  Some expressed disappointment that Kari didn’t motivate me with a whip on the gauntlet, or at least clamp my nipples.  Others seemed to feel that Kari was too light during the whipping on the sybian and declared that when, not if, they had the chance to use me they wouldn’t be so light-hearted.
 
   Yes, that scared me.  It still does.  It’s like I was dropped into a den of serious sadists whose desire for sexual combustibility was no where near as prevalent as their desire to see someone in pain.
 
   Kari for the most part kept quiet, allowing the other mistresses to make their comments without reply.  This was so out of character for Kari that I started to think something might be wrong.  In fact, that whole evening was wrong.  Kari wanting to join a lesbian BDSM club?  Why had she allowed me to be pierced?  What the hell was going on?
 
   And through all of it Mistress Davenport led the discussion, prodding and poking and expressing her opinion as she masterfully directed the conversation.  She made pointed and critical remarks about almost all of the slave girls, puncturing egos and generally making everyone feel like shit.  I was glad when dinner was finally over and the little French maid cleared the plates.  Alissa smiled at me gratefully as our own golden bowls were finally removed and I stood with the rest of the slave girls, moving behind each of our respective mistresses.  Then to my surprise, all of the slave girls bent down and crawled under the table!  I followed suit, watching Alissa to get my cues and was surprised to see her cross under the table to the other side.  I passed another slave girl who went by me and stopped at Kari’s feet.  Alissa began removing the high heeled shoes of the mistress who sat directly opposite of hers.  
 
   So I did the same.  The woman who sat across from Kari was in her early forties and had nice ankles and her shoes were a delicate high heeled sandal that I could appreciate.  I began unbuckling the shoes while watching Alissa and some of the other slave girls.
 
   Alissa began sucking and licking toes.  Yeah.  Total foot worship.  She did a thorough job too.  Now I’m going to say this just once, but this is NOT my thing.  Sure, I don’t mind doing a bit of toe sucking if another girl and I are in bed, covered with oil and doing all sorts of things to each other.  I once got toe fucked by Becca and I sucked HER toes clean.  But this was not a lover.  It wasn’t even an acquaintance.  That and it just seemed... gross.  I blanched.
 
   And got kicked.  The mistress across from Kari actually kicked me when I didn’t get started right away. It wasn’t a painful kick, more like one of those “hey! Pay attention and get going!” kicks.  But as I put my tongue to the top of her foot I could tell she was already unhappy with me.  Alissa on the other hand was slurping away, running her tongue across the bottom of her chosen snack.  I tried to emulate her, really I did.
 
   Suddenly the mistress I was licking pushed her chair back, pulling her foot away from my mouth.  Light from the chandelier filtered down as did harsh voices.
 
   “Your slave knows NOTHING of foot worship!” said the woman in front of me.  I heard Kari’s voice, dark and just a little angry.
 
   “She is new here and has not been exposed to it.  Give her a little time to learn and she will do an appropriate job,” Kari replied darkly.
 
   “That is unacceptable. I demand you punish her,” said the dominatrix in front of me, who was now standing.  
 
   Kari’s voice came back even harder.  “It will be my decision when Breanne is to be punished. Not yours.”
 
   I wanted to cheer!
 
   But then Mistress Davenport’s smooth calming voice filtered down to my ears.  “Now now, Lucille, it is as Kari has said.  Her slave is still new.  You might be more understanding.  If I recall, your own slave girl was totally inept at cunnlingus for several months and had to be punished frequently for her failure to please.”  
 
   Mistress Lucille made a strangled noise of outrage but Davenport continued.
 
   “That said, it was obvious that the punishment worked to motivate her.  So I think it might be appropriate for Kari to level some sort of chastisement upon her slave to encourage better behavior.”
 
   I heard Kari speak.  “What would you have me do to her?  I don’t have any of the tools…”
 
   “Nonsense.  A creative domme needs not tools.  Here… use this upon her.”  
 
   I heard something slide across the table and I felt my stomach tighten into a hard knot.  There was a long silent pause.  Then Kari’s chair moved back and she leaned down.  “Breanne, come up here.”
 
   Tentatively I edged past Alissa and the girl that had been sucking on Kari’s feet.  I came out from under the table and Kari pulled me too my feet.  In a flash I understood.  There had been two candles sitting in the center of the table, at either end.  One of them was now directly in front of Kari.
 
   “Lean against the table,” Kari ordered, only to be countermanded by Mistress Davenport.   
 
   “No no, she needs to be seen by all.  Why don’t you have her lay on top of the table, Kari?  There’s room. We’ll help to hold her.”  It was presented as a suggestion but even I knew that Davenport was TELLING Kari to have me climb up on the table.
 
   Kari glanced at me and then at Davenport, but then nodded her head in agreement.  Slowly I clambered up onto the dining room table, feeling terribly alone, humiliated, and on display.  It was one thing to do the gauntlet.  But to be the center piece, so close to all of these dominatrixes… it was rather uncomfortable.  
 
   I lay down on my back and stared up at the chandelier.  Suddenly hands were upon me, pulling my wrists and legs outward and shortly spread-eagled, held down with vice like claws.  Kari picked up the candle.
 
   I’m not a novice to waxing.  I’ve been waxed more times that I can count.  Hell, it was one of the first torments Kari could do to me and we even watched a training video on how to do it properly.  One of the first things we learned was that oiling the skin is a smart idea.  It helps to get the wax off much easier.  The second thing we learned is that you don’t use cheap candles.  You really needed low temperature, non-dyed, non-scented candles.  All the additives cause candles to burn hotter.  The third thing we learned is that it’s important to hold the candle an appropriate distance away from the skin.  The hotter the candle, the farther away it needs to be.  You can actually burn someone with wax.  
 
   Kari had no idea how hot the candles were, or if there were additives.  All I knew is that they were blue, dark blue, and that usually meant a hotter burning temperature.  We had no oil at all and so when Kari raised the candle, she held it high above me, like over two feet, and the first two drops didn’t fall on me, they fell on her hand which was just below my breast.  Even then she was trying to protect me.  She moved the candle as little higher and then allowed just one or two drops to land upon the upper slope of my right breast.  I grimaced as the heat sank into me and both Kari and I realized that these candles were on the upper limits of how hot a candle burned.  She lifted it a few more inches and for the first time in my life, I was actually glad that Kari topped six feet.  In the heels she was wearing she was at least six three, maybe six four.  
 
   Kari changed her aim and the next few drops fell on my left areola. I gasped as the heat hit me and I pulled, only to feel the assembled dominatrixes holding me tightly.  Kari continued to pour wax on my breast until the entire globe was covered and I was practically hyperventilating.  It felt like my chest was on fire.  When the one side of my bosom was completely blue, she made to put the candle back.
 
   “Excuse me, Kari… but I rather think that is insufficient,” Mistress Davenport said quietly. “I think waxing her other breast as well as her sex might be more appropriate to the situation.” 
 
   I looked up at Kari, whose lips were pressed together tightly.  Her eyes narrowed.  What the hell was Davenport blackmailing Kari with?  This was so unlike my best friend.  Kari suddenly smiled. “I was concerned with the candles, Ellen.  These burn too hot and I’m concerned for Breanne’s piercing. I’d hate to be responsible for giving her an infection.”
 
   Davenport’s smile faded. “Are you suggesting that my candles are substandard?”
 
   Kari shook her head.  “Not at all, Ellen.  Merely that I would rather not risk permanently harming my slave.”
 
   Now it was Davenport’s turn to frown.  “Then perhaps we compromise.  In light of your slave’s recent piercing, we will forego her punishment on that breast.  But I believe we would all like to see you wax her sex.  I assure you, my candles are at the appropriate temperature to inflict the desired amount of pain.”
 
   Kari grit her teeth, her jaw working, but then she took a deep breath and brought the candle back over to me.  A quick turn of her wrist set the candle horizontal and in moments a steady hot shower of wax began dripping on my mons, slowly trickling down my petals.  My reaction was predictable. It burned.  I clenched my teeth, letting out a bitten off wail as the burning heat singed me.  This was much much hotter than that stupid heated dildo on the gauntlet.  The droplets fell and splattered and Kari was holding the candle as high as she could, letting the air cool the wax as much as possible before it landed on my abused skin.  When one drop finally landed on my clit, completely covering it in a hot coating of blue wax, I couldn’t control myself and I jerked, my buttocks thumping on the table as I pulled against the bonds of my captors.
 
   I’ll grant Kari this, she did a thorough job.  My entire crotch was blue by the time she was done and I felt like I had been cooked well done.  My throat was a bit raw and my jaw ached from all the teeth clenching, but eventually Kari put the candle down and looked up at Davenport to see a satisfied smile.  I lifted my head long enough to see Davenport nod graciously to Kari.
 
   “Now that Kari’s slave has been properly admonished, we will allow Lucille to remove the wax.”  Davenport snapped her fingers and the little French maid hurried up to Mistress Lucille and handed her a black leather sap.  Kari’s eyes widened almost as big as mine, but before either of us had time to object, Lucille lifted the paddle and brought it down on my left breast with a swing that drove the air out of my body explosively.
 
   The pain was awful, but admittedly it did break up most of the wax, exposing my hot flushed skin.  Kari looked livid but held her tongue as Lucille hammered the sap into my breast.  The urge to cover my chest was impossible to resist and only the iron like fingers of the other mistresses holding me down kept me from yanking my arms up to protect myself.  Lucille didn’t stop either, when she had gotten most of it off me.  Oh no… she hammered my tit until each speck was gone.  She ran the edge across my nipple and I let out another cry, right before she moved down to my pussy.  
 
   The strokes she delivered to my clit and labia were just as strong and powerful as when she was trying to flatten my breast.  My hips jerked and the pain was actually worse than when I was being waxed!  I couldn’t help it as my pelvis tilted and I actually offered her a better target.  On and on it went as she tried to flick off every last piece of cooled paraffin from my flesh.  My clit hurt so much I was crying, sobbing even as my body spasmed.  Finally Kari reached out and stopped the strokes, her hand catching Lucille’s wrist in mid air over my cunt.
 
   “Look at that.  You did a marvelous job, Lucille. Thank you.” Kari said harshly.
 
   I couldn’t see Lucille’s face because my tears had blurred my vision, but I knew she yanked her hand back, bringing the sap with her.  
 
   Then my right breast exploded in agony as Lucille hit it.  The sap crashed down on my nipple, setting the piercing and the padlock digging into the soft flesh.  I screamed loudly that time and Kari about leapt over the table and yanked the sap away from Lucille.  Hands let me go and I immediately turned toward Kari and curled up into a defensive little ball.  I think I knocked over a few glasses too.
 
   Dinner ended on that note and Kari was the last one to leave the table.  Well… okay… maybe I was the last one.  Kari helped me down, holding me tightly as I cradled my breasts, thighs pressed together.  Each step hurt and she kept one arm around me until I was able to stand on my own.  My right nipple throbbed angrily.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked, the concern in her voice so apparent.
 
   I refused to look at her.  “Does it matter?  This is what you wanted, right?”  I think my tone hurt her because her fingers tightened around my forearms but she didn’t reply.  
 
   “We need to go back to the sitting room.  Follow me,” Kari said finally.
 
   She lowered me to the ground and I began crawling after her.
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
   When we entered the sitting room everyone had once again taken their seats, the various slave girls kneeling obediently facing each mistress, backs toward the center of the room.  I did the same, keeping my eyes focused on Kari’s knees as she sat down and crossed her legs in front of me.  It was an awkward position for me. I don’t like not knowing what’s going on and it took a great deal of will power not to glance over my shoulder.  I knew things had started again when I heard Davenport clear her throat.  Kari stiffened a bit and I knew that our hostess had once more moved to the center of the sitting room.
 
   “Ladies, we will now complete our slave exchange. Please remember the rules.  Once a slave has been traded three times, she is can not be traded again.  In addition please remember you may not trade to have your own slave back,” Davenport explained.
 
   Almost immediately I stiffened.  Slave exchange?  The rules?  What rules?  What was happening?  My mind went into over drive and I saw Kari’s eyes narrow.   I almost whimpered aloud when I heard Lucille’s voice behind me.  
 
   “I think we’ll trade my Bethany for your Breanne,” Lucille said with a vicious tone.  I cringed even as the girl I had met briefly under the table knelt down next to me.  Obviously we didn’t say anything but Kari’s eyebrow went up briefly.  
 
   “I’d prefer anyone but you, Lucille. I don’t think your intentions are honorable,” Kari replied hotly. 
 
   Lucille snorted.  “As if.  The rules expressly prohibit me from hurting her too badly. No marks even.  Just our pleasure.”  She reached down and ran her fingers through my hair, grabbing me roughly. “I’ll just teach her how to properly lick feet before I have her use her tongue on my clit.”
 
   Ooh… now THERE’S an image.
 
   And then suddenly Lucille was pulling me away and I was forced to twist and follow her back to her seat while Bethany remained kneeling before a very shocked Kari.
 
   But before Lucille could even set me on my knees, I saw Georgia and her mistress approaching.  Suddenly I was traded again and Georgia was in Lucille’s grasp and I was being led away by another mistress.  There was still a lot of movement and I heard Davenport cough lightly. 
 
   “Ah, Lynda, I see you have Kari’s toy. I believe I might just have to relieve you of that burden. I wish to sample her myself.  You may have Rose.”
 
   I glanced up to see the bitchy blond who had earlier jammed her fingers into me, knowing I would be sore.  She had a haughty but slightly angry look on her face.  I was pushed toward Davenport and followed her obediently toward her chair.
 
   Before she sat down however, she raised her hand and told the little French maid to show Kari to a private room.  I watched as the maid led Kari and Rose off, and then the other mistress followed, each going off to private rooms to have their way with someone else’s slave girl.  Mistress Davenport snapped her fingers at me, indicating for me to follow, and we left the room.  On my hands and knees I trailed after her, focused on her heels.  We left the sitting room, turned down the hallway, and then continued to the stairs.  I followed her upward and eventually she led me to one of the largest bedrooms I’ve ever seen in my life.  It was huge.  There was even a king sized bed in it that looked small in comparisons.  It had four posts and came complete with curtains.  Several bureaus stood along the walls and there was even a vase full of fresh flowers, the bouquet of gold colored roses filling the room.
 
   When we arrived I watched as Mistress Davenport unzipped her dress, letting it fall from her shoulders.  Underneath she was just as handsome as she was dressed.  Her lace bra held up a set of rather full breasts with large nipples and she wore a matching set of black lace panties with a gold rose embroidered at the hip.  She stepped out of her shoes and then turned to me.
 
   “Up on the bed, on your back, spread-eagled,” she said, pointing toward the massive behemoth.  I quickly obeyed, climbing up onto the feather bed and sinking five inches deep into the mattress.  I found the center of the bed, rolled onto my back, and spread myself open.  Mistress Davenport approached and quickly began securing me to the posts.  The ankle and wrist cuffs that I had worn from the start were clipped tightly to the corners of the bed and I found myself spread open like a buffet.  There were still small specks of blue in certain spots on my skin and I was scarlet across my ass, my breasts, my thighs, and the soles of my feet.  I ached in ways that I can’t even describe.
 
   And then Mistress Davenport removed her panties.  She wasn’t shaved but neatly trimmed and she pulled a short leather whip out of the side table before climbing up on the bed.  To my surprise, she lifted one leg, facing my feet, and straddled me.  My vision was blocked by her ass and then she wiggled her toes under my spread forearms, scooting backward until my nose was pressed into the small brown button of her rear end.  Another scoot had my face in her wet pussy and she ground down on me.  I didn’t need a command to know what to do and I immediately started licking her.
 
   I felt her shift above me but I concentrated on the dual task of tonguing her slit while trying to breathe.  This was suddenly made very very difficult when the whip she had brought to bed came whistling down with a swing of her arm, to land directly between my legs, burning a line along one thigh, over my right labia, and half way up my stomach.  I tightened, every muscle responding to the stroke as I screamed into her sex.  I heard her moan and she shifted her hips back and forth, rubbing herself across my jaw and tongue.  She swung again, basically forcing my body to respond in the same way and this went on for quite a bit until my clit burned as if it had been doused in acid and Mistress Davenport exploded wetly on my face.
 
   When she got off me I gasped for air.  I could feel her moisture on my face and as Davenport once more dressed, she called out the name “Madeline!” and the little French maid came in.  
 
   “Who did Kari end up with, Madeline?” Mistress Davenport asked while she slithered back into her evening dress.  
 
   “Kylie, Ms. Davenport,” Madeline replied with a small smile.  
 
   “And she had no objections to the room?” 
 
   “None, Ms. Davenport.”  
 
   Ellen Davenport smiled and I wondered what was going on.  Davenport then waved her hands and said to the little French maid, “You may have her now.”  Then Mistress Davenport slipped on her high heels and left the room.
 
   Leaving me with Madeline.  I watched as the cute and scrumptious looking brunette walked up to the bed in her coquettish outfit, all black and white lace.  With a smile, she began freeing me from the bedside corners and as soon as I was free she fell on me like a hungry wolf.  Or maybe that metaphor isn’t really accurate, because she didn’t hit me, or bite me, or anything.  She was so gentle it was like making love to my friend Becca, a dedicated vanilla lesbian who won’t even TRY anything BDSM related.  Madeline licked me practically everywhere except my pierced nipple, planting little soft kisses when it wasn’t her tongue lapping at me.  As the time passed she began shucking out of her uniform as well and eventually I was entwined with this delicate thin boned cutie who was trying very hard to make me cum with just her tongue.
 
   For me, there was still a lot of pain.  After all, I had just been whipped between the legs and I think at least a few of the red welts I still am sporting came from that whipping.  But Madeline was gentle and even when she stuck her fingers in me, in my pussy and into my bottom, we moved together nicely.  Eventually we ended up in a sixty-nine position with both of us on our sides.  Madeline was trimmed, but her petals were shaved and her sex was sweet.  It didn’t take long to make her shudder with release and she hugged my hips to her chest as she planted little kisses on my thighs.
 
   When we were done, Madeline rolled off me, got a warm wet washcloth from the master bath, and cleaned me off. It was another kindness, one that I sorely needed.  
 
   “You should probably get ready.  Ms. Davenport will be back soon,” Madeline said softly.  
 
   I propped myself up on my elbows, still spread out on Davenport’s bed.  “Ready?”
 
   Madeline laughed softly. “You know… kneeling?”
 
   I blinked.  “Oh!  Of course! Right.”  I slipped from the crumpled sheets and moved to the foot of the bed.  I knelt down, assuming the classic position with my hands resting on my thighs, palms up, legs spread slightly so that nothing was concealed, waiting and ready.
 
   Madeline got back into her own clothing and I tried to start up a conversation with her.  She told me that if Davenport caught us talking we would both be in trouble so that ended that.  When she was presentable, Madeline straightened the bedclothes and then proceeded to straighten things, checking the flower vase for dead roses, putting away a few errant strands of jewelry.  It filled the time and about ten minutes later Davenport returned.
 
   She smiled when she saw me kneeling on the floor.  “It’s time, slave.  We will be returning to the sitting room.  Stand up.”
 
   I rose to my feet.  There was a little cramp in my right calf and I was glad to get up from the floor.  
 
   “You will walk to the sitting room with me and present your mistress with a rose, in recognition of your service,” Davenport declared.  She stepped over to the flower vase and plucked a long stemmed gold colored rose from the depths.  Water beads sparkled in the light and then she brought the flower toward me.  I lifted my hand, prepared to take it from her.
 
   “Oh no.  You’ll carry it differently.  Spread your legs,” Davenport said.
 
   My eyes widened.  Holy shit!  Swallowing hard I took a single step, spreading my legs a good two or three feet apart.  I looked at the flower.  Yeah.  You guessed it.  This was not a “thornless” rose.  In fact, the entire stem was covered with little spines.  Davenport reached down and slipped her fingers through my still damp petals.  Spreading them wide she took the flower and brought the stem upward.  I let out an involuntary gasp when the first thorn touched my inner labia, not quite piercing it but definitely giving me a sharp poke.  It was NOT comfortable.  Mistress Davenport let go of my outer petals and my pussy closed around the flower.  Davenport continued to hold the rose and ordered me to close my legs, tightly.
 
   And that’s when she let go.  I could feel the thorns digging into the soft flesh.  It hurt.  Not enough to make me cry but definitely enough to make me wince.  Worse, the humiliation of it caused my pussy to pulse, tightening slightly around the stem, forcing the thorns deeper.  
 
   “Now my dear, you are ready.  But I warn you, if you drop that flower I’ll put it back in and clamp your pussy closed around it.  Understand?”  
 
   I nodded, too frightened to speak.
 
   “Good.  Then proceed downstairs.  Go slowly.   It’s more important that you arrive with the flower between your legs than to go fast.  Besides, I want it to hurt longer.  When you get to the sitting room go to Kari, clench your pussy to keep the flower there, and open your legs.  You will then say “a flower for you, mistress.  If it falls, I’ll have you punished.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress Davenport,” I replied, my voice just a tad shaky from the sensations coming from between my legs.  I proceeded out the bedroom door, down the hall, each step a needle filled sharp nightmare.  The steps were the absolute worst.  Have you ever tried to walk down steps while trying to keep your thighs together?  It’s practically impossible.  But I managed, even though it took five minutes.  You have to do this weird knee bend thing and dip one hip down.  That was really bad because it caused the stem to dig in even more.  
 
   We made it to the sitting room and for the first time I got a really good look at everyone.  All the mistresses were in their seats, each with their slave girl in attendance. Davenport’s blond was kneeling beside the empty chair at the front of the room while Kari sat alone, looking troubled.  When she saw me her eyes seemed to fill with relief and she half rose from the chair as I shuffled forward.  Davenport stood and watched, as did the other mistresses, all with a look of surprise on their faces.  I made it to Kari, clenched my pussy tight, searing pain coming up from between my legs, and gasped “a flower for you, Mistress!” Then I spread my legs.
 
   The flower stayed. I still can’t believe it.
 
   Kari plucked the flower out from my pussy and then her eyes widened in alarm.  She hissed and lifted her hand.  A thorn from the stem had pricked her and she was bleeding on one finger.  Her eyes narrowed and another flash of anger rolled across her face.  She tossed the rose to the ground and quickly checked my pussy.  Her fingers came away bloody.  
 
   Now I wasn’t gushing blood.  I didn’t even need a bandage, not that one would have stuck anyway.  But still Kari’s eyes found each little pinprick wound and I actually heard her teeth grinding.  She closed her eyes for a moment and then ordered me to kneel before her.  I did and saw Davenport grinning out of the corner of my eye.  Then the gray haired matron marched toward her chair. 
 
   “Ladies, do we have any punishments to mete out today?”  Davenport asked politely as she sat down.  I blinked, lifting my head enough to watch the proceedings.  It was better than thinking about the different ways I hurt.  Cataloging them would almost take too much time.  The biggest issues were of course my pussy and my right nipple, both of which throbbed painfully.  Plus there was some lingering pain from my rear end and feet.  All in all, I was a classic case of thoroughly punished slave girl.  Of course, I was just one of many.
 
   I saw Alissa’s mistress rise and step toward the center of the floor.  Alissa let out a soft cringing moan and then seemed to cower where she knelt, obviously not pleased with her mistress’ movement.
 
   “My slave Alissa has earned two punishments,” Alissa’s mistress said, emphasizing two.  Alissa quivered even more.
 
   Davenport smiled.  “And how would you like her punished, Danielle?” she asked.  
 
   Mistress Danielle smiled.  “Impalement and a full whipping. Concurrent.”
 
   There was a slight murmur from the other mistresses and then Davenport clapped her hands once.  Madeline, the little French maid appeared and Davenport called out “please bring the impaler and a selection of whips, Madeline.”
 
   Alissa burst into tears even as Madeline left the room, only to return a few moments later with a thin duffle bag and another cart.  I blinked when I saw the “impaler” and trust me, that name is EXACTLY deserved.  I’ve never seen anything like it before.  First of all, it was on a very thick and heavy cart and Madeline was really having to work to push it.  I was quite intrigued by the way Madeline was hunched over it, one hand on the actual post and seat, while the other pushed a half circle handle at the edge of the cart.  Her cleavage was absolutely amazing and my mind sort of drifted back to our naked tryst.  Honestly, she looked sexier dressed in her little French maid outfit, and I couldn’t help smiling a bit.  Madeline parked the impaler cart in the middle of the room and quickly circled it, locking each of the wheels in turn.  Then she lifted the thin long bag and moved to one of the tables near Mistress Danielle and Alissa, and began unpacking an assortment of whips and canes that would make an inquisitor jealous.
 
   When she was finished, Madeline pulled a tube of something out of her apron pocket and returned to the cart.  There were two small stools next to the single metal post sticking up in the center of the cart and Madeline stood on one and proceeded to liberally lubricate the nine inches of tapered ridged rubber dildo that stuck up from the saddle.  The saddle itself was also quite interesting and I couldn’t help feeling a moment of jealousy.  It was made of hard black rubber, just like the dildo and it was shaped like a crescent moon, except facing upward.  The interior edge was just that; an edge and I imagine that sitting on it felt just like sitting on Kari’s wooden horse.  
 
   Then Madeline did something weird, or at least I thought it was weird at the time.  She lubricated the BOTTOM of the post, right by the stools.  I didn’t realize what that was for until Alissa was mounted, crying and wriggling on the stupid thing, her gold padlock swinging from her right nipple.  Her wrists had been locked together behind her back, the thick leather cuffs once more serving their purpose.  Then Mistress Daniele had frog marched her to the impaler, twisted her nipple hard in order to motivate her to climb up, and then I watched as my new friend swung one leg over the cruel device and mounted herself.  I watched her face contort as she sank all the way down and for someone so tiny, it seemed as if the rubber cock must have penetrated all the way to her heart.
 
   It looked like it hurt too.  That’s also when I discovered why Madeline had lubed the lower post.  As soon as Alissa was mounted, the stools had been removed and set aside, leaving the little brunette no purchase for her dainty feet.  Instead she closed her legs and turned her ankles, bring the soles of her feet together against the post in an pointless attempt to take some of her weight off the saddle.  But thanks to the lubricant, Alissa’s feet just slipped, sliding up and down on the pole in this elegant dance of desperation.  Damn that thing must have hurt!  
 
   Alissa was already crying out loud, wailing and carrying on, even before Mistress Danielle hit her.  The weapon of choice was a single strand whip and it went whistling across Alissa’s chest to leave a single line of red across both breasts but missing the nipples.  The tail end of the whip curled around the brunette’s body to leave a matching welt along her back.  This went on for quite some time and Alissa’s shrieks as Danielle hit her were rather… extreme.  I couldn’t help wondering if Danielle was really hurting her that badly or whether Alissa was hamming things up in order to get a lighter punishment.  I knew the saddle must have been hurting, and I haven’t actually ridden that one yet, but it couldn’t have been as bad as she was making it seem.  
 
   Mistress Danielle continued to hit her until Alissa had slumped down and was just shuddering, deep lung wracked sobs coming from her now crimson crisscrossed chest.  Some of the welts were as low as her mons and it was fairly evident that Danielle had aimed for Alissa in general, rather than just at her bosom.  Finally Danielle walked away, tossing the whip down on the little table and Madeline rushed up and put the two stools back on the cart.  Immediately Alissa tried to put her feet down but Madeline caught each ankle and cleaned them of the lubricant before finally allowing the little torment brunette relief.  I sighed as Danielle came back and helped Alissa off, kissing the little girl once on the cheek before escorting her back to the kneeling spot by her chair.  
 
   “Does anyone else wish to use the impaler?” asked Mistress Davenport a moment later.  The room was silent and Madeline quickly unlocked the wheels and proceeded to roll the evil device away.  Davenport smiled and then once more addressed the room.
 
   “Are there any additional punishments to mete out?” she asked.
 
   This time it was Lucille who stood up, though I guess I need to get into the habit of calling her Mistress Lucille.  She stood and moved to the center of the room and asked for “the stool”.  Next time I saw Madeline she was carrying in a large backless padded stool which she placed in the very center of the room.  Bethany, with her short cropped brown hair was brought up and I took a moment to admire her from a different perspective than on all fours while trying to suck Kari’s toes.  This time she rose to her feet and walked to the stool.  Her body was amazing, all soft curves and she held herself in a lightly balanced but rather seductive stance.  Folding her arms across her breasts, she bent over at the waist, spreading her legs wide, bracing herself against the stool.
 
   A paddle appeared.  From where I have no idea, but I’m sure Madeline had something to do with it.  Lucille stepped up behind Bethany and slammed that wooden bat into Bethany’s ass so hard the stool almost toppled over with Bethany on it!  Her butt cheeks rippled and I got to see her from the side.  She let out a quiet gasp, which really impressed me because I knew that blow had to hurt like the dickens.  Lucille hit her again, and I’m glad that it was Bethany up there and not some guy.  If it had been a guy, Lucille’s swing would have knocked his balls out into the stands for a double home run.   Bethany finally let out a screech on the third blow because this one caught her a bit lower and already her entire ass was bright red and I could see those super dark red marks forming.  Three more vicious blows finally caused Bethany to twist, her knees bending, tears pouring down her face.  
 
   Lucille went back to her seat and dumped the paddle in exchange for a cat-o-nine-tails whip.  She returned to Bethany and stuck one finger up in the air, twirling it.  Evidently Bethany had been trained to know what the hell that meant because she straightened up, her buttocks still spasming and looking as if they had been cooked on a griddle.  She stood straight, her back to the stool.  Then she folded her arms behind her body and tilted backward until she was leaning on the stool’s seat.  My eyes widened.  Now Bethany’s breasts and pussy were fully exposed.  I couldn’t see everything because Bethany was facing Davenport’s direction, but I saw enough.  Lucille began swinging and directed the majority of her blows to Bethany’s soft large breasts and the puffy swollen petals of her sex.  
 
   Obviously, as much as the cat whip stung, it wasn’t doing anywhere near the kind of damage the paddle had done and Beth was just hissing and wriggling, even while maintaining position on the stool.  But it LOOKED cool.  In short order her entire front was a deep shade of pink, from her breasts all the way down to her thighs.  Mistress Lucille also made sure to get in between Bethany’s legs, slinging the cat-o-nine-tails upward in an underhand motion that forced the entire clump of stinging strands to impact on Bethany’s sex.  It raised the curvaceous blond up on her tip toes and then I saw her spurting, obviously cumming from the combination of humiliation and pain.
 
   I admit it. It turned me on.  I’m pretty sure Kari noticed as well because I had glanced up and she was staring at the padlock on my nipple.  It was bouncing as I took the deep breaths that I normally have when I’m getting a little excited.  I watched, shifting uncomfortably as internal fluids began to leak from between my legs.
 
   Finally Bethany was well roasted and tear streaked (though I’m pretty sure the tears were faked.  She hadn’t even cried out!) and Lucille led her away.  Mistress Davenport led the group in a moment of polite applause before turning once more in her seat and asking if anyone else desired to use the stool to punish their slaves.
 
   Imagine my surprise when Kari stood up.  My eyes widened in alarm.  Oh sure… I was turned on… but seriously?  I’d been tortured ALL evening!  Hell, not forty minutes before I had shuffled into the room with a fucking thorned rose stuck between the lips of my pussy!  The soles of my feet hurt! How could Kari possibly think I WANTED this!  I started to shake my head, glaring at Kari but she turned and knelt down by my face.  
 
   “What’s NHPS Rule #2?” she asked with a harsh whisper.  My jaw hung open.  I couldn’t believe she was using the NHPS Rules against me! Simply put, NHPS Rule #2 says that a nympho humiliation pain slut must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment or torture session at any time, for any reason, for anyone.  It basically meant that unless my limits were being violated, I really had no choice.  And while Kari had already violated my limits dramatically that evening, I knew a spanking and whipping wouldn’t.
 
   So I crawled out into the center of the floor.
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
   “My goodness!” Mistress Davenport exclaimed in surprise as Kari and I made our way out into the center of the floor. “Has your poor slave earned yet another punishment, Kari?  Has she not suffered enough tonight?”
 
   Kari smiled while I remained huddled on the ground on all fours.  “Would you mind asking your maid to fetch a dildo?  Something appropriately sized for Breanne, Ellen?” Kari asked.
 
   “Of course.  How long would you like it?”
 
   Kari shrugged.  “Oh, something in the twelve to fourteen inch range would be appropriate,” Kari replied.
 
   Davenport clapped her hands and I can only assume that Madeline, her cute little French maid, skirts flying, ran to comply.  All that went through my mind at the time was “fourteen inches? Holy shit!  I’ve never taken fourteen inches! What is she thinking?”  My biggest dildo, as most of you know, is 12 inches long and while I CAN take the whole thing (albeit with intense discomfort), I’ve never had sex with something bigger. 
 
   Madeline returned a minute or two later, handing the dildo to Kari.  Kari went to the side table and lubricated it while at the same time selecting a rather impressive looking whip of silicon or rubber strands.  Not quite a cat-o-nine-tails, this was more like a horse’s tail whip and looked full and not that scary.  She returned to me and the stool and tapped me with her toe.
 
   “Stand up,” she ordered.  I rose to my feet, folding my arms behind my back, my chin up, eyes down.  Parts of me ached as I moved and I felt a little tremor run through me as I saw every other slave girl there watching me, many of them openly shocked.  Evidently they’d never seen anyone tortured THIS much.
 
   Kari handed me the dildo.  It was huge.  If it was UNDER fourteen inches I’d eat my shirt.  Of course I wasn’t wearing a shirt, but it looked like someone had gone to a cave and lopped off a stalagmite, smoothed the tip and decided “hell, I’ll use it as a dildo!”  It was lumpy, misshapen, and widened out at the base to an impossible five or six inches wide.  I trembled at the thought of it going up inside me.  But while my mind was saying “no no no” other parts of me weren’t so concerned and I felt another flood of wetness inside me.  
 
   “Place it on the stool and mount it, straddling the stool,” Kari said.  I nodded, my heart in my throat and I put the dildo down on the seat.  It sat stiffly and I climbed up on the stool, trying hard to only use the balls of my feet on the rungs.  Finally after some Georgia like limber twisting and positioning, I managed to get above the damn thing and lower myself down.  The tip slid in easily, thanks to the lubricant not to mention gravity and I groaned as I impaled myself.  The first six inches were nothing, mere child’s play.  Any girl could have handled that.  But then I felt my petals spreading, the thick but soft rubber pushing against me and the next four inches had me twisting my hips.  
 
   Kari had ordered me to straddle the stool but there was no way to actually do that short of letting all of my weight down on the phallus between my legs.  The stool was also a bit wider than normal and as it was my feet wouldn’t have touched the ground had I been sitting with my pussy pressed against the seat itself.  I had to keep my thighs well spread just to maintain my balance, which of course presented a phenomenal picture to Ellen Davenport and about half the assembled women.  It also hurt my feet, which were still very sore from the earlier caning, since I was supporting most of my weight, not to mention keeping my balance, on the balls of my feet along the stool’s rungs.
 
   I was still a good four or five inches from being fully fucked when the whip swished through the air and sliced across both breasts.  It wasn’t a particularly hard stroke, but it stung, especially on my pierced nipple.  The rubber strands seemed to expand on impact and it felt like a single whip had flattened and melted along my curves in order to impact every little nook and cranny.  I cried out and almost lost my balance.
 
   “You will fuck the dildo until you visibly cum,” Kari announced.  “When you cum, the whipping stops.”
 
   And before I could even blink or figure out what to do next the whip came back up and slashed out, striking my stomach.  I glanced down, half in panic, half in reflex as one hand came up to cover my belly.  There was a pink swath of skin stretching from my lower ribs all the way down to my hip where she hit me and then I felt the same sting and heat along my bottom!  
 
   “Fuck IT!” said Kari harshly.
 
   So I bounced.  Or tried to.  The dildo came up with me when I lifted up.  Suddenly my left thigh burned as the whip curled around my leg.  I squeezed the dildo partially out and then rammed myself downward, gasping at the sudden widening.  Another stroke to my ass came next and I cried out as I tried to jigger myself along the dildo.
 
   Have you ever tried to fuck yourself like that?  It’s not the easiest thing in the world.  In fact, I’d say it’s one of the hardest.  First of all, I had to keep one hand down between my legs in order to hold the damn dildo in place.  I couldn’t get full strokes because it was too long.  I couldn’t go all the way down because it would hurt going in.  My legs were getting tired.  My feet hurt.  My nipple throbbed.  And there was a wild crazy blond woman with a whip hitting me.
 
   I bounced. I rotated. I did everything I could think of to push myself but it just wasn’t working. I know.  You’re thinking “how can you possibly fail this?”  It was just too much.  It was a position I wasn’t going to be able to handle and still cum.  Sorry.  After I was scarlet from neck down I think Kari figured it out too and she turned away and approached Lucille.
 
   “May I borrow your Bethany to hold Breanne open, Lucille?  I’ll owe you one,” Kari asked pleasantly while I tried to take advantage of the momentary lapse in strokes to get myself noticeably closer to orgasm.  Lucille looked at Kari in surprise but then nodded, eyeing me like a delicacy.  Bethany stood and Kari directed her to stand behind me and lock my arms in a hold.
 
   This made my life both easier and harder.  It got easier because I was no longer worried about my balance.  It got harder because now I was tilted back, presenting a better target.  Kari took advantage of that and aimed her whip at my clit.  I gasped as the sting permeated through my sex and then realized that it was exactly what I needed.  She struck me again and I jerked in Bethany’s arms, feeling her breasts against my back, including the sharp metal of the golden rose padlock under my shoulder blade.  I jerked, thrusting myself up and down on the dildo, sinking down even farther, filling myself up, my body responding to the whip and then I just couldn’t help it. I screamed out loud, my fists tightening as I exploded in a wet rush.
 
   Bethany’s fingers were lightly stroking my sides where she was holding me, a sort of hidden caress that felt incredible.  Kari went and put up the whip and then returned to tell Bethany to go kneel by her mistress.  Finally it was my turn and I, following Kari’s orders, got up off the stool and dildo, licked the large rubber cock clean, and then handed the silly thing off to Madeline, the little French maid.  I crawled back to our position while the polite applause rained down.  
 
   “Are there any further punishments to mete out?” asked Mistress Davenport after Madeline had finished dragging the stool away.  The little French maid returned a moment later with a dessert and coffee cart that she began rolling to each of the assembled mistresses, serving the after dinner aperitif with warm smiles and a special wink for me.  I didn’t get any dessert, surprise surprise, not that I really wanted any.  But I have to admit a coffee at that point would have been nice.  Kari struck up a conversation with the woman next to us, a pretty lady with a dirty blond, but slightly pudgy slave at her feet.  I ignored everything, still trying to deal with the various aches and pains of the night.  It wasn’t easy.  Practically everything hurt in one way or another.  But I admit, the buzz I was still experiencing from the massive orgasms was nice.
 
   The meeting wrapped up with a long diatribe from Mistress Davenport, most of which I ignored.  There was some hooey about making sure to punish your slave girl frequently and harshly and then a couple of individual messages about yadda yadda. I started to doze off to be honest.  But finally all was said and done and the meeting officially concluded.
 
   Kari spent a few minutes, with me at her heels, going up and talking to several of the other mistresses.  This sort of surprised me but in short order she was collecting phone numbers and arranging to call and agreeing to lunch dates and such.  It was rather amazing actually.  Kari is just so forward, so capable at making contacts. I’m always impressed with her about that.  Of course each Mistress she spoke to meant another finger fucking exchange for me and the other slave girl.  But I was so tired that even getting someone else’s finger shoved up inside me didn’t mean much.  Finally Kari  ran out of people to talk to, led me back to our seats, and handed me the vibroballs.   With a groan I slipped them inside me.  Kari held onto the remote and thumbed it up to maximum while we followed the queue to the door.  As odd as it sounds, at that point, those vibroballs were one of the most intense things I felt all night.
 
   Davenport was standing there, saying goodbye as each mistress and her slave left the house.  Madeline was there as well, my black latex outfit, leash, and shoes in her hands.  Kari accepted it graciously, handing it all to me to carry, even as she reached out to take Davenport’s hand.
 
   “You will make an amazing addition to our society, Kari. I’m glad you were able to come.  Your pet is quite exquisite,” Ellen Davenport said to my mistress.
 
   Kari smiled graciously, but I could hear something more like barely contained anger in her voice.  “Thank you, Ellen.  I’m sure next meeting will be even more entertaining. I look forward to it.”
 
   Davenport nodded.  “By the way, you might expect a few calls this week.  I have some friends who are interested in getting some interior design done and I will recommend you to them.  We all know how a business like yours is helped by word of mouth and a quiet compliment.”
 
   “That’s very kind of you,” Kari replied, a hint of steel coming back into her throat.
 
   Ellen Davenport smiled and kissed Kari on the cheek, while her hand came down and ruffled my hair as if I were some sort of dog.  Then Kari pulled me forward with the vibroballs remote and we shuffled out onto the front lawn.
 
   “Get dressed,” Kari said quietly, pulling me to my feet.  I struggled to get back into my skirt and shirt, letting the latex cover me for the first time in hours.  I wasn’t as fast as I usually am at getting dressed.  Everything ached and Kari even had me put on the high heel fuck me shoes.  Finally I was done, though I wasn’t able to zip up the shirt and to be honest, I didn’t want it covering my new piercing anyway. So with my right breast hanging out, I followed Kari to the car.  Kari turned off the vibroballs and handed me the remote.
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
                 I sat down in the car, sore, tortured, and still hurting, both physically and emotionally.  I was tired.  Very very tired in fact, and I just sat there, eyes glazed as Kari got in and started the engine.  The sound of the BMW was a gentle purr and I only started to relax when we sped away from the home of Mistress Davenport and her “Society of the Golden Rose.”  But while my body was physically exhausted, my brain was still going about a zillion miles a second and all of the feelings and emotions and thoughts from the entire evening came jumbling back through my cerebral cortex like a flood of sperm looking for the egg.
 
                 It wasn’t until we got to the freeway that Kari finally spoke.  
 
                 “We need to talk,” was all she said.  I couldn’t help it. I turned and looked at her incredulously.  
 
                 “We need to talk?  Seriously, Kari?  We need to talk?” I asked in astonishment.  I bit my lip, worried I was about to say something I would regret.
 
                 Kari looked uncomfortable for the first time I’ve known her.  “I guess I have some explaining to do.”
 
                 I shook my head angrily.  “You let them pierce me. I BLED for you, tonight, Kari.  And I’m not even talking about the stupid rose.” 
 
                 She gripped the steering wheel tightly, the streetlights illuminating her face for brief moments and I thought I saw anger and anguish reflected there.  Finally she spoke, and I could hear the tension in her voice.
 
                 “I didn’t know! I swear it.  You have to believe me!”
 
                 I shrugged contemptuously.  “You were there. You could have stopped it.”  My tone was harsh, about as harsh as it has ever been when speaking to Kari.  Then the words just gushed out of me.  “And you know what the worst thing is, Kari?  It’s that I don’t know why!  What does Davenport have over you?  Why are you even joining this stupid society in the first place?  Look how they treat the other girls! Sure, some seem okay but those mistresses can’t be so obtuse they can’t see what some of the others are doing!  Obviously in order for you to stay in it I’ll have to impersonate your personal slave every month from now on!  Slave!  Not submissive!  I wasn’t even called by NAME there!  It was always ‘Kari’s slave’, not Breanne!  They hurt me!  They marked me!”  I reached down and cupped my right breast.  “Look!  She put a fucking padlock on me!  All for whatever reason YOU felt it was necessary!”  I was crying, tears of emotion flooding through me.
 
                 Kari also looked like she was crying too, but I didn’t care, not at that moment.  “And the worst part is that I would have done it for you anyway had you just asked!  Instead I’m living a lie!  I’m not collared by you! I’m not your slave!  That’s Robert!  I’m a fucking stand in!”  I was yelling by this point, tears and choked up feelings rushing free.
 
                 Kari pulled off the freeway and into a dark parking lot at some retail store.  I could see the tears glistening on her cheeks and she put the car in park, clearly distraught.  Finally she spoke softly.
 
                 “Ellen Davenport is one of the politically and socially connected elite in this city, Bre and she found out about our Super Bowl party. How… I don’t know.  But she threatened me, told me that I’d never work again and worse, she’d hurt some of our guests.”
 
                 I remembered the Super Bowl party. Heck, I WROTE about it.  And yes, I changed some names and even some descriptions.  And I actually recognized TWO of the men there (besides Robert of course).  And yes, it was shameful behavior for men who hold political positions of importance, but I was just the entertainment and it wasn’t my business.  To be honest, I have my suspicions about how Davenport found out about it.   But I sorta could see the position Kari was in.
 
                 “She found out but she didn’t want money.  She wanted me to join the Society and she had heard about the red haired girl at the party and wanted me to bring you.  I really didn’t have a choice.  Not only would her information have ruined one political career, but it would have ruined me as well.  No one would have come to me except for a select few.”
 
   I opened my mouth, shocked. “Because of me?” I demanded.
 
   Kari shook her head.  “No, not just because of you, or our relationship, or even because of Robert.  Ellen Davenport wanted to meet you and threatened to have me blacklisted.  No one would have hired me after Ellen Davenport bad mouthed my work.  And so I agreed to come to this meeting.  I didn’t know what they were going to do to you. I’m sorry.”  Her eyes glistened in the light.  You have to understand and know Kari.  She’s a bit of an ice princess.  Cold, calm, and cool under pressure.  This was about as emotional as I’ve ever seen her.
 
                  My heart melted a little.  But she still should have told me all this, so I would have been better prepared and I told her so.
 
                 Kari bit her lip.  “I thought about it, but I didn’t want to seem so weak, so vulnerable.  I haven’t even told Robert.”
 
                 This was a side of Kari I’d never seen before.  Or at least rarely seen.  Kari is the quintessential definition of the word “confident.”  To see her like this, at the mercy of someone else, was quite strange.  “Weak?  Vulnerable?  You didn’t KNOW what to do about it so you tried to play it!” I replied angrily.
 
   
  
 

              Kari actually flinched.  “Well what AM I supposed to do?  She practically RUNS the social side of the city!  She’s on a dozen committees!  Without her blessing I’d never get a contract at this level again!  Hell, for all I know she’s got contacts OUTSIDE Houston.  Even going back to L.A. might not be enough to keep her from ruining me!”  She bit her lip in an expression that looked remarkably like my own on occasion, when distraught.  “What can I do?  I’ve nowhere near the reputation and power that Davenport has.  She’s rich, controls the Society, and donates huge sums of money to politicians. That’s not even a game I can play right now.”
 
                 I was silent.  This was out of my league too.  It was my turn to bite my lip and finally I said the one thing that occurred to me.  “The Mistress Kari I know would create a plan to take that power away from Mistress Davenport.”  I paused.  “And she would take the Society away from her make sure that those other girls are there willingly and aren’t hurt.”
 
                 Kari blinked and looked at me, somewhat shocked.  Then she took a deep breath.  “You’re right, as usual.  I need to buck up.  I’m just so torn up about what she did to you.”  Kari looked at my bare breast, still hanging out of my shirt, the golden rose padlock swinging with every breath.  “Oh god, I’m so sorry, Bre!”   Then she was twisting, arms coming around me, tears flowing freely as she hugged me tightly. “I’m so s-s-s-sorry!”  
 
                 I held her.  What else could I do?  I let her cry it out, the second time in my life that I’ve seen Kari cry, both times in my arms.  I felt her tears on my skin and my anger washed away with them.
 
                 When she was finished she looked up.  Her makeup was a disaster, the eyeliner running in little rivulets of salty tears and she pulled a towelette out of her purse to clean up.  Finally she composed herself and we got back on the road, heading toward the tollway.  
 
                 “We still have one problem though,” I said softly.
 
                 Kari nodded.  “It was a weak plan, but I wanted someone I could trust to be there. I never should have asked you.”
 
                 I frowned.  “No, I was exactly the right person to ask.  And you SHOULD have asked me.  But now the problem is much bigger.  Davenport has expectations.  And we… we…” I hesitated, not sure how to continue.
 
                 “We ended it.  Kind of,” Kari finished for me.  “And now I have to ask…”
 
                 I held up my hand. “No Kari.  I can’t!  I can’t pretend to be your slave girl.  It’s a lie.  I wasn’t even your slave when we were together.  I’m submissive! I’m not collared.  I’m a free spirit.  I have obligations… responsibilities.”
 
                 Perhaps the panic in my voice was enough, but she looked at me, a sad but loving look in her eyes.
 
                 “And when a Mistress accepts a slave she accepts those responsibilities.  I would make sure the farm gets run. I’d make sure your parents are taken care of.  I’d look out for Rachel.”
 
   My heart stepped onto the elevator and rose three stories up to my throat.  What Kari was asking… what she was saying!
 
                 “Let me collar you again, Breanne Amanda Erickson, except this time yield everything to me,” she asked softly.
 
   I turned away, my mind running, churning, turning over the options, the possibilities, the consequences.  Would I still be allowed to write?  What about my plans to go to law school?  Who would run the farm?  What about my parents?  My dad?  What about Rachel?  My god, where would I live?  How could this possibly work?  And then the worst thing occurred to me.  I turned back to Kari and shook my head.
 
   “No.  I won’t be your slave.  Not for this.  I can’t.  You don’t want me because you love me.  You want me so that you can stay in the Society, so you can take it over,” I said bitterly.  “So you can beat Davenport.”
 
   Kari gasped and then turned away as well.  Her fingers tightened on the wheel.  “Breanne Amanda Erickson, I have loved you like a sister. I have loved you like a best friend. I have loved you physically, emotionally, and mentally. I have looked out for you since we were in sixth grade.  And I have wanted you back since ten minutes after you left me.”  
 
   I blinked in shock.  Since I left?  But that was five YEARS ago.  We ended it mutually.  I thought… I thought… but…   wow.  Talk about confused.
 
   I could tell she was angry and she finally looked at me again.  “And let me tell you that I would take you as my own again any day of the week for any reason, if I thought for a moment that you would seriously accept my offer!  I’ve held off asking you because I knew that you’d balk… because of David, your dad’s injury, the farm, because of Rachel, because of what you plan to do.  And those goals become MY goals if you let me collar you again!” Kari snarled.
 
                 I sat there, astonished.  Kari… Kari wanted me?  “But… but what about Robert?” I asked, stupefied.
 
                 “What about him? I know you love him.  Oh, not like I do, but do you really think Robert would object to having you around?  I’ve seen the two of you together.  It’s like butter and toast.  I’m not saying you’re replacing Robert.  You will compliment him.”
 
   I felt my tears coming back up and I looked over at her. “You really want me back?  And not just because of Mistress Davenport?”
 
   Kari nodded at me.  “I’ll be honest, Bre. I need you to be there with me.  They may not show it at the house, but those girls all have relationships with their mistresses and while some are firmly in Davenport’s camp, the other women are malleable.  I could sense it.  We can turn them. And I will need you there.  But, Bre… I’ve wanted you back for some time. I just didn’t feel comfortable asking you.  But I know now that I could have worked that out.”
 
   I shook my head.  “But how…”
 
   Kari lifted one hand.  “For the time, you will continue to live at your parent’s farm.  Continue writing for Michael Alexander, though I think he and I need to meet, or at least talk.  You may continue to accept assignments from others, but you’ll need to approve them through me.  I’ll be making other arrangements as well, but those aren’t important right now.  Just know that I love you and want you with me.  Understand?”
 
   I burst into tears.  It was just too much.  So many emotions and things coming out and everything and I just started bawling like a baby. Kari reached over and touched my leg, squeezing it.  Then we lapsed into silence as we drove.  It took me quite a while to realize that we were heading back to Kari’s condo and not my farm but since it still wasn’t THAT late, I didn’t mind.  We pulled up into the back covered parking and I stripped at the back door, knowing that like Davenport, Kari didn’t allow clothing in her home either.  Besides, it was routine and I needed a comfortable routine.
 
   “Go to the living room and wait for me there.”
 
   I did as I was ordered, walking through the kitchen and into the living room.  Robert looked up in surprise.  He was naked, his cock sheathed in a gauntlet of some kind, sitting on the easy chair watching television.  
 
   “My God! Breanne! What happened?” he demanded, half rising out of his chair as his eyes fell upon my pierced and bruised breasts.  I shook my head and moved to the center of the room even as he turned off the television set.  I went to my knees and assumed the same position I had spent a good portion of the evening in.  Moments later Kari came out of the hallway holding a small box.  Carefully she opened it and my mouth dropped open.
 
   Back when we were sixteen Kari purchased a pendant, a silver pendent with an amethyst embedded in it.  She gave it to me to symbolize our Dominant/submissive relationship, probably because she realized that making me wear a bondage or dog collar all the time might strain things with my family and I’m pretty sure it violated the school dress code.  I had returned it to her symbolically at the end of my junior year of college.  It wasn’t expensive, but I was surprised she kept it.
 
   Carefully she extracted the necklace from the box and I lifted my chin as she tossed the felt covered square to Robert (who caught it perfectly.)  She placed the chain around my neck and locked it in place.  
 
   “Breanne, do you accept the responsibilities and role of slave to your Mistress, to honor and obey her until either she dies or releases you, to keep in mind your utter subservience to her, regardless of your feelings or desires, to anticipate her needs and wants, to server her with dignity and humility?” Kari asked softly.  Robert’s eyes widened in shock.
 
   I looked up at her for the last time, our eyes meeting.  This was the silly blond haired sixth grade girl who was dressed like a pop rock star in the sea of a bunch of Texas farm kids, chewing bubble gum.  This was the girl who was scared of my horse the first time she tried to ride.  This was the girl who taught me the difference between velvet and satin.  This was the girl who came to me one night crying, when her parents finally decided to divorce.  This was the girl who kissed me into submission that first night she tied me to a coffee table and screwed my brains out with a cucumber.  This was the first girl I made love to.  This girl was the one who saved my life one day while we were swimming and I bonked my head on the edge of the pool and knocked myself stupid.  This is the girl who taught me to appreciate art and music and fine food.  This was the girl who watched as I made love to my first guy.  This was the girl who took care of me through my first two years of college.  This was the girl who made me realize what I am.  
 
   This was the girl I could give myself too.  “I do, Mistress Kari.”
 
   “At times I will require a collar, but for now consider this necklace to serve as a symbol to all that you belong to me.  You will continue to follow the nympho humiliation pain slut rules.”  She turned to Robert.  “Come kiss your sister hello.”
 
   Robert’s grin was amazing.  His face lit up and he slid to the ground, kneeling right in front of me and grabbed me with both arms.  He crushed me in a happy bear hug, which had me squealing as the padlock on my breast tugged painfully against my nipple piercing.  Then he kissed me.
 
   “Wow! Both of us serving Kari!”
 
   Kari smiled at that and sat down with a sigh.  “It’s been a wild night, Robert.  Lots happened.  Breanne, would you mind telling him about tonight?  I feel dirty, like I need to shower.”  
 
   I nodded obediently.  “Yes Mistress.”  Kari looked at me intently, her mouth a straight line, still tense with the pain of the evening’s events.
 
   I turned to Robert.  “Mistress Kari is in a bit of a bind and we’re going to help her get out of it,” I declared as Kari left the room, already peeling her outfit off.
 
   Robert looked at me with concern.  “Really?  Is that why you’ve been collared again?  And as a slave this time, not a submissive?”
 
   I nodded.  “It’s going to take some time.  And it’s going to hurt.  But eventually we’ll take that bitch Davenport down if it’s the last thing we do.  No one is going to hurt Mistress Kari.”
 
   Robert leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips, his eyes bright.  “No one… I’m glad you’re here with us Bre.  Very glad.”
 
   And then we plotted.
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
   The next week didn’t go well.  First of all, I came down with a horrible stomach virus that put me into my bed for a good five days and even by the middle of the following week I wasn’t totally back up to snuff.  And by that I don’t mean ready to be stripped, fucked, tortured, and then hung.  I just mean ready to be stripped, fucked, and tortured.  My time of the month started too, right when I was starting to feel better, so other than a few phone calls, there wasn’t much that happened between Kari and me.  So I lay in bed and healed.
 
   Two weeks after that night I was back in shape, once again following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, stuffed with my purring vibroballs, when Kari called and told me to meet her at a particular restaurant.  I stiffened immediately.  That restaurant had been the spot where I had gotten to humiliate myself at a public lunch dressed only in a shirt stolen from my dad’s closet.  I’d been publically humiliated, not to mention sexually tortured there, but that’s a story I’ve already told and you can read it in one of my other books.  However unlike that day a few months ago, this time Kari told me to dress in something a bit more appropriate: the light white summer dress that buttons down the front.  Add to that a pair of respectable heels and no cuffs or collars or anything other than my vibroballs, and I couldn’t help wondering what was going on.
 
   I drove north and headed once more toward the Woodlands and pulled into the parking lot next to Kari’s BMW.  As usual, my Ford F-150 looked terribly out of place next to the rows of Lexus, Mercedes, and holy crap! A Jaguar?  Cool!  I want one of those.  Turbo charged of course. Dark gray.  With all leather interior.  Um… actually… do Jaguars even come with an option OTHER than all leather interiors?
 
   The weather was still very warm and the bright sunlight streamed down.  I wasn’t wearing a bra of course.  My new piercing didn’t exactly preclude my wearing brassieres, but going out with Kari certainly did and while my dress wasn’t improper, under the right circumstances you could clearly see the outline of the padlock against the thin white cotton.  I threw a light gray cardigan sweater over my arm (sometimes I get cold in restaurants) and headed in.  The all natural woods, brass fittings, and soft greens greeted me as surely as the lady in the classy black dress did and with just a quick mention of my mistress’ name I was given a warm smile and escorted into the dining area.  Evidently I wasn’t remembered for my personal performance a few months back, which was something of a relief.  To my surprise I was showed to a booth table already occupied with a total stranger; a pretty girl dressed in a skin tight black dress that hugged her like lycra.  She wore a black leather choker that looked suspiciously like a collar and her eyes were lined heavily in black eye shadow that made her look really young.  A tell tale bulge just under her right nipple clued me in and I finally realized it was one of the other slave girls from the society.  I just hadn’t recognized her.  I’m guessing had she been naked…
 
   I blinked and looked around.  Four tables away, sitting together, were Kari and the very blond and antebellum Mistress Savannah.  They were talking intently; already well into their first glasses of wine.  I sat down across from my dining partner and smiled.
 
   “I guess this is the little girl’s table,” I said brightly.  “I’m Breanne.” I gave her a smile as I scooted my chair into place. Our table was up against the wall and it was quite private which suited me nicely.  Last time I had been in the very center of the dining room.
 
   The girl opposite me smiled gently. “I know.  I’m Kylie.  We met at Mistress Davenport’s.”  
 
   I reached out and we shook hands.  “I remember,” I said brightly.  I did actually, though it was a little strange to think that I had, just weeks before, stuck two fingers into this woman’s sex.  “So have you ever eaten here before?” I asked as I opened my menu. 
 
   Kylie shook her head.  “It’s my first time here.”  
 
   “The grilled chicken salad is incredible.  I had it last time I was here,” I said, trying to make small talk.
 
   Kylie just nodded.  Oookay… 
 
   We ordered.  I got a mozzarella and tomato sandwich and Kylie tried the grilled chicken salad.  As we waited, sipping our soda’s (no wine for US), I started to press her for information.  It was all part of the plan, even if Kari hadn’t technically warned me what was going to happen.  You see, the idea was for us to meet the other members of the society socially.  It was my responsibility to delve into the slave girls’ lives while Kari did her own investigation into the various Mistresses.  Then we were supposed to compare notes.
 
   You have to understand, most of the people I encounter who are involved in a BDSM lifestyle are there by choice.  And even now I presume that Kylie and most of the other girls in the society are willing victims, rather than unwilling ones.  Kylie didn’t seem under duress of any kind, just a little timid.  I got the impression that I was the first society girl she’d ever met outside of the monthly meetings, something that was confirmed later by Kari.  So because she wouldn’t open up I started talking instead.  I told her about the last time I had been at the restaurant and how I had basically been forced to strip naked in the middle of the dining room.  Kylie’s eyes widened in shock as I described what Kari did to me, or actually had me do, and I was just starting to break through her shell when my phone rang.
 
   Now I don’t have an expensive phone.  In fact, my phone is just that: a phone. It doesn’t take pictures, or play games, or access the internet, or allow people to stalk me.  I can’t post updates on Facebook or anything.  It just rings.  But I fished it out in surprise. I don’t get a lot of calls actually.  Usually it’s Kari.
 
   And so it was.  I blinked in surprise as I flipped it open and I looked across the dining room to see my favorite blond holding her 4G iPhone to her ear.
 
   “Having a pleasant meal, dearheart?” Kari asked me politely.  She turned and looked at me and I rolled my eyes.  I couldn’t believe she CALLED me from across the room.
 
   I chuckled. “Kylie is a delight and the tomato, basil, and mozzarella sandwich is to die for,” I replied enthusiastically, eyeing my partner who looked at me curiously.  Kylie followed my gaze over to the table our mistresses were occupying.  
 
   I heard Kari’s smile. It comes through in her voice.  “Excellent.  I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.  Please unbutton your dress to below your breasts and expose your right nipple.  Both Savannah and I would like to see how your piercing has healed.”  Then she hung up on me without giving me an opportunity to agree or protest.
 
   I froze.  Suddenly lunch had taken a new twist.  Kylie also stiffened.
 
   “What?  What’s wrong?” she asked, glancing over at Savannah and Kari several tables away.  Their heads were down and they were whispering.
 
   I put my phone down on the table top and summoned a smile.  “Mistress Kari asked me to adjust my outfit,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking.  I know that I’m frequently naked in public and that I shouldn’t have a problem baring a single breast.  It’s not like it’s illegal or anything either.  At worst I would get asked to leave and I suppose that like last time, Kari had an arrangement with the restaurant manager or owners.  No, my problem is that I don’t like being naked in public.  It scares the hell out of me.  I’d do practically anything to avoid it.  But the reality of my nature also means that while I would rather NOT be naked, it turns me on.  Do you understand the ironic weirdness of that?  I get pleasure from being publically humiliated.  Now that’s sick.
 
   I reached up to my dress and began unbuttoning it even as Kylie’s eyes widened to the size of cup saucers.  I kept going down until the dress was open down the front, well past my breasts, and then I reached in and scooped my right breast out of the thin cotton.  I exposed it to Kylie and the rest of the restaurant.  I thought my dining companion was going to go into apoplexy right there.  Evidently public humiliation was not on her daily dose of torments.  Ignoring the fact that my padlocked nipple was now on display (and since I was sitting in the booth with the wall to my left, quite visible), I picked up the remnants of my sandwich and went on with lunch.
 
   “How can you do that?” Kylie stammered, her eyes glued to my breast.  It hadn’t taken long for the wait staff to become aware of my adjustment and we had our glasses refilled twice, even though we hadn’t needed it.  
 
   I gave her a long look.  “It’s what my mistress has asked for.  She likes humiliating me in public.”
 
   She grimaced.  “Don’t you hate it?  Doesn’t it embarrass you?”
 
   I nodded. “Yes to both your questions.  But it also turns me on and she knows that.  That’s why she makes me do it.”
 
   Kylie blinked.  “You’re turned on right now?”
 
   I let out a little laugh. “I’m turned on most of the time.  NHPS Rule #1.”  
 
   “Oooo… I heard about that!  Mistress Savannah was talking about it.  Are you really… you know?”
 
   I rolled my eyes and reached under my dress.  My remote was stuck in the waistband of my panties and I pulled it out and set it on the table next to my phone.  The wire quite obviously went back down between my legs.
 
   “Oh my God!”  Kylie said, but with amazement rather than alarm.  She suddenly reached out for the remote, wanting to examine it, but then she hesitated, pulling her hand back.
 
   I laughed. “Oh no.  Go ahead.  They’re off right now, but yes, that’s the remote that controls them.” I slid the little plastic rectangle across the table, the pink wire trailing off the edge and down between my legs.  Kylie took it, studying it for a second.  Then with her cute little lip caught between her teeth, she turned the dial up just a tad.  
 
   The vibroballs began humming inside me and I let out a small moan, closing my eyes as the pleasure rocked through me.  Due to my illness, not to mention being out of service for my time of the month, I hadn’t spent a lot of time back in the groove and two weeks of nothing inside me had done quite a bit to change my comfort levels with vibrating toys.  Even that little bit of shaking made me suddenly very wet and wanting more.  My exposed breast didn’t take away from that and the embarrassment of being on display was like throwing gasoline on the fire.
 
   My phone rang and I jumped.  Kylie did too and she dropped the vibroballs remote on the table with a clatter.  I picked up my cell phone and answered it.
 
   “Very nice, but tell Kylie that her mistress would like a matched set.  We want to see both padlocks,” Kari said softly and hung up.  I glanced over at the other table, both women were watching us and I swallowed.
 
   “Kylie?  Your mistress wants you to expose your padlock too,” I said hesitantly.  I knew public exposure wasn’t a normal menu item on Kylie’s dinner plate and the look on her face told me instantly that she had NEVER done anything like it before.  She glanced over at Mistress Savannah, a look of fright in her eyes.
 
   “But! I c-c-can’t!” she exclaimed, hands going to her bosom.  I reached across the table and took her hands, squeezing them.
 
   What was up with this girl?  I thought she was supposed to be a slave!  You don’t say “I can’t” when your mistress tells you to do something!  I frowned at her.  “Yes you can.  Look.  I’m here with you.  We do this together, okay?  You’re close to the wall, just keep your shoulder turned.  Okay?  Kylie, what happens to you if you disobey an order from your Mistress?” I asked patiently.
 
   Kylie blushed.  “I usually get spanked, unless I’m really bad.  Then Mistress uses whips and clamps on me.”  The tone of her voice told me that “being bad” wasn’t actually that bad of a thing.  God save me from amateurs.  She should spend an evening with Kari or my friend Julie.  
 
   I smiled, trying to be more sympathetic. “Kari does that to me too, except she knows I like it.”
 
   Kylie’s cheeks turned even rosier, confirming my thoughts that punishments for this sweet young gothic looking girl weren’t that intense.  I gave her a stern look.  “Now do you WANT to get punished, though?  Here?  So just slip the dress off your right shoulder.  That’s it.  Do it.  Okay.  Good.  Now, just pull the material down.  A bit more.  Almost there.  Good.”
 
   And her breast was out.  Like me, she sported a gold hoop piercing through the nipple and hanging from that hoop was a matching gold lock etched with a black enameled rose.  She shivered once, her chest heaving in a combination of fear, embarrassment, and excitement.  She was much smaller than me, which isn’t that much of a surprise considering how petite Kylie is.  Her breasts couldn’t have been much bigger than large lemons where I’m in the grapefruit range.  What I really liked though was that her nipple was this incredible shade of pink.
 
   It looked more delicious to me than my mozzarella and tomato sandwich and that’s saying something since I was hungry.
 
   Her eyes kept darting around and she kept her body turned toward the wall, but when the waiter showed up again to ask us if we needed anything, there was nothing she could do.  He got an eyeful.  I suspect that the fact that both of us had a tit hanging out had more to do with the attentive service we received.
 
   “So what’s the most embarrassing thing Mistress Savannah has ever made you do?” I asked politely, trying to turn her mind away from her bare and exposed breast.  Her nipple had hardened too.
 
   Kylie looked downward for a moment.  “You mean beside this?” she asked.  I laughed and nodded.  She shrugged.  “The first time at Mistress Davenport’s house was pretty tough; being naked like that, in front of all those people.  It was awful.  And the dildo cart was tough back then.”
 
   I made a face. “It’s still tough.” I replied, remembering the initiation I had endured. The row of dildos with various shapes, temperatures, and functions, including a few spaced purposefully for double penetration had been plenty difficult to get through.  
 
   Kylie eyes widened and she looked at me with an apologetic glance. “Oh no. It’s much worse than back then.  Mistress Davenport had it reworked.  I’ve never had to do it again, but you’re the second girl to do the new one.”
 
   I blinked.  “Really?  How many dildos were on the last one?” I asked, just a tad bit irritated.
 
   Kylie shrugged.  “Just four, and all of them were rubber.  None of that double penetration stuff.”  Her face wrinkled up.
 
   “Don’t like things in your ass?” I asked sympathetically.  She shook her head.  “I don’t either,” I admitted.  “Though it seems like it keeps happening to me.”
 
   Kylie laughed, her exposed breast forgotten.  “So what does Mistress Kari do to you?”
 
   We exchanged stories.  I explained how I had started serving Kari at 15 years old in high school and Kylie was shocked but delighted.  Evidently she and Savannah had been together for three years and had met at a company party.  Both of them worked for a department store up in the Woodlands.  To be honest, I was starting to relax.  Kylie seemed like a normal submissive girl and Savannah seemed like a decent mistress; neither brutal nor overly demanding.
 
   “So, are you submissive, or a slave?” I asked at one point.
 
   Kylie looked at me oddly. “Slave of course.  What kind of question is that?”
 
   I shrugged. “I was just submissive for a long time until I finally gave into Kari and became her slave.”  It wasn’t exactly a lie.  In fact it was the truth.  Sort of.
 
   Kylie shrugged.  “I like not having to be in control.  Mistress Savannah is very good to me,” she said defensively.
 
   Touchy subject?  “Do you ever get to see your family?” I asked after taking another bite of my sandwich.  
 
   Kylie grinned.  “At Christmas and Thanksgiving, though we sometimes alternate with Mistress Savannah’s family.”
 
   I leaned forward.  “Do you call her mistress when visiting?” I pressed.
 
   Kylie nodded.  “Of course.  Both our families understand, though I admit my mom was a little weirded out at first.  But she had more trouble with me being a lesbian than saying mistress.”
 
   I laughed. “I can picture that,” I said, imagining telling my mother about my relationship with Kari.   Kylie shrugged.
 
   Then my phone rang again.  I gave Kylie a knowing look, glanced at Kari, who of course had her phone to her ear, and then answered.
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Please ask the waiter for two glasses of ice water,” Kari ordered, then hung up.
 
   I blinked and looked at the phone.  Kylie looked worried.
 
   “What now?” she asked, her voice hushed.
 
   I put the phone down.  “We are to order two glasses of ice water,” I said slowly.
 
   “Ice water?  Why?” asked Kylie.
 
   I had my suspicions but I decided not to share them with Kylie.  Instead I shrugged my shoulder.  If I was right, there wasn’t going to be anything we could do about it anyway.  I looked around for a waiter, but surprisingly there wasn’t one near us at that moment.  I sighed.  It wouldn’t be long though before one came by to ogle our exposed, pierced, and pad locked breasts again.
 
   “So do you know any of the other slave girls from the society?” I asked.  This was part of the plan.  Get to know the other members before going after Davenport herself.  Kylie seemed sweet and nice and her mistress, Savannah obviously wasn’t a terrible person, but there were a few girls on Kari and my list that we had questions about.  
 
   Kylie smiled ruefully.  “A little, but you’re the first I’ve met outside of Mistress Davenport’s house.  
 
   I nodded with a smile, but inwardly I cursed.  This was not what I wanted to hear.  We needed to form a coalition, a social group, and finding out that there wasn’t much contact between the girls or even the mistresses beyond what Davenport encouraged would make our job more difficult.  For the most part it was up to Kari to encourage that social interaction, especially since it would be for the first time for most of those women.  My job was to make friends with the various other slave girls, getting to know them and hopefully picking up information.
 
   “So do you like Mistress Davenport?” I asked cautiously.
 
   Kylie’s eyes widened and she looked down.  “I don’t think that’s something I should talk about,” she said, suddenly timid. 
 
    I sighed.  “Well I can tell you that I’m not that fond of her,” I said honestly.
 
   Kylie shook her head.  “She’s not that bad.  Not as bad as some, like Mistress Danielle, or Mistress Lucille!”  She said it in a whisper, clearly not wanting to be overheard.
 
   Both of the mistresses Kylie mentioned were on Kari and my “watch” list.  Lucille just because she seemed a bitch and actively tried to embarrass Kari and hurt me at the society meeting.  Danielle was on my hit list because she was Alissa’s mistress and both Kari and I were seriously concerned that Danielle was abusing Alissa.  Alissa looked like she wasn’t eating enough and there were those strange scars on her breasts, buttocks, back, and thighs.  
 
   “Why is Danielle so bad?” I queried, hoping I wasn’t pushing but also hoping for more information.
 
   Kylie looked shocked. “Breanne!  Don’t EVER forget to use their titles!  If they were to find out, it would mean a really bad punishment!”  She hesitated for a moment.  “Some of the other girls would tell on you too.”  She gave me a shy smile.  “But I won’t.”
 
   I heaved a little sigh of relief.  Okay… lesson learned.  Kari never required me to call her mistress.  Her thought was that her very name itself should command respect. “Thanks.  So why is Mistress Danielle so bad?” I asked, emphasizing the word “mistress.”
 
   Kylie glanced back over at Savannah and Kari’s table.  Both women were still deep in conversation.  She was about to answer when another waiter stopped by to ogle our bosoms… uh… I mean to inquire if we needed anything.  I put in a request for two ice waters and he was CLEARLY glad for a reason to return to our table.  I turned back to Kylie when he walked off.
 
   “So? You were saying?”
 
   Kylie licked her lips and took a deep breath. I enjoyed that because you should have SEEN her little cute nipple and the padlock rise and fall!  
 
   “Danielle’s really harsh.  The two times I’ve been ‘traded’ to her at society meetings she whipped me hard enough to break skin.”  Kylie sounded indignant.  “She had to pay the apology fee to my mistress.”
 
   I frowned. “Does that happen a lot?”
 
   Kylie shrugged.  “I’m not sure.  But I’ve seen a couple of the other girls come out sporting bandages in awkward spots after trading sessions with her.  And as for Mistress Lucille, she hits.  Mistress Andrea is also pretty bad.”
 
   I filed that away just as our water was delivered.  The waiter stood there, staring at my breast for a few extra seconds, asking if there was anything ELSE he could do for us.  I shook my head and thanked him, but it still took awhile for him to back away and move on.  Hey!  Nothing to see here! Move along!
 
   Seconds later my phone rang again.  I picked it up and answered it. “Hello?”
 
   “I see you’ve finally got your ice water.  Both of you will now expose your other breast and you will both pick up your ice water and hold the glass to your nipple until I or Savannah call back.”  Kari then hung up and I slowly closed my phone and put it down.
 
   “What?  What do they want us to do?” asked Kylie, obviously a little worried.  
 
   I licked my lips.  “Exposure and cold,” I replied. It was exactly what I had suspected was coming, though I admit I didn’t expect it to be my other nipple.   I looked up at Kylie.  “We are to expose our other breast and then hold the ice water to our nipple until they call back.
 
   Kylie’s face went white.  “Seriously?”
 
   I nodded.  “Yes.  Seriously,” I replied solemnly.  I hate it when people ask me “seriously?”  No. I’m lying.  YES FUCKING SERIOUSLY!
 
   I moved before Kylie did, reaching up to my sun dress and quickly pulling down the rest of the front. Instantly my left breast popped free, the soft nipple already hardening from the exposure and cool air.  Kylie’s eyes locked on it even as I picked up the glass of ice water.  The glass was cold and had already started to form condensation along the outside of the container.  I brought it up to my nipple, pressing it against my breast and I instantly felt the searing wet cold and a trickle of icy water slipped down the underside of curve.  It was… awesome actually.
 
   I shivered and then Kylie emulated me.  I got to see her other nipple, the cute delicate circle of bright pink looked almost good enough to eat and certainly clamp or flick.  As for me, my nipple was quickly going from oh my god to ouch and by the time Kylie was gasping it was even turning numb.  We sat there looking at each other, both of us holding our drinks to our chest. It looked ridiculous and we both burst out laughing at the same time.
 
   We held the glasses to our breasts for a good five or six minutes before Kari finally called and told me to have Kylie put her glass down, keep her left nipple exposed, and to finish her lunch.  Me? I got to keep my ice water pressed to my nipple and additional three or four minutes.  Trust me, a simple cold glass is just about as agonizing as an alligator clamp after awhile.  When Kari finally called back, I felt as if the entire left side of my body was throbbing. I was positive I had frostbite.  But no, I was okay, just chilled and finished my dinner with Alissa discussing her take on some of the other slave girls.
 
   Actually, Kylie had some good insights.  Georgia, the yoga girl, was prim and proper and a little snooty, but still nice.  Wendy was a sweetheart, soft and pliable.  Bethany, Mistress Lucille’s mousy brunette slave, always seemed depressed.  Morgan, the girl who looked like a mix of Caucasian and Philippine, bright and cheery, even when spanked.  But the most interesting tidbit of all, was that Mistress Davenport’s plump and blond haired Rose, never seemed to get seriously punished.  Not once since Kylie and Mistress Savannah joined the Society had Davenport had Rose publically punished, or present a demonstration.  She had never orgasmed first during the consummation circle.  How… odd.
 
   Kylie and I pushed our plates away and continued chatting as our mistresses finished their glasses of wine.  Finally our cute, hunk of a waiter appeared and told us that our bill had been taken care of and if there was anything else he could do for us, he’d be delighted.  As he walked away I said “I’d love your cock thrusting in and out of me as rapidly and violently as possible.”  Kylie gasped in shock.
 
   “What? Aren’t you a lesbian?” she demanded.  I looked at her like she was crazy. 
 
   “Of course not!  What gave you that idea?” I asked.  “I’m bi-sexual.”
 
   She spluttered.  “But…but…you’re with a woman!” 
 
   I shrugged.  “So?  I can still want cock.  Don’t you get turned on by a cute hunk?” I asked.
 
   Kylie looked down, blushing to the roots.  Even her breasts turned a soft shade of deeper pink.  “No.  I’m a lesbian.”
 
   I rolled my shoulders.  “Okay. More guys for me then.  You’re missing out on half the fun though.”
 
   Just at that moment, Kari and Savannah appeared at our table.  “I trust you ladies are ready to go?”  Kari asked politely.  I smiled up at her and nodded.  Kari grinned.  “Then let’s head out to the parking lot please.”  It sounded all polite and friendly, but I knew it was an order.  As I started to stand, Kylie reached up to her dress and pulled it firmly back over her breasts.  She too started to get out of her chair, but Kari reached over and grabbed Kylie’s dress at the collar, her fingers dipping into the petite girl’s cleavage.
 
   “Did I tell you to cover yourself, slave?” she demanded.  Kylie’s eyes widened in fright and she glanced over at Savannah who said absolutely nothing.  I loved the stare Kylie’s mistress was giving her slave girl.  Me?  Oh… my tits were still totally on display.  Kari yanked Kylie’s dress back down, forcing the lycra like top off her shoulders and half way down both arms until her lemon sized buds were totally visible.  
 
   You should have seen Kylie’s face!  She was mortified!  And when Savannah didn’t say anything or do anything, I thought Kylie was going to burst out into tears!  It was awesome!  Kari pulled her out from the bench seat and then with one hand on her arm, escorted her firmly, and in front out of the restaurant.  I followed demurely and with only a fluttering in my stomach from the exposure.  Going around bare breasted wasn’t my preferred way of walking out of a restaurant, but there are worse ways, trust me.  Last time I had walked out of this restaurant I’d only been wearing a man’s button up shirt, and none of the buttons were actually buttoned.  I’d also had my cum soaked panties in my mouth, a pair of alligator clamps across both nipples, and my RVP, a special sex toy that vibrates and rotates, stuffed up in my pussy, working away at maximum.  Leaving bare breasted?  Definitely my choice.  I smiled warmly at Mistress Savannah and we all left without further issue.
 
   To my surprise, Kari and I joined Savannah and Kylie at Savannah’s sedan.  Kylie and I were instructed to get in the back seat while Savannah slipped behind the steering wheel and Kari rode shotgun.  I did as ordered, but not as quick as Kylie did, who was still blushing scarlet at the humiliation of walking out of the restaurant and through the parking lot with her tits hanging out.  Inside the car there was some measure of privacy thanks to the heavily tinted windows.  As soon as Savannah pulled out of the lot, Kari twisted around in her seat and looked back at us.  
 
   “Both of you, pull your dresses up to your waist.  I want to see your cunts,” demanded Kari.  
 
   Kylie glanced at me but we both took hold of our dresses and drew them up.  Both of us were wearing panties, mine the typical bikini cut blue with little flowers on them.  Kylie was a bit more stylish, with a black thong that barely covered her petals.  She kept her thighs pressed together, her skin tight dress rolled up around her waist.
 
   “Lose the panties,” Kari said next.
 
   Kylie’s face went from the red of embarrassment to the white of fright, but I’ll give her credit, she didn’t say a word.  She just slipped her thumbs into the band of her thong and tugged it out from under her.  I caught a flash of her shaved pussy and the little strip of trimmed hair leading down to it, but then her thighs were once again slammed together, blocking my view.
 
   I was a little more robust.  I pulled down my panties, the buzzing of the vibroballs now audible in the closed cabin of the car.  I slipped the cotton material down my legs and then once it was off, I opened my legs making it as easy as possible to see my rather soaked and exposed slit.  Kylie’s eyes widened and then, in a deliberate effort to emulate me, she hesitatingly opened her legs, matching my presentation with some trepidation.  You could tell she didn’t WANT to spread her legs.
 
   Kari smiled in recognition of Kylie’s effort.  “Breanne, is Kylie wet?”
 
   I licked my lips and leaned over a bit.  Kylie has one of those pussy where the inner labia aren’t really visible.  I like those of course, the thick outer petals looking so swollen.  It’s like a fruit. Unfortunately, it meant I couldn’t tell if she were wet.  But there would be one easy way to find out.  I gave Kylie a naughty smile and then reached over slowly.  She stiffened slightly, but then relaxed as my fingers grazed her thigh.  I slipped my fingers downward and then lightly pulled her outer labia outward as I ran my middle finger into her slit.  Of course she was soaked, and I pulled my finger away glistening.  I popped it in my mouth and made a show of sucking it.
 
   “She’s very wet, Mistress,” I said finally, after swirling the last bit of Kylie’s juice off my hand.
 
   Kari nodded, then she turned to Kylie.  “I want you to pinch Breanne’s clit and nipple, hard of course, until we arrive at our destination.”
 
   I blinked.  What the hell?  But Kylie didn’t bother to wait for an explanation, much less an objecting from me, not that I would have given one. Instead she moved closer, reached between my legs, found my clit, and gave it a pinch that made me grunt and clench my teeth.
 
   “That’s perfect.  Keep it up,” Kari said.  “I want to hear her cries.”  Then my mistress turned back around in her seat.
 
   Kylie brought her left hand up to my left breast, no doubt an awkward position, but she snagged my still chilly nipple in her fingers and gave that a sharp enough squeeze that I gasped, letting out a little yelp.  Then she pinched my clit again.  Harder too.  After my cry, I tried glaring at her, but her face was stony and she merely pinched my nipple again, driving her nails into the tender nub.  
 
   It was both an awesome yet brutal ten minute ride. I had absolutely no idea where we were going, or what route we took to get there, but we pulled up into a parking lot in front of a novelty toy shop, one that clearly catered to women.  Kylie didn’t stop her pinching and I was starting to get very very sore between the legs and it was taking some serious effort not to reach down and forcibly remove her fingers from my clit.  
 
   “That’s enough, Kylie.  I think she’s been punished enough,” Kari said offhandedly.  Kylie gave me one last set of pinches and then let go.  My nipple and clit throbbed and I sucked air into my lungs, trying to offset the sharp shooting pains.  Both Kari and Savannah got out and then my door opened.  Kari stood there and held out her hand.  I took it as she grinned at me.  I had to grab the vibroballs remote since I was no longer wearing panties to stick the thing in.  Kari took it from me, turned the vibroballs up to their maximum setting.  I groaned.  Between the pinching and the sex toy inside me, I was getting rather desperate.  As I stood, my dress had fallen back down but Kari reached up and pulled my collar back up to cover my breasts.
 
                 Savannah and Kylie came around the car and joined us.  I saw that Kylie had been spared, just as I was.  Her tiny breasts were once again covered in the skin tight black dress and her juicy pussy which I had so recently fingered was hidden from sight.   Kari smiled and handed my vibroballs remote to Kylie.  Since the wire very clearly went down and under my dress, it was fairly obvious.  Kylie nodded and held it.  Then Savannah and Kari went into the store, followed by Kylie.  I was pulled along, the wire rubbing against my clit, the hem of my dress pulled upward, giving tantalizing glimpses of just where that wire led.
 
                 The shop was rather sweet, though a little small.  Lingerie was displayed on manikins through half the shop and the walls and glass counter were filled with a wide variety of dildos, vibrators, and other toys similar to the ones I had buzzing inside me.  The lady at the counter looked at us warmly and didn’t say a word as Kylie tugged me through the displays.  Kari led Savannah over to the glass counter and a moment later they were asking for a set of vibroballs that were only marginally different from mine.  Savannah paid for them, then asked if it would be okay if she had her slave put them in right there.  Kylie blanched again, but the store clerk readily agreed, her face beaming a warm smile.  Guess lesbians are pretty common.  
 
                 “Lift your dress and spread your legs, Kylie.”  Mistress Savannah’s voice was this beautiful thick southern Texas drawl that just made my knees go weak.  It wasn’t antebellum southern, like what you’d expect from Alabama or Georgia, but it was uniquely Texan. I liked it.  Kylie, who was classic American mid-western, nodded and pulled up her dress, once again exposing her little slit.  She spread her legs and put her hands behind her back.  I had to move closer as the wire from the vibroballs remote she was still holding tugged on me.  Savannah moved closer, pulling the new set of vibroballs from their packaging.  
 
                 They went in rather easily, so I’m pretty sure that despite Kylie’s color changing antics, she was very turned on.  She gasped as Mistress Savannah turned them on, but it was also clear she had little to no experience in dealing with the vibrations because her hips were jerking moments later in the first of a series of vibroballs induced orgasms.  I hadn’t had a reaction like that in well over a year.  Even with the constant changing of sex toys, you slowly get used to the vibration, especially if practically every OTHER sex toy you keep inside yourself ALSO buzzes.  In any event Kylie’s hips were doing this amazing dance, jerking wildly.  
 
                 At that moment, Kari returned to the counter with a rather sweet looking cat-o-nine tails whip.  With a gracious smile, she asked if she could test the whip.  The lady at the counter raised her hands and said “by all means.”  Kari bowed and then turned toward me.
 
                 “Loose the dress, Breanne.”
 
                 Wow.  Things move fast in Kari land, don’t they?  I nodded and reached down, grabbing the hem of my dress.  I pulled the light white cotton summer dress up, exposing my rather bright red clit, my soaked petals, the wire leading to my quivering quim, not to mention my heavy breasts, one pierced with a golden hoop and padlocked for good measure.  The clerk’s eyes went wide.
 
                 Kylie still held my vibroballs remote and Kari moved around behind me.  I braced myself and sure enough, the whip slammed into my ass with impressive force.  I grimaced and hissed even as I rocked from the blow.  Kari swung again and I struggled to maintain my composure.  I knew wide swaths of my rear end were turning red as she hit me, but I merely balled my hands into fists, swayed a bit on my high heels, and endured it.  Kari hit me harder.
 
                 I took twenty strokes on the ass from that whip and when Kari was done with my ass I felt like I had sat on the burner of a stove and sautéed my rump in olive oil.  The heat was intense.  But then Kari came around to my front, swinging the whip in a fast circle, and aimed at my left breast, the unpierced side of my bosom, and began repeatedly smacking my tit.  I closed my eyes and grit my teeth. It hurt.  But the truth is that while it hurt, it was making me clench around the vibroballs in my pussy and I was getting very very close to cumming.  Then Kari stopped and I looked down at myself.  My left breast was a bright red, throbbing with heat.  I groaned and looked over at Kyle.
 
                 To my surprise, she was naked.  Evidently what’s good for the gander is good for the goose.  Savannah took the whip from Kari with quiet dignity and then proceeded to do to Kylie what had just been done to me.  Kylie’s black dress was this tiny puddle on the floor and she quivered as the whip struck her exquisite buttocks.  She jumped with each blow, clearly having difficulty in adjusting to the public forum of her punishment, as well as the buzzing sex toy between her legs.  Kari took my vibroballs remote from her and handed it to me.  She leaned close and whispered in my ear.
 
                 “Go up and ask the sales lady if you can make her cum,” Kari ordered.
 
                 I nodded and moved up to the sales counter.  I kept my eyes down.  The woman eyes me with obvious interest and I asked Kari’s question with humble and submissive obedience.  The sales clerk took my arm, drew me behind the counter, and then hiked up her own skirts.  A moment later my face was buried in a heavy carpet and I was licking her already quite moist petals.  It didn’t take long for me to make her pop, but during the whole thing I could hear Kylie squealing with her punishment.  My own pussy throbbed and when the sales clerk finally grabbed my hair and drove my face into her sex, I felt my own need and desire cresting and couldn’t hold off the orgasm any longer.
 
                 When I was released, my face was covered in wetness and the sales clerk politely went and found a paper towel for me.  Kylie was being held by Kari, arms behind her back, legs spread, while Savannah whipped her tits, both of them.  My fellow slave girl’s entire body was striped from chin to knee and I couldn’t imagine how much that must have stung.  I came out from around the counter, still holding my own remote, and stood watching as the two mistresses finished abusing Kylie.
 
                 Kari bought the whip, but I think it was more of a thank you to the shop clerk, who also happened to be the owner, than because we needed ANOTHER whip at the house.  I was ordered to get back in my dress, as was Kylie and then we followed Kari and Savannah out of the store, both of us led by the wires coming out from under the hem of our dresses.  Talk about embarrassing.  Kylie was practically beet red.  I was pretty humiliated at it as well.  We were ordered to get back in the car.
 
                 The drive back was intense.  Kari told us to swap remotes and constantly change the vibration settings.  I’ve never had this done to me, and it was clear Kylie had never experienced anything like it before either.  Kylie popped long before I did, but I came too, gasping out my orgasmic release just as we pulled up to the restaurant.  Kari and I got out, thanks Savannah, and watched as they drove away.
 
                 Kari turned to me with a smile.  “Now, let’s go back to my place. I want to tell you what I found out about the Society, but I want you tied down, clamped, vibrated, and moaning while I go through it all.
 
                 My eyes flashed and I grinned.  “Absolutely, Mistress.  Let’s go!”  
 
                 And so we did.
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
                 I looked at Kari with a rather serious glare as I tapped the pen against the paper.  “Do you understand all that? I don’t want you screwing up,” I said coldly.  “We’ve gone down this path before.”
 
                 Kari looked up at me, slightly irked and even amused at our role reversals.  For me, I cherish moments like this.  There is only one time that I’m dominant over Kari; when she becomes the submissive responding to MY orders, rather than vice verse.  It’s not that I WANT to domme her, not at all, but you have to understand that occasionally, it’s good for Kari to be brought down a notch.
 
                 “It has to be fresh, not dried.  Okay?  You’ll find it in a little plastic box in the produce section,” I explained patiently, for the umpteenth time.
 
                 Kari snorted and sighed, rolling her eyes dramatically. “Yes, mom.”  
 
                 I screwed up my face in a fair imitation of Kermit the Frog’s look of chagrin.  Hopefully I never suffer paralysis while making this face.  I’d never be able to have sex again without my partner laughing at me.  I pushed the grocery list across the table to my well dressed lover, best friend, and sexual Mistress.  I on the other hand, was as naked as the day I was born, with my ben wa balls rolling around inside me at every step, still sexually excited, wet, and ready.
 
                 Kari can’t cook worth shit.
 
                 When we lived together in college I had known right from the start that meal times were going to be awkward.  I happen to be a great cook.  I know recipes from a wide variety of disciplines, and can cook teriyaki just as good as I can cook a steak.  I’ve even tried my hand at making sushi, which isn’t so hard, though sometimes I still screw up the rice.  Oh well.  Kari on the other hand, could burn water.  Anything more complicated than toast ends up either underdone or overdone, and her knowledge of seasonings doesn’t get more varied that the salt and pepper shakers.  One morning I found her adding almond extract to our eggs.  I asked her what she was doing and she said, “making it taste better.”
 
                 Yeah.  It smelled like jarred maraschino cherries and tasted… oh God… I try not to even remember.
 
                 In college, I cooked four out of seven nights, and that was by choice. Invariably, on Kari’s nights to cook, she would look over at me, well beyond the time she should have started prepping dinner had she intended to actually cook something, and say “why don’t you put on something a little more revealing and we’ll go out to eat.”  Now when you’re naked at home and your best friend and mistress says to put on something MORE revealing, what do you do?
 
                 Is it any surprise I gained twelve pounds during my college years?  Thank God working on my parent’s farm has burned all that off.  Yuck.  But still, her heart was in the right place and I developed a taste for Mediterranean food from our frequent excursions out for sustenance.  I happen to love gyros now. 
 
                 Kari left for the grocery store and I puttered around her condo, setting up the dining room table, making sure that there were a decent assortment of sex toys, lubricants, and the all important whip and paddle, out on the coffee table.  I even went into the second bedroom, decorated as only an interior designer could, in modern dungeon torture and restraint.  The dark colored walls, indirect lighting, and sexually appealing furniture certainly made this my favorite room.  I took a few minutes to dust the St. Andrew’s Cross, to wipe down the I frame bench, and even to pour a little polishing oil onto the saddle of my wooden horse.  The stocks only needed me to put the soft leather wrist and neck pads into the holes and then I was done.
 
                 All of this preparation had been completed for one purpose: we were having guests over.  Kari was already deep in her plans to co-opt the Society and had contacted several of her fellow mistresses outside of Davenport’s communication lines and set up social meetings.  When we had discussed which mistresses and slaves we wanted to chit chat with, I was the one who suggested we invite Mistress Danielle and her slave girl Alissa over for dinner and sex.  The starved and scarred waif I had observed at my first Society Meeting had been timid, hungry, and rather young.  This was in marked contrast to most of the other slave girls, each who had been certainly old enough, and all of whom looked well fed and cared for.
 
                 Evidently Danielle had accepted Kari’s invitation and so on a Saturday afternoon three weeks after that first meeting, I was buck naked in Kari’s kitchen preparing dinner.  I had planned Mediterranean Chicken , a delicious recipe involving feta cheese, spinach, black olives, lemons, and oddly enough, salsa.  I know.  Strange, right?  But trust me, it works. I also had hummus, pita chips, some goat cheese, a fruit-bread-and-cheese tray, complete with honey, and then for dessert, a few choice delicacies that Kari and I selected based upon their possible sexual uses.  
 
                 Mmmm… I love dessert.  Don’t you?
 
                 Kari returned about an hour later with my supplies and I immediately took control in the one room I occasionally hold dominion at Kari’s place: the kitchen.  I ushered her out and got started.  When the chicken was in the oven and things were just about ready so that I could just whip things out, Kari came into the kitchen.  She had changed into something more appropriate for the evening, replacing her stylish and expensive jogging suit with black leather pants that looked like she had been poured into them, along with a skin revealing bustier that did some nice things to her breasts.  Her bare arms and shoulders revealed the delicious butter colored flesh that made me wish I could have a taste right there and then.  
 
                 Unfortunately for me though, I was tenderly taking care of a skillet’s worth of sliced zucchini and summer squash, sautéing in simmering butter and crushed garlic.  Kari walked over to me and ran a finger across my only article of clothing; a special cook’s apron she had given me during our tenure in college.
 
                 In most aspects, it was just like a regular chef’s apron.  It was an off white, with blue flowers, but Kari had paid a seamstress to make one important modification to my chef’s attire.  I remember the first evening I had worn it, huddled over an oil filled skillet as I was braising some beef for a stew.  The oil was snapping and crackling, popping from the moisture being fried out of the meat.  Kari had come over, reached around to my bosom, and unsnapped the front of the apron, freeing my pendulous breasts and exposing them.  I had cried out, clasping one spatula laden hand to my bosom, protesting loudly that I’d get splattered.
 
                 Kari had taken one finger and placed it over my lips.  “Hush, Bre.  You don’t understand.  I want your breasts splattered.  A few drops won’t burn you, not really, and I love watching you squirm.”  Then she turned me around toward the spluttering skilled and pushed me downward.  Hot sparks of oil leapt off the pan and landed on my skin, searing me.  The holes in the apron only exposed my breasts, providing protection to the rest of me and I felt hot oil land on my nipples and trickle downward.  Kari’s hand went around me, even as she pressed herself to my back, and I felt her finger lift the bottom hem of the apron.  She found my clit and worked it rapidly, arousing me into a state of urgency that left me breathless.  It no longer mattered that I was being splattered with popping hot oil.  It merely combined with the brisk movement of Kari’s finger, taking me toward orgasm.  I cried out, jerking my hips and pressing forward, only to have Kari save me from dipping my nipples into the pan, braising myself as well as the meat.
 
                 Ever since that day, I had worn the apron every time I cooked, the only article of clothing I was allowed at Kari’s place.  And just like every time I had worn it, my bare breasts hung out unprotected through the holes, waiting for a basting or a dipping.  Trust me, cooking is an adventure now, a sexually charged one that I love.  
 
                 “Are we all ready?” Kari asked politely, looking over my shoulder at both the vegetables and my exposed breasts.  My left nipple was bare and delicate looking.  My right nipple however was still a light shade of deep pink, with a gold hoop piercing the little nub.  Underneath, connected to the hoop, dangled the rose engraved padlock.  I had been careful with my new piercing.  No clamps, cleaning it multiple times per day, and most importantly, no additional breast whippings.  As a result the wound had pretty much healed and only some rather tender spots to the sides of my nipple still bothered me.  Granted, I still didn’t want to clamp that breast, but I figured that it wouldn’t be long before I’d have to.
 
                 “We’re ready, as long as they show up on time,” I replied with a smile.  Another stir of the vegetables had Kari satisfied and she shuffled out to the dining room.
 
                 “Did Robert call?” she asked me through the open walkway.
 
                 I shook my head and then said “No.  I figure he’ll find a way to keep himself busy over the next few hours.”
 
                 Kari let out an audible sigh.  “Yeah, well we can’t afford Danielle or even Alissa finding out a man lives here.  Thank God I’m good about making him keep his stuff put away.”
 
                 I rolled my eyes.  Don’t worry.  Kari didn’t see! She was in the other room!  Besides, Kari is a neat freak from hell.  Had Robert left a single cuff link out on a table she’d have thrown a hissy fit complete with a paddling that would have left Robert’s balls blistered just from the fire of the impacts on his ass.  I know. I lived with her for two years and let me tell you that it’s easy to keep things put away when you’re motivated by a sadistic mistress with a tendency to spank first and ask questions later.  That said, Robert is also a neat person, which is why he can live with Kari the way he does.  I tend toward organized disorder.  I’ll pick up, but only when I really can’t function in it any longer.  My bedroom in college used to drive Kari banana crackers.  I’m better about keeping things picked up now, but back then my rear end was constantly striped or red from the spankings.  
 
                 I was putting the finishing touches on the hummus bowl when the doorbell rang.  As planned, I stayed in the kitchen while Kari went to the door.  There was the semi-audible tone of greeting and I heard Kari welcome both Danielle and Alissa.  There was also a stern command from Danielle and then silence.  A moment later I caught a glimpse of Kari and Danielle sitting down in the living room through the other kitchen entry.
 
                 “Where is your slave, Kari?” asked Mistress Danielle.  She was sitting in the easy chair with Alissa at her feet, kneeling just as we did at the Society Meeting.  I could see her but Danielle’s angle made it difficult for her to look into the kitchen.
 
                 Kari waved her hand.  “Breanne is finishing up dinner.  She’ll be out momentarily.  Perhaps you’d like to have Alissa assist her?  I’m sure there are some minor things that still need to be done.”
 
                 I could see Danielle hesitate, obviously concerned about something, but then she nodded.  “Go into the kitchen and help Mistress Kari’s slave prepare dinner,” Danielle said.  A moment later I saw Alissa, on all fours, crawling round the couch and toward the door.  As soon as she crossed onto the kitchen tiles I turned and smiled.
 
                 “Hi Alissa!” I said cheerfully.  Alissa still looked underfed and rather sticklike, with not enough meat on her bones.  But to my astonishment, her back, breasts, and buttocks were covered in bright red marks, the same shape and size as the little white scars I had noticed the first time we met.  I motioned her over even as she gave me a tentative smile.  She crawled across the tile and I had to squat down, take her hands, and pull her up.  She stood there in front of me, our breasts almost touching.
 
                 “How are you doing?” I asked softly.  I didn’t want Danielle to hear our conversation.
 
                 Alissa nodded bashfully and looked down.  “I’m fine.”  I nodded. Yeah sure you are.
 
                 “Can you help me?” I asked.  I looked down at her right breast.  The gold hoop and padlock that matched mine were a little older, a bit worse for wear, but just as symbolic of her slavery as mine were.  I resisted the impulse to hug her, to comfort her, and instead grinned and handed her the hummus.  “If you’ll just put this down on the dining room table, please?” I asked.
 
                 Alissa took the proffered bowl and looked at the creamy bean paste with hungry eyes.  But she did as asked and I took the opportunity to look at her rear end as she left.  It too was sparkled with those weird red welts and I knew I wanted a closer look.  When Alissa returned I was pulling the chicken out of the oven.  
 
                 “So, how have you been since the meeting?” I asked genially.  
 
   Alissa sort of looked uncomfortable and then muttered “fine.”  
 
   I glanced at her.  “Anything new happening?”  
 
   “No.” 
 
   “So… um… how long did it take your nipple to heal from the piercing?  This is my first time and frankly it’s still bothering me.”  My comment made her blink.
 
   “Uh… I don’t really remember.  It was a long time ago,” she replied warily.
 
   I got out a pair of tongs and started laying out the chicken on the platter.  “So how long have you been with Mistress Danielle?”
 
   Alissa shrugged.  Okay… I figured getting information out of her would be difficult, but come on, it shouldn’t have been this hard.  I handed her the filled platter as her eyes widened in astonishment at the anount of food on the plate.  I grinned and sent her back to the dining room.  The pita chips followed next, and then the cucumber and tzatziki dip.  When she returned I took the opportunity to pluck a grape from the fruit platter bowl and popped it into her mouth.  
 
   Ever see the relief in a thirsty man’s face when given a cup of water?  Or how about the look on a person’s face who for the first time has chocolate?  Yeah well, I’m not sure either of those would compare to the look of utter bliss that crossed Alissa’s face.  She chewed and swallowed as if she’d never had a grape before.  And it went fast.  I handed her the fruit, cheese, and bread plate and followed her into the dining room.  Sure enough, everything was laid out appropriately.  I opened one of Kari’s bottles of Merlot, a 1984 California, and poured wine and water for the mistresses.
 
   “What would you like to drink, Alissa?” I asked politely.
 
   She looked confused by the question.  “Water?” 
 
   I chuckled lightly. “Well if you want, sure.  But we also have tea, soda, milk, and organic orange juice,” I said, reciting our available beverages.  “I’d offer you wine or a beer, but Kari doesn’t allow us sex slave types alcoholic beverages when we’re serving.”
 
   Alissa just stood there shocked, mouth open, looking at me like I’d done something wrong.  She didn’t say anything, but finally closed her mouth.
 
 
                 “I’ll ask Mistress Danielle what I can have to drink.”
 
                 My eyes narrowed.  “No.  Mistress Kari is the host and it is her table.  She has directed me to offer you whatever YOU want to drink.  You please my mistress by accepting her hospitality and orders.”  God, I hated saying that.  Kari and I had wondered if we would need to do something along those lines, but actually having to put it that way was just so awful.  I could see the tension in Alissa, the indecision.  Finally she nodded, seeming to give up.
 
                 “Can I have… a… a… soda?” she asked, as if she had just requested that we give her a million dollars, a new car, and a massage.
 
                 I grinned and laughed.  “Sure!  Coca-cola, Diet Coke, Root Beer, or RC?”  Kari and Robert are big soda drinkers.
 
                 The choice about blew poor Alissa’s brains out and only after we went back into the kitchen did she finally settle on a root beer.  I poured her glass and then filled mine with Diet Coke, and then went with her to set the glasses in place at the table.  Her eyes were still filled with astonishment.
 
                 “I thought those plates were for the other guests!” Alissa said hesitantly.  
 
                 I gave her screwy look.  “Huh?  Those are for you and me!” I declared.  I knew that at Society meetings the slave girls were relegated to eating the dinner out of gold colored metal bowls immediately behind their mistresses, but this wasn’t a society meeting.  Besides, Kari has special chairs for pretty slave girls like Alissa and me.  
 
                 Alissa didn’t respond and I finished putting the last touches on the table, including lighting the candles.  Then I took Alissa’s elbow, dragged her back to the kitchen, and removed my apron.  For the first time Alissa and I were a matched set, both start naked, our right breasts sporting the society’s piercing and padlock, our loins shaved, our bodies belonging to others.  I gave Alissa a light kiss and then took her hand.  She started to drop to all fours, but I held her up, feeling the tremors of fright as I drew her out of the kitchen into the living room.
 
                 Mistress Danielle and Kari were discussing the Society and some of the other Mistresses when we entered. I immediately moved with Alissa in front of Kari and angled a bit so I’d also be respectful to Danielle. I sank to my knees, pulling Alissa down with me and she moved quickly onto all fours, putting her forehead down on the floor in Danielle’s direction.  I merely spread my knees apart, placed my hands in a submissive posture, palms up on my thighs.
 
                 “Dinner is ready, Mistress,” I said softly.
 
                 Kari smiled.  “Excellent!”  She turned to Danielle.  “Shall we?”
 
                 Danielle nodded with a slightly tight smile and moved with Kari toward the dining room.  I stood and followed while Alissa crawled.  Danielle froze as she saw the table, laden with my best efforts.
 
                 “I don’t understand.  What are these two extra settings for?” asked Danielle, motioning to the Root Beer and Diet Coke set plates.
 
                 Kari smiled, but it was one that was filled with a bit of contempt.  “I disagree with Ellen about how slaves should eat.  Bowls on the floor are for dogs, not slave girls.  Besides, as you can see, I prefer a different sort of torment for them during dinner.”  Kari pulled out the chair at my seat and Danielle looked over in sudden interest.  There, standing directly in the center of the seat, was a large vibrator, complete with extra clitoral arm.  
 
                 To be honest, this wasn’t my normal seat.  Usually at Kari’s I sat in a special stool that sported two phallic probes, with sybian like functions.  This wonderful piece of furniture was currently at Alissa’s spot, a concession I though rather silly on the part of Kari.  But I suspect she was worried that Alissa would be relegated to a position behind Danielle, on the floor, rather than at the table, and this was further encouragement to get Danielle to cooperate.  
 
                 For a moment, it looked as if the stupid bitch was going to argue with Kari, but finally her good manners kicked in.  Either that or she remembered the old saying about “when in Rome…”  Which ever.  Kari pulled out Alissa’s stool and started to assist the young waif onto the sexual torture device.  It couldn’t have been easy.  The vaginal dildo is rather large and Alissa is much smaller than I am.  I can’t imagine how she managed to take the narrower anal probe either.  When she was fully impaled, both anally and vaginally, and her ankles were cuffed to the rungs of the stool, Kari finished off by belting her in.  No getting up for poor Alissa.  In the end she was basically kneeling, double penetrated with buzzing vibrators and would no doubt create way more torment for her while eating then anything she’d ever dealt with before.
 
                 When Kari had finished with Alissa, she came around the table and ordered me to spread my legs.  Her nimble fingers quickly pulled the ben wa balls out of my dripping sex and she dropped them wetly on my plate.  Then she activated my chair’s vibrator and assisted me in mounting. It didn’t take much.  I was already wet and waiting and it went in quickly. The only major distraction was the clitoral arm which was already buzzing against my clit with unholy certainty.  I knew I’d be orgasming at the table before long and that I would be severely punished for it.
 
                 But despite the sexual aggravation of my nether region, I was starving.  Kari immediately helped herself to my dishes, and then to my surprise and Danielle’s rather aggrieved expression, plopped a large helping onto Alissa’s plate.  I was served next even as Danielle helped herself to some of the pita chips and hummus. 
 
                 You should have seen Alissa!  Her eyes were so big I thought that she was one of those Japanese Manga drawings!   She gave a frightened glace at Danielle, but then dug in with a gusto that I’ve rarely seen.  Granted, I’m a good cook and my chicken was flavorful and wonderful, but that girl put away TWO servings of practically everything.  
 
                 Hunger is the best sauce.
 
                 During dinner Danielle played with the control box to Alissa’s stool infrequently, unwittingly giving her slave a chance to enjoy the food.  It wasn’t until Alissa had slowed down that Kari explained the buttons and controls and the two mistresses enjoyed the surprised and then alarmed look on Alissa’s face as the two probes inside her began vibrating.  I knew she was in for an even bigger surprise when the rubber cock started to corkscrew around her pussy.  In short order she was in even more distress than I was.
 
                 She asked for permission to orgasm and was flatly denied, which was to be expected.  What mistress would grant that immediately?  Especially if the goal was to find a reason to punish said slave?  Hell, I asked a few minutes later and was denied just as quickly.  And as the two mistresses sat there and sipped their wine and nibbled on cheese and fruit dipped in honey, Alissa and I sat there stiffly, enduring unceasing sexual torment, trying desperately not to explode.
 
                 I’ll say this: Alissa’s tolerance is absolutely amazing.  She held out much longer than I would have, had our positions been reversed.  The stool is almost an immediate turn on for me and I cum in seconds.  As it was, she came only about ten seconds before I did, which on the silly vibrator, wasn’t anywhere near as compelling as the stool.  Both Kari and Danielle watched in resigned disinterest, only to turn back to their conversation as Danielle and I both recovered, but were not removed from the stimulation of our seats.
 
                 My clit was starting to get over stimulated, which no doubt Kari was aware of.  Alissa on the other hand was just merely running another sexual marathon, clearly aroused and ready for a second unauthorized orgasm.  Her body shook and her teeth were clenched as orgasm number two rumbled through her.  Her hips were churning despite the belt across her lap and I wondered how many times Kari and Danielle were going to let her pop.
 
                 As it was, dinner was over a few moments later and just as Alissa looked like she was getting ready to complete round three, Danielle stopped the churning in the poor girl’s sex and Kari allowed me to dismount my own little torment.  It wasn’t nearly the relief you think it was.  Both Alissa and I were right on the edge again.
 
                 “Now girls,” Kari said with authority.  “I expect you to get this cleaned up and the food put away.  Then you will present yourselves for punishment.”
 
                 And with that, Kari took Danielle’s arm and led her back to the dining room.  With another frown I hurried around the table and quickly released Alissa, helping her from the stool. Her loins were soaked and streaks of wetness went clear down both thighs.  She clung to me, still shaking.  
 
                 “It’s terrible!” she finally said as she regained her balance and was able to stand on her own.  Her face was still flushed and her little gaping pussy and tiny nub was bright red from the stimulation.
 
                 “You didn’t like it?” I asked, somewhat astonished.  The stool wasn’t painful unless you spent hours on it and frankly, Alissa had just had two orgasms and got close to a third before it was all shut off.  
 
                 A little tremor shook her, eyes closed.  “It was very intense.”
 
                 I laughed.  “That’s how everything is with Kari.  Very intense.”  I started stacking dishes and I asked her to help me clear the table.  It didn’t take us long and once we had everything back in the kitchen Alissa rinsed the dishes while I loaded the dishwasher.  
 
                 “So did you like the chicken?” I asked while Alissa sluiced clean her already mostly cleared plate.
 
                 She nodded eagerly.  “It was the best thing I’ve ever ate!”   She handed me her plate and grabbed another one.
 
                 “So what’s your normal diet?” I asked offhandedly.  Alissa opened her mouth as if to speak, but then clammed up again. I had to totally change the subject to get her to talk.  As we cleaned I discovered that she had absolutely no knowledge of current events, social or political, unless it involved the society, and she was unwilling to offer even a slave to slave opinion on any of the mistresses.  Of the other slaves all she would say was who she liked, or who was sweet.  It was instantly clear that Alissa didn’t care for Davenport’s slave, Rose, or for Mistress Lucille’s slave, Bethany.  
 
                 At one point, Alissa picked up my ben wa balls which I had left on my plate the entire dinner.  It’s always a bit disconcerting for me to taste myself while trying to eat, which is why Kari likes putting me in that position.  Alissa had never seen ben wa balls and I explained their use and how Kari likes to keep me in a state of sexual desperation at all times.  Alissa looked at them longingly and I almost offered to stick them up inside her for the remainder of our cleaning, but then decided that might be pushing it.
 
                 Instead I spread my legs and asked her to push them up into me instead.  I knew I wouldn’t be wearing them long due to the upcoming punishment, but Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 is rather explicit.  It’s not the sort of thing you can be relaxed about.  Alissa slipped her fingers through my wet petals with a gentleness I found incredibly sexy and then she knelt, letting the sudsy balls rub against my pussy.  Slowly she pushed and I groaned as each golf ball sized sphere slipped into my well.  Alissa’s thumb pressed against my clit and she pushed two fingers into my cunt , swirling the balls and my arousal around in a slow caress that almost had me melting.  Finally we separated and she washed her hands of me in the sink, only to grab one of the cooking pots to scrub the congealed butter out of the bottom.  
 
                 It only took thirty minutes to get everything cleaned up and when we were finished we folded the last towel, grabbed each other’s hand, and went into the living room.  Kari and Danielle were both on their second or third glasses of wine and when we had once again assumed our individual poses of submission, Kari put her glass down.
 
                 “You know you should be punished for your orgasms at dinner, don’t you?” asked Kari.
 
                 Well duh. Of course I knew.  That was the point, right?  Let me cum and then she and Danielle would have ample reason to punish us.  Of course I didn’t point this out to Kari. I’m a slut.  Not stupid.  Besides, mouthing off only makes the pain aspects of punishment more pronounced.  I’m a balanced girl.  I nodded politely, respectfully, and replied “yes, Mistress.”
 
                 “Then perhaps we should adjourn to the punishment room,” said Kari.
 
                 Danielle said nothing, but rose when Kari did and I followed, this time on my hands and knees.  Alissa came behind me, her nose only a few inches from the soles of my bare feet.  It was a short crawl however, since it’s a measly ten or so feet down the hall to the second bedroom of the condo.  It borders the back of the house facing the bayou which means that privacy is pretty much assured, and combined with the fact that Kari’s condo is at the end of the row of buildings, the likelihood of someone outside hearing a scream of orgasmic anguish is pretty low.
 
                 Personally, ever since Kari moved out of her luxury apartment and bought the condo, I’ve kind been impressed with this room.  In the apartment, there wasn’t any “bondage” furniture and considering how much Kari likes doing things to Robert, not to mention me, I was surprised she hadn’t expanded beforehand.  With the new condo, she had two rooms, one for her and Robert.  One for her dungeon.  As a result I had spent quite a few pleasant and sometimes unpleasant hours in this second bedroom.
 
                 Danielle was obviously impressed.  Where Ellen Davenport’s sexual torture furniture tended to be mobile and lean heavily toward a modern style in black and chrome with lots of metal pipe, Kari’s choice in dungeon accessories tended more toward dark, heavily oiled woods, black leather, and brass fittings.  With the exception of the “I” bench, everything was wood; the stocks, the St. Andrew’s Cross, and especially the wooden horse.  
 
                 This was also Alissa’s first sight of the torture chamber and her wide eyes relayed her fear more than anything else. I couldn’t help wondering why she would be afraid.  Sexual punishment for me isn’t something I fear.  It’s something I long for.  Hell, I frequently act up just so I get to spend MORE time in the torture chamber.  That’s the paradox of being a pain slut.  You know it’s going to hurt, but when it does, you cum harder.  So you want it, and don’t want it.  Perhaps that was what Alissa was expressing.  Clearly she must be as big a pain slut as I am, right?
 
                 Danielle was running her long fingers across the oiled and sharply pointed saddle of the wooden horse when Kari turned with a smile.  “Please; you’re our guest.  Feel free to select a station to punish Alissa.”  I think Kari deliberately used the girl’s name, rather than the dehumanizing “slave” moniker.  Danielle didn’t even notice, grinning in sudden pleasure.  She turned and snapped at Alissa who crawled closer.
 
                 “On your feet, slave,” Danielle ordered.  Alissa did as she was commanded and stood.  Danielle took the little girl’s arm and forced her to step up onto the first stool next to the wooden horse.  Alissa cooperated, swinging her left leg over the wooden saddle, stretching her legs wide as she stood on tip toes, her calves straining as she kept her body poised above the dulled but still pointed edge.  I’ve ridden that horse often enough, once for a full six hours (though admittedly with frequent if agonizing breaks) and I know that distress sets in rather quickly.  Kari offered wrist and ankle cuffs to Danielle who quickly applied them to Alissa’s limbs, securing the girl’s hands behind her back.
 
                 Moments later the spreader bar forced Alissa to half balance on one tip toe and then Danielle kicked both stools out from under the girl’s feet, leaving her no option but to sit on the wooden horse, the bruising pinnacle of the beam digging painfully into her open crotch.  Her labia were visibly pinched between her thighs and the oiled wood and she let out a low moan even as her hips began moving back and forth, riding already as she tried to find a more comfortable position.
 
                 Meanwhile Kari had moved me over to the “I” bench and laid me down in the usual position.  Cuffs were attached to my wrists and ankles and I was quickly clipped in.  Danielle approached to watch as Kari used the hand crank to pull my legs not just taut, but practically into the splits, opening up my loins perfectly for use as a target.  The two mistresses whispered to each other for a moment and then Kari handed Danielle a multi-thronged whip.  My thighs trembled, the only physical revelation of my trepidation at Mistress Danielle punishing me.  But it was only a moment before she swung, a full throttle stroke that drew a scream of hot agony from me as the strands bit into my pussy, my thighs, and spread over my stomach.  I lifted my head, looking down, to see the scarlet flush of each strand imprinted on my skin.
 
                 It hurt.  That’s all I can really say.  My brain fogged with this red heat and I honestly thought for a moment that I had spilled boiling water in my lap.  But then between the third and fourth stroke, Kari jumped forward and pressed a violently humming massager against my clit.  The disparity between the two sensations was totally unexpected and my sexual engine restarted with a roar.  I gasped out loud, jerking wildly.
 
                 Most women don’t go from zero to sixty quickly.  That’s why there is something called foreplay and I don’t want the men reading this thinking that all that’s really necessary is a few harsh strokes between the legs and then she’s ready.  That’s usually not the case.  Granted, I’m a bit different because of NHPS Rule #1, which states I have to be constantly stuffed so I’m wet and ready, but still… I was just WHIPPED between the legs.  HARD.  It’s tough to stay aroused through something like that. Don’t believe me?  Well guys, how about you come over to my place and I’ll strip you naked, tie you to the fence, and then take a thin stick to your cock and balls.  And if you’re still hard after three or four strokes, I’ll fuck you.  How about that?
 
   On the flip side, I’d just spent most of the afternoon and evening sexually aroused.  Even the silly orgasm I had at dinner was nothing more than an appetizer.  And keeping that in mind, it’s not so hard to believe that about twenty seconds of direct, full power stimulation of my clitoris would have me screaming in lusty desire, is it?  
 
   Of course the moment I got near my release point Kari pulled the vibrator away and Mistress Danielle resumed the brutal and rather cutting slashes against my open legs.  The only difference this time was that I lifted my pelvis up to meet the strokes, feeling my soaked labia open up, the various throngs of the whip impacting at various points of my flower, some even sinking deeply into my opening.  My clit always received the brunt of the blow though, as if some evil demon had taken a red felt tipped marker and drawn concentric circles around that nerve bundle in an effort to draw the eye.  
 
   Or the whip.
 
   All I knew was that the heat had increased, the pain was flooding through me, and while I had lost that extreme desperation I had just felt with Kari’s massager torment, I was still much closer to the summit of the orgasmic mountain I was climbing, than I was the bottom!  I have no idea how many times Mistress Danielle hit me during that second session, but I remember clearly clenching my teeth, my entire body stiff as a board, struggling in my bonds, my toes curled, when Kari once more leaned over and began rubbing the vibrating massager head violently against my clit.
 
   You have to understand that at that moment, I couldn’t tell if it hurt or felt good!  All I knew was that whatever was happening down there was eliciting the exact same response from my body.  My toes were pointed, my calves burned, my arms ached, even my neck felt taut as a steel cable.   My entire nether region was engulfed in a sort of flash fire, combined with a flood, and I couldn’t tell if I was cumming or going.  I was about to make a decision on the going or cumming issue and Kari pulled away as Danielle hit me again.
 
   So much for cumming.
 
   I’m not sure how long this went on.  At least several more rotations.  I sort of lost count somewhere in there.  The big question on your mind though is how it ended.  Did Kari eventually let me cum?  Well the answer to that is no.  Kari did NOT let me cum.  And technically neither did Danielle.
 
   I gave myself permission to cum and exploded during the whipping part!
 
   Talk about shocked!  Both Kari and Danielle were stunned that I exploded (rather visibly too) during the WHIPPING, rather than the back and forth vibration stimulation.  Kari recovered first, laughing at the “nympho humiliation pain slut!” and praising me for being such a good slave girl.  Kari went to her little cabinet, grabbed one of the vibrator clamps, returned to the “I” bench and my outstretched legs, clamped my clit, and turned the dangling vibrator on low.
 
   Danielle blinked.
 
   Then I was left alone in my over stimulated agony while the two sadistic mistresses turned their attention to poor Alissa.  The little brunette was riding the pony vigorously, and you could tell she was very very uncomfortable.  Her face was screwed up in this mixture of resigned endurance, and shooting sparks of pain.  Her hips wouldn’t stop and she had soaked the saddle enough that her loins were sliding back and forth, not just rocking.  When my view wasn’t being blocked by Kari or Danielle, I could actually see Alissa’s clit being caught with every forward thrust of her loins.  Ouch.
 
   I was in my own personal hell at that moment so I wasn’t really too interested in what they were doing to Alissa.  Sorry.  You have to understand that my limbs felt like they had been weighted down with iron ore, and that I was suffering from a series of muscle spasms that had me shaking as if I were freezing. I’m pretty sure it was just my nervous system overloading, but still, I was twitching like the body of a decapitated snake.  Then of course, there was the issue of that clamp attached to my clit, which despite the lightness of the clamp, still seemed to throb with a deep intensity.  Or that might have been the vibrations translating up through the clamp, all of which seemed to concentrate and make things worse.
 
   I did notice when Alissa started to yelp.  Danielle had a thin crop and was laying some rather amazing crimson lines across my friend’s breasts.  Kari was pressing a small narrow tipped vibrator to Alissa’s clit.  I couldn’t help watching as the little gold padlock on Alissa’s right breast jumped around like a Mexican jumping bean on a hot plate.  She tried to block Danielle’s strokes with her elbow, but the dark toned mistress merely grabbed her arms, pulled her backward and off balance, and brought the cane across Alissa’s breasts with a speed and fury that startled me.
 
   It must of startled Kari too because she blinked in shock.  Even before Kari could object, I saw a little splatter of blood and one of the welts across Alissa’s breasts split and began bleeding.  Kari reached out even as the next stroke started to fall, and took the cane across the palm of her hand.
 
   It had to have hurt but Kari just grabbed the cane and yanked it forcefully out of Mistress Danielle’s hand.
 
   “She’s bleeding!” Kari said strongly, looking at Danielle, with a touch of anger.  A thin strand of the brunette mistress’ hair had come loose and she seemed to be having some control issues.  I’m not sure what happened next because suddenly my clitoris decided that right THEN was a good time to start going through a semi-orgasmic spasm that felt a lot like an orgasm wave.  By the time I was done struggling through the pleasure pain of the sensations, Kari was freeing Alissa and pulling her off the wooden horse.  Mistress Danielle was leaning against the wall a few feet away, looking angry, aroused, and envious all at the same time. 
 
   It took Kari just a bit to get Alissa down and I have no doubts she must have wished that Robert had been there.  He would have lifted that little girl up and off the horse with one arm and deposited her gently on the floor without breaking  a sweat.  As it was, Kari had to put the stools back in place, get one foot out of the spreader bar, and then help Alissa down.  Kari helped Alissa out of the torture chamber, leaving me alone with Danielle, tied down to the I bench, legs spread open wide, while a vibrator clamp continued to buzz delightfully against my clit and my entire slit.  Danielle looked at me hungrily for a moment, but then thought better of it.  She left the room.
 
   It was at least three orgasms later that Kari finally came back into the room and released me.  Her hair was a mess and there were some smears of red brown on her arms.  Evidently cleaning up Alissa had been a major exercise.  I was in a state of near meltdown thanks to the overloading sensations upon my now super sensitive tender bits.  Kari unclamped me, listened to my scream of anguish as the blood rushed back into my crushed little nub, and then freed my legs.  My thighs were cramped and even crawling was out of the question.  As it was, she rubbed me for about twenty or thirty minutes, working the circulation back into my limbs.
 
   After a drink of water held by my mistress, I managed to croak out the all important question.  “Where’s Alissa?” I asked.
 
   Kari frowned.  “She and Danielle left awhile ago.”
 
   I nodded.  “Is Alissa okay?”
 
   With narrowed eyes and a very dark glower, Kari shook her head.  “No.  I really don’t think so.”
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
   “Breanne, I want you here at ten a.m. and wear regular clothes,” Kari said over the phone.
 
                 I paused momentarily.  “Regular clothes?” I asked, just slightly confused.  Telling a nympho humiliation pain slut to wear her regular clothes is sort of like telling a stripper to make sure she’s wearing her fuck me shoes.  Sort of unnecessary.  I heard an exasperated sigh.
 
                 “No, Bre.  Wear what you normally wear when you aren’t going out on an assignment.  Okay?” Kari’s voice sounded rather concerned and very tense. I couldn’t help wondering what was up.  The request wasn’t unreasonable.  Just strange. I’ve been told what I wore didn’t matter, or to wear something slutty. This was the first time I had ever been told to wear something DECENT, at least by Kari.
 
                 “Sure.  I’ll be there, Kari.”  And with that she hung up.  I looked down at my phone.  Kari wasn’t in the habit of having me show up anywhere at specific times unless it was very important and frankly, her asking me to wear my normal every day attire was rather confusing.  It either meant we weren’t going to do anything sexual or that I was going to get stripped almost immediately.
 
   My morning chores had gone relatively well and I was dressed in blue jeans, white tube socks, my work boots, a pair of white bikini cut panties, and a white lace bra, over which I was wearing one of my favorite blue button up short sleeve shirts.  Real Texas cowgirl here! But of course, I was also following NHPS Rule #1, which meant that besides all that I also had a pair of pink oval shaped vibrators buried up inside my pussy, the wire and remote coming out from under my jeans to disappear into my back pocket.  The vibroballs were off, but I knew that could be remedied at any moment.
 
   I told my mom I was off to Kari’s office and I hopped into my truck and made my way south of downtown.  Morning rush hour was basically over, so I made good time and I pulled into the parking lot at Kari’s office and parked the truck. Actually it felt a little odd.  Usually when I stop at Kari’s office, I’m dressed in something that is close to inappropriate, or that crosses that line completely.  I wasn’t accustomed to being dressed, ready for a rodeo, and going in to meet Kari.
 
                 But before I even made it to the door, Kari was coming out.  Her purse and keys were in her hand and to my surprise, she was wearing a jogging suit, athletic shoes, and her hair, which she normally wore loose, was tied back in a pony tail.  Don’t get me wrong.  She still looked like a million bucks.  Tall, graceful, beautiful, blonde… she’s the one that should be doing nude modeling.  She makes me look like the plain jane I really am.  She greeted me warmly, but quickly and I was ushered to her convertible and we took off at a speed that had me clutching the “oh shit” handle tightly.
 
                 “So where are we going?” I asked, once we were on the freeway.  Kari’s mouth was in a tight line.
 
                 “Rescue mission.”  
 
                 I blinked.  A rescue mission?  Seriously?  “Who are we rescuing?” I asked, totally bewildered.  
 
                 Kari took a deep breath.  “This is going to be important and a little dicey, Bre.  I need your help, but it’s going to be tough. “
 
                 I gave her a look.  “You can count on me, you know that,” I replied.  
 
                 Kari nodded. “I know.  We’re going to Danielle’s place.”
 
                 Now THAT shocked me.  Mistress Danielle was Alissa’s mistress.  We had just had them over for dinner the previous Saturday.  I had tried to get Alissa to open up, to talk to me, but she had remained stand offish and was obviously scared of Mistress Danielle.  I knew Kari had been concerned, concerned enough to question Danielle about a few things, but I wondered what had happened that had Kari in a rush.
 
                 We drove for about twenty minutes and then pulled into another luxury apartment complex on the north east side of town.  Kari seemed to know where she was going, another one of those skills that has always impressed me.  She pulled into a parking space and I quickly followed her as she hopped out of the car and practically ran down one of the sidewalks and then up a set of iron railed stairs.  I followed, clomping behind her in my work boots, but not far behind.  I wasn’t even breathing heavy despite our little dash.  Both of us are in pretty good shape actually. Kari works out.  I just work.
 
                 Along the second floor walkway Kari moved past two doors and then stopped at the third.  She quickly rapped on the door and waited.  No answer.  She frowned and knocked again.  I stood there, looking at Kari.
 
                 “No one home?” I asked quietly.
 
                 Kari shook her head. “Oh no.  She’s home.” 
 
                 “Why wouldn’t Mistress Danielle answer the door then?” I asked stupidly.
 
                 Kari opened her purse.  “Danielle isn’t home right now.  Alissa is.  Now go keep an eye on the stairs and let me know if someone is coming.”  She pulled a small metal tool of some sort out of her purse.
 
                 I think I’ve mentioned before that Kari is a woman of diverse talents.  I’m not saying she’s a spy or anything, or the female version of James Bond.  But I frequently am amazed at what my best friend knows.  In this case, she had this tool that looked something like a staple gun, except the front had these two metal prongs.  She stuck it in the lock and pulled out another piece of metal, stuck THAT in the lock too, and started pulling the trigger on her gun thing.  I kept a lookout as Kari practiced breaking and a moment later the door gave way and she motioned me forward.  That’s when I helped her break the law and we did the “entering” part.
 
                 Danielle’s apartment was nice.  Granted, it needed a few helpful touches in the decoration department, but for the most part it was pleasant.  There was a warm living room that reacted well to the light from the windows, along with a modern kitchen.  But there wasn’t any sign of Alissa.
 
                 “Alissa?” Kari called out.  “It’s Kari and Breanne.  Where are you?”  We both stopped to listen and suddenly I heard a muted whine coming from down the hallway.  Kari and I moved quickly and Kari took the lead.  She started trying doors, one after another until she found the one she was looking for.  She opened it up and we stepped into the room.
 
                 “Oh my God,” I said in shock.  
 
   The room wasn’t really furnished.  At least not like you would expect.  First of all there were a number of wooden and metal restraints that wouldn’t have looked out of place in medieval Europe during the inquisition, or to be honest, Kari’s second bedroom.  There was a cabinet along one wall, but the centerpiece of the room was a cage, a kennel, and one so small that the naked girl inside of it was curled into a fetal position and her buttocks, arms, back, and knees were pressed to each side of the cage.  She was wearing a thick red rubber ball gag and her wrists were handcuffed, to the cage no less.  Her hair hid her eyes but I recognized her just from the strange little white pattern of scars all over her shoulders, back and bottom.  It was Alissa.  
 
                 “Damn. Get her out of there, Bre.”  I think both of us were pissed.  You don’t LEAVE someone locked up like this, even if she IS submissive or even a slave.  And you DAMNED sure don’t do it and put her in a fucking ball gag.  She could choke on her own saliva for God’s sake!  This wasn’t just stupid. It was criminal!
 
                 I moved quickly, falling to my knees at the cage door.  It wasn’t locked but with Alissa bound the way she was, there was no way she was going to be able to reach the latch.  Kari was rummaging around the room, looking for the key to the handcuffs.  I opened the door and started to help Alissa stretch her legs out, only to have a huge, red, over powered vibrator fall out from between her legs.  I gasped as it started rattling around along the bottom of the cage and I realized that her fetal position had kept the thing embedded up inside her.  
 
                 Sometimes, NHPS Rule #1 should NOT be followed.  I remembered from the dinner that Mistress Danielle had been very interested in the NHPS rules.  Evidently she had decided that Alissa needed to follow a few of them.  The diminutive girl groaned in evident relief as I pulled the vibrator out of the kennel and turned it off.  By that time Kari had found the cuff keys in the cabinet and hurried over to the cage.  A few moments later Alissa was pulling her hands out of the cuffs and began backing out of the cage.  As soon as she came out, I started unbuckling the ball gag.  Looking down at her I saw a fresh pattern of half healed wounds across her breasts.  They were a dark pink but I could tell that when they healed they would add to the spatter of white scars across her skin.
 
                 It took her a moment to work her jaw so she could speak and she stared at us in a combination of terror and amazement.  “What are you doing here?” she demanded, slightly in awe of Mistress Kari.
 
                 Kari’s look was grim.  “Alissa, you to have to listen to me, dearheart.  This isn’t right.  What Danielle is doing is dangerous and you could get hurt.  She wouldn’t let me talk to you and you didn’t tell Breanne anything on Saturday, which is what I was hoping for.  Danielle’s bullshit story about how the two of you met had more holes in it than my street.  But I have to know.  Are you here willingly?” Kari asked, reaching out to lightly touch Alissa’s shoulder.
 
                 Alissa looked around fearfully, especially at the door.  “Is Mistress here?” she asked in a hushed whisper.
 
                 Kari glanced up at me and our eyes met.  I shook my head.  “No Alissa.  Danielle is not here.  It’s just me and Kari.  Listen to Kari.  Answer her question, “ I said.
 
                 Alissa looked down. “Mistress loves me.  She takes care of me.”
 
                 I said a naughty word.  “Yeah, I can tell.  How long have you been with her?”
 
                 Alissa shook her head.  “I don’t know.  A long time.”
 
                 Kari grimaced.  “Alissa, are you hungry?”
 
                 For the first time, Alissa’s eyes lit up and she nodded eagerly, but then she seemed to wither.  “Mistress won’t like it if I eat when I’m not supposed to.”  Kari smoldered and I could see the fury in her expression.
 
                 “Well I am a Mistress and I say it’s okay. Would you like something to eat?” Kari asked.  
 
   Alissa nodded.  “Yes Mistress,” she said.
 
                 Kari looked up at me.  “Raid the fridge; go with protein and carb, but not too much. I’m guessing she doesn’t get much and we can’t afford to make her sick.  Once you’re done there, go find something for her to wear that’s decent.  We’ll also need some shoes.”
 
                 I nodded and immediately left the room.  I can’t even begin to describe how angry I was.  Sure, I thought that things were a bit not cool with Alissa and Danielle, but this was beyond the pale.  I went to the kitchen, found fixings for a sandwich and quickly whipped up something portable for Alissa to munch on.  When I brought it back Kari was talking gently to Alissa, who was still curled up in a frightened little ball in the center of the room.  I put the sandwich down and Alissa took it, quickly devouring the food.
 
                 I was pretty angry, but I did what Kari told me to do and went looking for clothes.  The first thing I did was open the cabinet in the room.  It was stuffed full of whips and clamps and some things that only extreme S&M people use.  Hopefully with consent  I’m a pain slut and some of the “items” in there made me blanch.  There weren’t any clothes in there but something snagged my eye and I pulled it out.  It was a whip, a cat-o-nine tails style whip, with nine braided leather strands flowing from a black leather handle.  Except someone had worked the braids open and every inch or so had inserted a little twist of metal.  They weren’t long, but they were sharp and I couldn’t even IMAGINE what getting hit with this thing would feel like.  Even a light stroke could tear you.  It wasn’t BDSM .  This was abuse.  I took it out and showed it to Kari.
 
                 Alissa’s reaction was immediate.  She dropped the sandwich, scrunched into a little ball and said “Please! I’m sorry! Please don’t hit me!”
 
                 Kari had her pulled into her embrace in about half a second, crooning and holding her.  “No one’s going to hit you, Alissa.  I promise.  You are done.”  Kari turned and looked at me, motioning with her head.  I nodded and quickly took the whip out of the room.  I pressed on and went into the master bedroom and quickly found a closet full of clothes.  I didn’t care if I was taking Danielle’s clothing or not, though I found a very small corner of plain dresses that were rather small and would easily fit Alissa.  I grabbed panties and a pair of pumps and then dumped the whip on the kitchen counter.  I took it all back to Alissa’s “room” and found that the girl had finished her sandwich.
 
                 “Bre? Water?” Kari asked softly as I put down the clothes.  I quickly bee-lined for the kitchen, got a tall glass and took it back to Alissa.  She drank it all.  And not slowly either.  She was thirsty.  Oh… this was just getting better and better.  I was pissed. I was mad.  Had I KNOWN how bad this was that first night, I’d have been a paladin going after Danielle.  
 
                 Kari and I helped her dress and after a few moments Kari asked Alissa if there was anything in the apartment that was hers that she wanted to keep.  Alissa looked around for a few moments and then stooped to pick up the vibrator.  “Mistress said this was mine and I’m supposed to keep it in.  It’s a new rule.”
 
                 Kari gently took the vibrator away from Alissa.  “Alissa sweetheart, we aren’t going to follow that rule.  Danielle shouldn’t have made you.  Now if you want to take it with you, I won’t stop you, but I think you’ve worn it enough for today, okay?” 
 
                 Alissa looked at her and then nodded.  Kari took a deep breath.  “All right, Breanne?  Please take her down to the car.”
 
                 I took Alissa’s hand and together we left the apartment. Kari had tossed me her keys and Alissa and I went down to the parking lot and I helped her get into the back seat of the convertible.  It was a tight fit but Alissa still looked like a tiny doll against the dark leather.  Plenty of room.  I crawled in after her, thinking that my presence in the back seat would be a good thing.  Kari appeared a few minutes later with a plastic grocery sack stuffed to the brim.  She got in the car and I handed her the keys.  Moments later we were pulling out.
 
                 “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
                 “Sara’s place,” Kari replied.
 
                 “Sara?  As in Mistress Sara?” I asked curiously.  Mistress Sara was an attorney that Kari had hooked me up with a year or so before.  She was this beautiful brunette and while she could be just as cruel as Kari, she had never ever mistreated me.  I had last seen her in July at Kari’s July 4th party.  
 
                 “Why there?” I asked.
 
                 “Cause Alissa is going to need help and having her at our apartment might cause problems because of Robert.  Sara doesn’t have anyone there, she’s a lawyer and knows people, and already knows about Alissa.  I briefed her on what I expected to find.  She’s got a friend who is a sexual abuse therapist who will be treating Alissa.”
 
                 “A therapist?” I asked.  “Shouldn’t we be calling the police?”  
 
                 Kari glanced back at me through the mirror.  “We’ll talk about that once we get to Sara’s.”
 
                 I know when to shut up and I realized that whatever Kari needed to say to me about the situation was probably not something Alissa herself should hear.  At least not yet.  So I concentrated on comforting my fellow Society Slave girl.  She kept shifting in her seat as if uncomfortable and the twenty minute drive over to Sara’s apartment was stressful for me.
 
                 We tramped up to Sara’s door and it immediately opened.  Sara was wearing a tee shirt and sweat pants, looking decidedly un-sexy and rather plain.  I realized it was probably due to not wanting to stress Alissa who came into the apartment looking rather bewildered.
 
                 Sara gave Alissa a warm smile.  “Hi, Alissa.  Come on in.”
 
                 We all trouped into Sara’s apartment and Kari’s interior decorator touch was all over the place.  Sara asked if any of us wanted a drink and Alissa asked for more water.  I wanted a diet soda so I went into the kitchen to help Sara while Kari took Alissa into the living room and sat her down on the sofa, talking softly to her.  When Sara and I came out with the drinks, Alissa was crying.  Not sobbing, but just a trickle from her eyes.  
 
                 Sara sat down on the other side of the weeping girl and so I got to sit down in the easy chair, looking on, a mixture of emotions going through my mind.  At one point Kari was talking about Sara, and how she was going to look out for Alissa, when the little slave girl turned and asked if Sara was a mistress too.  Sara shook her head.   
 
                 “Alissa, no one here, including Kari, is going to command you to do anything you don’t want to do.  We won’t hurt you.”
 
                 “What if I do something bad?” Alissa asked, starting to shake.  “Mistress Danielle says I’m constantly bad.”
 
                 Kari took Alissa’s hand. “Alissa, sweet heart, you aren’t bad.  Danielle was the bad one.  She wanted to hurt you and not in a good way.”  Damn… isn’t that a weird thing to say to someone?  I know a TON of people who want to hurt me; but I guess only in a good way.
 
                 Sara nodded.  A few more minutes of “deprogramming” occurred, not that it did much good, and eventually they asked her if she wanted to go lie down or take a shower.  Alissa’s face lit up at the idea of a shower and I volunteered to accompany her.  As a fellow “slave”, I’d be less threatening than another mistress.  Both Sara and Kari agreed and I showed Alissa the back bedroom.
 
                 “This will be your room for a while,” I told her.
 
                 No cage, just a huge soft bed.  I sort of doubted that Danielle had let Alissa sleep in the bed with her, especially the way Alissa looked at the bed in shock.   The bathroom wasn’t connected, but I managed to help her out of her clothes and led her naked down the hall to the guest bath.  Sara had gotten out several bottles of travel size cleansers and shampoo and even lotion and from Alissa’s delight at having access to all of those different unguents and cleaners, I had to wonder what the hell was going on at Danielle’s place.  I turned on the water as Alissa opened and smelled each bottle’s contents and then she stepped into the shower.
 
                 “Aren’t you getting in with me?” she asked curiously.
 
                 I blinked.  “Um… I wasn’t planning on it.”
 
                 She looked down.  “I… I haven’t showered alone in a long time,” she said uncertainly.
 
                 I smiled warmly.  “Then enjoy it!  Feel the warm spray!  Wash your hair!  Luxuriate in it!” I exclaimed and starting handing bottles to her around the shower curtain.  Suddenly she giggled and she took the proffered bottles.  Moments later she looked like a suds monster, covered in white bottles.  I had to open the door because the bathroom quickly warmed up and in moments I was in a fog.  I told her I’d be right outside and if she needed me for anything, just to call out.
 
                 I left the door open and stepped back into the living room.  Sara was finishing up a phone call and Kari looked like she was ready to spit nails.  I came up to her and laid a hand on her shoulder.  Kari looked up.
 
                 “I didn’t know, Bre.”  Her voice sounded tired and sad.  
 
                 “I know, Kari.  I didn’t know either.  If we had…” my voice trailed off.
 
                 It was Sarah who finished the sentence.  “If you had you would have done what you did today.  I just got off the phone with Lisa Doherty.  She says she can be here right after lunch to do the preliminary interview.  After that we can proceed with contacting the police.”
 
                 Kari nodded.  “Do we have a case?” she asked Sara.
 
                 Sara shrugged.  “Criminal law isn’t my specialty, but we clearly have abuse.  The real problem is she’s got Stockholm syndrome, and I’m afraid we’ll find that at the beginning, the relationship was not only consensual, but sought after.  I’m betting that things only gradually got to this point with Danielle, rather than Alissa being coerced or taken by force.  That will dramatically change things.  We might be able to make an assault charge stick, but as far as sexual assault?  Well, it would be a gamble.”
 
                 My mistress leaned forward.  “Sara, I found her in a fucking cage that wouldn’t house a beagle comfortably!  She was gagged and cuffed!  Did you see the marks on her breasts?”  Kari bent down and rummaged in her grocery sack, tossing the whip to Sara.  “Look at that!”
 
                 Sara handled the whip gingerly, as if trying to protect fingerprints.  I groaned.  Mine were probably all over the handle.  Damn.  Sara set the whip aside.
 
                 “I understand your anger, Kari.  Trust me, I really do.  It’s just the court is set up to give the accused every chance in order to prevent a miscarriage of justice.  Look, tell you what.  Let Lisa talk to her first.  Lisa will be able to get a lot more out of her and can do a better job advising us on whether we can or even should go to the police.  Hell, for all we know she was a runaway that Danielle picked up one day.”
 
                 A small voice came from down the hall, calling my name, and I quickly went back to the shower.  Alissa had finished, turning the water off and she was toweling herself dry.  I got another good look at the red marks on her breasts, a series of shallow gouges that looked painful.  As Alissa stepped out of the shower I pointed at her bosom.
 
                 “Did it hurt getting those?” I asked gingerly.
 
                 Alissa looked down at her chest.  “It always hurts getting hit with the punishment whip.”
 
                 “You’ve been hit a lot,” I observed.  “How long have you been with Mistress Danielle?”
 
                 Alissa shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It seems like a long time.”
 
                 “How did you guys meet?” I asked.  
 
                 Alissa smiled, as if suddenly remembering a pleasant memory.  “I was visiting friends here in Houston and I got lost.  I had used up the last of my money and Mistress Danielle found me and bought me dinner.”
 
                 Figures.  Danielle bought Alissa with food and then later used it as a weapon to subjugate her.  Not cool.  I resisted the urge to grit my teeth.  I handed her the dress she had been wearing earlier and she took it hesitatingly.
 
                 “Shouldn’t I be naked?” she asked quietly, obviously unsure of herself.
 
                 I gave a confused look. “Why?”
 
                 Alissa looked at me, clearly not connecting the thought that if Breanne was dressed it would be okay for HER to be dressed. “Well Mistress Kari is out there and Mistress Sara…” she trailed off.
 
                 I took a deep breath and then reached out and touched her shoulders.  I half expected her to flinch.  “Alissa, right now I think it’s a good idea for you to wear the dress.  You’ve got a lot of healing to do and I’m not sure going naked would be good for that right now.”
 
                 Alissa looked at me and then nodded, accepting the dress.  She slipped it over her head and then picked up her panties and slipped them on too.  I found a brush in one of the vanity drawers and quickly started to comb out Alissa’s hair.  It was long and beautiful and quite lustrous and I praised her for it while I combed.  It seemed to relax her.  Finally we went back out to the living room and found that Sara and Kari had been joined by a third person.
 
                 Lisa Doherty was incredibly short, and while not fat, had these massive curves that made her look lumpy.  Her body was BUILT for bearing children.  Despite being in her mid-thirties, her once brown hair was streaked with silver and she had these incredible blue-gray eyes that just seemed to see right through you.  She smiled warmly at Alissa and me as we entered the living room and then stood up, hands held out.
 
                 “You must be Alissa,” she said warmly.  
 
                 Alissa looked at me and then Kari for reassurance and then held her own hands out to Lisa.  “Yes, Mistress.”
 
                 Lisa chuckled. “Just Lisa, Alissa.  Just Lisa.  We have a lot of things to talk about.”  Lisa didn’t relinquish Alissa’s hand and I watched as the young girl seemed to appreciate the touch and guidance.  “Sara?  Would you mind if we used the back room?  Alissa and I need to get to know each other.”
 
                 Sara immediately nodded and when Alissa and Lisa went off Kari stood up.  
 
                 “We’ve got to get going, Sara.  But if you have any problems, give us a call.  Breanne can come up just about any time and I can if I’m between client meetings,”  Kari said.  
 
                 Sara nodded.  “I know.  She’s a delicate fragile thing right now, but Lisa is top notch.  I’ll let you know what she has to say after the initial interview.  We’ll see about contacting the police after that.”
 
                 Kari nodded and I stuck my hands in my jean pockets.  Kari headed for the door, a wrapped parcel in her hands, and Sara turned toward me.  She took my arm in hers and walked me toward the door.
 
                 “I wish I had time to torture you and make you moan, Breanne!” Sara said with a gleam in her eye.  I laughed in response.
 
                 “So do I!” I said with warmth.  “I miss being yours.”  
 
                 Sara chuckled.  “Well now that you are officially Kari’s, perhaps all I need to do is ask?”
 
                 I grinned, nodding.  Sara leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss.    Kari stuck her head in through the open apartment entry.
 
                 “Are you coming?”
 
                 I glanced back at Mistress Sara who was laughing.  
 
                 “Yes Mistress!”
 
                 I hurried after Kari and joined her in the car.  She tossed the wrapped canvas parcel into my lap and I slowly unwrapped it, knowing quite well what was inside.  The punishment whip, the braided leather and metal tabs lay like a coiled snake in my lap.  In my head I saw Alissa, quivering, bound, naked, shivering as Danielle approached with this tool.  I lifted it up, trying to imagine what getting struck with it would feel like.  Kari was quiet, concentrating on driving and I imagined myself in Alissa’s place, bound with my hands above my head, my naked body on display, while Danielle swung the punishment whip against me.  I imagined I could feel my skin tearing, welts and blood streaking my skin, tiny cuts appearing across my breasts, my bottom, my thighs.  Then to my surprise I felt a sudden wetness between my legs, my overactive imagination doing a piss poor job in letting me know how bad this whip would really be.
 
                 But the curiosity remained with me, and when we finally pulled up to Kari’s office, I followed her inside, the whip curled tightly in my hands.  Kari collapsed behind her desk as I folded my legs up under me and sat down in the opposite chair.  We looked at each other and she pulled a pair of diet sodas out from her little office refrigerator.  We both drank and then talked.  We didn’t talk about Alissa, or Lisa, or Sara, or Danielle.  We didn’t discuss Davenport or any of the other mistresses of the Society.  We talked interior decorating and as the tension left us, I finally picked up the punishment whip and held it up, staring at it.
 
                 “I wonder what this feels like,” I said wistfully.  I thought I could feel my breasts tingling and there was definitely a noticeable wetness between my legs.
 
                 Kari grimaced, the revulsion on her face clear.  “You wouldn’t want to know.”
 
                 I gave her a meaningful look.  “No. I’m serious.  Alissa went through so much.  I’d like to be able to empathize with her.”
 
                 Kari gave me a hard stare.  
 
                 “Kari?” I asked, just a tad worried.
 
                 No response.
 
                 “Just one stroke?” I asked.  She continued to stare at me, her eyes cold.
 
                 For a moment, I felt like I’d asked her to let me screw her father or something.  It felt wrong.  I winced and was about to back down when she said “expose your breasts.”
 
                 My heart leapt into my throat and another flush of sexual urgency flooded through my loins.  I swallowed hard, trying to imagine what it would feel like, how the metal would cut me lightly!  And Kari was going to hit my breasts!  I peeled out of my shirt and bra in seconds, dumping them on the floor.  My chest heaved in excitement as Kari picked up the whip and stood, coming around the desk.  I folded my fingers behind my neck and braced myself.
 
                 “You want to know what this feels like?” Kari asked, her voice so different than normal I looked at her curiously.  “Despite what you’ve seen it do to Alissa, you still are turned on by the mere thought of it, aren’t you?” The tone and pitch of her words were sultry and low, sexy in a smoky way.  Her eyes glittered with an evil light.  Kari held the whip up in one hand and then slid her other hand down the strands, her fingers loosening at every metal clad knot until she got to the very end.  She snapped it taut between her hands and held it horizontally just under her chin.  She brought it closer to my breasts so that the strands stretched across from one nipple to the next.
 
                 “You need to know what this feels like?  Well this is all you’ll get from me, Breanne Erickson, because I can’t hit you with this.  Not now.  Not ever.  For any reason.  I’d go to hell first than use this thing on my best friend.  I wouldn’t even use it on my enemies!”  She moved closer and pressed the whip against both of my breasts.
 
                 I have a tack mat that I sometimes am forced to use.  Basically it’s a rubber mat filled with about five or six hundred tacks, each just half a millimeter longer than the mat itself, thus leaving a textured bed of nails that pressing my breasts against is a torment that is barely describable.  But I’ve managed.  In essence, just the little bit of the punishment whip Kari held against me was like the tack mat, but much much worse.  The metal was digging into my skin, rather deeply, and I knew immediately that had she even lightly struck my tits with the whip I’d be sporting deep scratch marks.  Kari pushed harder and the tips of each metal knot dug deeper into my soft bosom until I was pressed back against the opposite wall.  I began whimpering.  Finally she pulled away and I looked down to see a constellation of red pressure marks all over my breasts, clear indicators of the inherent violence of the punishment whip.  The thought of being punished with it still turned me on, but my more rational half told the nympho humiliation pain slut inside me that getting actually hit with the whip was a dumb thing to want.
 
                 Then Kari reached down to my pants pocket and pulled out the remote to the vibroballs.  In a flash they went to full power, buzzing inside me like mad wasps as I gasped in renewed sexual wantonness.  Kari was NOT helping me deal with the desire to be whipped with Alissa’s punishment whip! She tossed the punishment whip away and went back behind her desk, only to remove an actual crop, complete with the little leather tip.  I was panting, my thighs pressed together inside my jeans, my breasts heaving up and down.  
 
   “You want it to hurt?” she asked me harshly.  “Fine.”  She lifted the crop and swung it across my breasts.
 
                 The line of fire exploded across both nipples and I felt the padlock attached to my right breast swing dangerously from the impact.  I gasped, my fingers loosening from behind my head as my arms involuntarily dropped to protect my body.  I don’t think it was the hardest that Kari has ever hit me, but it certainly felt like it.  When my hands covered my boobs there was already a single red line that crossed both globes.  Kari swung again, deliberately hitting my knuckles. I yelped, snatching my hands out of the way, only to get a second rather intense strike on my tits.  
 
                 “Hands behind your head!” Kari shouted at me.  I jumped.  She rarely yelled.
 
                 I bit my lip and slipped them behind me.  I laced my fingers tightly together, knowing that I would need the help.  My breasts throbbed, already burning from the heat of the first two strokes and then Kari hit me again.  The crop crossed my bosom, lacing it once again with fire and ice and everything in between and I grit my teeth and winced.  The pain shot through me, up my spine to my brain, where it then did a u-turn and plummeted downward to my sex.  It combined with the overstimulation I was feeling from the vibroballs and I couldn’t help thrusting my pussy forward.
 
                 Kari noticed and flicked the whip hard at my crotch.  I was still wearing my denim jeans but she hit hard and the impact rocked me.  But instead of recoiling and flinching away, my fucked up body spread my legs wider and thrusted again, giving her a better target.  As my mind seemed to focus on my pulsing pussy, Kari struck my breasts again, igniting another line of straight laced pain across both breasts.  
 
                 “Open your pants and push them to your knees!” Kari ordered sharply.  
 
                 I reached down, struggling to obey her despite the awful throbbing of my dangling breasts.  The tips were upright, the pierced right side sporting the awful hoop piercing and the swinging padlock.  I fumbled at the button of my jeans but finally unsnapped it, forcing the zipper down and then shucking out of the blue denim.  My thumbs snagged the waist band and pushed and it wasn’t until I felt a cool breeze across my petals that I realized that I had tugged my panties down at the same time.  The roar of the vibroballs suddenly came loud and clear and I tried to spread my legs.  The jeans interfered and despite Kari’s orders I kicked off one shoe, desperation in every movement, and then managed to get one leg out of my clothes.  I widened my stance, spreading my legs obscenely, and braced myself.  Kari tapped the crop against my sex once, causing me to jump, and then she let loose with a quick flurry of short quick strokes, using the leather tip to strike my clit over and over.  Every stroke brought my knees closer together, my thighs forced through involuntary convulsions to swing inward and cover my tender crevasse.  The moment Kari had trouble smacking my clit and labia, she lifted the crop and brought it down upon my breasts as hard as she could.  I screamed and turned, my elbows folding downward, blocking a second stroke even as my thighs closed.  
 
                 “Get back in position!” demanded my mistress.  “Get those legs spread!”
 
   
  
 

              I did as ordered, albeit slowly and then she repeated the entire process again, striking my clit with the crop tip until I once more folded, unable to expose myself.  I saw the stroke to my breasts coming this time and accidentally blocked it.  Kari reached out, grabbed my neck, and forced me forward to her desk.
 
                 “Kneel!”
 
                 I went to my knees, trying to keep my legs spread.  Kari reached down and grabbed my left nipple, only to pull my breast upward.  She pushed me forward so that my breast rested on the desk.  Then she did the same with the padlocked right breast.  I knelt there, awkwardly positioned with my hands behind my head, my bosom resting on her desk top, with my legs spread exposing my ass and my pussy perfectly.
 
                 Kari brought the crop down on the tops of my breasts in steady but rather light taps, increasing both the force and the tempo with every blow.  I started groaning, but that switched to tiny yelps as she targeted my nipples and the padlock rattled on the desktop after every switch of her cane.  It became hard to stay in position and I began shaking.   Kari lifted the crop and swung it at my ass with another one of those blistering strokes that leave immediate welts.  My ass exploded in pain even as my pussy convulsed around the vibroballs and I groaned as my body betrayed itself.  The pain in my breasts, my pussy, and now my ass, merged in some sort of sexual cauldron, a mixture of adrenaline and endorphins flooding through me.  I began panting, my hips jerking wildly as the orgasm began, rushing up from between my legs with powerful little spurts.
 
                 Kari suddenly knelt down and brought the crop up between my legs.  The smacks she gave me weren’t painful, but the felt like hammer blows as the handle of the crop impacted against my perineum, only to curl upward, bruising my labia, while the little leather tip slapped against my clitoris.  The strokes were fast, hard, and punctuated the thrusting of my hips.  It was like injecting nitro into an engine.  Like downing sugar before action.  Like pouring gasoline on a fire!  And my explosion rocketed out of me with the force of Kari’s ministrations like a pressurized canister suddenly rupturing.
 
                 I screamed out in pleasure and pain as I exploded, throwing my head back and shaking like a leaf.  Kari dropped her crop and snatched up Alissa’s punishment whip and once more held it taut.  She pulled me backward into her body, lifting my breasts from the desk.  The punishment whip surrounded them and she pulled it hard against me, the little metal knots digging into my flesh as I came and came and came.
 
                 When I was done I started to collapse.  Kari let the punishment whip fall and I dropped to the floor like a double handful of wet pizza dough.  My pussy dripped onto Kari’s floor, my jeans and panties a puddled mess around one ankle.  Kari found the vibroballs remote and turned it off, the sound of my vibrational torment fading into nothingness.  I let out a shuddering sigh of relief and closed my eyes.
 
                 “Still want me to whip you with that thing?” Kari asked softly, laying a hand on my forehead. I sighed in total satisfaction.
 
                 “No. I’m good now,” I said quietly. I was too.  No lingering sexual urgencies anywhere in me.  
 
                 “Good.  Now I think you should get dressed and head for home.  Thanks for the assist today. I needed you there with me.” Kari replied.  Then she stood up and went back around the desk, taking the crop and Alissa’s punishment whip with her.  A moment later I gathered myself up and began redressing.
 
                 “So what do you think Danielle will do when she finds Alissa missing?” I asked as I pulled my sock back on my left foot.  Kari was looking out the window through the blinds.  
 
                 “I’m not sure.  I guess we’ll find out soon enough though.  We have another meeting of the Society next week.  Perhaps she’ll come,” Kari said darkly.
 
                 I nodded in agreement, but privately thought that this might be the last we saw of Mistress Danielle.
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
   I arrived early at Kari’s condo on Saturday and to be honest, I was already in a bit of a mood.  I had been denied orgasm since Thursday afternoon.  Friday had been laundry day, which meant I had to wear my Husky dildo, panties, and a skirt.  In general this wouldn’t have been a problem, except that laundry day means a lot of standing up and sitting down.  The fact I was wearing panties and a skirt meant that the Husky dildo wouldn’t stay in properly.  So technically every time I stood up, the damn thing would slide most of the way out.  Sitting down was also a challenge because it meant that a full six to seven inches of hard rubber cock would go right back up inside me.  I admit I enjoyed it, but not being allowed to cum made things much more awkward.
 
   And Saturday morning hadn’t been much easier.  Kari had messaged me and told me to wear my ben wa balls for the day.  Part of that was her wanting to be easy on me.  Part of that was knowing I was sexually desperate and wanting me to stay that way before that evening’s meeting of the Society of the Golden Rose.  Kari is well aware that sexual desperation makes me tolerant of much more extreme levels of sexual sadism and if I’m horny enough, I’ve even been known to shout out “HURT ME! MORE PLEASE!”  I suppose that from a domme’s perspective, having your sub do that in front of a bunch of other dommes is not a bad thing.
 
   Before I even approached Kari’s front door I did a few things.  In my bag was the black leather collar that she had given me ages before.  Then it had merely been a bondage accoutrement, something to keep hold of my hands or a leash.  Now it still served that purpose, but it was also a manifest symbol of my slavery to her.  I no longer had freewill when it came to Kari’s whims.  Not that I really minded.  For the most part, I can really only think of one time when Kari’s will and mine didn’t match.  Unfortunately that one time is now pretty much a permanent part of me and the reminder dangles from my right nipple.  But I’ve healed for the most part and I have to admit, the little gold hoop is kinda pretty.  The padlock dangling from it though… that’s a bit of a trial.  
 
   I’m scared it won’t open one day so after every shower I squirt in a little household oil.  Is that paranoid enough for you?
 
   Once the bondage collar was securely around my neck I also grabbed my bag.  It held everything else I might need for the evening, or more appropriately, what Kari might need for the evening.  Practically every toy I owned was in that large canvas bag, with the exception of my chastity belt.  I got out of my truck and headed toward the little sheltered front porch.  Once shielded by the magnolia and the rose lattice that blocked casual viewing of the front door, I stripped naked, folding my tee shirt, bra, jeans, and panties.  Those went into the extra bag I had brought, along with my shoes and socks.  So barefoot and naked, wearing nothing but a stupid padlock and a bondage collar, all while stuffed with two latex covered ringing rolling spheres, I knocked on the front door and waited.
 
   Robert answered the door and his grin was almost as big as mine. I entered the condo and was immediately enfolded in a bear hug.  Robert bent down and kissed me and I was startled by the fact his tongue slipped inside my mouth.  I kissed him back.  I knew Kari wouldn’t mind, though she might have used this little kiss as an excuse to punish both of us.  Robert isn’t actively disobedient though, so I knew that either this kiss was allowed, or that Robert didn’t think Kari would mind.
 
   The door shut behind me and I let Robert pull me into the living room.  As usual it was immaculate.  Every throw pillow was in exactly the right spot.  Hell, even the knit blanket on the back of the sofa was folded precisely in half and laid in a specific spot.  There wasn’t a spec of dust anywhere.  The coffee table was polished and had two interior design “coffee table” books on it, both at presentation angles, making it look like they had been tossed down there haphazardly.
 
   Kari does nothing haphazardly.
 
   I had dropped my stuff by the door, in a spot that Kari leaves empty just for that purpose, right next to the key table.  Robert let me go finally and I made my way to the center of the living room floor where I sank to my knees and assumed a suitable “submissive” pose.
 
   I really should rename that now that I’m a “slave.”  Sure, Kari really hasn’t USED me in any way I wouldn’t have allowed or accepted back when I was merely submissive, but it’s a mind set.  To be honest, the loss of control is a mental thing and it turns me on.  Knowing that I can’t refuse, can’t negotiate, can’t even express displeasure; it really changes things for me.  I’m just lucky it’s Kari who has that control now.  She knows my likes and dislikes and while I know she likes to push me, she won’t force me to do something that will break me.
 
   Besides, I’ve discovered that some of my rock solid limits are a little more permeable than I thought; like getting pierced.
 
   Kari was in the back bedroom getting ready and Robert went to tell her of my arrival as I settled down kneeling, thighs spread wide providing access to my sex, eyes down, palms turned upward on my legs.  Classic submissive pose.  Kari appeared a few moments later dressed to the nines: a stunning little black dress that I knew from experience was easily removed and practically wrinkle free unless you stuffed it in a Pringles chip can and left it there for a week.  In fact, I think you could probably stuff four of those dresses in one Pringles chip can.  
 
   Kari immediately came to me and touched my chin, pulling my head upward.  A soft kiss followed, along with a finger touch on my padlocked nipple.  It sent a chill through me.
 
   “Are you ready for tonight, dear heart?” Kari asked me.
 
   I nodded. “Yes Mistress Kari.”
 
   “Good.  I only have a few more things to do before we go.  Would you please suck Robert through one orgasm and then get him hard again. I want to leave him in the vibrating cock lock while we’re gone.
 
   I again nodded, rather pleased.  Robert was one of my favorite sexual partners and I think Kari was being awfully nice to both of us to allow Robert one orgasm.  I got to suck cock and drink cum.  Robert got to explode.  Of course spending the next six to eight hours in the cock lock wouldn’t be pleasant, but Robert is used to things like that.
 
   So with Robert on the couch and I on my knees, I did my thing.  I went slow, really giving him the best I had.  I licked his balls. I caressed his legs and feet. I rubbed on him with my breasts.  Oh… and I sucked his cock.  When he finally exploded I swallowed every drop and then started right back up.  Robert is one of those guys who have a quick turn around period and I had him hard again in about ten minutes.  Once he was rock solid and likely to remain that way, I stood up, quickly got the cock lock from the side table, and slipped it over Robert’s shaft.  It only took a moment to seal it all up, buckling the straps and then turning on the little vibrator at the tip.  Robert let out a little groan but then quieted down as he dealt with stimulation very different but just as potent as my tongue.
 
   Kari and I left thirty minutes later.
 
   The ride up to the Woodlands was quick and easy thanks to weekend traffic.  Kari lives just south of downtown, close to Rice University, so it wasn’t that hard for us to go north.  I was wearing a red silk robe, almost a kimono, except it was too short.  I had it belted closed across my front as we walked out to Kari’s convertible, and I’m sure I looked even more like a tart with the new five inch red strap heels Kari had given me to go with the silk robe.  It was embarrassing. I’m glad no one saw me walking around in that getup.
 
   Kari was just a bit preoccupied on the drive up.  It had been a busy week and I sort of wondered whether or not Mistress Davenport knew about our “rescue” of Alissa from Mistress Danielle.  Would Danielle even show up?  Would she confront Kari and me?  I sort of doubted it.  It’s not like we left a lot of evidence and Kari had been keeping me updated on Alissa’s progress.  She had already met with Sara’s friend, the sexual assault therapist who was working with the young girl.  In fact, they had even made contact with Alissa’s parents, which I thought was an excellent step once we all found out that Alissa had been a runaway.  She was only nineteen and if you figure Danielle had her for at least three years, well we weren’t sure but “harboring a runaway” might be just ONE of the charges we could make stick to that vicious bitch, Danielle.
 
   But while Danielle had certainly mistreated her slave Alissa, none of the other mistresses were as obvious in their own deprivations.  In fact, if Kylie and Mistress Savannah were a typical example, most of my peers were there of their own free will (at least as much as CHOOSING to be a slave entails), and were treated well.  Kylie certainly wasn’t abused and to be honest, as “extreme” as the Society of the Golden Rose seemed to be, she wasn’t even as experienced as I am!  Especially in the realms of public humiliation and nymphomania.  
 
   “Is there anything specific you want me to do or look for tonight?” I asked Kari when we were getting close.
 
   She shook her head, unusually somber and quiet.
 
   “Are you worried about Danielle?” I asked, giving Kari’s leg a little squeeze.
 
   Kari frowned.  “Not terribly.  I doubt Danielle will show up.  All she knows is that Alissa is gone, not where or who took her.  I didn’t advertise and while she might suspect it was me, I doubt she will use the Society meeting as a place to confront me on it, or demand where Alissa is.”  She shook her head.  “No, I’m more concerned about Davenport.  By now she’ll know we’ve been socializing outside of the meetings, which was considered a big no no before.  And one of the two other mistresses I met outside was Danielle.  That might seem suspicious.  Plus we still have to deal with Andrea and Lucille. They are the other two Davenport hardliners.  
 
   I scowled. “I do NOT like Lucille,” I said ferociously.  Kari chuckled.  I continued, “but she might be tough.  I saw her slave and it doesn’t look like she does anything much worse than any of the other mistresses.”
 
   Kari agreed. “I know.  I think we may be able to neutralize her just by having some of the other women on our side.  And that will leave Davenport herself.  Robert has a lead he’s following up on that should give us a handle on her.”
 
   That surprised me. “Really?  Something financial?”
 
   Kari grinned.  “Yeah. I won’t stoop to blackmail, but if what Robert found out is true, we may be able to get some leverage.”
 
   We both were quiet from that point on and ten minutes later we rolled to a stop in front of the Davenport Mansion, a massive two story affair with rolling grounds around it.  Kari pulled her car into one of the available guest spaces and looked over at me.
 
   “Need to take the ben wa balls out,” she said with a soft smile.
 
   I nodded and pulled up the hem of my robe.  Moments later I groaned as the latex covered spheres came out, the little twine holding them together in my fingers.  Kari had an alcohol wipe all ready and we cleaned them off and dropped them in the bag Kari had packed.  This one was much like my canvas toy bag and I knew that Kari had gone through my toys and selectively brought a few. I had no idea which ones though. I had been busily sucking on Robert’s cock when Kari had packed.
 
   Next I stripped out of the red silk robe.  With a deep breath and a mental order to myself to settle down, I got out of the car.  Kari handed me the bag to carry and so naked, except for the high heels, my bondage collar, and the stupid padlock dangling from my right nipple, we paraded to the front door.  There were a few other Mistresses arriving and I admit that I was somewhat relieved when two other naked beauties were marched to the entry way.  A moment later we were ushered in by the little French maid, Madeline.  She gave me an appraising look again and winked. I couldn’t help blushing.  Then we were all shown into the meeting room.
 
   Not much had changed.  The walls were still gold and white and the room had a number of chairs and small tables arranged artfully around a cleared center space.  I had no doubt that this room would have served the same purpose as a small ball room or large dining area.  It could easily have sat fifty or sixty people. As it was, the measly twenty something already there felt rather small.  Kari led me to the same spot we had claimed the previous month and when she sat down I knelt at her feet, turning toward her.
 
   It drove me nuts.  What I really wanted to do was look around.  That however was “poor slave behavior” and none of the other girls were doing it.  That forced me to lower my lashes and squint as I tried to see out of the corners of my eye.  The first thing I noticed was that Mistress Danielle was NOT present.  Neither was Davenport for that matter.  I saw Kylie, naked with her small lemon sized breasts over by Mistress Savannah, who was deep in conversation with the Mistress next to her.  Our eyes met and she gave me a small warm smile
 
   Kari too had started up a conversation with the woman to our immediate left and I shifted position to look at my counterpart.  Eventually I learned that their names were Mistress Haley and the slave girl was Morgan.  Pretty name.  Morgan had dark brown hair and was rather dusky skinned too and I suspect she had some either middle eastern or Pacific Islander background in her ancestry.  Despite her European look though, she had huge breasts, I mean REALLY big.  They weren’t out of proportion to her body though.  She was a thick girl, not fat in any way, but certainly a bit big boned.  To be honest, I felt a surge of wetness between my legs and resolved, that if I had an opportunity, during the consummation circle, I would be the one to lick this girl into orgasmic bliss!
 
   Another two mistresses and their slaves arrived a few minutes later and then finally our hostess showed up.  Accompanied by her personal blonde and overly lush slave girl “Rose”, Mistress Davenport walked into the room as if she were a queen.  The conversation quieted down all on its own even as Davenport sat down on her oversized plush chair, Rose kneeling naked at her feet.
 
   “Good evening, ladies.  Let us begin the meeting.  First of all, Mistress Danielle called to say that she would not be able to attend tonight.  We shall miss her,” Davenport said with this false political smile on her face.  I couldn’t see properly, since I wasn’t allowed to look up, but I thought I saw Davenport look right at Kari when she announced Danielle’s absence.
 
   “But on to the festivities.  Tonight’s demonstration is being provided by Mistress Brooke.”  Davenport waved a hand and one of the mistresses, a light brown haired woman in a blue dress, stood up.  With one hand out, she walked into the center of the room and the naked girl that had knelt beside her crawled on all fours, following obediently.  I couldn’t help wondering what we were going to see, but a few moments later the little French maid brought a red colored stick with two prongs on it, along with one of the large rubber dildos mounted to a steel plate.  The dildo was set in the center of the room and immediately the slave girl, whose name was Kaitlin, began sucking on it.  
 
   She was good, I have to admit that.  She licked, sucked, and even deep-throated the thing, which I thought was impressive, especially since she didn’t gag.  While Mistress Brooke checked the cattle prod (I’m not stupid. I know what that rod was!), Kaitlin finished lubricating the large twelve inch long four inch thick dildo.  Brooke snapped her fingers and Kaitlin reared up, moving from all fours to a squatting position that looked decidedly uncomfortable.  She positioned herself over the dildo and then sank down, spearing her sex with the saliva coated rod slowly and surely.
 
   Evidently she had been trained, and trained well, because she didn’t seem to have any problem taking twelve inches.  She sank down almost the entire length of the dildo, but then flexed her legs again, rising back to the tip.  She began bouncing on it and I wondered how long her leg muscles could last doing that.  There was no way I’d have been able to duplicate that motion without some extensive practice.  She brought her hands up behind her head and laced her fingers together.
 
   Kaitlin had just managed two up and down movements, impaling herself nicely on the cock, when Mistress Brooke pushed the cattle prod down to touch Kaitlin’s right breast.  I thought, through my lowered eyelashes, that I could actually SEE the spark of the prod touching her skin and Kaitlin jerked roughly, gritting her teeth and letting out a sharp yelp.  But to her credit, she didn’t stop her up and down movement.  Mistress Brooke didn’t seem to really care that Kaitlin had jerked and merely moved the cattle prod to the other breast and proceeded to zap the poor girl there as well.
 
   Mistress Brooke began walking around Kaitlin in a circle, touching the prod to various parts of the pistoning girl’s body.  Each shock elicited a squeal or cries, frequently combined with flinching and it seemed to me that Brooke was aiming for delicate spots.  I mean, what sort of sadist leans down and waits for her slave girl to rise all the way up, before sticking the cattle prod against her rear entry?  And that wasn’t the only “ouch” spot.  Kaitlin got nailed on her nipples, her sides, her underarms, her thighs, even the BOTTOMS of her FEET!  And when Brooke finished with one complete circle, she started another.  
 
   Kaitlin was amazing.  Through the shocks she constantly bounced and it wasn’t until Mistress Brooke’s fourth lap that I started to realize what this was all about.  Kaitlin was clearly trying to fuck herself to orgasm.  Brooke was merely providing a sort of awful motivation.  Each shock would DECREASE Kaitlin’s sexual pleasure, all while giving her the motivation to finish.  When it became clear that Kaitlin was close to orgasm, Mistress Brook leaned over the girl’s right leg, pressed the cattle prod to Kaitlin’s visible clitoris, and began shocking the girl non-stop.
 
   I was jealous.
 
   Kaitlin exploded wetly and I admit that I wished I could change places with her!  How awesome!  What would that FEEL like?  I mean, sure I’ve been tazed between the legs before (as I was recently reminded of), but I wasn’t CUMMING at the time!  I wonder if I could get someone to do that to me.  Anyone have a tazer?
 
   With the final explosion, Kaitlin’s legs seemed to give out and she went all the way down, impaling herself as fully as possible on the dildo even as Mistress Brooke held the cattle prod to Kaitlin’s clit and pulled the trigger repeatedly.  The poor slave girl was screeching by this point, gasping and clearly having the most powerful orgasm of her life.  I couldn’t believe she didn’t just fall over.  Then Mistress Brooke backed away and snapped her fingers.  Kaitlin, clearly exhausted and quite dazed from the orgasm, slowly extracted herself from the impaling cock, went to all fours, and began licking her own cream from the flesh colored dildo.  Wow.
 
   I felt Kari’s fingers on my shoulder.  “It’s our turn next month to do the demonstration,” Kari said softly, for my ears only. I nodded.  I wondered what OUR demonstration would be?  How much is a tazer, anyway?
 
   All the mistresses applauded as Brooke led Kaitlin off the floor back to the chair and there was a moment of delighted commentary as the various women conversed about Kaitlin’s orgasm.  I shifted.  The carpet was not exactly very thick and not conducive to kneeling.  I didn’t remember the carpet being an issue during the last meeting, but I admit I probably was just a bit more distracted.
 
   Madeline came in and removed the dildo and took the cattle prod away and when the center of the room was clear, Mistress Davenport stood up, clapped her hands, and called for the “Comsummation Circle.”  Every slave girl, including me, began crawling out into the center of the room and Rose laid down first.  In short order we formed our curved line, mouth to pussy, and I found to my delight that I would be able to stick my tongue into my neighbor, the dark skinned Morgan.  She tasted like a fine wine, just a tad bit bitter and tangy.  I started to lap eagerly at her slit, working my way up to her clit even as I felt the darting tongue of another girl at MY clit.
 
   And only my clit.  The girl between my legs didn’t bother with the exquisite pleasurable long strokes my tongue was making through Morgan.  Oh no.  Her tongue probed one spot and one spot only, stabbing and working the little nodule at the top of my crevasse with an intensity that I wasn’t really prepared to accept.  I felt the sudden rush of need, four times as powerful thanks to a day of Husky dildo fucking and no release, combined with a the rolling need of the ben wa balls for the first three quarters of THIS day.  I was in a state.  Knowing what the punishment for being the first to cum was, I tried to hold off, but that was a futile attempt.  Hell, even the THOUGHT of riding the sybian device again was enough to put me practically over the edge.  Add a wriggling, licking, clit nibbling mouth to the mix?  Toast.
 
   YEAH TOAST! (Yes, I’m a Heywood Banks fan!)
 
   I couldn’t help it.  I tried not to cum, but in short order I was exploding wetly, gasping my orgasmic response out into Morgan’s pussy even as I squirted enough juice over the face of the girl between my legs to flood a basement (if Texas HAD basements.)  Long story short?  I exploded hard, wetly, and quickly.
 
   The girl between my legs cried out in victory, pulling herself out from under my loins.  I felt her fingers drag through my gooey wetness and then she held them up, proof of my lack of restraint.  The consummation circle was already breaking up and it was readily apparent that none of the other girls had exploded and to be honest, I’m beginning to suspect that most of them make an effort, or are at least allowed to orgasm BEFORE coming to the Society meetings.  Me on the other hand… well I get DENIED… thus increasing my chances of being punishment fodder by about a hundred percent.
 
   “My goodness, Kari. It seems as if your slave can’t contain her excitement,” Mistress Davenport said with a silky voice.  “It seems as if she gets to ride the sybian yet again.”
 
   I blinked.  It had never occurred to me, in the entire MONTH since I had last been in this room, that I would once again be RIDING that perverted mechanical motorized sex monster.  But as Madeline wheeled it in on its stupid cart, complete with metal bar and everything, I resigned myself to repeating the experience I had endured during the first Society meeting I had intended.
 
   But wait!  Oh LOOK!  New attachments!  As the girls from the consummation circle returned to their respective spots, Kari joined me at the sybian cart.  The little French maid was already scuttling to plug it in even as Kari and I examined the new probes.  Last time I had ridden the sybian there was a tennis ball sized phallus, with a little uh… dick thing… sticking out of one side of the phallus.  This time there was a dildo, a rather large one complete with these little spines.  I reached out tentatively, wondering if they were rigid.  They were.  The tines where flexible, but they felt like rubber bristles.  I wondered what they’d do inside me.
 
   The first time I had ridden the sybian, there was also a blue rubber mat at the front to handle tormenting my clitoris.  This had been replaced with a flesh toned piece of rubber and this one sported ridges.  As Kari directed Madeline to get my leather ankle and wrist cuffs out of her bag, I climbed up onto the sybian and folded myself uncomfortably above the thick phallus while trying to avoid the stupid bar welded above the device.
 
   Both Kari and Madeline put on my cuffs and in short order I was mounted with the thick phallus buried between my legs, leaning forward, my clit pressed to the ridged pad.  My arms were locked behind my back, chained to the overhead bar, while my shoes had been removed and my ankles locked together.  A second chain leading from the bar brought the soles of my feet upward, exposing both arches perfectly.  Madeline picked up my high heels and set them by Kari’s chair.
 
   My breasts dangled down and I tried to calm myself. I knew what was going to happen.  Madeline was already bringing Kari the selection of weapons.  I was to get thirty strokes: ten to my feet, ten to my ass, and ten to my breasts.  All while having my pussy pounded, rubbed raw, and stimulated to overload.  Kari made a bit of a show of selecting a rather thin and whippy cane, something that looked like it had been freshly cut from a backyard willow tree and stripped of its leaves.  I dangled, trying to control my breathing, waiting for the sudden intensity of the sybian combined with the pain of a switch whipping.
 
   At least I didn’t have to wait long.  Kari activated the sybian vibrator and it roared to life inside me.  I stiffened immediately as the ridges pressed against my clit shook like mad, essentially rubbing themselves violently up and down the top half of my sex.  As for the long thick rod buried internally, it began not only vibrating with the same intensity as the ridged pad tormenting my clitoris, but it began rotating as well, grinding away inside me like I was a butter churn.
 
   Frankly it was amazing.  I’ve been told that usually women rarely use the full power setting, but at the Society of the Golden Rose, I don’t think you get a choice and in seconds I was already making some awesome noises to communicate my body’s major issues with the torment.  Mostly that it was too much, too fast, and too intense.  So with a high pitched wail of orgasmic overload already coming from my mouth, Kari decided to respond to my overt protest with a single vicious cut of the switch.
 
   The branch landed across the soles of both my feet and my wail turned into a definite cry.  Okay, maybe it was even a scream.  Damn it hurt!  A line of fire crossed my feet and it took several long seconds before it faded even slightly into the burning heat of a welt.  Kari wasted no time however and brought the willow switch down again, this time just a little lower and more centered in each foot.  This happened several times and intellectually I knew there were just ten blows, but frankly I was just a bit too distracted to be able to count them.  All I knew was that my feet felt as if they were on fire and Kari kept caning them.
 
   Of course, through those ten strokes my pussy was also getting a sort of torture of its own.  The huge phallus digging around inside me felt as if it were alive.  The vibrations were sending waves of pleasure up through me even as the pain from my feet were beginning to blend somewhere with the sensations my clit was trying to report to my brain.  To be honest, my clitoris was desperately confused, since part of me was going “Oh God FUCK YES! DO IT! FUCK ME! HURT ME! MORE!” and another part was whimpering “oh God, no, please, no, you can’t!  I’m too tender! It’s too sore!  I can’t take more! Please, NOOOOOO!”
 
   Yes, my clitoris has multiple personality disorder.  That’s the problem with a being a pain slut.  You get stimulated to the point where it actually hurts… and then the hurt stimulates you.  It’s a Catch 22 situation.  I experience pleasure, deserving punishment. Punish me till it hurts and the hurt becomes the pleasure, which then deserves punishment.  In other words, I’m seriously fucked up.
 
   I was getting rather close to another phenomenal gut wrenching orgasm when Kari decided to whip my tits.  I wasn’t even expecting it or ready for it when that thin whippy cane came swinging up from underneath me.  She didn’t have a lot of room for the swing, certainly not as much as she did to line my feet.  The delicate branch impacted on the soft undersides, well away from my nipples and I hissed through clenched teeth.  My chest was heaving, my breasts swinging dangerously underneath my chest and when I let my head hang I could clearly see the dangling padlock.
 
   The next stroke Kari aimed at my nipples. It was light, much lighter than the one against the underside of my breasts, but it still felt like she had taken a razor blade and sliced open each tip, then squirted lemon juice on them.  That was pretty much the clincher.  I started the orgasm at that moment, jerking wildly.  It was also the signal to Kari to get a move on.  The rest of the strokes to my breasts were inconsequential, despite being serious enough to leave my bosom lined with red welts and my right nipple slightly swollen where one accidental impact hit the padlock, tugging it hard against my flesh.  Not that I even CARED at that particular moment.  I was way to deep getting barrel rolled in a wave of orgasm that would have smashed ANY nympho humiliation pain slut to the sea floor and held her there.  I didn’t bother to come up for air until Kari was FINISHED with my breasts and even then I was already riding out another wave, if not exactly surfing it.
 
   I felt it when my feet were unlocked and dropped down, exposing my bottom, but I was still in orgasmic la-la land and didn’t really understand what it meant until Kari brought the willow switch across to hit my rear end.  That stung. Bad.  But I was still riding the sybian and frankly that thing doesn’t make for an easy dismount.  Especially when you’re tied to the damn thing!  Have you ever seen those videos of girls who are stimulated to orgasm over and over and sometimes beyond their physical or mental capacity to endure it?  Ever see how they just lay there twitching, eyes glazed, mouth open, practically unconscious for all intents and purposes?  They suffer from elevated heart rates, massive levels of endorphins, dopamine, and adrenaline.  Their nervous systems are electrical impulse nightmares, with nerves firing sporadically with conflicting messages that in essence is the same as a website getting bombarded by more traffic than the servers can handle.  Ever hear of a “denial of service” attack?
 
   Well my brain was in “Denial of Service” mode when Kari laid those last ten strokes across my butt and I wasn’t even really aware of those lines she laid on my buttocks until much later.  As it was I sort of checked out for a bit, not really conscious of anything but pain, pleasure, and release.  When the sybian was turned off it took several minutes and some help from Madeline before I could even CRAWL back to my little spot beside Kari’s chair.
 
   I’m going to try really hard not to win the prize during next month’s consummation circle. I want to see some other girl ride the sybian. I wonder if I’m just weird or if the other girls have this sort of response too.  Well maybe I’ll have lunch again with Kylie and ask.  
 
   I didn’t exactly have time to recover either.  As soon as Madeline had wheeled away the sybian Kari tapped me on the shoulder and told me to follow. I blinked, still a bit stunned, as Kari walked away and I struggled to keep her shoes, those blurry, sometimes multiple sets, of shoes, in sight.  We padded across the floor to Savannah and Kylie and as our two mistresses exchanged pecks on the cheek, Kylie smiled at me and then proceeded to gently slip two fingers into my pussy.
 
   This is the standard greeting for slave girls at the Society and one that in general I approve of.  Just not right after getting rubbed raw and enduring a massive rubber cock attached to a jackhammer motor.  It took my poor fogged brain a while, but I realized that by forcing me to move, Kari got the blood flowing back to my head, and more importantly, was able to choose Mistresses whose slaves would be gentle on my poor bruised and abused labia.  As it was, I was really the only slave girl marked up at this point.  Sure, there were a couple of visible welts here and there, but none as fresh as mine of course.  Even Kylie sported a few stroke lines, but they were clearly days old.  I groaned as Kylie’s fingers lightly dipped inside me and she leaned forward for our kiss.  I reached, groping for her pussy and her hand caught mine and brought it down between her legs.  For a moment I finger fucked her, a decidedly odd way of saying hello, but a pleasant one nonetheless.  
 
   Moments later it was over and I was once more being led across the floor, this time back near our own seat where I was presented to Morgan while Kari greeted Mistress Haley.  Morgan wasn’t quite as gentle as Kylie was, but she wasn’t brutal either.  That makes a difference, one I had discovered at the previous meeting.  With Morgan’s fingers inside me, and mine up inside her, we kissed and I was surprised at the passion she put into making out with me.  When we broke contact, I caught her eye and it literally twinkled.  I smiled softly and made a mental note to make sure that Kari invited Mistress Haley over for dinner as soon as possible!  To be honest, I wanted a chance to do some serious things with Morgan’s breasts, preferably involving chocolate and whip cream or at the very least some flavored oil!  My God, could you imagine having those things WAXED?  The very thought makes me wet!
 
   Eventually we moved on and Kari displayed an amazing talent at avoiding Lucille and one or two of the other mistresses whose slaves I knew would try to hurt me.  But at the very end we couldn’t avoid Davenport herself and while Ellen made polite small talk to Kari, her slave Rose leaned forward, rammed two fingers into my spread crotch and pumped as hard and as fast as possible.  I groaned even as Rose came forward to kiss me. Our lips locked and my fingers fumbled at her pussy.  I slid my forefinger and middle finger inside her and she used her thumbnail to scratch rapidly against my clit.
 
   I pulled back with a cry and Mistress Davenport looked down at me with surprise.
 
   “Is everything all right with your slave girl, Kari?” Davenport asked haughtily.
 
   Kari’s eyes narrowed.  “I’m sure she just had a bad taste in her mouth.”  
 
   This time it was Davenport’s turn to look angry.  “Perhaps she isn’t right for the society.”
 
   “No, I think Breanne is perfect for the society.  So why couldn’t Danielle join us tonight?” Kari asked, her tone level.
 
   Wow.  Excellent change of subject, right?  Davenport stiffened slightly and Rose and I glared in hostility toward each other.  Then Davenport relaxed slightly and smiled again.  “Well, I’m not totally sure.  Danielle called and said that she was having trouble with her slave.”
 
   Kari didn’t bat an eye. “Really?  That’s too bad.  I rather liked Alissa.”
 
   “Who?” asked Davenport, not recognizing the name and for some reason not connecting Alissa with the conversation.
 
   “Alissa, Danielle’s girl.  Did you know they had been together over three years?” Kari asked.
 
   Davenport shook her head.  I could tell she was a bit leery, almost as if she suspected something.
 
   Kari smiled.  “Of course that’s nothing compared to the eight years I’ve dommed my Breanne.”
 
   Mistress Davenport glanced down at me.  “Ah yes, your pretty pet,” she muttered.  “Who seems to have control issues.” 
 
   Kari let out a little laugh.  “Oh no, I just merely denied her orgasms for the last two days so it would be likely she’d be forced to ride the sybian.”
 
   “One doesn’t need to rig the consummation circle, if you want your slave to endure the sybian.  Besides, some of the attachments aren’t as friendly to our slaves,” Mistress Davenport replied.  She reached out and patted Kari’s arm.  “I’ll have to show you some of the crueler implements we have.”
 
   Just as Kari was about to respond, Madeline stepped into the room, dressed in her little French maid frippery, ass half showing and breasts appearing as if they’d pop out of the stupid little brassier she was wearing, and announced it was time for dinner.
 
   Once again I joined the crawling parade of naked girls as we followed the fully dressed mistresses to the dining room.  Except for Davenport’s place at the head of the table, the seats were unassigned and Kari made sure to sit across from someone more palatable to my personality and I saw that she was sitting across from Georgia’s mistress, Lisa.  Then the ladies sat down while I squatted next to my bowl.  
 
   Dinner was an incredible roast, with these really delicious slabs of amazingly tender roast beef that had pretty much been seared on the outside and left a bit pink on the inside.  I know some people find tar tare a little undercooked, but as a Texan who WORKS with cows, including longhorns and Angus, you can trust me on how a steak should be cooked.  Personally, I order medium rare when I go out to restaurants because most places have a tendency to undercook it if you say rare.  I once got a steak that had been seared and was COLD inside.  Not good.  But a really good steak is one where the top quarter is seared and brown, the bottom quarter is exactly like that, and the middle is all good and pink and a touch bloody.
 
   Gosh, you’d think I was an uncouth barbarian!  Ggggrrrrrrrr!
 
   Steak aside, there was mashed potatoes and brown gravy, green beans, rolls with butter, and some sort of squash dish which I thought rather sweet.  Of course rather than being placed on a pretty platter for me, it was all lumped together in that stupid gold colored bowl and I got to basically use the rolls as scoops for the mashed potatoes while I did a good impression of a hungry dog when I ripped apart my roast beef slice with my teeth.  I did notice that the girls to either side, neither of which I knew the name yet, had just as much food as I did.  Clearly Alissa’s abuse was not common.  None of the other slave girls looked underfed and in fact, I was probably one of the thinnest girls there.
 
   I top out at about 117lbs and sometimes get down to 114lbs depending on how busy I’ve been.  Oh… don’t get jealous.  In college I was closer to 130lbs.  thanks to a relatively sedentary lifestyle of sitting on my ass all the time and three square meals a day, frequently eaten out because when it was Kari’s “turn to cook”, she usually decided to allow someone ELSE to make the food.  Kari is not a cook.  In fact, I’ve seen her burn eggs.  Eggs for God’s sake.  How the fuck do you BURN eggs unless you aren’t paying attention?  She literally STOOD there and BURNED them, uncomprehending.  As it was, I NEVER objected to being treated to take out or sit in.
 
   Finally sated, I pushed my bowl away and concentrated on the conversation around the table.  To my surprise, Kari was leading the discussion and they were talking about… NHPS Rule #1!  
 
   Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 is rather simple at face value, but can be a rather complex undertaking.  It’s also the easiest rule for wannabe nympho humiliation pain sluts to adjust too.  Not that you actually adjust to it, quite the opposite.  A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock.  If cock is not available the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever object or toy is available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready at all times.
 
    [image: ] 
 
   So there you have it: Rule #1.  There are of course some other caveats to it as well.  For example, if you have a nympho humiliation pain slut, I don’t recommend having just ONE toy for her to keep herself stuffed with. Wear anything long enough and it will no longer have the same effect.  You WANT her uncomfortable.  You WANT her to be constantly in a state of “oh my God I need sex right the fuck now!” You WANT her to be ready for whatever you do to her, right?  That’s why you need a whole selection of toys she can have stuffed up inside her, of various sizes, shapes, and even functions.  For example, I have a set of ben wa balls for quiet days with lots of movement.  I have vibroballs, which are basically ben wa balls except they vibrate. I have two different sized dildos.  I have a double dildo. I have a vibrator I can keep inside me.  All sorts of toys make for a very distracted NHPS.
 
   To be honest, the whole time I was at the Society meeting I felt rather odd, since I WASN’T following NHPS Rule #1.  One thing was for sure, all of the other Mistresses, including most of Davenport’s cronies, liked the idea.  Leading the charge with Kari was Mistress Savannah, who talked about Kylie’s ordeal with the rule after being introduced to it during our private lunch.  This raised a few eyebrows, but no one said anything negative about meeting with another society member socially, not even Davenport.  As it was, most of the mistresses agreed that following the meeting, all of their slave girls would immediately start following NHPS Rule #1.
 
   Finally as dinner was wrapped up came the part I was dreading.  Please understand, I’m not a foot person.  I don’t “dig” feet.  Female OR male.  I’m fine with rubbing them or something, especially with oil or lotion, and I don’t mind giving a guy a foot job, even though I think I can do better with my hands and mouth.  But LICKING another person’s feet? Sucking on their toes?  Not sexual for me.  AT ALL.  
 
   But Kari had me practice over the last month and I’ve gotten a bit better at it than I was on that first day.  It still has a distinct lack of appeal to me, and I think if I had to do Mistress Davenport or Lucille again I’d rather take the punishment, but all in all I’ve been told I do a respectable job.  Now for those of you who are foot fetishists, I’m going to have to apologize to you.  I am NOT going to describe what happened under the table.  Kari had explained that it was an optional thing for the mistresses to engage in anyway and even prepared me on what to do if I crawled to the lady across from Kari and found her footwear still on.  NOTHING.  Yep.  Simple, huh?  But of course I wasn’t even close to being lucky.  So I got to licking.
 
   Ecchh… the whole thought still gives me the willies.  
 
   When we were all finished, I crawled back behind Kari and quickly went to my water bowl.  I sucked up enough to get the taste out of my mouth and by the time I was done, it was time for us all to parade back into the meeting room.  I followed Kari obediently and when the mistresses had all sat down, and the slave girls were all kneeling at their feet, Davenport stood up and announced it was time for the slave exchange.
 
   Kari had told me what happened during the last meeting.  She had ended up with a slave girl named Tiffany, a buxom blond, and was shown by the little French maid to an upstairs private room with a bed.  There had been an assortment of whips and clamps and other assorted items on the table, nothing extreme, and Madeline had politely explained that Kari could use Tiffany as she desired, as long as no permanent damage was done.  Kari said that she had allowed Tiffany to use her tongue, and had done a cursory whipping of the poor girl, but said that she had been too worried about me in Davenport’s clutches to really enjoy herself.  As she and I moved out into the floor, I was quickly traded from one mistress to another and then to my surprise, found my hair being stroked by Mistress Savannah, Kylie’s domme.  Technically, Savannah and I had met on our lunch date but we hadn’t had much of an opportunity to talk (mostly because slave girls aren’t supposed to talk to their mistresses).  But through Kylie I had definitely gotten a feel for the women vicariously.  
 
   Evidently Savannah knew precisely where she was going, and which room was hers.  When we arrived she quickly stripped of the dark blue dress she was wearing as well as the bra and thong, and handed me a bottle of scented oil.
 
   “Kari told me that you have been trained in the art of sex massage.  I find it an intriguing idea and would like to experience it. If you perform well, I may have you teach Kylie,” Mistress Savannah told me.  She wasn’t exactly warm to me, but she wasn’t cruel either.  Just… very aloof.  I suppose that might be common behavior for most Mistresses, at least toward other slave girls.
 
   I nodded and of course said the obligatory “yes, mistress” and then politely asked her to lie down on her stomach on the bed.  When Savannah did I carefully positioned her arms and legs, made sure her beautiful long hair was out of the way, and then climbed up onto the silk sheets next to her.  Her skin was this amazing alabaster marble and while there were little dots of freckled fun here and there, for the most part it was white snow.  I poured a liberal amount of the mineral oil on her body and began.
 
   For those of you who don’t know, I happen to be an expert at sex massage. I know.  Weird huh?  Basically I’m self taught, though Kari did take me to one of those sex massage places down by Hwy 59 where you get stuck in the sauna for fifteen minutes, take a ten minute dip in the hot tub, get washed by your “girl”, and then if you’re a guy, get screwed in one of the back rooms.  If you are a girl, you basically get masturbated and frankly, it was awesome.  The place Kari took me was an upscale Asian place and let me tell you, the little teeny Asian girl that slid herself all over me that first time was enough to make me shiver in places I didn’t know could.
 
   The key to sex massage, especially when working within a limited time, is to pace the massage properly.  That meant that I had about ten minutes to relax Mistress Savannah while tantalizing her just enough to get the whole feeling of sexual tension built.  It’s quite complicated.  I spread the oil across her back and then suddenly realized that my usual technique of using my breasts to rub it into her skin wouldn’t work.  Why?  Because someone had placed a fucking PADLOCK on my right nipple!  The ring itself probably wouldn’t have interfered.  The padlock?  Stupid.  So I used my hands.  My fingers glided across her shoulders, searching for knots.  I spread oil out to her elbows.  Then I worked my way downward. I poured more oil on her bottom, again used my fingers to draw circles on each buttock and then touching her from the base of her spine all the way down between her legs until my fingers found her sex.  It was wet, and not from the oil either. Evidently she had already been aroused. I could smell her want.  I swirled my oily fingers through her petals for a moment, feeling her tense, and then moved down her legs.  This time, instead of my hands, I used my pussy to actually rub the oil in, going so far as to work her heels slightly into my well.  I did both legs.  Then when I worked my way back up to her bottom and sex, I toyed with her some more, caressing her perineum and even working my pinky into her bottom up to the first knuckle.  If it seemed she liked what I was doing, I did more.  
 
   Her breathing had started to get a little heavier and I worked her sex until I could tell she was getting close to orgasm.  Her ass had come up and I stroked Mistress Savannah like a little pussy cat.  Finally I politely asked her to turn over.  She did immediately, spreading her legs for me.  I smiled, closed her legs, and began oiling her breasts, completely ignoring her sex.  I could tell she wanted me down there, but remember it’s about the tension!  My fingers grazed the hard bumps of her nipples and it wasn’t long before she was moaning.  I slid down her body until we were breast to breast, my oiled thighs and pussy spreading more moisture and mineral spirits along her skin. If my nipple piercing and padlock bothered her, she didn’t mention it at all. When I got to her right foot, I deftly impaled myself on her big toe, going so far as to grab her ankle and making sure I got some decent penetration. It did NOTHING for MY libido, though I enjoyed it. I get horny as HELL doing this to someone.  But it was another sexual tension thing for Savannah and when I did the OTHER foot she wiggled her toe around inside me, sending shivers up through my sex.
 
   Then I leaned forward, slid up her legs, parted her thighs and placed both hands on the bed between her legs.  My fingers tips were laid lightly against her labia and I began this fluttering caress that drives Kari absolutely bonkers.  There is no penetration, but my fingers flutter up and down the folds, working the oil into every little crevasse and spot, gliding over the clit, stroking, touching, caressing until Savannah’s hips were rising up in desperation and her fingers were clenching the bed sheets in frustration.
 
   And that’s when I went after her clit with my tongue.  The mineral oil wasn’t pleasant to taste but I ignored that. Usually I use grapeseed oil.  It has no taste, is totally harmless if ingested (hell you can cook with it!) and is one of the most impressive versatile oils I’ve ever used. Heck, even my Stinging O oil uses a base of grapeseed oil!  But despite the slightly bitter taste of the mineral oil, I suckled, licked, and even gently bit at Savannah until she was letting out these awesomely cute little girl cries, pressing up into my mouth.  Finally she grabbed my head and held me to her sex, as if she could force me to lick her clit more than I already was.  I felt her body tense as the orgasm got close and that’s when I did my next little trick.
 
   Even as I continued licking, I deftly inserted three fingers up inside her, driving them deep and began pumping as hard and as fast as I could. I know… bad adjectives for a sex story, but in reality that’s exactly what happened.  I worked her, twisting to the side to give my left arm more room as my mouth rotated on Savannah’s clit and my right arm slid up her body, slick with her juices, to play with her nipples.
 
   Girls cum in a lot of different ways.  Savannah was what I like to call a groaner.  She grit her teeth, her entire body stiffened until it was like petrified wood, and then she let out this sort of half cry, half moan that sounded like she had just pulled a hamstring while experiencing a ruptured disc.  For me, that sound in a sexual setting means I rock.
 
   I immediately stopped the clitoral stimulation at that point but kept up the plunging thrusts of my fingers.  I also continued to play with Savannah’s nipples, rubbing them lightly, playfully, but not pinching or anything like that.  Me, I would have preferred to have my nipples pinched hard, maybe even clamped, but not everyone is a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I did rub one nipple back and forth between my thumb and forefinger, but didn’t really increase the pressure. I knew the tactile sensation would be enough.
 
   About four minutes later Savannah was grunting her way through orgasm number two and as it peeked I went back down for some more clitoral stimulation.  I’m not positive, but I suspect the second orgasm she had was more powerful than the first, mostly because it was mostly vaginal and not clitoral.  That makes such a difference.  When Mistress Savannah came back down, she pushed my still working hands away and rolled toward the edge of the bed.  Clearly we were done.
 
   She went to the table and scooped up a large purple vibrator and tossed it to me.
 
   “Turn that on to maximum and masturbate with that till you orgasm Breanne,”  Savannah said to me softly, surprising me.  I took the vibrator, activated it, and slipped it between my legs. It was incredible.  I was so turned on anyway it only took me a few minutes to bring myself to a Breanne shattering explosion that relieved so many of my internal pressures that I pretty much just sighed in bliss and collapsed on the bed.  Dazed with the endorphins and adrenaline of sexual release, I pulled out the vibrator, turned it off, and sucked it clean.  When I looked back over at Savannah, she was in the small attached bathroom, cleaning off the oil.
 
   I thought about masturbating a second time, but thought that might be pushing it.  Savannah ignored me and it wasn’t until the full hour was up did she come back out of the bathroom, looking as if nothing sexual had happened to her.  She tapped me on the shoulder and ordered me to follow and we proceeded downstairs.  I was led directly to Kari’s chair and told to remain.  Of course, I was still glistening with oil, my entire front practically drenched in it and Mistress Haley, who was already back in her seat, the dusky and large breasted Morgan at her feet, ordered me to turn and face her.  I didn’t dare refuse, not that it was a big issue. She had Morgan embrace me and basically wanting me to transfer some of that excess slickness to her slave.  Morgan’s breasts were soft and huge and frankly, I enjoyed the little game.  When we were done I used my hands to strip more of the oil off my thighs and worked them into Morgan’s tummy and legs.  It wasn’t a sex massage, but damn, we both looked GOOD in the soft light of the room!
 
   Kari returned a few minutes later with Georgia, looking rather pleased with herself.  She saw me and lifted one curious eyebrow. I smiled demurely which reassured her and then she laughed as she sat down.
 
   “Did you do me proud with Savannah, Bre?” she asked softly, under her breath.  I nodded happily, not daring to vocalize my answer.  Kari cupped my face and kissed me once on the cheek.  I reveled in the attention, the love, the pleasure.  Pleasing Kari is one of the things I love doing the most and I thrive under her praise.  I always have.  Even when we were kids, Kari complimenting me on something would have me practically glowing for days on end.  Is it any surprise I’m devoted to her?
 
   Ellen Davenport was of course the last one to arrive and the slave girl with her looked a little worse for wear, clearly marked with whip lashes across her rump and breasts.  I wondered if Madeline had been allowed to make love to her as well, or if I was just a special case.  Davenport crossed the room to where Rose was kneeling at the “throne” and I watched as our matron sat down regally, as if she were royalty.  
 
   “Ladies, it is punishment time,” Davenport called out.  She looked around at the assembly even as I darted quick looks to my left and right.  No one moved immediately, but then Mistress Haley and her slave Morgan, moved into the center of the room.  
 
   “My slave has earned a punishment.  I ask for the breast bar,” Mistress Halley asked quietly.
 
   I personally had no clue what a “breast bar” was and merely looked on in curiosity as Davenport called for the device or cart or whatever.  Eventually it arrived; another cart pushed by Madeline, this one sporting a heavy metal rod mounted a good three feet above the rubber cushioned floor of the cart. I watched as Morgan, her breasts still slightly shiny from our oil cuddle, crawled up onto the cart and then proceeded to squat down, her knees spread wide apart.  Madeline brought two long blue silk scarves to Mistress Haley and I watched as Morgan lifted herself a bit higher, standing with bent legs, on the balls of her feet, her arches curved and exposed.  I could see her thighs straining.  The tops of both breasts touched the metal bar and she held on to it with both hands as Haley quickly wrapped first one, and then other breast, with the silk, binding the large soft pumpkin sized bosoms to the metal bar.  
 
   Next Morgan let go of the bar and her hands were quickly bound behind her with a pair of bondage cuffs and I realized just what a precarious position she truly was in.  Due to the bindings of her breasts, she couldn’t lower herself down any farther than she already was.  There would be no kneeling, much less sitting.  It just wasn’t possible.  Furthermore, as low as she was, she wouldn’t be able to straighten her legs and stand either.  Being bound to the bar would keep her in that position no matter what.  When she was firmly secured, both breasts swollen and taut from the tight bindings wrapped around the base and the bar, Madeline brought Haley a pair of leather saps, almost identical to the one I keep in my toy box.  
 
   Have you ever tried breast bondage?  I like it and don’t get to do it often enough.  The nice thing about tying up a pair of breasts is that if you do it properly you can squeeze them to a point where the skin is taut and very sensitive.  Sort of like squeezing a balloon and seeing how the rubber sort of yields on the opposite side?  Well that can happen to breasts too.  I LOVE IT when my breasts are tightly bound and Kari does things like run the pinwheel across my stretched nipples, or when she lightly hits them with a whip.  It doesn’t take much to get me going if my breasts are bound.
 
   And Morgan’s breasts… my god!  They were AWESOME bound.  Almost the size of cantaloupes, they were already red and even slightly purple in color and you could tell that Morgan was already putting some of her weight on her tits.  Haley took the leather saps, stood behind the bound slave girl, and preceded, lightly, to smack the leather paddles into Morgan’s nipples.
 
   From the way Morgan was reacting, you would have thought Haley had been hitting her with a baseball bat or something.  Evidently Morgan was seriously sensitive and I watched the little leather paddles leave reddish squares on Morgan’s taut skin.  The large nipples swelled and these tight bumps, huge considering the conditions, rose from her breasts like the tips of submerged icebergs.  It was quite titillating let me tell you!  Haley started to increase the pace of her strokes and in short order it was clear that Morgan was having trouble dealing with the beating.  Her breasts turned a darker shade of red and a little more purple began appearing, though at no point did I hear Morgan beg for release. 
 
   It was also a kind of perverted dance, due to the fact that essentially Morgan was squatting, trying to sit on her own heels, despite the fact that the breast bondage kept her a good two or three inches above that rest point.  I had a clear view of the arches of her feet and I could see the strain in her thighs as she struggled to support her own weight.  She kept moving too, lifting one foot, then the other as her muscles started to cramp or she was forced to twist through her own body’s reaction to the light but perceived brutal blows to her nipples.  Then with a single misstep her right foot moved to far forward.  She tried to correct even as her balance failed and you could see how a good percentage of her body weight was transferred to her bosom.  Her left foot tensed as she struggled to get her right leg back under herself.  But the main problem was she couldn’t really tilt to the side.  The breast bondage prevented it.  With her right foot forward, her left couldn’t handle things and began shifting as well, finally making the same misstep which suddenly left her entire weight supported by her purpling breasts.
 
   I think this was what Mistress Haley had been waiting for because the moment it happened she leaned over and brought one of the leather paddles down between Morgan’s legs.  It struck the poor girl’s clit and amazingly she stretched out both feet, spreading her thighs and throwing her head back.  I couldn’t believe it.  Her entire body was shaking as Haley punished Morgan’s clit and I felt a fierce surge of both wetness and jealousy, wishing it was ME getting my clit smacked like that.
 
   It’s pretty much common knowledge that bound spread eagled with my legs spread, while getting pussy whipped, is my favorite bondage position. I’m not sure why it turns me on so much.  Maybe it’s being spread like that, so vulnerable, so open.  Maybe it’s because I’m a pain slut and my pussy can’t differentiate between a tongue of flesh and a tongue of leather.  Maybe it’s because I’m sick.  Who knows? 
 
   Mistress Haley didn’t smack Morgan till she came.  In fact, almost thirty seconds after Morgan’s full weight went to her breasts, Haley began untying Morgan and it must have been practiced because Morgan’s tits were free in less than a minute.  They began to lighten in color and there were dark red bands around the base of each magnificent breast, but it was clear Morgan wasn’t actually hurt.  And as the pressure was released, the taut, balloon popping look of her breasts quickly faded.  To my astonishment, Mistress Haley helped Morgan back to her spot next to me.
 
   Of course there was a polite round of applause.  Everyone liked to see a slave girl punished.  Mistress Davenport waited for the comments and appreciation to die down and then asked if any of the other slave girls needed punishment. I secretly glanced around, wondering who would be next.  To be honest, I was surprised that there wasn’t a fucking LINE of mistresses wanting to abuse their slaves in front of everyone else.
 
   When it was clear there wasn’t another immediate volunteer I felt Kari’s hand on my shoulder.  We had already discussed this.  I crawled forward, as if I were volunteering myself even as Kari stood.
 
   “My slave has earned a punishment.  I request the whipping bench.”
 
   Of course, I had no clue what exactly the “whipping bench” was.  Kari had only informed me that I’d be punished, not how or what and as for why, well she doesn’t really need a why, does she?  Together we moved into the center of the room and the comments immediately started again even as Davenport called to Madeline to bring in “the whipping bench.”
 
   I had pictured some sort of massive device being rolled into the room, but what Madeline brought in was rather tame.  She was pushing a cart, but rather than being mounted to the cart, the device was merely placed upon it for easy movement.  Madeline maid-handled (get it?) the weight bench off the cart.  It was only about four feet long with padded red vinyl cushions.  Then she picked up the two metal risers off the cart, and one by one, inserted them into holders along the base of the bench.  In short order she had constructed a pretty typical restraint bench. I was impressed.
 
   Kari snapped her fingers and I crawled out into the middle of the floor.  Kari pointed to the bench and I quickly sat down and then lay back upon it.  My legs hung off the bottom edge and I spread them to the sides, exposing my sex.  Madeline came forward with two sets of thick leather straps, both of which went around my thighs, just above my knee.  This kind of surprised me until a moment later when my legs were drawn upward and outward, long steel cables connecting the thigh straps with the metal risers.  In seconds I realized my predicament.  I was now totally exposed and thanks to the restraints, my ability to close my legs was reduced to absolute zero.
 
   While Kari went to a side table to select her weapon, Madeline fussed with my wrists for a moment and then tugged on each of my arms.  Moments later my hands were bound as securely as my legs and nothing short of mercy or satisfaction would get me off the bench now.  I lifted my head, straining my neck, and saw that Kari had walked over to Mistress Savannah.
 
   “May I borrow your slave to time Breanne’s punishment?” Kari asked politely.  Savannah didn’t even blink but I saw Kylie’s eyes widen.  
 
   Mistress Savannah, who must have pre-agreed to this arrangement, nodded at Kari.  “Of course, Kari.  Be my guest.”  But then Savannah leaned down and placed one hand on Kylie’s bare shoulder.  “Go with Mistress Kari. Obey her.  But do not cum or you’ll be punished next.”
 
   Kari reached down and took Kylie’s hand.  The poor girl was already trembling, though from excitement or fear I couldn’t tell.  At that point my neck started to hurt so I put my head back down.  Kari and Kylie came into view, both standing and Kylie was turned around and then pushed backward until she was straddling my face.  I could smell and see her arousal, her delicate pussy was only two or three inches above my nose.  I resisted the urge to lift my head and give her a quick lick.  I was afraid she’d do something crazy if I did that.
 
   Kari quickly used a set of handcuffs on Kylie, binding the girl’s wrists behind her back.  I watched and then Kari reached out and laid her fingers on my temple.
 
   “You will now be whipped as punishment for your behavior over the last month.  The whipping will continue until Kylie orgasms, so I suggest you try very hard to make her cum as quickly as possible.”
 
   My eyes widened.  Then I realized what was going on.  This punishment wasn’t for me!  It was for Kylie!  Kylie would have to take a punishment for me, or let me suffer.  I of course would try as hard as possible to lick her to release, while she would do everything she could to stop me.  Talk about a Catch 22 situation!
 
   Kari moved out of my vision and Kylie and I looked at each other.  Neither of us dared to speak, but I tried to comfort her with my eyes.  I have no idea if it worked, especially when a few moments later I felt two rather sharp pinches on both nipples.  I gasped as the clamps were tugged sharply, the bite of the jaws clenching even harder.  Then Kylie squirmed a bit and I felt my nipples pulled on again.  
 
   I’m sure you’ve figured out what Kari did, right?  She put clover clamps on me, and gave the chain to Kylie, who now could yank and hopefully either push ME toward orgasm, or stop me from working diligently toward giving HER one.  Then Kari came forward, touched Kylie’s shoulder, and told her to lower herself down.
 
   The taste of pussy flooded my mouth and I immediately concentrated my tongue work on her clit.  Kylie was sweet and didn’t bother to try to move herself away, but actually seemed to tilt herself forward, making it even easier for me to lick her.  I was about to suck her clitoris into my mouth when suddenly I felt a momentary breeze and then a burning sting exploded between my legs.  
 
   Kari’s weapon of choice was a cat-o-nine-tails type whip; multiple strands that would sear and turn entire swaths of skin red, rather than single cutting, welt-leaving thongs.  It meant the pain wouldn’t be brutal.  But it did mean that every stroke would sting badly, sound awful, and turn my entire loin area into a scarlet mass of heated agony.  Hell, the first stroke by itself caused me to hiss like a cut air hose.  The sting turned to heat and I felt myself ripen immediately.  Oh god… yes.
 
   It is tough to concentrate on oral sex when someone is hitting you relatively hard between your open and outstretched legs.  It becomes even worse when you are also seriously turned on by that “hitting” and I found myself becoming slightly disorientated as my body wanted to give into the building orgasm.  Kari knows exactly how to torture me and every blow was landing directly on my clit.  Then the strands of the whip would spread out and turn the rest of my pussy, pubis and even some of my thighs into the strike zone.  The sting was almost intolerable except right on my clit and the heat… well the heat was like an aphrodisiac of amazing depth.  
 
   A sharp tug on my nipples brought me around and I looked up at Kylie, who obviously felt that she was being left out of things.  I stabbed my tongue upward again and attacked her clit, trying to incorporate the sensation and taste of her with the beating I was getting between my legs.  Every so often these feelings were joined by another hard tug on my nipples and I struggled to focus on making Kylie cum.
 
   If it had been a race, I would have easily made it to the winner’s circle.  In fact, I did cum before Kylie did, screaming out my orgasm into her labia like some sort of exorcised demon being cast from a sexy teenage girl.  The vibrations of my cry seemed to keep Kylie aroused because I felt another surge of wetness pour from between her legs, coating my nose, my mouth, my chin, and even trickle down my cheeks to my neck.
 
   Kari hit me again, and that was AFTER my orgasm.
 
   Now things were starting to really hurt.  My sexual arousal had been enough to cushion me from the sensation of having my skin flayed off molecule by molecule, but now that I had cum, there wasn’t anything there giving me the strength to endure.  I refocused on Kylie and did my absolute best to make her explode, wanting another surge of wetness so that my brutal punishment would be finished.
 
   Kari managed maybe another fifteen or so strokes, none of which were delivered softer than the ones prior to my orgasm.  In fact, I was almost aroused again when Kylie finally let go, struggling with her orders not to cum.  She cried out, leaning backward as I sucked her clit into my mouth and bit it lightly, even as my nipples were tugged upward and downward by her hands.  Kari landed another stroke on my clit and then Kylie popped like a balloon, sagging downward in these amazing quick sob like yelps that I thought were rather funny.  I winced at another stroke between my legs and then Kari was pulling Kylie off my face.
 
   I lay there in a daze, not really aware of things as Madeline and Kari released my wrists and thighs.  My entire sex tingled and I was red practically from the knee to my hips, the whip having turned me a beautiful shade of scarlet.  I was helped off the bench and then I fell to my knees.  I felt wilted, exhausted, totally withered and even the sharp smack of Kari’s hand on my rump did little more than send me tumbling in the right direction.  Another spank got me back on my hands and knees and a few more finally motivated me sufficiently to crawl to my spot by my mistress’ chair.
 
   Meanwhile Kylie was being strapped to the very same bench I had just been on and by the time I settled down by Kari’s knee, Kylie’s legs were already bound and lifted, while Madeline worked to bind her hands.
 
   I could tell Kylie was NOT prepared for this.  In fact, I suspect she had never been publically punished before.  Her eyes were wide with alarm and her chest was heaving.  Mistress Savannah was standing over her and rather than the multi-headed whip Kari had chosen to use upon me, she was holding a thick braided leather tawse that was half paddle, half sap.  I couldn’t IMAGINE being hit what that thing.  Though I’d like too.
 
   And then Savannah surprised both me and Kari.  I know because we talked about it later in the car.  The petite blond woman turned, approached Ellen Davenport, and politely asked for use of Davenport’s slave girl, Rose, to time Kylie’s punishment.
 
   Davenport hesitated only a moment before agreeing and tapped Rose on the shoulder.  The slightly chubby dirty blond girl nodded and stood up and Savannah waited a moment longer, looking expectantly at Ellen Davenport.
 
   “Is there a problem Savannah?” Davenport asked.
 
   Savannah gave her a cool thoughtful look.  “No.  I just wanted to make sure you had an opportunity to issue instructions to your slave.”
 
   The whole room looked at Ellen Davenport.  It was a challenge.  Basically Savannah was pressuring Davenport to place a restriction on Rose, and anything less than the one Savannah had placed on Kylie, would be seen as weak.  
 
   Kari grinned.  Already Davenport’s hold on the society was weakening!
 
   Mistress Davenport however is a skilled politician and she bowed her head gracefully.  “Rose, you many not orgasm or you will be punished.  Severely,” she said to the slave girl standing beside her.
 
   Rose had a shocked look on her face which surprised me.  Surely the girl was used to being whipped and spanked?  Right?  Hell, I don’t even LIVE with Kari and I’m used to being whipped and spanked!  Savannah grabbed Rose by the arm and quickly maneuvered her to the position so recently held by Kylie.  Now it was Kylie’s tongue darting up into Rose’s pussy, the petite brunette working rapidly and intently.  
 
   Mistress Savannah raised the leather whip and brought it down with a rather light swing.  Kylie jumped a little, but from my position, it didn’t look like it even slowed down the process of eating out Rose.  The lush dirty blond girl stood above Kylie’s face trembling, trying to stay in position, while her face betrayed the flush of pleasure she was feeling.  I smiled suddenly, hoping Kylie would make the little blond bitch cum quickly.
 
   Savannah hit Kylie again and this time the brunette girl on the padded bench winced.  I watched as her legs tried in vain to close, but then my friend got control of herself and once more focused on trying to lick Rose’s clit right off her pussy.
 
   Evidently Rose has a short trigger because two hits later, Rose shuddered through her rather public and obvious orgasm, only to stagger away without permission.  Her face was flushed and her thighs slick.  Savannah and Madeline worked to free Kylie, even as Davenport stood, coming forward.  As soon as Kylie had crawled off to the side of the room and Savannah had returned to her seat, Davenport grabbed Rose by the ear, twisting it.
 
   “How dare you?” she demanded.  “I told you not to cum!”  The mock anger Davenport was displaying was patently ludicrous, and no one was fooled.  Rose whimpered as Davenport pushed her back toward the edge of the room.  “I will punish you severely when our guests have left!  Expect to spend the entire night in the punishment room!” Davenport decreed.
 
   Rose went to her knees, still obviously affected by the orgasmic release she had just endured.  Frankly I wasn’t surprised that Davenport had decided to end the game here.  It could have gotten out of hand.  Of course it was also late and a few minutes later Mistress Davenport called for the meeting to end.  We all milled around for a few minutes and I sat patiently while Kari, Savannah, Mistresses Jillian and Lisa grouped together, conversing quickly and quietly.  Then Mistress Charlotte joined them.   Something was agreed upon and then Kari was smiling and the group broke up.  Kari tapped my shoulder and I gathered up her bag and my shoes and followed her, but not before I saw the suspicious look of malevolence on Ellen Davenport’s face.
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
   It was about two weeks later when I got a call from Kari, advising me to be at her place next Friday afternoon at about three.  She wasn’t any more explicit than that, and since I had happened to be stuck out in the barn, enduring a major sexual session of “Rotating Venus Penis” torture, I wasn’t really in either the mood or condition to ask a bunch of questions.  In fact, the whole conversation sounded like this:
 
   “H-h-hello?” I said, complete with shuddering breath and in a high pitched tone of voice.  I was about two minutes from orgasming.
 
   “Breanne? This is Kari.” 
 
   “Umm…. Uunnnghhh… hi Kari.” 
 
   “You sound a little busy,” Kari says, amused.
 
   “Well… uggnnh, you… um… ordered me… to… ugnnn… wear the… uggnn…. RVP today…. And uuung… Master Barrett wanted me to uunnngg… s-s-snap…. unnngg… OWWW!”  This quite intelligent statement was followed by a hissing noise.
 
   “He wanted you to snap the rubber bands on your feet,” Kari supplied, interpreting my wheezing and halted speech.  “Gotcha.  So how many times?” she asked.
 
   “Unnnng… s-s-sixty!” I gasp, clearly on the cusp of orgasm.
 
   “Is the RVP on full?  Both functions?”  
 
   “Y-y-yes…. Unngg!”
 
   “Good.  I hope your feet hurt and you cum lots.  Just remember to be at my place on Friday, three o’clock.  Got it?”
 
                 “YYEEESSSSS!” I cried out, cumming hard as the RVP swirled inside me and the pain in the soles of my feet exploded upward into my pussy.
 
                 Kari’s answering sigh was lost in my own vocal exclamation but I know it was there.  The rest of the week proceeded at it’s usual pace.  I did some writing, some working, some fucking, and of course let myself get tortured practically every day with each “toy of the day”.  But those are different stories and if you want to read about those little incidents, you’ll need to read my OTHER set of books, “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut”.  As it was, things progressed until it was finally Friday and I packed myself up, including an overnight bag just in case, and headed to Kari’s condo.
 
                 Kari’s place is magnificent. It’s rather large, especially for a condo, with a great room/living room, a very nice galley kitchen, a sweet dining room, and then two bedrooms and two baths.  Of course the second bedroom had been converted into a “torture Breanne and Robert” room, but as far as rooms go, I admit it’s still nice.  Mostly the décor is a cross between Victorian and modern, which is a strange mix I’ll admit, but Kari can pull off just about anything.  She’s got an eye for style and I love relaxing in her condo.  Presuming I’m relaxing there.  Half the time I’m bound and screaming in a mixture of agony and pleasure.  Suffice it to say, it’s quite different from my countrified farm house home.  
 
                 When I got there I passed the large oleander bush at the entrance and stripped at the front door, shucking out of my blue jeans, tee shirt, bra and panties.  I clamped my thighs together to keep the Husky dildo up inside me, something I’ve been practicing, and then knocked.  Robert answered the door, grinning at my nudity with appreciation.  Of course, he was naked too and as I entered the condo I moved into his outstretched arms for an embrace.  Of course, his hands went straight to my buttocks, squeezing softly.  My right arm went around his waist, but my left hand went straight to his cock, touching and stroking and generally just making a pleasant nuisance of myself.
 
                 After a moment of sexually aggravating each other, we parted, somehow knowing that if allowed we would have been fucking in about five seconds flat.  As it was, I wasn’t about to take Robert without permission and Kari would have locked Robert in a cock hose for a year had he taken me without that same permission.  Ahh… the love lives of sex slaves, right?  So I followed him into the condo as he led me to the master bedroom.
 
                 “Ah!  Bre!  You’re here!  Good.”  Kari looked over at me.  She was freshly scrubbed and was in the process of curling her hair.  That was rather odd since Kari usually goes for a straight comb, though stylized look.  For her to curl her hair… I had to wonder what was up.  
 
                 “Take that dildo out and hit the shower.  Totally clean, got it?  And no toy for tonight. I need you au natural and not on the edge.”
 
                 I blinked.  I didn’t have to follow NHPS Rule #1 for the evening?  Now THAT was strange.  Where were we going and what were we doing?  Instead of questioning my best friend and mistress, I shrugged, tugged out the dildo, licked it off, and dropped it on the vanity.  Then I walked into their bathroom, got the water started, and climbed into the shower.  It didn’t take me very long to get clean.  My hair was already in good condition, though I admit I used a quite a bit of Kari’s super expensive hair conditioner.  I have longer hair than she does, but finances force me to buy something a little more suave than the high dollar stuff that Kari pampers herself with.  When I got out of the shower it was my turn in front of the vanity and I blew my hair dry.  With it crackling around me, I padded barefoot and still naked out into the living room, only to find James Bond and his latest girlfriend sitting there.
 
                 Okay, it wasn’t Bond, though it might as well have been. It was Robert; dressed in a tuxedo.  And he looked magnificent.  Kari was wearing this incredible slinky blue ankle length dress with a slit that went up her leg almost to the hip.  It blew my mind away.  She looked elegant, especially with the diamond stud earrings and matching necklace.  Seriously.  Next Bond movie cover.  I was impressed. All Robert needed to complete the picture was a Walther PPK.  Oh yeah, and the feisty naked red head in the background.
 
                 Kari walked over to me, grabbed my hand, and walked me back to the master bedroom.  Once there she opened her closet, drew out an emerald dress that sparkled with rhinestones in a wave, and handed it to me.  
 
                 “We’ll let your hair go straight tonight, no curls.  Put on the dress.”
 
                 I slipped into the dress and found that the material clung to me provocatively.  This wasn’t an elegant dress like the one Kari was wearing.  This dress was about allure, about seduction.  Parts were gauzy, and a good expanse of my torso, hips, and sides were exposed.  In a flash I realized why Kari hadn’t had me put on a bra, or even panties.  With this dress, you would have been able to see them, or at least parts of them.  When it cleverly concealed all of my more prurient parts, I turned to look at myself in Kari’s full length mirror and marveled.
 
                 I am not beautiful.  I’m cute.  I’m the girl next door.  Oh… don’t worry. I’m not upset about it. I’ve lived around prettier girls all my life.  Take Kari for example.  Tall, blonde, blue eyed, with great curves; she’s always gotten more than a fair share of the attention from boys. I sometimes was jealous in high school, at least until our Junior year when suddenly dating Kari meant getting to fuck her sex slave, Bre.  That’s when the boys started really noticing me.  I was the nasty girl, the slut with weird perversions, the one who would practically let them do anything, provided Kari approved.  There were times I’d get approached by some boy somewhere, who would hand me a note, clearly written by Kari, directing me to provide a blowjob, or allow myself to get finger fucked.  I remember during my senior year there would be at least four or five of these sex coupons floating around.
 
                 Surprised the hell out of me when our Math teacher approached me with one, but again, that’s another story.
 
                 But that emerald colored dress made me look good.  Better than good actually. I looked beautiful.  Kari spun me back to the vanity, sat me down on the little stool, and began to do my makeup.  I’m okay with makeup, but only so much as to do the basics.  I prefer a more natural look.  A little base, some eyeshadow, maybe some mascara, and I’m done, and that’s if I’m going out and about.  But not that Friday afternoon.  Oh no.  Kari spent almost an hour on my face and when I looked in the mirror the girl looking back at me wasn’t the cute little waif from the ranch down the road.  It was a sex goddess, hungry and beautiful and sultry.  Standing next to Kari was no longer like being in direct sunlight.  My own illumination, if not eclipsing hers, certainly held its own against it, and when I slipped on the high heels that matched the dress, we stood together in front of Robert.
 
                 “Ladies, I must be the luckiest man in the world,” was all he said.  Kari stepped up and kissed him.  I grinned.
 
                 “Let’s go,” Kari announced, looking at the time.  Robert, still dressed in his tux, opened the door and let us out first.  A few minutes later we were in his SUV, heading northward.
 
                 Kari was sitting in the right front passenger seat and twisted around to look at me.  “All right, here’s what is going on.  Robert was able to find out the name of Davenport’s financial manager.  His name is Frank Green and he’ll be at the party tonight.  According to some other sources, Davenport has had Green do a few things that are illegal with some of the money Davenport’s husband left her.  Things that would interest the IRS.”
 
                 I looked at her through slitted eyes.  “So you want me to get close to Green.”
 
                 Kari nodded.  “You have to seduce him, tonight, tomorrow, however long it takes.  We need that man either in our pocket, or willing to betray Davenport.  That’s presuming that the rumors are true.  In any event, don’t mention Davenport or the Society tonight at all.”
 
                 I bobbed my head.  “Will Mistress Ellen be there tonight?” I asked somewhat timidly.  The last thing I wanted to do was meet the head of the Society socially, in equal settings.  Kari shook her head.  “I seriously doubt it.  This party is more for financial types.  That’s how Robert was able to get us invited.”
 
                 Robert chuckled. “Stock brokering pays in more ways than one!”
 
                 I shrugged.  “What does Green look like?”
 
                 It was Kari’s turn to shrug and she looked over at Robert.
 
                 “He’s in his late forties, a bit of a paunch, thinning on top with a receding hair line.  Wears wire rim glasses.  I’ve met him once before at a conference, so I’ll point him out to you,” Robert said.
 
                 The rest of the drive we discussed how Alissa, Mistress Danielle’s former sex slave, was doing.  Evidently Lisa Doherty, the therapist, had made significant progress with Alissa and they had even been in touch with Alissa’s parents in Arkansas.  Evidently Alissa had been a runaway and Danielle had picked her up in San Antonio and brought her down to Houston a year later with her when she moved.  Alissa had told Lisa that at first, they had merely been lovers and then Danielle had begun to domme her.  It was always a mixture of love and pleasure with the slowly growing humiliation and pain.  Finally Alissa had been thoroughly enslaved, both mentally and physically, totally unaware that she was also an abused prisoner.  Lisa felt that they had enough to file charges and Sara was arranging things after talking with a Houston Police Detective she knew.  
 
                 I was pleased to hear it all.  Alissa was cute and as much as I would have loved to have her again, especially after our dinner torture session, I knew she needed to recover. She probably wasn’t a natural submissive like me, much less a slave, and had been forced to it.  But still… she was one sweet girl.  Maybe sometime in the future I’ll get an opportunity to seduce her.
 
                 I was lost in my own fantasies of Alissa and me naked under the stars, rubbing baby oil into each other’s bodies when the SUV stopped.  I blinked and looked up, only to see a rather well appointed mansion in front of me, lights blazing.  It wasn’t quite as imposing as Davenport’s domicile, but it still looked ridiculously rich and wealthy.  Sort of 1 percentish. I sighed.  These people move in totally different circles than I did.  Would I SOUND like a rough, unlettered, redneck farm girl to these people?  What would they say if they knew that I had spent the morning mucking out stalls?  Or that I didn’t know the difference between fois gras and liverwurst?
 
                 Wait.  Is there a difference?
 
                 Robert opened the door for me, the gallant gentleman, before doing the same for Kari.  Then with one of us on either arm, he took the lead, changing from the submissive boy toy of the girl to his right, and strolled forward as if he were in command and we were the accessories.  Inside, the place was a riot of color and people and good food and champagne!  Robert was instantly greeted, with a number of people shaking his hand who knew him by name.  He would introduce Kari as his “partner” and explain that she was an interior designer.  I was merely introduced as Breanne.
 
                 Well what did you expect?  “And this is Breanne.  She’s an author.”  The next question would be “of what?”  Oh… “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”  Yeah, not cool.  Robert eventually introduced me as Kari’s assistant when pressed, which is kind of true, in a weird sort of way.  No one seemed to wonder why he had brought one of Kari’s peons to the party.  And so with a flute glass in my hand we winnowed our way through the party.
 
                 “Frank Green?  Robert Toomby, we met last year at the Pensacola Financiers Convention?” Robert suddenly said.  He reached out a hand and shook another.
 
                 I blinked.  Frank Green?  Sure enough, the man standing in front of us was in his mid forties, going bald, and wearing glasses.  He did look good in a tuxedo though.  There was just one major problem.
 
                 “Toomby?  Oh yes. I remember.  How are you?  Let me introduce you to my wife, Caroline.”
 
                 Caroline Green was an overly plump lady with silver gray hair, a warm smile, and a good nature that came through even without a word.  She quickly greeted Robert and then as Kari and I were introduced we all exchanged hand shakes.  Caroline had a firm grip and I felt a pang of guilt as I realized that I would be stealing her husband from her, at least for a little while.  But when Frank extended his hand to me, I remembered what I had been ordered to do and slipped my finger against his palm, stroking it lightly as our eyes locked.  I held his hand a touch longer than I should have and he let go with a startled movement.  I glanced at Caroline.  If she had noticed, she didn’t say anything, or even look at me.  She was too engaged with Kari, who had kept her distracted.  I looked back at Frank Green who was staring at me with a curious look. I smiled, and not with a smile that said “pleased to meet you”, but with the smile that said “meet me in the back hallway in ten minutes.”
 
                 And then he abruptly excused himself and we ended up moving on with Caroline apologizing and saying we would meet up again later.  Robert, Kari, and I moved through the party to another room and found a quiet corner.
 
                 “So there you go.  That’s Frank Green,” Kari said.
 
                 I glared at her. “You didn’t say he was married!”
 
                 Kari shrugged. “I didn’t know.  It won’t make a difference though, will it?  I mean you can still seduce him.”
 
                 “Married men tend to be more loyal, more faithful,” I muttered, not pleased at all.
 
                 This time Kari grinned.  “But when they fall, they fall hard.  Look, all you need to do is seduce him once, and then threaten to tell Caroline unless he gives us access to Davenport’s financial records.  That’s all.  Hell, if we report her to the IRS, he’ll even get the finder’s fee.”
 
                 Robert grimaced, “or he goes to jail.  The SEC doesn’t take kindly to what she’s been doing.  He could stand a good chance of being indicted too.  Presuming the rumors are right.”
 
                 I gave another harsh look to Kari. “I was hoping to win the information with sweetness, not by being a conniving, blackmailing bitch.”  I paused for a moment, thinking.  “Do we actually need to get Mistress Ellen arrested?  Couldn’t we blackmail her just as easily?” I asked.
 
                 Kari gave me a strange look.  “Well, I suppose…”
 
                 “Then Mr. Green wouldn’t need to go to jail, and we could hold Davenport over the same barrel she’s got Kari!” 
 
                 Robert looked skeptical.  “It’s still going to be tough.  Green is hardly going to give up information that could hurt him too.”  Then he looked worried.  “And I don’t want to end up being an accessory.”
 
                 I gave him a smoldering look and a deep frown.  “Leave that to me,” I said confidently.  “Give me your pen.”  Robert handed me a pen from his inner pocket, and I moved away, slinking my way through the crowd toward Frank Green.
 
                 Two hours later I was quite tired and getting very disheartened.  I had spent the entire time hanging on whatever group the Greens were talking too.  Caroline was just as much a social butterfly as Kari, though without the self-serving power hungry purposefulness. In fact, I talked more to Frank’s wife than with Frank, though I made sure to meet his gaze any time he looked at me.  And let me be honest, that was quite a bit.  Caroline, I’m sure, was oblivious and when Frank finally excused himself from the clique, I bowed out a moment later as well.  I kept him in sight, but on the opposite side of the room until he had disappeared down the hallway leading to the bathroom.  There was a line and he was leaning against the wall, waiting.  I moved up next to him and he looked over at me.
 
                 “You too, huh?” he asked.
 
                 I laughed lightly, brightly. “Too much champagne, I think.”
 
                 “The bubbly can certainly get to you.”
 
                 I looked at him through half lowered lids.  “It makes you more aware of the attraction you feel toward others,” I said, somewhat breathlessly.  I looked him up and down, making it clear that I was eye fucking him.
 
                 That unsettled him and he cleared his throat a bit.  The line moved one more person down as another guest passed us.
 
                 “So, you work for Toomby’s wife?” he asked.  I didn’t bother to correct him.  But now was also the perfect opportunity to get things going in the direction I wanted.  “Well yes, but only part time.  To be honest, I’m a writer,” I purred.
 
                 His eyes widened in feigned interest.  “Really?  What genre?  Mysteries?  Horror? Romance?” 
 
                 My eyes bored into his and I lowered my voice a few pitches downward.   “Erotica.”
 
                 I could see his pulse pounding in his neck.
 
                 “Ah… I see,” he replied.  “So um… is that a profitable line?”
 
                 I shrugged, my eyes still locked with his.  “It could pay better, but what I like best is the research part.”  The tone of my voice made it VERY clear what I was interested in.  Hell, I’d have had to hit him over the head with a brick to make it any more obvious.  
 
                 But by then the line had moved forward enough that Frank was able to escape into the bathroom. I could hear him washing his hands and I prepped myself for his exit.  When the door finally opened I barred his way for a second, my right hand dipping into my cleavage. I drew out a small slip of paper and then pushed it into his lapel jacket pocket with a twinkle in my eye.  He jumped slightly, startled, but then I pushed past him, my breasts bouncing against his arm, and went into the bathroom.
 
                 When I was finished Frank Green was nowhere to be seen.  I didn’t return to his and Caroline’s little social group, instead I hovered around them, always within sight of Frank, but never in direct contact.  I made sure that which ever way he faced, I was there.  Every time he looked at me, I stared right back until he turned away.  It was… engaging, and a little fun and naughty.
 
                 The party ended without another word between me and Frank Green, though on the way out Caroline stopped with Frank in toe, patted me on the knee, and told me it was nice meeting me.  How sweet!  Frank merely looked down my dress. I breathed deeply for him, making sure my cleavage was at the perfect angle.  I waved goodbye to both of them and said that I looked forward to meeting them in the future.  Or did I say the “near” future?  Who knows?  Who cares?
 
                 When Kari, Robert, and I got back in the SUV, I was flushed with both the evening and too much champagne.  
 
                 “Well?  Were you successful?  I saw that you disappeared with him,” Kari demanded.
 
                 I grinned stupidly.  “We went to the bathroom,” I replied.
 
                 “So… just a blowjob then?” she asked.
 
                 I shook my head.  “Nope.”
 
                 Kari blinked.  “Wow, you screwed him?  That was fast!”
 
                 “I didn’t do anything with him,” I interrupted.  “I just gave him my telephone number.”
 
                 “What?” demanded Kari.  “Your telephone number?  That’s all!  What if he decides not to call!”
 
                 I leaned back in the seat, closing my eyes, flushed with success.  “Oh, he’ll call.  Maybe not tonight.  Maybe not tomorrow.  But he’ll call, and soon.”
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
                 I was in the middle of checking Star’s hooves when my cell phone rang.  I now have one of those new fangled iPhone thingies that does practically everything but make a tazo chai latte, which is really too bad since I would really enjoy a latte right about now.  I pulled it out and pressed the blinking screen and answered, dropping Star’s forefoot to the ground.  
 
                 “Hello?” I said politely, yet earnestly.  Not a lot of people have my direct line.  Michael does, Kari does, Robert does, and so do my parents.  All are on Caller ID so I know who is calling.  When the number comes up as private or an unknown, I just say “hi!”  Better that way, right?
 
                 “Um, may I, uh… is this Breanne?” a male voice said.
 
                 “Absolutely!  What can I do for ya!” I said cheerfully.  I had my suspicions about who might be on the line.
 
                 “I’m not sure you’ll remember me, but my name is Frank Green.  We met at Bill Cunningham’s party last Sunday.  Four days ago?”  
 
                 I grinned in exultation.  I had started to get worried when he hadn’t called on Monday.  But I guess he finally got up the gumption.  Now I wouldn’t have to ambush him.  “Mr. Green, of COURSE I remember you! How could I forget?”  I lowered my voice into this seductive low tone, almost a growl.  “And what can I do for you?”
 
                 “Please.  Please call me Frank,” he replied.
 
                 I let out a low chuckle.  “All right, Frank.”
 
                 “I was, uh, wondering if you, um, might be, uh, interested, in um, dinner tomorrow.”
 
                 I made a fist and silently pumped it up and down.  Then all seductive and sultry, I said “I’d love to have dinner with you.  Where should we meet?”  See? I can be discreet.
 
                 “How about the Oceanaire?  Ever been there?” he asked me.
 
                 Well actually, I had been there before and let me tell you, the scallops are to die for.  “Sure. I’ve eaten there before.  Great food.  What time?”  
 
                 “Can you meet me there around five o’clock?” he asked.  
 
                 I smiled, knowing that he’d be able to tell just from the tone of my voice.  “Sure.  Five o’clock tomorrow.  I’m looking forward to it,” I replied. 
 
                 “Great, well, um… until then.”
 
                 I hung up the phone and dialed Kari.  She answered on the third ring.
 
                 “I have a date tomorrow night,” I said smugly, without telling her anything more.
 
                 “And I suppose you want permission?” Kari asked with a resigned sigh.  She was used to me calling or sending on some of the various “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” assignments I get.
 
                 I laughed.  “No. I already have your permission.”
 
                 “What?  What do you mean, Bre?” Kari asked, her interest now perked.
 
                 “He went for it.  I have a date with Frank Green.”  I couldn’t help feeling elated as I said it.
 
                 The next afternoon I pulled up into the parking lot of the Galleria, Houston’s upscale mall and closed the door of my Saturn coupe.  I hadn’t brought the pick up truck, on the off chance that Frank Green might want to see my vehicle and while the coupe wasn’t exactly a rich woman’s car, it definitely said something much different than the dusty and dirty Ford F-150 I usually drive around.  See, there’s a difference between a horse smelling cowgirl and a wannabe rich poor girl trying to make it in the world.
 
                 Oh don’t worry. I showered over at Kari’s place, which isn’t that far away from the Galleria and she even took off from work early to help me prep.  Once more we did up my makeup, except this time instead of lipstick, I just used a bit of lip gloss. There’s a reason to this and girls you know why, don’t you?  Guys… well, I think I’ll just leave the mystery up for ya.  I obviously couldn’t wear the green dress a second time, and this evening was supposed to be much more intimate.  Frank Green hadn’t mentioned his wife coming along, so I figured she wouldn’t be there.  So basically I needed something that was sexy and flirtatious enough to keep his attention, but not socially embarrass him.
 
                 So that left out going naked.  
 
                 Instead Kari slipped me into a relatively beautiful little black dress with a silver inlay running up and down the right side in a sort of waterfall display.  It was quite breathtaking and highlighted my assets nicely.  We discussed me going commando, but I had brought a pair of matching lace lingerie that I knew could stiffen a gummy worm, so Kari worked it in, complete with a pair of thigh high stockings and elastic garter.  I looked… scrumptious.  The only issue with the dress is that the collar line was cut quite low, and I am just a tad bit bustier than the dress was intended to handle.  As a result my bra was almost showing and I’d say a good forty five percent of both breasts were squeezed upward and inward, forming an eye catching crevasse where men could get lost while skiing down.
 
                 The shoes were more normal four inch high heels, with a closed toe thanks to the stockings, but I admit that my legs looked awesome.  Lastly, I wouldn’t need any help getting out of this dress if need be.  So with everything set to go I went to my dinner date.
 
                 I met Frank in front of the Oceanaire.  He was on time. I was fashionable late.  Basically I waited until I saw him standing at the front of the restaurant and then slowly walked up.  It worked out okay.  He wasn’t waiting long, less than a minute I suppose.  When he saw me his eyes lit up and he looked at me with longing and a warm smile.  He took my hand, kissed it, and then when I stepped close, took the opportunity to look down my cleavage.  I took a deep breath and leaned forward slightly.  Anything for a friend, right?
 
                 “You look ravishing!” he said after our brief hellos.  I smiled right back at him.
 
                 “Well maybe it’s because I’m hoping to be ravished,” I replied flirtatiously.  That kind of stunned him.  Maybe it was too blunt.  Oh well.
 
                 “Are you hungry?” he asked.
 
                 “Famished.  And in several different ways,” I replied softly, once more dripping with sexual innuendo.  Hey, famished rhymes with ravished, right?  Though I admit I’ve never heard of someone looking famishing.  I put my arms in his and we walked toward the greeter.  It didn’t take us long to be seated and in moments I was sipping a glass of wine with Frank as he gazed into my eyes.  Or was it my breasts?  I won’t say smitten, because that reflects a willingness to do anything I wanted.  Instead, let me say infatuated, or desiring, because that is what people know.
 
                 We ordered, with Frank concentrating on both my breasts and menu, which might be why he stammered a bit. I’ll admit the dress was having the desired affect on my dining partner and I tried to take deep breaths whenever his eyes went to my chest.  On the flip side, it’s a little awkward having a conversation with someone who can’t seem to look you in the face.  He tried of course, but those deep breaths… they were more than poor Frank could handle!
 
                 I ordered scallops, which I love.  I have no idea why I love scallops but for some reason I’m not a big fan of batter dipped fried seafood. I preferred it sautéed or grilled in butter and those scallops were delicious.  I have to admit, living so close to the coast is a good thing if you like fresh seafood.  There was also a delicious red wine, though I didn’t drink more than a glass or two. I’m not a big wine drinker.   I doubt any nympho humiliation pain slut is.  It’s too easy to loose track of what’s going on if you’re drunk and then… well bad things could happen.
 
                 While the food was good, the conversation was great.  I managed to get Frank talking about himself, his work, his hobbies.  The man clearly loved having someone listen to him and even engage him on those issues. Sure, I know next to nothing about coin collecting, but I at least know what coins are, right?  They’re these little round things with people’s faces on them and buildings and you can stick them in vending machines!  Damn, why isn’t there a “sarcasm font!”  Anyway, I was able to ask some of the right questions.  There were three topics I stayed away from; money, Ellen Davenport, and Carolyn Green.  I didn’t want to scare him away and I didn’t want to remind him that he was married.
 
                 Some of you may be looking at me, judging me for my behavior.  I’d like to remind you that I was NOT leading him on. I plainly planned on giving him the sexual time of his life.  So I was certainly not being disingenuous with him.  Sure, I was hardly going to supplant his wife, but that wasn’t my intention.  Nor was it to break up his marriage.  Think of it more as fun blackmail.  I’d give him nookie.  He’d give me the cookie Kari needed to neutralize Davenport.  It was that simple.  If he cooperated, eventually, Carolyn would never find out about our little naughtiness.  
 
                 On the flip side, it was Frank Green who violated his marriage oath. He didn’t have to call me.  He was the one who decided it was more important to see if that cute redhead was really willing to fuck his brains out than stay faithful to his wife.  But let me tell you a secret about men.  If they think they can get away with screwing around on their partner, they will. Trust me.
 
                 He had finished his fried cod and was pushing the vegetables around on his plate.  “I have to admit, I’m kind of surprised that you paid so much attention to me.  I’m just a forty something year old guy with thinning hair.  I’m not even terribly wealthy,” he said.  Notice he didn’t mention married.
 
                 I laughed.  “I’m not interested in your money, Frank!” I exclaimed.  My eyes sparkled, or at least, I tried to make them sparkle.  “You looked like you’d be a lot of fun.  That’s all that I look for in a man.”
 
                 He smiled at that and then shook his head. “Well, I’ve talked almost all through dinner.  So what do you like to do for fun?” he asked.
 
                 Ah… if only.  I shrugged.  “Actually, work and fun for me are very blurred lines.  Work is writing or doing things for Kari.  Fun is research,” I explained, taking another sip of wine.  I was having fun.  Flirting can be thirsty work.
 
                 Frank nodded sagely. “Yes, you mentioned you are an erotica writer.  Have you written many things?” he asked.
 
                 I shrugged. “A few. I’ve got three novels out and have written a bunch of short stories.  It probably wouldn’t appeal to you, unless you’ve got a very very dark side.”  I said this, looking up at him through my lashes.  Come on, if that wasn’t an obvious opening I don’t know what is.
 
                 “A dark side?  Like in Star Wars?” he asked.  The clueless flashed through my brain.
 
                 I laughed in response, shaking my head.  “No. More along the lines of ‘sticks and stones may break my bones, but whips and chains excite me’ type of dark.”
 
                 It was his turn to look a little wild eyed.  “That sounds intriguing,” he said, clearly hoping I’d elaborate. I didn’t though. No sense in giving him too much right off the bat.
 
                 I’ve found over the years that most men have a natural interest in BDSM, provided they at least know it exists.  When I was fifteen, not many did. The internet was still in it’s infancy as far as the general populace went and downloading pictures of girls in compromising positions while being spanked, whipped, cuffed, and fucked was a tax on the technology.  Now a day there isn’t a guy over the age of 12 who hasn’t seen a picture of a girl folded like a pretzel, naked, nipples clamped, while some large guy holds a massage vibrator against her clit until she pops.  It makes things easier for girls like me.  Finding women on the other hand, who are into the BDSM scene, or hell even homosexuality, is still difficult unless you know where to look.  Plain and simple I can walk into the mall and pick any guy I see and there’s a ninety percent chance that he’ll be interested in spanking me.  Me picking a girl, and there’s an eighty percent chance that she’s never looked at BDSM type porn, much less happens to be lesbian.  
 
                 “So what kind of scenes do you like to write?” he asked.  
 
                 I shrugged again, but gave him a smoldering look to go with it, one hand going to my partially exposed breast.  I wondered if he could see the piercing and padlock bulging through the material of my dress.  “I like to write scenes where a beautiful girl is tied up and used by strong-willed men,” I said breathlessly, staring at him.
 
                 I could see his pulse beating in his neck and was that perspiration breaking out on his brow?  He swallowed and then smiled nervously again.  He asked if I wanted dessert.  I licked my lips, took a deep breath, my cleavage moving under his eyes.
 
                 “It depends on what’s on the menu,” I replied huskily through half lowered eyelids.
 
                 Frank Green looked at me, finally realizing that everything he had hoped for was true and that the time had come.  He twisted in his chair, raised his hand to flag down our waiter.
 
                 “Check please!”
 
    
 
                 He took me back to his office which wasn’t that far away, literally just down Westheimer in one of the various financial buildings that litter inner Houston.  The parking lot was mostly empty as we pulled up, thanks to the late hour and he came around to my side of the car to assist me out. I waited for him, letting him be the gallant gentleman and ignoring the fact that he took advantage of his position to look straight down the front of my dress.  It didn’t bother me. I knew that I’d be practically naked in minutes anyway, so a little appetizer for my paramour wouldn’t do more than make him more eager.
 
                 I reached out and took his hand, letting him pull me into the building, guiding me through the lobby and into the elevator. I stroked the inside of his palm. It was a bit moist and I could clearly tell he was nervous. I didn’t let go either. We emerged on one of the upper floors and he led me down the richly appointed hallway to a single wooden door with a glass window embedded in the side frame.  The inside of the office was dark and he opened the door with a key.  Moments later I found myself inside a dark waiting room, a small receptionist’s desk behind a sliding glass window.  Another door opposite us was closed, but seemingly unlocked because Frank merely opened it.  
 
                 A few hall lights were still on but it was clear the office was empty.  It was also clear that Frank was not the only financial analyst and adviser working out of this firm.  He led me past several darkened offices until he stood beside one door, locked, that had a plaque bearing his name, white on dark green.  Frank fished out his keys a second time, unlocked the door, and flipped on the light switch.  
 
                 The office was decorated in a mixture of modern and early 20th century; lots of dark woods, dark brown leather, brass, and then a splash of up to date technology.  There was a computer of course, complete with flat screen monitor, and a coffee machine on the credenza that looked like Frank had bought it at Williams-Sonoma, a high end kitchen retail store that I really wish someone would give me a gift card for Christmas some day!  There was also a black leather couch and a coffee table near the window and I got the impression that on occasion, it wasn’t unusual for Frank to spend the night in his office.  There was also a hat rack, which I just loved. It was the same dark chestnut that the rest of the office sported, but held a blazer, an actual hat, and a scarf that looked like it had been there since last winter.
 
                 I spun around and then grinned.  Two steps backward had me slipping between the coffee table and the couch and then I fell gracefully.  I kept my knees together, but the way I fell made my dress slip much farther up my thigh than was appropriate.  The tops of my stockings appeared along with a one inch strip of bare skin and a bit of garter.  I saw Frank’s eyes go to my legs and he licked his lips once in nervous anticipation.
 
                 “Can I…um… get you… um… uh… a drink?”
 
                 I didn’t want one. Didn’t need one.  But he sure did.  “Sure,” I replied.  “I’ll have whatever you’re having.”
 
                 Frank took the opportunity to move to his credenza.  A cabinet opened and a bottle of Scotch appeared along with two glasses.  He poured them neat and brought both splashes of liquor to the coffee table.  He handed me mine. I took a sip, just enough for a taste, while he practically downed his.  
 
                 “Maybe you should have brought the bottle?” I asked.  He looked at his glass and then nodded.  He started to get up, but I stopped him, my hand on his thigh.  “Let me,” I said.  I stood up, walked gracefully over to the credenza, grabbed the bottle and returned with it.  I picked up his glass and put another splash into the bottom, just a tad bit bigger than his first serving.
 
                 “Thank you, Breanne,” Frank said with warmth.  I grinned and moved toward him, but didn’t hand him the glass.  Instead I sat down in his lap, feeling him stiffen under me, and not in the way I wanted.  
 
                 “Nervous?” I asked. Frank nodded, clearly in a state.  I grinned and ran a finger along his ear and down to his neck.
 
                 “No pressures.  No demands.  No requirements.  All I want is to pleasure you.  To make you feel alive and incredible.  Will you let me do that?” I asked, moving from seductive to gentle.  He licked his lips again and nodded.  I smiled warmly and lightly kissed his lips, my tongue sliding along his mouth briefly.  
 
                 When our kiss ended I moved out of his lap, standing even as I gave him his glass.  Then I began swaying slightly, my eyes smoldering in heat once more, and I began lifting the hem of my dress up, exposing thigh, stocking, skin, and garter belt.  I swirled around, giving him more than a passing glance at the black mesh panties covering my bottom and then my hands were coming up my sides, pressing the dress to my flesh.  The nice thing was the dress was ridiculously easy to get out of.  No zippers, no clasps, no latches, just a tug and a pull here or there and you could slither out of it in a heartbeat.  I took about twenty heartbeats to do it, first exposing my top and the black mesh and lace bra that covered my bosom, then my hip hugging bikini cut panties, and garter belt, until I was standing in front of him in nothing but my practically see through lingerie, the dress a black pool of darkness on the floor by my feet.  
 
   I thought Frank might have a coronary at that point but his eyes were locked to my body as if I had used superglue and when I twisted again, I cupped my breasts, only to turn and present my back side as I unclasped my bra.  I covered my breasts, hiding the pink tips, including my piercing and padlock, only to move closer.  I bent over him and reached out, exposing both breasts.  Frank gasped as his eyes caught sight of the gold hoop piercing my right nipple, not to mention the tiny charm sized golden padlock that dangled from it.  His hands came up, as if he meant to touch me, but for some reason he didn’t.  I solved that for him by straddling his lap, kissing him firmly again, and the grabbing his wrists. I placed his palms on my nipples, letting his fingers knead and caress my breasts.
 
                 I moaned loudly, more to encourage him than in response to his questing fingers, but then I felt his thumb rubbing my nipples back and forth, sending shivers of delight through me.  A moment later his mouth latched onto my left breast, suckling in deep pleasure. This time, my moan was totally honest.
 
                 We spent at least fifteen minutes in that position, my legs spread and straddling him as he clearly made a feast of my breasts.  He toyed with the piercing and padlock, but it wasn’t until I told him to twist it, sending a gasp of pain through my nipple, that he really began to understand that I wasn’t like any of the other women he had ever had.  That’s presuming there WERE other women beside his wife.
 
                 I rubbed my breasts against his face but it wasn’t until I felt his growing hard on against my inner thigh that I slipped out of his grasp, moving down between his legs and onto my knees.  My fingers found his belt buckle and I quickly loosened it.  Moments later he was helping me as I freed his cock from the layers of clothing he was wearing.  His tie was already loose and I pulled it free from his neck. I tossed it aside and then unbuttoned his shirt, running my hands down his chest.  He had a bit of a paunch but it wasn’t serious and then I reached into his shorts and took hold of his cock.
 
                 He smelled like soap and frankly, that Old Spice scent “After Hours”.  Surprised I can identify something like that?  Well Robert is an Old Spice aficionado and frankly could give the Old Spice Guy a run for his money.  Anyway it was clear that Frank had at least anticipated something like this might happen because he was prepared for it.  He was wearing a pair of expensive silk boxers and I’ve always found that guys who EXPECT to be seduced or do the seducing will wear boxers rather than briefs.  Whitey tighties are just not very sexy.
 
    
 
                 I took a single long loving lick of his rock hard cock, my hand encircling his shaft and then he groaned.  To my surprise, his cock pulsed, jerked wildly, and then erupted with a spurt of cream that almost hit me in the eye.  I pulled back in surprise as the white goo cascaded over my hand in volume.
 
                 Frank groaned and then stared down at his cock in horror.  He started to stammer something, but I shook my head, lifted my cum covered hand, and licked the white goo off the back of my hand.  Frank looked at me in shock.  I finished quickly, smacking my lips at the salty tang of his cum.  
 
                 “It’s not often someone pays me that much of a compliment,” I said with a grin.  “Now that I know how much you like me, let’s see if we can get you up again.”  Then while I ignored his faltering apology, I bent down, took his now limp cock in my mouth, and began sucking.  He groaned, responding quickly to my mouth. I tugged his pants down, wanting access to his scrotum and his trousers went quickly.  Finally my fingers caressed his testicles as my mouth worked his shaft and maybe another ten or fifteen minutes went by before he once again stiffened.  
 
                 Satisfied that he wasn’t going to loose his stiffness, I swiveled and grabbed my tiny purse.  A condom came next and he watched in absolute astonishment as I opened the package and popped the rubber prophylactic into my mouth like a stick of chewing gum.  I moved it around in my mouth, and then went down on him again, cleverly applying the condom with my tongue and lips, sliding it down his wet and ready shaft.
 
                 Hey.  That took a LONG time to learn how to do so don’t knock it.  Kari had one of our regular boy toys tied to a chair and a huge box of condoms to practice with.  But again, that’s another story.  
 
                 When he was appropriately clad, I stood up and took off my panties.  Like men preparing with boxers, women who wear garter belts prepare differently too.  The key thing to remember is to always put your panties on AFTER your garter belt.  It’s a bit awkward, and maybe a little uncomfortable, but it’s also a hell of a lot easier to get your panties off if you don’t have to unclip all those damn clasps holding up your stockings. Trust me, nothing can kill a sexual encounter more than having to sit there and unclasp stockings.
 
                 Unless of course you’re fucking James Bond.  That man can actually undo stockings like a professional and make it sexually exciting all at the same time.  Frank Green however, was NOT James Bond, so I made things easy for him. My panties slid down leaving me naked except for a pair of high heels, black net stockings, a garter belt, and a gold padlock dangling from my right nipple.  As soon as I was properly attired, I once more straddled him, feeling his cock slide between my soaked petals.  For a woman who is used to having things between her legs at all times, and yet had gone the entire evening up to that point empty, I sure was wet and ready!  I slipped his cock into me, holding his shaft with one hand as he gasped in excitement.  Fully impaled I began rocking, squeezing his shaft inside me with delicate intensity. It was incredible.  
 
                 But my own pleasure was not an important aspect of the night’s seduction. I knew that.  My hips gyrated and I cradled Frank’s head to my breast as I fucked him into oblivion.  He stiffened inside me, his cock turning to granite and I felt the delicate shudder of orgasm as he released a second time.  I groaned, moaned, and then let myself collapse against him, ignoring my immediate sexual needs in favor of making Frank feel as if I had matched his intensity.  
 
                 But like most men, he felt the immediate need to vindicate himself, to have the added emotional pride of bringing his lover to climax.  “Did you… um… you know?” he asked delicately.
 
                 “Mmmm….” I moaned, my mouth against his jaw.  “Oh yes… you were wonderful,” I said softly. I worked my hips, but that just caused his softening member to slip out of me.  I stifled the groan of disappointment I felt.  
 
                 “Oh Breanne, you were, are, incredible,” he said, wrapping his arms around me, his fingers stroking the small of my back above my spine.  My rear end tingled, wishing that it could get a spanking.
 
                 I let out a tiny laugh.  “So were you!” I said.
 
                 “Were you satisfied?” he asked again, the look of concern on his face quite apparent.
 
                 I pulled back, slipping off his lap and to the side.  Moisture glistened on my thighs and I reached out and plucked the sperm filled condom from his crotch.  “Very satisfied,” I said.  “It was a bit vanilla, but we can go chocolate next time.”
 
                 He looked at me in confusion. “Chocolate?  What do you mean?” he asked.
 
                 I gave him a naughty and lecherous look.  “You didn’t spank me even once!” I said, feigning playful outrage.  He blinked in surprise.  
 
                 “Is that what you really want?” he asked.
 
                 “Naughty girls always want it,” I replied with a dark look.
 
                 “Are you a naughty girl?”
 
                 “What do you think?” I asked with a mischievous grin.
 
                 “I think you are very naughty.”
 
                 I smiled. “Then you’ll have to think of a way to punish me,” I said seductively.  “Now, would you like another drink?” I asked, picking up his empty glass.  
 
                 He shook his head.  “No, I don’t think so.  That was amazing.”
 
                 I set the glass back down and once more got on my knees.  I moved forward, pushing his knees apart and laying a few soft kisses on his slick but incredibly soft cock.  His eyes widened in surprise as I took him into my mouth and began sucking gently.  My right hand came up to stroke his balls.
 
                 Frank Green groaned loudly and then looked down at me.  “That my dear, is VERY naughty!  You’ll have to be spanked for that!” 
 
                 I looked up, cock in my mouth, and knew that I might just be satisfied yet.
 
   Chapter 13
 
                 “Breanne?  This is Frank!” I heard the voice say out of my phone. I was standing hip deep in horse turds, a shovel in one hand, while trying desperately not to cum while my rotating venus penis, a special sex toy I was wearing, spun and vibrated against my clit and inside me.   But I’m used to making my voice sound normal despite the orgasmic war going on between my legs.
 
                 “Oh!  Frank!  It’s good to hear from you!  I was hoping you’d call!” I said with readily apparent pleasure.  Thank you for the flowers by the way, they were very sweet.” 
 
                 And they had been.  Kari had called me and told me that they had been delivered to her office, ostensibly for her “assistant”.  Kari had been pleased as punch and had congratulated me for seducing Green so quickly.
 
                 “Well, you were definitely worth it,” Frank said in response.  “I was wondering if you were available tonight for dinner again, and hopefully dessert?” he asked.
 
                 I grinned.  I had hoped something like this would happen.  It had only been three days since our last tryst.  I hadn’t needed the recuperation, but after his third orgasm and my first, not to mention the weakest spanking I’ve ever gotten, evidently FRANK needed a break.  To be honest, I didn’t think we’d be fuck bunnies every day of the week, but I knew that the longer we went without seeing each other, the more difficult it would be to really get under his skin.  His phone call was proof that I had started to do that from day one.
 
                 “Absolultely!  Where should I meet you?”
 
                 There was a slight pause. “Can I pick you up from work around five?” he asked.
 
                 I looked down at the floor of the horse stall I was standing in.  My boots, a pair of galoshes that fit over my own normal footwear were literally covered in horse shit.  I reeked of hay, leather, horses, and my own juices which had soaked my panties and were now working into the denim material of my jeans. I lose more jeans that way.  Did you know that pussy juice is NOT good for denim?  Seriously, it rots out the material.  I’ve developed holes in the crotch of my jeans for years.  Always confused my mother too.  Another pair of jeans Breanne?  Seriously?
 
                 I glanced down at my watch. “Five?” I said, calculating times.  “Um, can we make it five thirty?” I asked, lying through my teeth.  “Kari has me doing fabric examples and it will take me a bit more time.” 
 
                 “Five thirty it is,” he said, clearly happy.
 
                 I chuckled.  “Do you want me dressed naughty or nice?” I asked.
 
                 “Hmmm… what would naughty get me?” 
 
                 “Well, I could go with the little school girl outfit I have here, or I have another dress that would probably make you blush to be seen out in public with me.”
 
                 “You keep these at work with you?” he asked incredulously.  
 
                 Another laugh.  “Well, no… they’re in my car.  Got to be prepared just in case I get that all important call from my lover,” I said nonchalantly.  It was his turn to chuckle.
 
                 “Well, I’ll let you choose.  That way I’ll be surprised.”
 
                 “Oh, you’ll be surprised all right!”
 
                 “By the way, I got you a present.” 
 
                 I blinked.  “Oh?  Really?  Something fun I hope?” I asked.
 
                 He laughed. “You’ll see.  I thought you might appreciate something provocative to wear.”
 
                 “Mmmm… makes me hungry to see you!” 
 
                 “All right then.  Five thirty at your work.”  Then Frank hung up.
 
                 I sighed.  It meant a rush job on shoveling horse turds, a ten minute shower, a quick explanation to my parents, not to mention a rush drive to south Houston.  It also meant taking out the RVP and going fresh and quite empty.  I managed to finish chores, shower, dress, and drive in record time and I pulled up in front of Kari’s office just as she was parking her convertible.
 
                 “This is not what I expected,” Kari said with a frown, getting out of her car.  “Why is he picking you up instead of meeting someplace?” she grumped.
 
                 I shrugged, coming around to her side of the convertible.  “Cause he’s a gentleman?”  
 
                 Kari rolled her eyes.  “Gentlemen don’t cheat on their wives.”  Then she sighed and rifled through her four hundred dollar purse.  She plucked out a key and handed it to me.  “Here.  This is an extra key to the office, just in case.  I suppose if you’re my assistant you might as well actually help me.  Go open up the office and then come back for the other box.”
 
                 I did as asked and quickly unlocked the inner office door before returning to pick up the the other box.  Kari called to me from her workroom, the secondary office that while organized to the maximum, still seemed cluttered.  Binders full of material, fabrics, and wallpapers stood on bookshelves while a massive art desk, complete with special lighting, colored pencil containers, straight edges, rulers (perfect for spanking naughty girls), and a variety of other design and art tools were perfectly arranged.  
 
                 I put down my box as Kari started unpacking, ignoring my presence and I immediately headed for the kitchenette.  At the back was a small closet where Kari kept a few extra sets of clothes hanging.  One of them was the dress I was thinking of wearing, another little black number, except the one was merely two pieces of material, front and back, that were barely connected by rhinestone threaded lines.  “No lingerie tonight!” I said to myself!  The collar was low, the hem was high, and I had brought my fuck me shoes, a set of crystal clear platform high heels that set me a complete eight inches or so higher than my usual height of five foot two and a quarter.  
 
                 Since I was alone, I just stripped in the kitchen.  It wasn’t like Kari was expecting anyone.  I slipped into the dress, ran a brush through my hair, exchanged my flip flops for the stripper shoes, and then retouched my makeup.  Dressed to kill and looking like a … uh… a um… well… a sex goddess… I marched back into Kari’s workroom.
 
                 “Well?” I asked, posing with a naughty grin on my face, my arms spread appealingly.  Kari glanced up.  “Nice.  You look like a whore,” she said, then went back to the contents of her box.  I looked down.  New fabric samples.  Boring.  Sigh…
 
                 I looked at the clock.  Fifteen minutes to go.  I leaned against the door frame.  There weren’t any extra chairs in Kari’s workroom. In fact, most people didn’t even get to see it.  The plaque on the door said “workroom” and that’s all.  To be honest, I’m sort of in awe of Kari and her artistic ability.  Sure, she’s not a painter, but she has this eye for color, this ability to create that I can’t seem to get the hang of. I decorated my room at home, and my old apartment, and when Kari comes in, you can almost see the look of pain in her eyes.  Fortunately she also keeps her opinions to herself unless asked.
 
                 Usually.
 
                 I fidgeted for a bit.
 
                 “You’re not following NHPS Rule number one, are you?” Kari asked.
 
                 I shook my head. “No, but I probably could at this point.  Frank is a little worldlier than we originally thought.  Or at least he learns fast.  He DID give me a spanking three days ago.”
 
                 Kari didn’t bother looking up. “I know. You told me.”
 
                 I grumped.  Kari was in no mood for conversation.  “I’m going to go wait for him in the lobby,” I told her
 
                 Kari shrugged.  “Sure.”  Then she was lost, absorbed once again in her work.  I envy her that ability.  You really don’t want to get absorbed in your work when it’s shoveling out horse stalls in a barn, trust me.  I teetered for a moment as I adjusted my equilibrium to the new footwear and then went out to the lobby.  I was only sitting, rifling through a design catalog for about four minutes when Frank’s car pulled up.  I saw him get out and enter the lobby of the building just as I was exiting Kari’s offices.  I waved at him, grinning even as his eyes widened at the sight of my dress.
 
                 Frank was wearing khaki slacks and a nice polo shirt, which was definitely a little different from his full suit the previous evening.  It made him look more relaxed, but we were also quite mismatched.  I looked like a zillion dollars.  He looked like about a hundred and fifty.  I opened the door to Kari’s design offices and then stood and kissed him passionately.
 
                 Frank’s arms went around me, touching my bottom and sides as he pulled me against him.  “Mmmmm… I think I’m a bit under-dressed,” he said softly, letting his hands touch my bare skin through the open sides of the dress.
 
                 I grinned. “I think you look fine, but if you’d like, I can go put on the little school girl outfit.”
 
                 He laughed.  “Plaid skirt and white shirt?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded. “Of course, and little black pumps and white knee high stockings.  
 
                 “Well that might be a little extreme on the opposite end.  We’ll just have to endure you looking over dressed, shall we?”  He held out his arm and I slipped mine through his.  Moments later I called out “I’m leaving, Kari!  See ya later!”  There was a muffled “go have fun!” from the back room of the offices and then Frank Green and I were waltzing away to his car.
 
                 Dinner was excellent, though I’m afraid I got quite a few looks of astonishment and envy, both from women and men.  Frank however thoroughly enjoyed the attention, which I thought odd for a married man.  Evidently having a beautiful and sexy woman on your arm is a sign of power and prestige, sort of like a peacock and his feathers.  Frank looked relaxed and quite satisfied with things.  
 
                 Half way through dinner, while I was daintily eating my grilled chicken, Frank extracted a small package from the pocket of his blazer.  He pushed it across the table toward me.  For a second, my heart beat strangely until I realized that the box was more in the shape for a necklace than a ring.  I gave him a curious and naughty look and grinned.
 
                 “Oooh, a present,” I said, my voice low and husky.  “And what might this be?” I asked.
 
                 He shrugged.  “Open it and find out,” he ordered.
 
                 I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, but I’m also a submissive.  So I put down my spoon and immediately picked up the little package.  It felt heavier than the standard necklace and I slit the wrapping paper open with a nail and saw a silver cardboard box, complete with lid.  I set the paper aside and then carefully lifted the top off the container.  Nestled in tissue, was a thick set of Japanese Clover clamps.  In fact, they were just like the pair I had at home.  My eyes widened incredulously as I plucked the silver chain connected clamps from the box and held it up.  
 
                 “I thought you might like that,” he said with a grin.
 
                 We were sitting in a booth at the very back of the restaurant and I was facing away from the other diners.  With an impish grin, I reached up to the collar of my dress and pulled it downward, exposing both breasts.  You should have seen Frank’s eyes pop out of his head and roll around his dinner plate before he managed to get them back in.  He glanced out at the other diners to see if anyone had noticed, but then his eyes were once more glued to my nipples.
 
                 I let the first of the two clamps tighten sweetly on my left nipple.  I didn’t tighten it that much either.  The idea was to titillate, not torment, and besides, I knew that Frank would be tugging on the chain soon enough.  There was no need to put myself through the agony that would only be relieved through orgasmic succession.  I slid my fingers down the chain, tugging on the first clamp until I held the second.  Clamping my right nipple was more complicated, thanks to the piercing and padlock, but then I accomplished what I was trying to do and managed to get my dress back into place just a minute before the waiter passed our table to refill our drinks.
 
                 I know I shocked Frank.  But seriously, he had to have wanted that.  Maybe not consciously, but everything he had done up to that point screamed “expose yourself to me in public, torture yourself with my present, and prove to me that you aren’t just a slut, but an obedient submissive.”  Why give me the present during the middle of dinner?  Did he expect me to put it aside?  Or maybe excuse myself to visit the restroom while I applied it out of his sight?  Yeah, well maybe I don’t work that way.  Seduction is what Kari asked for.  Seduction is what Frank Green got.
 
                 We ended up at a hotel room this time, I won’t say which one, but having a full king sized bed in which to play on was fantastic.  Beats the hell out of a couch or bathroom stall any day.  Why can’t more of my assignments feature king sized beds and fewer public restrooms?  Almost from the moment we got into the room Frank’s hands were on me, squeezing, touching, stroking, and pulling both my dress and the chain between my breasts.  I let him peel me like a banana and when I was naked I let him explore until he seemed too strained to wait any longer.  Then I turned and took my turn removing his shirt and pants.  When I had him naked I found that he had trimmed his pubic hair and actually shaved his balls.
 
                 Oh my.  
 
                 I growled my pleasure at the unexpected sensation of baby smooth skin and when I opened my mouth to suck and lick I made sure to do an extraordinary job on his testicles.  From Frank’s moans and gasps, I’m pretty positive that wifey Carolyn Green rarely, if ever, sucked his balls.  I went back to his cock even as his fingers found my bottom and he pulled me around until we were in a sixty nine position, his face between my thighs.  His tongue darted at my slit but I ignored it as much as I could.  He wasn’t exactly good at oral sex, focusing too much on my labia and not enough on my clit, but he was trying and that was a sweet thing.
 
                 Finally I could tell he wanted me.  I turned around, pulling away from his tongue and I straddled him.  My thighs moved upward as I felt his cock against my petals and then I lifted up, tilted my pelvis, and slipped his rock hard shaft deep into myself.  It was exquisite.  There is something to be said for passionate love making between two consenting adults.  I guess one of the other things I liked is that he treated me like a woman, and not just a sex object.  So often my paramours, especially during assignments treat me like trash.  For once, it was nice to be treasure.
 
                 As I rocked, letting him thrust into me I leaned over and pushed the dangling chain between my breasts into his mouth.  He grinned as he caught the silver in his teeth and I pulled backward.  The clamps tightened on my nipples and I groaned.  I tugged harder, letting the clamps bite down upon my tender tips with increasing pressure until I felt tiny shards of pain begin to shoot inward from each breast.  I moved my hips faster, gasping as my body began clenching around the spear of flesh inside me, motivated by the increasing sexual need stimulated by the bite of the clamps.
 
                 Suddenly Frank Green rolled, letting the chain connecting his mouth to my breasts loose.  I gasped as my world whirled and then he was astride me.  He lifted his knees, pushing my thighs together even as he continued the in and out thrusting of his cock.  I felt the cold chain against my belly and I lifted my arms above my head and moaned.  He pumped enthusiastically and then he seemed to tense, groaning and grunting as he rammed himself forcefully through my loins.  I too was close but he got there first as I cried out his name, begging him to fuck me, to fill me, to explode.
 
                 He did and his condom clad cock spurted inside me for what seemed like hours.  Then he collapsed upon my chest, his mouth kissing my skin, his tongue lapping at my pierced nipple.  I held him tight, a feeling of deep affection for this man who was showering me with not only respect, but in a way, love.  After he softened, he rolled off me, worried that his weight was too much for my petite form.  I laughed and clung to him.
 
                 “I don’t know what you see in me, Breanne,” he said as we cuddled.  I was still horny as hell and was already fondling his cock, trying to see if there was any life left in him.  He enjoyed the caress but seemed pretty much finished.  
 
                 “I see a man who has desires, needs, that I can fill.”  I smiled warmly.  “Trust me, you have everything I need right now.” I squeezed his cock gently.  “Why don’t we shower and I’ll see if I can make you hard again.”
 
                 He laughed, shook his head in disbelief, but pulled away.  As we rose, he looked at my breasts, suddenly concerned.  “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable with those off now?  They must hurt.”
 
                 I came close, reaching out to grab his cock. I gently tensed my hand before answering.  “Oh no.  Leave them on.  I like it like this.  I want it to hurt, just a bit.  Pain makes the pleasure oh so sweet.   You could even do more if you like,” I offered.  His cock pulsed in my hand.  “I am naughty girl you know.”
 
                 His eyebrow went up.  His cock jumped again.  “Oh you are, are you?” he asked.  “How naughty?”
 
                 I moved my body seductively, in an aggressively feline stalking manner.  I looked at him through lowered lashes and wiggled my ass.  “Enough to deserve a decent spanking,” I said huskily.  
 
                 “A spanking?” he asked, the tone telling me he was intrigued.  
 
   
  
 

              I gave a distinctly evil laugh and decided to push on.  From the semi-hardness of his cock, I knew he was definitely interested.  “Or perhaps a whipping.  Are you man enough to use a belt on me?”
 
   That shocked him.  The idea of hitting me with a belt might have been to extreme.  In hindsight, it probably wasn’t the smartest move to offer that, but you have to understand that I was hot and bothered in a way that would take some serious action to address. I didn’t just want a fucking.  I wanted a brutal fucking.
 
   I whirled away from him and snatched his belt off of the khaki pants he had draped on a nearby chair and held it up.  I ran the end of the belt over my skin erotically, rubbing it on my tits and down my belly and across my ass.  Then I turned and bent over the bed, my head looking back as I doubled the belt and lightly smacked it against my upturned bottom.  It didn’t hurt at all but I’m guessing it looked sexy as hell because Frank Green was hard again.  And he was stroking his cock. I let the belt land a few more times, each stroke just a touch harder.  The nipple clamps dangled down, shaking with each stroke.  Frank hadn’t moved yet and I decided to up the ante.   I rolled over onto my back, the soft bed sheets under me, and I pulled my knees up, spreading my legs.
 
   “Or do you think I deserve a few strokes somewhere else?” I asked.  Then I slapped about nine inches of thick patent leather men’s belt against my swollen clit, gasping as the sudden shock of pain sparked between my legs and rushed through me like lightning.  Frank’s eyes were wide as saucer plates and he took a few steps forward as I lashed again at my own sex.
 
   It’s tough to whip yourself.  Oh sure, I know of some women who can do it, and even get off on it, but I can’t.  I need someone else’s hand on the crop, or the sap, or the belt, so that I have no control over how hard or soft I’m struck. I need that variable. It makes me so much wetter knowing that the next blow might be something that makes me scream in agony or a soft caress that will make me purr in desperation.  But at that moment, on that bed, with Frank watching me, I slapped the end of the belt into my cunt as hard as I could manage.  I knew he would be gentle with me, light with his strokes, even if he decided to do it.  By hitting myself hard, I set the bar for him.
 
   Finally he took the belt from me, a ridiculous look of hunger on his face, his rock hard cock jutting out in search of pussy.  “Oh, so you want to be whipped huh?  Well how about this?” Then he tapped my clit with the belt.
 
   Yeah, I was disappointed too.  I looked up at him, a sneer on my face.  “Is that the best you can do, sir?  I didn’t even feel it.”  My voice was playful, even sarcastic, but underneath I put the heat of lust and desire and want and desperation in it.  It roused Frank and his next stroke was almost sufficient.  I hissed but didn’t scream and I held my legs open, my hand going down to my clit and rubbing it.  
 
   “Mmmm… that was almost enough to make me scream,” I said. “Don’t you want to warm up my pussy before you fuck me?” I asked.  “Hit me.  Make me sorry I’m so naughty!” I whispered.  Frank swallowed and then nodded.  He lifted the belt and smacked me solidly on my clit and I gasped, my thighs struggling to remain open. I felt another wet surge and my fingers tightened around the bed sheets.
 
   “Oh god yes!” I cried out, bucking.  “Again! Please!  Hit me again!”  
 
   Frank complied, smacking me with the belt a third, then a fourth time.  The blows weren’t brutal, but they were sufficient and as I felt the orgasm cresting, I lifted my head up and begged.
 
   “Please!  Please fuck me now!  I want your thick fat hard cock inside me!  Please, Frank!  Fuck my brains out!”
 
   He didn’t need a second invitation.  Frank jumped on me, thrusting his manhood so deep into my body that I felt it behind my belly button.  He pumped frantically but I beat him to the punch, crying out in orgasmic release as he screwed my brains out.  I became nothing but a shivering receptacle of female flesh and when I finally finished my orgasm, I realized he was still atop me, thrusting into my pussy with repeated strokes.  I reached a hand up, cupping his face.  Then I lifted the chain and once more slipped it between his teeth.  He yanked upward, tugging hard on my breasts and I tightened again as I groaned.  Moments later he exploded, filling me with his white cream.
 
   We stayed like that, entwined, flushed with release, enjoying the scent and feel of each other until half an hour later Frank looked up at me and smiled.
 
   “Ready for that shower?” he asked.
 
   I grinned.  “Only if you’re ready for me to make you hard again!” 
 
   Frank got up, shook a finger and said, “You, my dear, are incorrigible.  Let’s shower.”  He held out his hand and I took it.
 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
                 Since I had so craftily arranged to be able to miss November’s meeting of the Society of Golden Rose, Kari told me to be prepared for a slightly more intense experience for our December date.  That had me shivering in expectation, though I admit not having to go and endure Ellen Davenports abuses had been more than enough to counter my usual depression at suffering through my time of the month.  So when the seventeenth of December rolled around I found myself at Kari’s waiting naked in anticipation, as she prepped herself for another evening with the ladies of the Society of the Golden Rose.
 
                 I was all prettied up too.  My makeup was done, complete with eye-shadow, liner, blush, even lipstick, which was a little unusual for me.  I’m a lip gloss girl mostly.  Who wants to kiss a girl knowing you’re about to get about a pencil eraser’s worth of some smeary chemical that tastes like recycled cardboard.  Yuck.  I like fruit flavored lip glosses. It’s also why my body wash is pomegranate mango.  I like for my lovers to think of me as something sweet and tasty.
 
                 What’s wrong with that?
 
                 When Kari looked like a million bucks, complete with a white silk pantsuit complemented by a platinum colored choker and bracelet set, I donned my denim duster, black leather collar, wrist and ankle cuffs, and absolutely nothing else for the drive to north Houston.  Of course I asked about what was going to happen to me during this particular meeting.  The last meeting I had gone too, even with the surprise “punishment”, hadn’t been particularly horrible.  In fact, in hindsight, I had even enjoyed it.  Being the center of attention had definitely increased my sexual response.  But you expected that, didn’t you?
 
                 The drive was pleasant and Kari and I chitchatted about normal things, rather than sexual ones, though I admit we did discuss Frank Green quite a bit.  Things with the financier were going very very well in my opinion.  With five “dates” under our belts, all of them being sexual in nature, Mr. Green was proving that I had him wrapped around my finger.  Kari felt that by January we’d be in a decent position to start either pressuring him or blackmail him.  Frankly, I didn’t like the idea of blackmailing the man.  He was sweet and I liked him.  The idea of stabbing him in the back just made my stomach roil.
 
                 Or it could have been the vibroballs.  I’m not sure.  Those were inside me on that drive and since I wasn’t driving, they were cranked up to full power.  I’ve gotten better about handling the vibroballs at extremes, but it still aroused me to the point where I was standing right on the edge of orgasm when we finally pulled into the drive of Davenport’s residence.  As usual, an entire line of Mercedes and Lexus and even a few sports cars were parked in order.  Kari pulled her BMW into place and together we got out.
 
                 At the door we were greeted by Madeline, the little French maid, whose skirt, I swear, was at least three inches shorter than the last time I had seen her.  I know because now her ass was clearly in view, covered only by a white lace set of panties that looked like they’d be perfect to rip or cut off her derrière. Perhaps little Madeline was looking to get in on the slave action?  I smiled back at her, remembering our little tryst that first night.  We were led back to the meeting room and I nodded at Kylie who glanced at me with a little smile.  She was kneeling in front of Mistress Savannah who was deep in conversation with another one of the mistresses.  
 
                 Most of the others were there too.  Mistress Lisa and the gymnast Georgia sat quietly against the far wall as Lisa stroked Georgia head and shoulder absent mindedly, as if Georgia was a favorite cat.  Big breasted Morgan knelt with Mistress Haley, the golden padlock at her breast bright against her dark Pacific Islander skin.  Brunette and willful Wendy with Mistress Jillian was exchange a finger fucking with Mistress Charlotte’s Tiffany, an exquisite blond who was practically writhing under Wendy’s deft ministrations.  I envied Tiffany for a moment, since my own sex was brimming with need thanks to the vibroballs Mistress Kari had ordered me to extract and leave in the car.
 
                 After licking them clean of course.
 
                 Kari and I made our way to our now accustomed place.  I knelt down, squeezing my thighs together, not wanting to make my sexual situation any worse.  While I knelt there, my attention was diverted by Madeline bringing in several rather odd looking tables and setting them up in the very middle of the room.  Each one was at least eight feet long, but was only four inches thick, which certainly made their usefulness limited.  The other oddity was the fact that they were quite low, no higher than my mid-thigh and the entire table top had little two inch holes drilled part way through the top.  The legs were narrow too, going down under the table tops almost to the ground before being set into two foot wide plates, stabilizing the entire table.  Of course there were TWO of these tables, set up parallel to each other.
 
                 I shifted, my eyes narrowing in curiosity as Madeline left and returned, this time with a huge box. She opened the cardboard container and began extracting votive candles and my heart leapt to my throat.  I shook my head in both excitement and fear.  Had Kari arranged this?  I had spoken to her about it!  But, here?  At the meeting?  Then I remembered that Kari had told me that we would be providing the “demonstration” in December.
 
                 Several weeks before one of my online friends, Ace, had pointed me to a little story posted to an online BDSM Library, written by a guy going by the name MindReader.  It was called “BDSM Games” and I had been delighted to find that even Michael Alexander had read the story.  A quick look told me that it wasn’t so much a story, but a host of torture ideas ranging from insane to awesome, for nympho humiliation pain sluts.  I had emailed MindReader and asked for permission to duplicate some of his ideas and he said yes.  So I showed the silly thing to Kari.  But nothing had come of it.
 
                 Until now.  I swallowed hard as Madeline finished lining up the votive candles on the first table. She moved to the second table and I glanced around the room, wondering who the second table was for.  According to the story, this was supposed to be a race, a contest of endurance.  No wonder Kari wanted me sexually charged before coming!  And there I was thinking she wanted me to loose the consummation circle again!
 
                 Madeline finished putting the candles in place and began lighting them, one after another, until there was a row of thirty two flickering lights on each table.  I could see the air shimmer above the candles, a testament to the incredible amount of heat being generated.  Votive candles are no minor thing, trust me. I’ve played with them before.
 
                 The strong scent of vanilla suddenly filled the room and I watched mesmerized, the flames flickering, as Mistress Ellen Davenport strode into the room like a queen.  Her slave girl, Rose, followed her, crawling along, naked rump in the air.  Davenport nodded at Mistress Andrea, one of her rather staunch supporters, and then proceeded to the end of the room where she assumed her place at the large overstuffed chair that served as her throne.  Make no mistake, that’s what it was.  It even looked throneish.  The back was tall and curved, the armrests were big enough that I could have practically slept on one, and it was easily higher by about four inches than any other chair in the entire room. 
 
                 “Ladies, welcome again to our meeting of the Society of the Golden Rose,” Davenport said softly.  The muted conversation around the room silenced and everyone except the kneeling slave girls turned to look at the matron of the society.  “As you no doubt can see, we have a special demonstration this month.  As a somewhat questionable apology for her slave’s illness last month, Mistress Kari has arranged this little tableau with Charlotte.  Ladies, are your slaves ready?” Davenport asked.
 
                 Kari stood up, as did Mistress Charlotte, a pleasant looking if rather plump brunette woman.  I glanced across the floor at Tiffany, who was now looking at the tables in a sort of horror stricken astonishment.  Evidently Mistress Charlotte had neglected to tell the little scrumptious blond that she’d shortly be tormented.  
 
                 “We are, Ellen,” Kari said strongly.  She snapped her fingers at me and walked out into the center of the room.  I followed.  It wasn’t like I had a choice.  Tiffany, already crying, joined me as Mistress Charlotte stepped up next to Kari.  I leaned against the blond girl and whispered, “It will be okay!” but she was already near hysterics.
 
                 Kari bent down and lifted Tiffany to her feet as Charlotte grabbed hold of my arm.  I felt myself pulled upright, standing for the first time that evening in Davenport’s mansion.  Charlotte moved me to the back of the first table, opposite Tiffany.  Next Mistress Charlotte locked my wrists to the collar at the back of my neck, the perfect position to help me keep my balance and my breasts nicely exposed.
 
                 Kari did the same thing to the sniveling Tiffany, who had turned her head and hidden it in one arm, as if that was going to do her any good.  I rolled my eyes even as Kari stepped forward and addressed the now attentive Mistresses and their slaves.
 
                 “Ladies, this contest is rather simple.  The object of the race is to take the longest amount of time to cross the line of fire.  The loser, or the girl who crosses first, will be punished,” Kari finished.  I didn’t flinch.  The rules were quite clear cut.  Go as slowly across as possible.  I looked over at Tiffany who stood just a few inches away from her table.  
 
                 That’s when I noticed it.  Tiffany was taller than me, a fact I hadn’t seen when we were both on our knees.  Despite the fact we were both wearing high heeled shoes, her candles were just above the knee, a full eight or nine inches away from her pussy.  My candles though were only three or four inches away.  Even on tip toes, I wouldn’t be able to match the same kind of advantage Tiffany would have just from her height.
 
                 I was about to protest when a look from Kari cut me off.  I grimaced.  She intended me to loose this one!  That’s why she had approached Mistress Charlotte!  Of all the other slave girls, Tiffany was the tallest!  And I’m near the bottom range on height! I grit my teeth, a flush of anger flooding through me.  Well, Kari wanted me beat!  Fine!  I was going to win this one!
 
                 Charlotte pulled out a stop watch and then quietly but firmly intoned, “three, two, one!”  Then she slapped me hard on the ass just as Kari gave Tiffany a sweet wallop as well.  The blow propelled me forward and I spread my legs to each side of the table and began crossing.  In less than a second I felt the extreme heat of the candles caressing the soaked and flared petals of my sex.
 
                 Heat washed over my pussy and I let out a little whimper as I strained to stay above the first two candles.  In moments I felt scalded, as if I had poured super hot water over my loins and I felt myself jerking forward.  Not that moving helped.  The next few candles were just as hot.  I began rolling my hips, trying to give my rear end a blast of hot air, but it was a struggle since I was straddling the table, up on tip toe, wobbling slightly from my movements.  
 
                 Every thought of resisting Kari’s attempt to set me up disappeared as the blaze between my legs began to cook me.  It hurt quite a bit and I refocused on getting to the end of the table without dipping my scorched pussy into an actual flame.  I heard Tiffany let out a little sob, but couldn’t afford the instability glancing over at her would bring.  The heat was intolerable and I almost jumped the last foot, trying desperately to get off the burning table and spare the delicate folds of my pussy.  
 
                 When only cool air swirled around my baked loins, I looked back at Tiffany, she was only barely moving across the middle of her table.  Evidently an extra three inches only partially shields you.  Eventually the heat becomes just as intolerable and Tiffany moved delicately but hurriedly across her row.  She had a much easier time of it too.  Even flat footed she was in no danger of roasting her clitoris in one of the half inch flames and I watched in a mixture of jealousy and exasperation as she finally completed the distance with something akin to grace.  
 
                 Charlotte smiled at Kari and bowed, while Kari met her with a grin of her own.  Tiffany’s wrists were unclasped from her collar and Charlotte pointed to the floor.  Moments later I was left in the center of the room with Kari and something like seventy flickering candles.
 
                 “For your punishment, Breanne.  You will put out the candles on this table with your breasts,” Kari announced.  Then she pointed at Tiffany’s table.  “The candles on this table you will extinguish with your pussy.”
 
                 I blinked. I had forgotten this part.  It was in MindReader’s story too.  The looser was too put out the candles.  I gaped at her, astonished that she would actually make me do it.  But then she grabbed my arm, moved me to the side of the long thin table, and bent me over.  My breasts dangled above three of the burning votive candles.  The flames licked upward, spreading pools of white wax seemed to fill each cup.
 
                 Now this is not the first time I’ve had to put out candles with my breasts.  It’s actually not that bad.  The idea is to go fast, that way you snuff the flame long before it can actually burn you.  Of course, doing it fast also means you get to dip your tender nipples into a puddle of extremely hot wax, coating them.  This is horribly cruel and awful of course, but it’s also a blessing in disguise.  If your Mistress or Master is nice enough, they’ll let you go slow, so the wax cools.  That way on the next dip, your nipples are protected and you don’t even get the full heat of the next dip.  I knew that by the time I got halfway down the table, I wouldn’t feel the fever hot liquid at all!
 
                 Taking a deep breath, I leaned down, almost squatting as I tried to position my nipples above the first two flames.  That proved impossible since, the candles were too close together.  Finally I had to settle for putting out the first and the third, leaving the second candle to sear my cleavage.  I went down fast, the little golden padlock on my right breast dangling down and entering the flame right before my hoop pierced nipple.  I let out a gasp as pain and oven like heat baked the tips of my breasts.  Had my hands not been cuffed to my neck, I would have grabbed at my chest, squeezing and hissing.
 
                 Of course I came back up almost instantaneously.  Sure enough, both candles had been snuffed and my padlock, my piercing, and both nipples were coated in a super hot layer of slowly hardening paraffin.  My chest heaved and I stood, waiting for the wax too cool.  Evidently Kari had different ideas though because she slapped me hard on the bottom and ordered me to continue.
 
                 Ouch.
 
                 I dipped down again for candles two and four.  The heat was quite as bad, but it kept the sweltering flush of torridity going and I began whimpering.  I had never put out more than two candles at a time before!  I moved down the line and dipped my tits in the hot wax a third time.  Then a fourth.  Kari kept spanking me, urging me to hurry, never letting the hot wax on my breasts cool.  I broke into a sweat, beads of perspiration pouring down my brow and stinging my eyes.  I got to fifteen and after putting it out, Kari pulled me back and let the wax cool down, blowing on it as I practically hyperventilated in my distress.
 
                 It took almost two or three minutes for the wax too cool and Kari’s fingers slid over my body while she waited.  I felt her touching me between the legs, gliding over my ass, and at one point she dipped a finger inside me, only to pull it out and stick it in my mouth to suck.  When I was done, eyes glazed in sexual ecstasy, she lifted one hand, and brought it fast and hard across both breasts.
 
                 I screamed out loud, surprised as wax went flying across the hardwood floor.  Kari hit me again, hard, and the last little pieces snapped free, baring both breasts.  I let out a sob, not just from the pain of her blow and the residual heat, but also from the knowledge that I still had half the candles to put out and Kari had just taken be back to square one.  She pushed me forward, not even giving me time to recover from her blow.  Her fingers squeezed my neck and I was pushed downward.  This time I didn’t just have my nipples dipped in the hot wax.  Kari drove me down hard and hot wax splashed upward, coating the entire front of both breasts, searing me with an intensity that wouldn’t have been matched even had I been laid down on a griddle. I screamed, kicking one leg upward.  Kari just barely missed being caught in the knee and she answered my cry by dragging me upward, moving me over three inches, and repeating the whole process.  
 
                 She eventually let me go and I continued to slowly make my way down the table.  Finally I got to the end, hot wax dripping off my breasts to drip onto my stomach.  Both nipples were completely covered and there was a rather amazing looking wax sculpture over the hoop and padlock that decorated my right breast.  I stood there trembling, my brain on overload, as I struggled to deal with the fact that my body temperature, from head to toe, ranged from a mere 98 degrees Fahrenheit, to a hundred and four, and then back down to a meager 98.  
 
                 Kari didn’t knock off the wax, which would have been a mercy.  Instead, she moved me over to the second table, the one Tiffany had straddled and walked across.  She slapped my ass, ordering me to spread my legs and when I did she pushed me forward.  For the second time I felt the searing heat of the candles on my nether region and I cried out, shying away from the flicker tongue of searing heat.  Kari’s hands stopped me though and I felt her pushing down on my shoulders. Then my calves gave way and I dropped down, mashing my lightly seared petals down upon the burning candle.
 
                 I’m not sure I can accurately describe what it felt like.  At least not right now.  The problem is that pain doesn’t stay in your memory very well.  Frankly, I’m tempted to get out a candle right now while I’m writing this, light it, put it on my chair, and snuff it, replicating that punishment Kari inflicted upon me.  The only problem is that I KNOW it hurt. I remember THINKING “oh god, this hurts!”  And I remember the actual candle, the entire thing, slipping up inside me, which was definitely a weird sensation as the inside of my pussy was coated with wax.
 
                 The candle fell out as I was allowed back up and it fell to the floor near my right foot.  At least it was out, right?  Then Kari smacked my ass again and I moved forward two inches, only to roast my clit again before Kari pushed me down to extinguish the next candle.  Wax splashed against my folds.  It wasn’t just a coating either.  The wax from each candle spread through my petals, still so warm and malleable that it seemed to become a second skin of burning fire that cooked me thoroughly.  I was crying, body shaking in agony as I put out candle after candle.  Halfway down the row, Kari grabbed me around the shoulder, tilted me backward, and then reached down between my legs.  She flicked at the wax covering between my legs and as I whimpered it flicked off, leaving scorched and reddened skin exposed.  Kari slapped my cunt and I cried out.  Then she began stroking my clit and I surged, the wetness that had been cooked out of me coming back in a roiling boil.  
 
                 Kari pushed me forward and I heard the hiss as my pussy juice was vaporized.  I plummeted down, extinguishing another candle and received a fresh and immediately burning coat of hot wax.  My legs jumped around and as I move to the next flame I didn’t drop down fast, I just moved into it, scorching my clit and petals.  I began sobbing, crying out loud and then Kari was there, physically manhandling me through the last nine or so candles.  By the time I got to the end I felt as if I had been dropped into the caldera of an active volcano and fucked with a glowing brand.  Kari let me collapse to the floor and I laid there blubbering, my thighs squeezed tightly together in agony.
 
                 Kari snapped her fingers and Madeline hurried forward, handing Kari a small black leather sap.  
 
                 “Spread your legs, Bre,” ordered Kari.
 
                 I couldn’t.  I was barely even conscious of what she said.  I made a half-hearted effort and then rolled over.  There was a tittering laugh from the assembled mistresses.  
 
                 Kari snarled and dropped down over me.  She put one knee on my right thigh, as she pushed my other leg apart with her hand.  I wasn’t in any position to resist and the sap snapped down viciously between my legs.  Wax cracked and went flying, exploding off my petals with every flick of Kari’s wrist. I cried out, bucking, rhythmically fucking the sap as Kari smacked me.  Eventually my red swollen and parboiled clit was exposed and Kari seemed to focus on it, sending ripples of exquisite agony through me.  She kept hitting me until I finally couldn’t take it anymore and I screamed out loud as the sap induced orgasm ripped through me.
 
                 Kari dropped the sap and slowly rose to her feet.  I lay there, shuddering in orgasmic bliss, enveloped in heat and pain.  Kari turned and looked at Mistress Ellen, who was clearly astonished at the vicious and cruel performance.
 
                 “I think it’s time for the consummation circle, Ellen,” Kari said tiredly.  She walked off the main floor, leaving me there on my back, wrists still cuffed to my neck, my legs splayed open.
 
                 Madeline hurried forward and quickly began removing the tables as Mistress Savannah tapped Kylie on the shoulder.  Kylie, the cute petite little brunette crawled forward and moved between my legs.  I felt the delicate touch of her tongue on my tender clit and I cried out.  She held on to me but then a moment later Tiffany was there.  She moved toward my head and seconds later her glistening and still warm pussy was dripping on my face.  She rocked her hips and then I had no choice but to dip my own tongue into her slit.  Every lick Kylie perpetrated upon my tender clit I translated into Tiffany.  In short order every other slave girl was in the ring, licking and sucking away.  
 
                 Perhaps you think Kari was cruel to me, whipping me between the legs like that, but I think by now practically everyone knows that I LIKE being pussy whipped.  Wait.  Um… strike that. I DON’T like being pussy whipped.  It hurts.  But it also makes me cum, and cum hard.  Kari wasn’t torturing me.  She was giving me something she knew I would like and that would make it practically impossible to cum first in the consummation circle.  She was saving me from having to ride the Sybian.
 
                 To my surprise, Kylie’s tongue started darting at my clit at twice the pace and then I felt her mouth open and she gasped.  There was this shudder, her entire body shaking and then she cried out quietly as her orgasm exploded through her.  There was some exclamation and then Tiffany was coming off my face and I looked down at Kylie who was still moaning from her orgasmic release.  Slowly she disengaged and then I was helped to my feet and pushed toward Kari’s chair. I went to my knees and for the first time, got to watch as someone ELSE was put on the sybian.
 
                 The attachment this month was a diabolical looking corkscrew cock that Mistress Savannah helped Kylie to mount.  Then she was tilted forward, her wrists locked to the black metal frame even as her ankles were chained so her legs were at a forty five degree angle.  Kylie’s sweet little clitoris was pressed deeply against the vibrator pad and then the whole thing was started up with a roar.  Speaking from experience, I know how difficult it is to maintain any sense of decorum on that thing and frankly, despite having just cum, I knew Kylie was going to be having another set of orgasms in short order.
 
                 Mistress Savannah accepted a short quirt from Madeline and began striking Kylie in various spots.  While I had always received all of the required strokes to each part in sequence, Savannah sent a welt leaving stroke across Kylie’s breasts, then across the soles of her feet.  Back and forth this went until Kylie was keening out her distress, her body shaking with mad desire.  Her hips rolled wildly, thrusting against the motorized stimulation between her legs.  Finally Savannah unclipped her feet from the chain and began raining strokes down on Kylie’s upturned and delicate bottom.  The poor girl screamed out loud but I could tell it wasn’t because of the red lines being left across her rump.  She was GRINDING her pussy into the little spikes that lined the vibration pad and she was cumming.  I even suspect she had more than one.  By the time Savannah was done with Kylie’s ass, the girl’s eyes were glazed over and she was trembling like gelatin on an airplane.
 
                 The sybian was turned off and Kylie was released while the various mistresses moved amongst each other, offering greetings.  I found myself facing Wendy, who delicately dipped two fingers of her right hand into my pussy, gently stroking my clit with her thumb.  It was incredible and I’m afraid I didn’t reciprocate very well.  Our mistresses chatted and Kari was complimented on her presentation. I sort of bristled at that.  After all, I was the one putting out candles.  Wendy pulled her fingers out of my pussy as she left, sticking them in her mouth and giving me a look that almost had me cumming right there.  
 
                 Mistress Lisa was next and her slave Georgia slipped a single, long digit into my pussy and pumped it rather rapidly.  After Wendy, it wasn’t quite as fulfilling, but it did certain things to me, exciting me in ways that aren’t easy to explain.  Then they disappeared and it was us approaching Mistress Savannah and Kylie.  Kylie was kneeling with her legs unusually close together so I figured she was sensitive.  I stayed away from her clit and instead slid my thumb up inside her.  She moaned as I penetrated and rocked her hips again.  We smiled at each other and I resisted the urge to lean down and suckle the one un-pierced pink nipple.
 
   When we turned around, Ellen Davenport stood before us.  I locked eyes with Rose, the plump little blond slave that served Mistress Ellen.  Her legs were already spread, awaiting my fingers even as I spread my own thighs.
 
                 “That was quite a show, Kari. I’m surprised.  It was something I would have expected from Danille,” Ellen said quietly, so that the other mistresses wouldn’t heart her words.   Rose leaned forward and reached out, grabbing hold of my petals and squeezing them hard.  I let out a little whimper as I reached for her pussy.
 
                 Kari smiled.  “I sort of doubt that.  My slave knew what was coming.  In fact, she suggested the entire thing.  Poor Danielle liked abusing minors and runaways.”  My fingers slipped into Rose’s slit and then I found her clit.  I pinched it hard even as she tugged painfully on my still heat baked petals.  I felt her nails dig into my flesh and I answered by following suit.
 
                 Ellen’s eyes narrowed.  “I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about.  Danielle has been away on business.”  I winced as Rose’s fingernails seemed to be almost ready to actually pierce the folds of my inner labia.  I ground her clit between the tips of my thumb and forefinger and watched as she grimaced in pain.
 
                 “No doubt finding a decent criminal defense attorney,” quipped Kari and Ellen Davenport’s face went white.  Her smile faded into a thin line.
 
                 “Perhaps I was wrong,” Davenport said.  “Perhaps you don’t belong in the society.”
 
                 Kari smiled. “And yet, my popularity, and that of my slave, amongst the other mistresses is so high.  Do you really want to risk getting rid of me, or allowing it to become known that the reason you’ve spoken out against me is for petty rivalry?”
 
                 Ellen Davenport snarled.  “I’ll break you for this, Kari Anders.  I swear.”  Rose gave me another viscous twist that brought tears to my eyes and then Mistress Ellen whirled and Rose pulled herself away from me.  My pussy throbbed painfully.
 
                 Kari sighed.  “I think our time with Mr. Frank Green grows short.  We’re going to need that information, Breanne.”
 
                 I nodded.  “All right, Kari.”
 
                 Then we went to dinner.    
 
                 Dinner itself wasn’t too bad.  As usual I got to eat out of a bowl, on my knees, behind Kari’s chair, but I suppose it could have been a lot worse.  I could have been handcuffed too.  Kari had very considerately sat across from Mistress Savannah, who was as interested in having her feet licked about as much as I was interested in doing it.  That made dinner much much easier to handle.  Finally when everything was said and done, I followed Kari back to the main room.  We were last in line and as we walked down the hall back to the meeting room, I noticed Madeline, the little French maid, loitering in the hall.  Her eyes were on me as we passed and I felt her reach out and touch me, an almost loving caress, as my naked rump got near her hand. It startled me I admit, but when I turned toward her, the smile on her face was enough to trigger my own grin and then we moved on.
 
                 Once more I knelt at Kari’s feet and waited for things to start up.  As expected, Davenport stood, announced that it was time for the slave exchange, and proceeded to escort her chubby blond Rose out on to the floor.  Kari followed suit and in moments we were approached and I was led away by one of the other mistresses.  This happened twice more, since every slave could be traded three times before she was considered safe.  I ended up with Mistress Andrea.  I hadn’t really had any contact with her, much less her slave girl Bailey, but I knew that she was one of the few supporters of Ellen Davenport.  She had completely rebuffed Kari’s attempts to meet outside the society, so it was with a bit of trepidation that I was led away, looking back over my shoulder for the safety and security of Kari’s presence.
 
                 Unlike the previous two times, I was led down a different hall and that by it self should have told me something was up.  When all the other slaves and their temporary mistresses went toward the east wing, I ended up crawling after Mistress Andrea down the west.  We stopped at a single door and it opened.  Andrea snapped her fingers and pointed inward.  Obediently I crawled into the room and felt my throat go dry.
 
                 There was a… uh… rack is the nearest thing I can call it. Maybe “wooden platform” would work as well.  It wasn’t meant to stretch me beyond my limits, but after I was ordered to lie down upon it, arms drawn tightly above my head, legs spread wide apart and held tight, I had about as much mobility as a truck with four flats.  A mattress would have been nice as well.  As I adjusted to the distinctly uncomfortable slats under my buttocks and back, Andrea rolled over a sheet covered cart that I had failed to notice upon entry.  Evidently I had been a little focused on the platform.
 
                 When Andrea unveiled the cart, I let out a sigh of relief.  It was just a simple TENS unit, a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator, which is a common sight in upscale BDSM homes, trust me.  Sure, Kari doesn’t have one like this, which came with its own huge power box, multiple leads, with thick black and red wires, but Kari has a little one designed for home therapeutic use.  Trust me, it can be a lot of fun.  So if Andrea wanted to do a little electrical play, I was game.
 
                 Which was why I didn’t object when she quickly attached a rather tight set of forceps clamps to each nipple, the electrical pads firmly pressing both sides of each nipple.  And she didn’t skimp out on the “bite” either.  Those clamps were very tight.  I groaned and then watched as she lubricated one of those electrical dildos, the kind they use on those kinky video websites.  It was cold when it went in and Andrea was all business.  There was no foreplay, no miscellaneous touching, no comments.  I felt like I was being prepared, or that Andrea was some sort of “nurse” prepping a patient.  She approached with a third clamp and I knew where that one was going.  Sure enough my clit was tightly crushed a moment later, more wires leading to the box.  I let out a whimper.
 
                 Mistress Andrea fiddled with the controls for a moment and then pressed a few buttons.  I couldn’t see what she was activating, but a light tingle started in my left breast and increased in intensity until I gasped out loud.  The tingle stopped and then started again, at the same level, in my right breast.  I let out a soft moan, feeling definitely aroused, only to have the electricity tickle my clit next.  As I rolled my hips Mistress Andrea moved the sensation once more and this time it was deep inside my pussy.  I gasped, feeling a sudden urge, a rush of pleasure, and I let out a soft moan.
 
                 “Oh Mistress, please!  More?” I asked as she turned off the machine.  Andrea looked at me coldly and then grabbed a spray bottle from the bottom shelf of the cart and aimed it at me.  The water was cold, freezing almost, and I squealed as she deftly rained a heavy mist onto my body.  In seconds I was coated, drenched from chin to knee, and I started shivering.  Mistress Andrea put the bottle back and then marched straight to the door, opening it.
 
                 “She’s all ready, Ellen,” Andrea said, stepping backward.  My eyes popped open in alarm as Ellen Davenport waltzed into the room.  She was alone and she smiled at Andrea.  The door shut behind them and together they approached me.
 
                 “Well hello, Breanne.  We haven’t gotten to see each other since that first meeting, have we?  I missed you last month,” Mistress Davenport said, reaching out a finger and stroking my cheek.  Her nail moved down my neck line, sending more shivers through me as she touched me, down the slope of my breast, to rub lightly, my left nipple and then move down to my hip.  I squirmed.  There was something malevolent about Davenport touching me.  I didn’t respond.  Slaves weren’t supposed to talk to the mistresses.  Even I knew that.
 
                 “So reticent to speak, Breanne?” Davenport asked.  “You have my permission.”
 
                 I frowned.  “What do you want?” I asked.  It probably came out just a tad bit impertinent, which wasn’t my most brilliant move of the day, considering the fact I was bound, exposed, and totally at Davenport’s mercy.  Mistress Ellen’s eyes suddenly grew hard.  She lifted a hand and slapped my face, rocking my head and making me see stars.  Ouch.
 
                 “Even when you speak you will address me properly slave!” Davenport hissed.  “I don’t know what games your mistress is playing but the decorum she has taught you is despicable!  If it wasn’t for your…” she searched for the word, “penchant for pain, I’d have already kicked both of you out of the society.”
 
                 Quite a few things rushed through my brain at that moment, but thankfully none of those things moved to my mouth.  I could have said “sure, and all of the ladies who Kari’s befriended will dump this shithole and your abusive leadership.”  But occasionally, I’m smart enough to know when to keep my mouth shut.
 
                 There was a knock on the door and Andrea answered it.  I had been shocked to see Davenport.  Imagine my horror when Mistress Danielle, Alissa’s abusive former mistress, came into the room.
 
                 “Sorry I’m late. Did I miss anything?”
 
                 Davenport smiled and shook her head.  “We were just getting started.”  She looked back at me. “Surely you remember Mistress Danielle?  She’s been very concerned lately about Alissa.  Where is she?”
 
                 I blinked.  My mind raced furiously.  I choked down my initial response of “how the fuck should I know?” which was a blatant lie, not to mention incredibly disrespectful toward someone who had me tied down.  “I’m sorry, Mistress.  I don’t know where Alissa is,” I said instead.
 
                 Davenport clucked her tongue.  “Oh Breanne, why don’t I believe you?” She nodded at Andrea who was still standing at the TENS unit controls.  Suddenly my left breast erupted into a sharp burning agony and I let out a cry.  Then it ended almost as quickly as it started.  My chest heaved as I shook off the pain but it left me gasping for air.
 
                 “We know it was you and Kari who took Alissa,” Danielle hissed in my ear.  She reached up to the clamp on my right nipple and twisted it a full one hundred and eighty degrees.  My back arched and I cried out as the pain slipped into me like a dagger.  She let go and I collapsed back down on the wood.  The slats under my back were no longer hurting me.  
 
                 “Where is Alissa?” demanded Davenport again.  I clenched my teeth, trying to ready myself for the next shock, which came a second later.  This time it exploded between my legs and I felt as if someone had just fucked me with a heated steel pike, tearing up my insides.  I screamed out loud, my entire body tensing as if doing some sort of weird yoga.  I shook like mad and then the pain stopped.  My chest heaved and I started crying.
 
                 “Does it hurt?  I’m sure it does.  If you want us to stop, simply answer the question.  Where is Alissa?  What are you and Kari planning?  Who is part of your little group?  Is it that slut Savannah?  I know she’s already gotten to Lisa, Jillian, and Haley.  And after that little show with Charlotte’s slave earlier, maybe her too,” Davenport said, grabbing my chin and squeezing my face.  “Speak!  WHERE IS ALISSA?”
 
                 I shook my head back and forth and sure enough, Andrea hit me with another electrical shock, except this time all over.  Every part of me felt as if it were on fire. My clit burned, my nipples felt as if they were being fried, and then it stopped again.  I sucked in air, only to let out a choked sob.  
 
                 I felt Davenport’s hand on my leg, sliding down toward my ankle.  Her fingertips went over the cuffs and bindings, only to begin caressing the bottom of my left foot.  In general, people touching the bottom of my feet doesn’t bother me, provided it’s slow and gentle.  Fast, light movements though are more than I can handle and I began twitching as Davenport tickled me.  I began to shudder, shaking as I my stimulated nerves overloaded and just as I was about to break out into laughter, Andrea hit me with another pain ridden shock between my legs that changed my chuckle to a scream.  My hips jerked wildly up and down as the electrical phallus sparked inside of me and my clit seemed to cook between the attached clamp leads.  My entire body stiffened until Andrea shut off the current again.
 
                 “Where is Alissa?” demanded Davenport again, continuing to tickle the bottom of my foot.  I lay there gasping. 
 
                 “Don’t know!” I uttered through my heaving breaths.  It was tough to speak and once again I felt the agony of Davenport’s tickling.  Then my breasts seemed to be caught on fire as Andrea shocked me again.
 
                 “What is Kari planning?” asked Danielle, next.  She reached up, grabbed my right breast, despite the coating of water droplets and the clamp and piercings, and squeezed me brutally, her nails digging into my skin.
 
                 “N-n-nothing!” I yelled, wrenching away from Danielle, not that it did any good.
 
                 That earned me another slap, this time from Danielle who leaned over me and grabbed my face hard. “Listen here you little bitch!  Alissa was mine and you had no fucking right to take her!  I want her back and you will tell me where she is!”
 
                 Before I could even respond I got hammered again between the legs.  It felt as if someone were trying to saw off my clitoris while ramming a telephone pole through my pussy.
 
                 Yeah. I know I have a way of describing things, don’t I?
 
                 “Ellen?  She is a pain slut, perhaps denial might be more appropriate?” Andrea asked from over by the controls as soon as I had subsided into a series of hacking sobs.
 
                 Davenport shook her head.  “If we had time I’m sure that would bring her around, but we only have twenty minutes left.”  She took a deep breath and looked over at Andrea and Danielle.  “Do what you have to, but remember no marks.  She’ll tell Kari but if there is visible abuse it will create trouble.  Just get it out of her.”
 
                 And then Davenport left the room.  Danielle and Andrea looked at each other and Andrea shrugged.  She twisted something on the TENS unit and then my world exploded in fire.  I’m not sure how long they electrocuted me.  It wasn’t sexual, though I admit that when we finally finished thirty minutes later I was so wet between the legs that I was gushing, my thighs glistening.  All I know is that they left the electricity on for minutes at a time, my throat tightened to the point of barely being able to make a sound, before they’d stop for a moment, ask me if I knew where Alissa was, and then shock the shit out of me again.
 
                 I’m not sure when I broke, but I did.  At some point I gasped out “She’s at Sara’s!  She’s with Mistress Sara!”  The shocks hurt too much and my information got me several seconds of peace.  Andrea and Danielle looked at each other in confusion.  
 
                 “Who is Mistress Sara?  I’ve never heard of her,” Danielle asked me.  
 
                 “F-f-friend,” I gasped.  “Of Kari’s.”              
 
                 Andrea nodded, smiling finally. “Where does she live?” Andrea asked pointedly.
 
                 I blinked, then looked at them both.  “Fuck you!” I said with vehemence.  Andrea scowled and then suddenly I was back on the burner, my entire body erupting with agony as she shocked my clit, my nipples, and my pussy.  I rocked with the pain, trying hard to overcome it.  But it was impossible.  The electricity stopped and I lay there, too tired to even cry out.  My tears poured down the sides of my face, wetting my neck and the back of my head.
 
                 “Damn it, this is taking too long!” Danielle cried.  “Where the hell is Alissa?  Where does this Sara live?” she demanded, reaching out and shaking me.  It did little good. I was stretched taut between the top and bottom of the rack and grabbing me by the shoulders did little good.  Danielle slapped me again, hard.  
 
                 “Where is she, damn it?” Danielle screamed.  She hit me again across the face.
 
                 I saw stars.
 
                 One of them, I don’t know who, grabbed the forceps clamp attached to my clit and began twisting.  It went around one hundred and eighty degrees and kept going until I found the ability to scream again.  That brought me back down to earth and I hit hard, metaphorically shattering every bone.  It hurt like hell and then my breasts exploded in agony again.
 
                 Andrea shook her head.  “We’re over our time limit, Danielle.  Let her up.”
 
                 Danielle shook her head.  “This bitch knows where Alissa is and she’s going to tell me!”  She twisted the forceps clamp on my clit again and I screeched.  Andrea looked frustrated and then hit the controls to the TENS unit.  My breasts suddenly burned with the same pain that was exploding between my legs and I blinked as my vision darkened.  The pain dimmed down to a gentle put agonizing throb and then Danielle moved into my tunneled sight, her eyes hard.  She lifted an ice pick and waved it in front of my face.
 
                 Andrea gasped.  “Danielle!  Ellen said no marks!” 
 
                 Danielle ignored her. “I’ve read your stupid little blog and those poorly written stories!” she snarled. “I know who you are Breanne Erickson!  And I know what really scares you!”  
 
                 I blinked, too startled and in too much pain to really react.  At least not until she dragged the tip down the side of my breast, scratching my skin just deep enough to leave a burning trail.  Andrea reached out across me, but Danielle pushed her away.  
 
                 “Danielle!  No!” Andrea cried out.  
 
                 I started shaking my head back and forth and then I tensed as Danielle grabbed my labia and pressed the point against the thick petal.  
 
                 “Don’t want to bleed do you?” she snarled.  “How about another piercing, Breanne?  You like getting pierced, don’t you?”
 
                 And she started to push.  I closed my eyes.  I knew what she was going to do.  There was no way to stop her.  I braced myself.  I felt a sharp pain, a needle like prick, but then there was a looming presence above me, a scuffle and Danielle was pushed backward, the point of the pick pulled away.  I could feel a tiny wound, but I hadn’t been pierced.
 
                 “No Danielle!  Do you have any idea what that would do, you crazy bitch?  Davenport would skin you alive!” Andrea said, throwing the ice pick away.  Danielle glared in angry heat.
 
                 “Look, we had our chance.  She didn’t tell us anything.  I’m sorry.  But we can’t just keep her here.  It’s bad enough we’ll be last back to the meeting!  I’m not even sure she can walk!  Now get out of here and send Madeline back to help me.  NOW!” Andrea said harshly.
 
                 Danielle snarled and stalked out of the room, slamming the door.  Andrea didn’t say anything to me and began releasing the clamps.  It hurt.  My blood seeped back into the crushed tips of my breasts and that hurt almost as much as the electricity had.  When Andrea released my clit I almost passed out.  I was barely cognizant of Madeline entering the room and looking at me in shocked disbelief, but she helped Andrea loosen the bindings on me and soon I was draped between the two women, feet dragging, as they took me back to the meeting room.
 
                 Andrea dumped me on the floor in the hallway outside as Madeline tried to catch me.  The little French maid’s care helped and I basically slithered down, rather than fell.  I was panting, still shaking slightly as Andrea kicked me in the ass.  
 
                 “Go on.  Crawl in there back to your bitch mistress,” Andrea ordered.
 
                 I looked up at her and slowly got to my hands and knees.  Madeline stroked my hair as I moved forward slowly.  Every muscle in my body ached, as if I had run a marathon and I felt lingering shoots of pain zipping up from my loins.  I saw a smear of blood on my thigh.  I crawled through the doorway and the gentle murmur of conversation died as I looked up through the hair covering my face and saw Kari.  She had half come off her seat and the expression on her face bordered between fury and desperate worry.  She hurried forward before I had even crawled another foot and she knelt down by me, taking me into her arms.  I burst into tears, sobbing like I’d never cried before.
 
                 Kari held me.  Andrea walked past us without a word and returned to her chair while Madeline knelt down next to Kari and stroked my shoulder.  The silence suddenly changed to a dull roar as the assembled Mistresses began talking about me, some clearly shouting at both Davenport and Andrea.  I shuddered and cried in Kari’s arms for a few more minutes until finally Ellen Davenport stood, her slave girl Rose looking at me with loathing, and walked across the room toward Kari and me.
 
                 “Kari, is there some problem with your slave?  If you don’t have her move to your seat, we’ll be forced to punish her,” Davenport said, but then smiled. “But then, you were planning on doing that anyway, weren’t you?  You have every meeting so far.”
 
                 Kari turned, still holding me, and glared at the matronly woman.  I could see a number of mistresses looking at Kari as well.  Then without a word, Kari stood, pulling me to my feet.  She held me on one side, while Madeline took my other side.  Kari stared hard at Ellen Davenport. Then she turned and carefully started to walk me out.
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?” demanded Davenport!  “I decide when the meeting is over, Kari Anders!  Do you hear me!  Get back here this instant or I’ll have Breanne whipped until she’s bleeding!”  The other mistress looked on in shocked disbelief.
 
   Kari ignored her and Madeline helped us all the way back to the car.  As I was buckled in Madeline tapped Kari on the shoulder.
 
                 “Mistress Kari, look!” Madeline said, pointing pack toward the house.
 
                 I summoned the energy to glance back at the house and saw a flood.  Mistress Savannah and Kylie led the way, followed by Haley and Morgan.  Mistress Lisa with Georgia came next, paving the way for Charlotte and Tiffany.  Mistress Brooke and her slave girl Kaitlin emerged followed by Mistress Lynda and her cute little Brooke.  (I know, it’s not my fault there are two Brookes in the Society!)  Each and every one of them glanced at us and nodded at Kari, and then went to their cars.
 
                 “I guess the meeting is over,” Kari commented wryly, her voice still tinged with the fury she was feeling.  Madeline nodded.  Then the little French maid started to ask something but the roar of Davenport’s voice made her cringe and hurry away, back toward the mansion.  Kari took a deep breath and got in the car.
 
                 “Breanne, are you okay?” she asked.
 
                 I nodded.  “They wanted to know where Alissa was.  Danielle was here,” I said softly.
 
                 Kari looked at me, my naked body shivering as the car heater only barely started to get warm.  Kari grabbed a blanket from the back seat and tossed it across me.  
 
                 “Did they hurt you?” she asked.
 
                 I bit my lip.  “A little,” I replied.  “They had a TENS unit, but I’m a pain slut.  I can handle it.”              
 
                 Kari looked like she was ready to spit nails.  Her fingers clenched the steering wheel and I could see she was contemplating going back in and beating the living shit out of Davenport, and probably Andrea and Danielle as well.  
 
                 “Kari?  Don’t.  It’s not worth it.  All they got out of me was that Alissa was with Sara.  They wanted to know where Sara lived and I wouldn’t tell them.  Don’t go back in there.  It won’t fix anything.  Look at them,” I said, pointing at the cars already beginning to leave.  “We’ve destroyed the society.”
 
                 Letting out an explosive breath, Kari snarled something under her breath and popped the clutch, putting the sports car in gear.  We rocketed away from the mansion for the last time, ostensibly following the various mistresses who had followed our own lead, leaving both Davenport and the Society.  I felt a sudden giddy rush.  But as we drove, Kari still quietly furious, I realized that while the Society was finished, Davenport’s threat to Kari was still hanging over our head like the sword of Damocles.  
 
   Chapter 15
 
                 I gasped as Frank Green bit my nipple and a sharp pain exploded through me that went straight down to my loins. I bucked upward, feeling his cock slip through me exquisitely and I moaned in pleasure as I felt myself contracting, fluttering around his shaft as I was so expertly fucked.  Our lips met again and I kissed him passionately, enjoying the feeling of utter sexual abandon. I grabbed him, holding him too me as I gasped, the orgasm inside me rising up to flood through my veins like a mixture of caffeine, sugar, and adrenaline, all mixed up into one shot of pure awesomeness.
 
                 Even as I was gritting my teeth, body tense with release, Frank cried out, stretching his frame upon mine, ramming hard and deep even as he exploded wetly, long ribbons of white cream streaming out of his cock and into my depths. It felt incredible.  He collapsed on me, his full weight pressing me down into the mattress as I held him, wrapping my arms around his torso, just enjoying the afterglow of sexual amazement.
 
                 He nuzzled my breast and then rolled over, keeping one head pillowed on my shoulder while his hand came up to fondle my left nipple.  I smiled lazily and reached down between his legs, stroking his limp wet cock.
 
                 “You can’t be serious!” Frank said with a laugh, pulling away.  “That’s the fourth time today!” he said.  He rolled out of bed and stood.
 
                 I shrugged as I moved onto my side.  “Why not?  Five times the charm, they say.”
 
                 He gave me an amused glance.  “Isn’t that what you said at three?”
 
                 “Three.  Five.  What’s the difference?” I asked mischievously.  I completed my roll, wiggling my hips as my still rather reddened ass came into view.  I twitched it back and forth, drawing his eyes.  But he winced and gave me a pitying glance.
 
                 “Oooh, doesn’t that hurt?  I’m really sorry about that,” he said apologetically.
 
                 I made a muffled noise of dismissal.  “I think you should do it again, except this time use your belt like I told you too.  I said you’d hurt your hand and look, you did.”
 
                 Frank nodded, glancing down at his palm.  “I suppose I have a lot to learn about how to punish pretty pain sluts.
 
                 “Hmmphh… that’s a nympho humiliation pain slut, thank you.”
 
                 My paramour nodded.  “Right.  Forgot. Nympho humiliation pain slut.”  He paused and gave me a sly look.  “So that means… I could spank you out in public, right?”
 
                 I nodded.  “Exactly.  And remember, if you’re going to do that, you should probably strip me first.”
 
                 He licked his lips. “I’m going to have to get used to this.”
 
                 “Oh yes,” I said seductively.  Then I moved toward him, kneeling on the bed.  “But you seem sated for right now. We’ll do more after you’ve had a chance to recover.”
 
                 He grinned and wrapped his arms around me.  “Thank you. I’m not twenty six anymore.”  His hands cupped my bottom and squeezed gently, eliciting a moan and a hiss from me.  
 
                 “Ohh. Sorry.”
 
                 I laughed and pushed him away.  “Stop apologizing or I’ll beg you to whip and clamp me!” I threatened.
 
                 Frank clapped a hand to his forehead. “Oh no! What should I do?” he replied dramatically.  We both laughed.  Then he turned away and began pulling on his boxers.  I settled back on the bed and pulled the sheet up to just under my breasts.  I wanted them exposed.
 
                 “Frank, actually… there is something I need some help with,” I said in a more serious manner.  He finished pulling on his boxers and grabbed his khaki trousers.
 
                 “With what, Bre?” he asked, still a little focused on getting dressed.
 
                 I took a deep breath.  Kari and I had argued about this.  She had merely wanted us to blackmail Frank, threatening to take word of our elicit affair to his wife Carolyn.  I however, thought better of the man and since I was the one doing the actual fucking in this relationship, I won.  It helped that Robert agreed with me.  Kari yielded and had backed off.
 
                 “Do you know Ellen Davenport?” I asked.
 
                 Frank turned and looked at me oddly. “Yes. She’s one of my clients.  Why?”
 
                 “Well,” I said offhandedly.  “There have been some rumors that she’s done some things financially that were illegal.”
 
                 Frank’s face darkened and he turned toward me.  “Well first of all, rumors aren’t always what they appear to be.  And besides, I don’t discuss my client’s financial dealings.  Ever hear of client confidentiality?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded.  “I know, but I really need to know,” I replied.
 
   “Did Robert Toomby put you up to this?  Asking about my client?”  He came closer and sat down on the bed next to me.  I was slightly taken aback.  This wasn’t the Frank I had come to know so well.
 
                 I shook my head.  “No, Robert didn’t tell me to ask this of you. I’ve got… other reasons,” I said softly.
 
                 Frank gave me another suspicious glance.  “Well, I can’t discuss a client’s finances.  It’s confidential. I could go to jail.  But just for your information, rest assured that Ms. Davenport’s finances are perfectly legal.”
 
                 I grimaced.  “Frank, she’s blackmailing Kari,” I said abrubtly.
 
                 His eyes narrowed.  “What?  Blackmail?”
 
                 I nodded.  “Yes, Davenport is threatening to ruin Kari’s business unless she provides…” I trailed off here, not sure what to say.  “Services, for free.” I finished.  Frank’s eyebrow went up.
 
                 “Why not report her to the police?” Frank asked, coming back to the bed and sitting down.
 
                 I shook my head.  “Doesn’t work that way. You know the kind of sway Davenport has around town.  If she says that Kari is to be blacklisted, no one will hire her.  Davenport is too powerful and you can’t exactly report that kind of threat to the police.”
 
                 Frank processed the information but then nodded.  “What kind of services?” he asked.
 
                 I blushed.  “Intimate services,” I replied.  Frank reached over and took hold of my chin and looked me in the eyes.  
 
                 “You?” he asked.
 
                 I looked away.  How could I explain my role in all this?  I didn’t reply.  He didn’t like that. He frowned and let go, moving away from me.
 
                 “And so you’re hoping that I could give you information on Davenport so you could blackmail her back,” he concluded.
 
                 I nodded, “Yes!” Then I saw the look of anger on his face.  “Um… no, not like that!” I stammered.
 
                 He whirled on me, hurt now the predominant expression.  “You used me?  All of this was for that?  You want me to give you confidential information on a client.”  He made a fist.  “If you think you can just blackmail me into giving you something, you’re wrong!”
 
                 I blinked.  “Wait!  It’s not like that at all!” I objected.  “I’m not trying to blackmail you!”
 
                 “Then you were trying to coerce me!” he said spitefully.  “Let me guess, if I don’t help you, you’ll call my wife, is that it?”
 
                 I glared at him, anger now flooding through me. I sat up in the bed.  “Frank Green, if that had been my intention I would have SAID it.  I have no plans to contact Carolyn, nor will I in the future.  I am not interested in your money, your possessions, or your influence!  I’ve only wanted two things from you for the last four weeks; your cock and for you to help me stop Davenport from ruining my best friend!”
 
                 I stood up, pulling the sheet to my breasts.  I stepped closer.  “And if you can’t help me, then I can accept that, and I will still be here when you want to fuck me, or spank me, or whip me,” I said strongly.  I dropped the sheet and cupped both breasts, offering them to him.  “You have made me feel cherished and loved.” I sank to my knees and spread my legs, bringing my hands up behind my head.  “I willingly submit to you and will continue to do so, regardless of whether you can or will help me.”
 
                 Frank’s indecision was clear, but then he shook his head. “Breanne, here… wait.”  He took my hands, and pulled me close.  He took a deep breath.  
 
                 “Look, I’m being honest with you.  I can’t help you.  And it’s not that I’m unwilling to help you or your friend Kari.  The truth is that Davenport’s finances are clean.  She’s the proper and legal trustee of her niece’s trust fund and she’s actually increased the value of the trust since she assumed legal guardianship.”
 
                 I blinked.  “Legal guardianship?  Of her niece you mean?” I asked.  What the hell?  Davenport was taking care of her rich niece?  Frank nodded.  “Yes.  I don’t know the particulars, but Davenport is named as the legal guardian and thus controls the funds.  There’s nothing illegal going on, trust me.”
 
                 I frowned, frustrated. “But there’s got to be!  Robert said that she was doing insider trading!”
 
                 Frank scoffed.  “Toomby doesn’t know what he’s talking about.  Sure, she had some investments in Enron that she sold before the company went under, but she was already investigated by the SEC and they didn’t file charges.  Besides, technically the money isn’t hers in the first place. It all belongs to her niece.  The only thing she still owns personally is the house, though her investment portfolio is doing rather nicely if I do say so myself.”
 
                 I let out an explosive sigh and flopped backward on the bed.  “Damn!  I had hoped there’d be something we could use against her before she ruined Kari’s business!”
 
                 Frank looked down at me. “So I guess it wasn’t my animal magnetism that drew you to me, was it?”  He looked depressed now.  Geeze, he goes through emotions quick.
 
                 I sat back up and looked at him.  “Frank, I’m sorry, but I was told to seduce you, to make you mine.”  I took his hand. It felt cold and clammy for the first time that I had known him.  “But the last few weeks have been amazing for me.  It might have been an order for me to get to know you, to seduce you even, but it has been all me wanting you day and night, to feel your body against mine.  I’m not looking to replace Carolyn, but I’m thankful for the love and care you’ve shown me, even if I know that this is all we can ever have.” 
 
                 He looked at me confused.  “You are a strange woman, Breanne Erickson.” 
 
                 My eyes widened.  “In what way?”
 
                 “You don’t want money.  You’re not threatening my marriage.  I didn’t give you what you wanted and you want to continue being my…my…”
 
                 “Mistress?” I supplied with an arched eyebrow. “Sex slave?  Pain slut?”
 
                 “Mistress,” he accepted.  “Most women would want me to divorce my wife and take all my money.”
 
                 I gave his hand another squeeze.  “Is it so odd that I only want you?”  I gave him a mischievous grin.  “Specifically your body?”
 
                 He snorted.  “Yeah, like I’m the poster child of physical fitness.”
 
                 I glanced down at him.  “Actually, you’ve lost weight since I’ve met you.”
 
                 He suddenly grinned.  “I know.  Five pounds,” he said proudly.
 
                 “See? I’ve been good for you,” I replied smugly.
 
                 Frank Green turned and took me in his arms. “Yes you have, Bre.  You seem to be good for just about everyone.”  Then he kissed me.
 
                 I kissed him back.  When we parted I grinned.  “Ready for that fifth time now?” I asked.
 
                 He burst into laughter.  “The fifth times the charm, right?”
 
                 I shrugged and drew him down into my arms.  “Or maybe the sixth, or even the seventh.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 I had a mouth full of cock when Kari’s phone rang and as usual, I concentrated on what I was doing.  Robert was groaning of course and I bobbed my head up and down, all while stroking his balls.  We were already on number seven and I personally thought Robert was holding up rather well.  The tip of his shaft was a bright red of course, but in my experience, that’s relatively common when you’ve forced a guy to have six repeated orgasms and you’re working rather hard for seven, eight, and nine.  Kari and I had just traded off and it was my turn.  Within just fifteen minutes I had turned his limp, wet cock into something semi-hard again.
 
                 “Hello?” I heard Kari say into the phone.  There was a long pause and then, “Madeline? Madeline who?”  Kari turned and looked at me.  “She says you know her.”
 
                 I lifted my head off of Robert with a slurping pop and nodded enthusiastically.  “She’s Davenport’s little French maid.”  I saw the glimmer of recognition in Kari’s eyes.  Bringing up Ellen Davenport was not a pleasant thing.  After Frank’s revelation that Davenport’s finances were on the level and that all she was doing was running her niece’s trust fund, Kari had sunk into a depression, eventually deciding that if she were going to be miserable, at least Robert and I could be as well.
 
                 That explained why Robert was getting milked and why I was scheduled for an evening of horrible teasing followed by denial punishment.  Kari knows exactly how to torment the both of us.  Of course I was trying to fuck Robert enough that I’d have a few “buffer” orgasms, in order to get through whatever Kari intended.  I went back down to sucking on Robert’s straw.
 
                 “Of course, Madeline.  Really?  I see.  Well, I don’t… well.  All right.  Yes, I’m willing.”  Kari looked around and grimaced.  “How about my office?  You know where that is right?  Good.  After that we’ll see,” Kari said into the phone. 
 
                 I glanced up, careful to keep bobbing as Robert groaned.  Kari sighed.  “All right, Madeline, that will work fine.  Until then.  Bye.”
 
                 I pulled my head up and slid my body along Robert’s torso.  A quick movement and I forced his cock up inside me.  I began rocking my hips, trying to make him pop.  “So what’s up with the little French maid?” I asked Kari, all while fucking the man beneath me.
 
                 Kari grimaced as she stretched back out along side us.  “That bitch fired her,” Kari said.  I didn’t need to ask who “bitch” referred too.  
 
   I shook my head.   “Probably for helping get me to the car.”
 
   “Madeline didn’t say, but she wants to meet us.  I told her to go to my office.  It’s a safe neutral spot that’s relatively public.  We’ll find out why she needs to talk to me there.”  Kari’s eyes narrowed as I rolled my hips, eliciting a pre-cum groan from the man under me.  “Are you almost finished?” she asked, reaching up to tweak the tip of my breast.
 
   I grinned.  “Almost!” I said happily.  I bent over and began pinching Robert’s nipples and then stuck my tongue in his ear.  He grunted.  A moment later I felt him explode, filling me to the brim with whatever cream he had managed to manufacture in the space of twenty four minutes!  I got off him and Kari moved over on the bed, a bottle of oil in her hand.  She poured it liberally all over Robert’s sodden cock and then began massaging him even as I moved to the side and used a towel to wipe of the excess moisture between my own legs.
 
   “So what do you think she wants?” I asked.  
 
   Kari shrugged, swirling her fingers around Robert’s shaft.  He moaned and I watched as his cock jerked wildly, the over sensitized skin clearly tender to the touch.  Kari didn’t seem to care and continued playing with him.  “Does it matter?” Kari asked dejectedly.  “It’s not like I’ve got anything to keep Davenport from ruining me.”
 
   Robert grit his teeth as Kari’s fingers ran across the head of his cock, rubbing the edge.  “I – um…. Ugggh… can support… ughh… you, Kari,” he managed to gasp out loud.  Kari frowned again and twisted Robert’s cock.  He let out a mangled hiss.
 
   “It’s not about the money, Robert,” Kari said sharply. “It’s that Ellen Davenport won!  That’s what pisses me off!  And after what that bitch did to Breanne…” her voice went low and dangerous.  I moved off the edge of the bed, well out of the way.  Kari let out another grumpy explosion of breath and went back to work on Robert’s cock, tugging and pulling on it as she worked the oil in.  
 
   “What time is it, Breanne?” Kari asked.
 
   I glanced at the wall clock.  “It’s two thirty seven,” I replied.  
 
   Kari was in the middle of working her fore finger up into Robert’s ass.  She looked up at me.  “Great.  She wants to meet us at five thirty,” Kari replied.  “That means we’ve got another two hours with Robert.  I think we can probably get him to cum three more times.”
 
   Kari smiled.  I grinned and we went back to torturing Kari’s boy toy. He suffered.
 
   Kari and I arrived at her office fifteen minutes before five thirty.  I was wearing blue jeans and a tee shirt, complete with work boots, panties, and bra, though admittedly I had my vibroballs purring in my pussy, the remote stuck in my back pocket.  Kari was dressed in sweats, designer sweats of course, that made her look like she had just come from an upscale gym that cost my year’s income for the monthly membership.  I had to chuckle since I knew Kari’s most recent work out had been bench pressing Robert’s cock.  The poor guy had finally had his eleventh orgasm, thanks to a combination of my touch and Kari reading one of Michael Alexander’s erotica stories out loud.  I actually felt sorry for Robert.  His cock had ended up looking like a giant red summer sausage and I knew it would be a day or two before he was up for even a blow job, much less actual sex.  Ah… the dangers of being a slave to Kari, right?
 
   Don’t forget, I was scheduled for “torture” too that evening.  The vibroballs were just a start.  It’s not like I was going to get off scot free either.
 
   Madeline arrived right on the dot and I was surprised to see her in regular clothes.  For some reason, I had expected her to show up in her little French maid costume.  She was wearing a pretty dress, nice high heels, and a leather coat that hid much of her figure.  Considering the temperature, it was totally appropriate.  
 
   She opened the office door and smiled warmly when she saw me.  I reached out, giving her a hug.
 
   “I’m sorry you got fired because of me,” I said softly, apologizing to her.
 
   Madeline shook her head.  “Oh no, Breanne.  It was coming. I knew it.  I’ll explain why to Mistress Kari.”  Then she took my hand and waited for me to lead her into the inner sanctum.
 
   I did and moments later we were both standing in Kari’s office.  Madeline took in the surroundings easily, but then moved around Kari’s desk and then knelt down.  It surprised the hell out of me, but Kari seemed to accept it perfectly.
 
   “Mistress Kari, thank you for seeing me,” Madeline said softly, her knees spread apart, palms facing upward on her thighs.  It was the classic submissive pose that I’ve practiced a zillion times and was common for the Society.  Madeline kept her eyes downward.
 
   Kari studied the girl for a moment and then touched her head.  “I’m sorry Davenport fired you.  How can I help?”
 
   Madeline smiled.  “Mistress, I ask that you accept me as a slave for the new Society.”
 
   I blinked.  So did Kari.  New society?  What the hell was she talking about?”
 
   Kari leaned back in her chair, a look of concern in her eyes.  “Madeline, what are you talking about?  A new society?”
 
   Madeline looked up at Kari, slightly confused herself.  “Well, Mistress Savannah and Mistress Haley met with Mistress Davenport and told her that they no longer were going to attend her society meetings, and that they were joining your group.  Mistress Davenport was furious and threatened them, but they ignored her and marched out of the house.  I heard it all.”
 
   Kari hissed.  “It would have been nice for Savannah or Haley to discuss this with me first!” she said, slightly grumpy.  Madeline didn’t reply.  Kari seemed to think things over for a moment and then she turned back to the little French maid.
 
   “What do you mean, you want me to accept you as a slave?  I already have Breanne.”
 
   Madeline grimaced.  “I know, Mistress.  I know I’m not as worthy as Breanne, but I’ve wanted to be one for over two years!  Mistress Davenport forbid it and Mistress Rose said I wasn’t worthy of it.”
 
   I think I caught it before Kari did.  “Wait.  Mistress Rose?  Who the hell is that?” I asked.
 
   Madeline glanced up at me, then back at Kari.  “They don’t want anyone to know but Ellen Davenport and Rose are related somehow.”  
 
   In a flash, all the pieces came together.  I looked over at Kari, eyes wide. I thought back to the private trust fund, the guardianship of her niece, and Davenport’s trustee status.  My eyes flashed in triumph.  But then Kari raised her hand, a cautious look in her eye.
 
   “Private trusts don’t have public documents. We need proof, Breanne.  You know who to call?”
 
   I nodded.  Kari turned back to Madeline.  “Young lady, I will do everything in my power to help you at this point.  While I can not personally accept you as my slave, I know of some other mistresses who might be compatible with you and do NOT belong to the Society.”  Then Kari smiled.  “But if I’m starting up a new society, then I suppose I can invite whomever I want.”  
 
   I excused myself. “I have a call to make.”  
 
    
 
   Chapter 16
 
                 Two days later, right before Christmas, I was dressed to the nines.  The business suit fit me rather well and was a light pink.  I even wore my glasses, something I rarely do, but it fit with the persona I was trying to convey as I marched up to the door.  Kari was waiting for me at our table and I remembered some of the other times I’d eaten at this restaurant, the last time with bosoms exposed, Kylie sitting across from me.  It was an odd experience being dressed here, knowing that nothing sexual was going to happen.  Of course I was stuffed with my ben wa balls.  Got to keep the nympho humiliation pain slut wet and ready, right?
 
                 Kari and I sat down at the table. We were waiting for our guests to arrive and they did several minutes later, dressed to kill.  Ellen Davenport was in a suit nearly as expensive and as elegantly cut as the one Kari wore.  Rose Triste, the chubby blond slave that I had seen kneeling by Davenport’s knees so many times, was in a warm pantsuit.   Davenport’s eyes narrowed dangerously as she and Rose sat down, looking at Kari and ignoring me.  
 
                 “You asked for this meeting.  Here I am. I will give you just one more chance to apologize, Kari.”  Davenport leaned across the table and pointed downward.  “And you will publically crawl across the floor and kiss my foot.”
 
                 Kari crossed her arms across her chest and didn’t reply.  The stony silence was almost palpable.  I knew it was my turn.
 
                 “Ms. Davenport, Ms. Triste, I’ve been instructed to explain to you the consequences of your actions,” I said politely, yet sternly.  “First of all, the Society of the Golden Rose is hereby disbanded and you are no longer a member.  Neither is Andrea Carter or Lucille Perkins.  We will require a private meeting with both Bailey and Bethany, in order to determine that their continued service with Ms. Carter and Ms. Perkins is willful.”
 
                 I looked over the tops of my glasses.  Davenport’s face was beet red and she was spluttering.  “Furthermore, if we find that either Bailey or Bethany wish to leave their respective mistresses, we will afford them assistance and you and your friends will have nothing more to do with them.”
 
                 “How dare you speak to my…” Rose demanded, just as angry.  Davenport interrupted her though and placed a restraining hand on Rose’s arm.
 
                 I looked at Rose coolly.  I wondered if she had been about to say “my aunt”.  I smiled evilly.  “Furthermore, you will cease and desist all attempts at influencing the clients of my mistress.”
 
                 Davenport looked at me, anger flaring behind her eyes, and she turned to Kari.  “I refuse to acknowledge anything your slave says.  She does not have my permission to speak!” Davenport declared, as if that was going to stop me.
 
                 I leaned forward, a flush of anger in MY cheeks.  “My name is Breanne Erickson, Ms. Davenport.  You may call me Bre, or Breanne, or even slut for all I care.  But you will abide by these terms,” I said hotly.
 
                 Davenport sneered at me.  “Or what?  You’ll destroy me?”
 
                 I reached down and opened my briefcase, pulling out a manila folder.  “Ms. Davenport, we are aware of the status of your niece’s trust fund.  You are the legal guardian of Ms. Roseanna Triste, and have been for six years.”  I pulled out the paper Frank Green had provided me.  “Furthermore, this is a signed witness statement from your former employee, Madeline Dupont, who worked for you for five years.  It states that Rose Triste has been treated as a sexual slave for the entire time of her employment, which means that Ms. Triste was not of the age of consent.”  I looked over at Rose and then finished.  “I believe the charge is sexual assault of a minor.”
 
                 The color drained from Davenport’s face as she stared at me.  Rose’s mouth opened in shock.
 
                 “It… it… it was consensual!” Rose stammered.  
 
                 I looked at her in disgust.  “What is it with you people taking children?  If it wasn’t obvious that you were willing, Rose, I’d be arranging to have charges pressed against your aunt right now!” I declared hotly.  
 
                 “How dare you!” whispered Davenport.  Her knuckles were white and she was shaking.
 
                 “We will inform the other members of the society should you refuse to accede to our demands.  Not only that, but we will inform the police.  While I doubt formal charges would be pressed due to the nature of your relationship with Ms. Triste, I know that the investigation would be a rather public, and messy, affair,” I continued.
 
                 Davenport looked at Kari.  “You bitch…” she hissed.
 
                 I looked over at Kari.  She had remained cold and distant through the entire conversation.  Finally she uncrossed her arms and leaned forward, eyes flashing.  “You’re damned lucky this is all I’m doing to you, Ellen Davenport.  After what you did, what you allowed to happen to Breanne last week, I ought to have you taken out and publically whipped.  You are a monster and don’t deserve either the respect or the appellation of ‘mistress’.  Now get out of my sight before I have you thrown out of this restaurant.”  She lifted one hand and waved it lightly.
 
                 To my surprise, two burly waiters stepped up quietly.  I knew Kari had muscle at this place, but… wow.
 
                 Oh… and they were cute too.  Mmmmm….
 
                 Davenport snarled and Rose cast a look of utter hatred at me, but they stood and marched toward the door.  I stayed still as the two waiters walked with Davenport and Rose and then they were gone; gone from the restaurant, gone from the Society of the Golden Rose, and gone from my life.  The documents went back into the manila folder and into my briefcase.
 
                 Kari turned to me with a wicked smile. “Well done, Breanne.  Now, if you’d kindly unbutton your blouse, we can order lunch!”
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
                 I opened the door on New Year’s Eve with something akin to desperate excitement, along with quite a bit of actual pain.  I was stark naked of course, with a pair of alligator clamps dangling from my nipples.  That in and of itself certainly generated some comments from our guests, but the fact I was also wearing my Rotating Venus Penis, clearly humming and churning  between my legs, was something of a novelty.  I grinned as Alissa smiled at me.  She was naked, but the wounds I had seen fresh upon her a month earlier were gone.  Only the white sparkles of her earlier abuses marred her skin and frankly, I found the star dusted look appealing.  She stepped forward, the long leather leash leading from her collar to Mistress Sara’s hand easily long enough to accommodate the movement and we hugged tightly.  Sara grinned at me over Alissa’s shoulder and I saw that Sara was holding the very warm and concealing coat that Alissa had been wearing up to that moment.
 
                 “Oh, Breanne!  Thank you so much!” Alissa said to me, her mouth at my ear, with words meant for me alone.  She had put on weight.  She was still petite, but she had fleshed out and wasn’t so much sticks and bones.  It made her look much healthier.  I patted her on the back, our bare bodies touching.  I felt the metallic chill of her nipple piercing and of the padlock.  It matched my own little gold charm.
 
                 “No problem, Alissa.  I’m glad you’re in good hands.  Sara is wonderful, isn’t she?” I asked.  I had severed Sara before and while she could be devilish in her own way, she wasn’t abusive.
 
                 Alissa nodded, her eyes blurring with tears.  “Oh yes, I never thought it could be like this!” 
 
                 I laughed.  “I know.  Big shock.  Now come in out of the cold!” I said.  I turned to greet Sara.
 
                 “Hello Mistress Sara.  Please be welcome.”
 
                 Sara grinned and leaned forward to kiss my cheek. “Thanks, Bre.  Where’s Kari?” she asked.
 
                 I nodded toward the living room.  “She’s in there, playing hostess.  This condo wasn’t really built to handle this many people!  We’re spread all over!” I exclaimed.  
 
                 Sure enough, the living room and dining room were packed with both naked and dressed women.  Robert had been banished for the evening and was spending it at a friend’s place, shooting pool.  Kari had arranged catering and the dining room table was a lush banquet of pickings.  Naked slave girls frequently went scuttling back and forth, serving various mistresses and replenishing drinks.  Talk was everywhere and the addition of Kari’s friend Isabell, whom I had met at the July 4th party earlier that year, not to mention Mistress Margaret and her puppy girl Lisa, made things much livelier.  Alissa and Sara were warmly welcomed and in moments I saw Alissa chatting with Wendy, exchanging kisses and finger fucking each other with welcome enthusiasm.  I felt a touch at the small of my back that turned into a caress and I turned to find Kari looking at me.
 
                 “All’s well that ends well.  Isn’t that what you like to say?” she asked me, her beaming smile matching the sparkle in her eyes.  
 
                 I grinned back at her.  “I’m glad things have turned out this way.  I have to admit, for a little while, I was scared.”
 
                 Kari nodded.  “Bre, I have to ask you something.”  She paused, looking slightly uncomfortable.  My brow came down, concerned.
 
                 “You can ask me anything, Kari.  You know that,” I said reaching out and resting one hand on her arm.  She nodded and took a deep breath.
 
                 “I pushed you into this, into being collared, into serving me like this.  I feel bad about it and I wanted to give you the opportunity to be free of me, if you want.  You are my best friend and always will be, no matter what happens.  But what I allowed to happen to you, especially last week, is unforgivable, and I’m sorry.”  She reached up to my neck and unbuckled my collar.  My eyes widened I felt the cool air against my throat.  I swallowed hard.  Kari looked at me with tears in her eyes.
 
                 “I don’t deserve a friend like you, much less a lover and a slave.  You are so good to me, so good to everyone.  I can’t forgive myself for what happened,” Kari said, her voice raspy behind the emotion. 
 
                 I glanced around.  We stood in the kitchen, just far enough away from the hubbub of conversation for no one to notice.  I looked Kari Anders, my friend, my lover, my mistress, in the eye and reached out.  I pulled her too me, our lips meeting, tears coming to my eyes quickly and easily.  
 
                 “Then let me forgive you,” I whispered through our kiss.  “We’ve known each other since I was eleven years old.  You’re my friend, my confidant, my teacher, and the holder of my heart.  I love you, Kari, and one single stupid gold piercing and a padlock, much less an hour long session on a TENS unit is NOT going to make me stop loving you.”  I pulled back a bit and squeezed her upper arms.  “And you do deserve me.”  I took the collar from her hands and brought it back to my throat. It took a moment, but shortly I had it buckled tight. 
 
                 “You are my mistress,” I said simply.
 
                 Kari’s eyes flashed with gratitude, relief, love, and then triumph.  She reached up, grabbed hold of the chain connecting the alligator clamps chewing on my nipples, and tugged me closer.  
 
                 “Who are you?” she demanded softly.
 
                 I moaned while my nipples throbbed painfully.  “Breanne Amanda Erickson,” I replied, the pain making it tough to concentrate.
 
                 “What are you?” 
 
                 “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I gasped.  Kari’s fingers had found the controller for the RVP and turned it to maximum, both functions.  The four inch plastic cock in my pussy vibrated insanely and spun purposefully.
 
                 “And what is your purpose?” Kari asked intensely.
 
                 “To be fucked and hurt!”  My voice came out in a desperate whine of need.
 
                 Kari grinned.  “And whom do you belong to?” she asked lastly, one hand on my bottom, the other squeezing my left breast.  
 
                 “You!” I gasped, feeling the oncoming orgasm build inside me.  Kari wrapped her arms around me and kissed me passionately.  I shuddered and then suddenly the RVP stopped cold inside me, no vibrations, no spinning, just desperate longing.
 
                 Kari pulled back as I started hyperventilating, my entire body convulsing in desperation.  “And what do you deserve right now?” she asked.
 
                 I could have answered a million things.  I deserved a brutal spanking.  I deserved a pussy whipping.  I deserved to be forced to ride the wooden horse for twelve hours straight.  I deserved to be stripped naked and paraded through town.  I deserved to be forced to provide oral sex to every female in the condo.  I deserved to be tied down and whipped across my breasts and loins until every pore in my body hurt.  I deserved to be shocked with a TENS unit until I screamed. I deserved to be permanently mounted on a dildo.  I deserved to be punished over and over again.  Oh… there was so many ways to answer that question.  But in reality, there was ever really one answer.
 
                 I looked at this tall, curvaceous, blond woman standing in front of me, admiring her strength, her wisdom, her willpower, her beauty, and yes… even her faults.  I said the only thing I ever could, the only thing that meant anything.
 
   “Whatever you wish, Mistress.”
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   You know, it's tough to scream when your mouth is covered.  I tugged on the ropes holding my bound wrists and ankles to the bedframe even as my legs strained to close.  Another stroke against my clit felt like fire had been poured into my veins and I cried out, sending vibrations into the soft petals and warm slit of the woman who was currently straddling my face.  Mistress Margaret moaned, grinding down as Kari continued to whip me, slapping the thick leather sap repeatedly against my pussy.   The vibroballs were still roaring inside me and I felt the orgasm coming and tried desperately not to have it.  It was so hard though.  I tried thinking other thoughts but then another brutal slap of my clit brought me full circle and I stiffened and arched as the explosion raced through me.
 
   "Awww... that's too bad.  Isn't that number five?" Mistress Margaret asked Kari, twisting around above me to look back at the woman who sat on the bed between my stretched open legs.
 
   "It is indeed," Kari replied.  "Let's see... that mean's we're on," she lifted a small piece of paper and read from it. "Alligator clamp on nipples and clit, vibrated for twenty minutes."

               I pulled hard on my bindings.  Nothing gave.  I struggled, still catching the occasional breath as Mistress Margaret continued to rub her bare slit up and down my face.  I felt, more than heard Kari moving on the bed between my knees and when she flicked my clit a few times I prepared myself as much as possible for what was coming.  Not that it mattered. I still screamed.  Loudly too.  Thank God it was muffled by Margaret because I'm sure we would have had the police pounding on the door in seconds.  It hurt so much too!  The alligator clamps are just pure cruelty.  Then I heard the buzz of a vibrator, one on full power, and it touched the metal monstrosity between my legs. My clit couldn't possibly take much more.  My nipples hurt horribly, the alligator teeth digging into the tender nubs.  Margaret attached the vibrating nipple clamps to the alligator clamps on my tits.  I trembled hard under the onslaught, wondering how the hell I had gotten into this.

               It had all started during my anniversary assignment.  Well, one of them at least.  The first one I did actually.  It was entitled "Barter", and you should probably make sure you've read it BEFORE you read this.  Of course you don't have to.  In fact, you actually don’t need to read it. Unless you like hearing about lots of public sex, plenty of humiliation, and quite a bit of sexual torture.  I'm not really going into how I met Margaret here.  But I will say that I had agreed to come back the following Saturday after "Barter" and submit to her.

               Instead I got sick.  Really sick.  

               I didn't have her number, and while I knew where she lived, I didn't go back to see her to explain my absence.  To be honest, I was a little concerned about going over to her place by myself anyway.  Mistress Margaret has a bit of a drinking issue, which she admits readily.  To my surprise however, Kari took action.  "No former sub of mine is going to behave in such a despicable fashion.  You agreed to submit to her, and you will.  Except now you will also be punished!"  Kari had managed to contact Margaret and together, at a dinner I was present, they agreed to punish me.  So, to fulfill the terms of my agreement, I was picked up Saturday afternoon by Kari. 
 
   I wasn’t wearing anything special, though I was surprised to see Kari in one of her little black dresses.  It isn’t anything fancy, but it IS easy to slip in and out of.  I however was dressed just like you would expect for a south Texas farm girl who was going out instead of slogging through stalls or driving a tractor through the fields.  I try not to wear boots when going out, and instead I had on a pair of cheap flip flops.  My legs were bear up to the blue denim shorts I was wearing, which were neither too tight, nor to short.  I was wearing a faded tee shirt with the face of a red cougar on it.  Underneath I had on a white lace bra and a pair of white and blue bikini style panties (yes with little flowers on it! Geeze! The details you want!)
 
   I was holding a rather big bag, which my mother had cocked an eyebrow toward when I left the house.  I’m 25 though, so it’s not like she can really ask, can she?  Kari was already out in the yard, sitting patiently in her convertible, the roof folded away, her hair tucked up under a kerchief.  I had heard her horn the moment she pulled up and was ready.  It never pays to keep a sadistic woman who plans on torturing you waiting.
 
   I flopped down into my seat, feeling the nine inch rubber Husky Dildo drive up into my pussy.  That had been my defacto “toy of the day”, and thanks to another little “mini-assignment” I had already had six orgasms that morning.  I wasn’t sore, but I felt… uh… well used?  I was just thankful to have gotten the anal beads out and the clothespin off my clit!  But hey, if you want to keep up with that stuff you need to make sure to sign up for my twitter posts or read my Facebook page.  Whatever… right?
 
   Anyway, Kari sped off.  And when I say SPED, I mean gravel was flying and dust and dirt came shooting up out from under the wheels as she spun the car around in our farmyard and took off down the drive.  There was a bump and I was glad for the seatbelt as we moved from rocks to asphalt and then we were hurtling down the farm to market road, right passed the spot I usually do my stripping routine.
 
   (If you don’t know what I’m talking about, well… you aren’t reading enough of my assignments!)
 
                  “You bring your high heels?” Kari asked politely.  I nodded and opened the bag.  Inside was a jumble of objects, each of them taken from my toy box.  I HOPED that the selection was symbolic, rather than a statement of what was going to happen to me.  But my stripper shoes, two rather clunky high heels, each with four inch platform soles, and a heel that on normal shoes would have topped four inches by itself but was now eight, was nestled amongst vibrators and dildos, clamps and plugs.  There was also the usual weird stuff.
 
                  Yes, weird stuff.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  We ALWAYS have weird stuff.
 
                  I lifted the shoes out and held them up as we turned onto the frontage road along the highway.  We were still west of town and Kari sent us hurtling eastward.  We hadn’t even made it to the freeway when Kari suddenly pulled the car over and I felt the pit of my stomach fall like a bowling ball from the top of the Empire State Building.  I knew exactly what was expected of me.  
 
                  “Are you following NHPS Rule number one?” Kari asked as she put the convertible in park.  I looked over and nodded.  
 
                  “My Husky dildo, Kari,” I replied meekly.  
 
                  She seemed to nod.  “Isn’t that the one you have to wear panties to keep in?” 
 
                  I nodded in reply, not wanting to say anything more.
 
                  Kari shrugged.  “I suppose it’s just as well.  Okay.  Everything but your panties, and don’t forget to put the shoes on.”  Her eyes were diamonds; cold, glittering and totally uncaring about the play of emotions going through me.  It’s one thing to strip on a rarely traveled back country road.  It’s another to do it on a road that run parallel to one of the nation’s busiest highways, with cars going past every ten or so seconds.  I grabbed my high heels, opened the car door, and went to the front.
 
                  It was Mistress Ellen who can take credit for this particular process, this humiliating debasement that causes me distress and has the potential to create havoc among a driving population that is increasingly old and stupid.  At least Kari was smart enough to have me do my change of attire on the frontage road, and not on the freeway shoulder.  I started by taking off my shirt.  I didn’t just throw it down either.  Standing there with my bra completely exposed I took the few extra seconds needed to fold the shirt neatly.  Mistress Ellen insisted that I fold my clothes BEFORE getting dressed in any new outfits.  After my shirt was folded, I unbuttoned my shorts and stepped out of them.  Well OF COURSE!  You think I’d take off my bra next?  It’s basic psychology.  We want the protection as LONG AS WE CAN!  Seriously.  Of course after my shorts were folded and lying atop my shirt, I didn’t have any choice.  At that point I was wearing flip flops, my bikini brief panties and my bra.  Since I wasn’t taking off the panties anyway, the next thing to go was…
 
                  The flip flops.  He he he… evil grin.  Hey look at the girl in that weird mismatched bikini up there changing!  Wow… hot and sexy right?  I slipped out of my comfortable footwear and exchanged them for the wobbling insanity of the “stripper shoes” two clear plastic heels that brought me to a staggering six foot height.  It took me a moment to get my balance.  Hey!  I’m not a professional stripper.  I don’t spend night after night standing on a stage in these things, wiggling my ass and trying to milk MONEY out of guys.
 
                  Finally I took off my bra.  The temperature was a balmy eighty five or so, but my nipples still puckered immediately.  I guess it was from being outside, where people could see me.  You’d think I’d get used to it, right?  As often as I’m naked in public, you’d think I’d be like “oh well, here’s my body!”  But I just NEVER seem to get there.   Granted, I do it easier now.  When I was sixteen and Kari would strip me naked someplace, like the park, an ice cream cone in hand, and have me lie down and then put my feet up on the park bench, only to watch her bite the bottom of the cone off and stick the thing into my pussy as a funnel for melting ice cream, that was much worse than today.
 
                  I took my time walking back to the passenger seat, not wanting to fall and break my neck.  I tucked my clothing away in my bag as I got in and Kari nodded in appreciation as I sat down.  I felt the Husky dildo drive up into me again.
 
                  “Very nice.  Now buckle up,” she said.
 
                  I pulled the strap across my chest, settling it between my bare breasts.  Then Kari gunned the engine and we were roaring down the frontage road toward the highway.
 
                  Two girls with long hair, in their mid-twenties, one with red hair and one blond, in an open convertible, would attract tons of attention even if one of them wasn’t practically naked.  As it was, with one of them naked except for a pair of panties, and the other (the prettier one of course) in a slinky black dress, we got TONS of attention.  At the light we were honked at, shouted at, and waved at.  Kari, her thick sunglasses on her face waved right back, a beaming smile on her lips.  I sat still and quiet and demure, trying very hard not to think of all the eyes on me.  But one hand was in my lap, fingers down between my legs and I admit it, I was pushing on the Husky Dildo, moving it slightly in and out of myself.
 
                  I know. I’m terrible.
 
                  The drive took only fifteen minutes or so, but it felt like an hour.  I kept expecting us to get pulled over by the cops, but it never happened.  Besides, technically I was “legal” though just barely.  It isn’t against the law not to wear a shirt.  We pulled up to another “posh” apartment complex off Memorial, shrouded in lush foliage and Kari typed in the code to get through the gate.  Moments later we were weaving our way through the familiar architecture and incredible landscaping I had seen back in January.  Except now everything was bright green, with full leaves and incredible vividness.  Kari pulled into a parking space and I looked around fearfully.  No one was around.  Kari pulled a bag from behind her car and I snagged my own.
 
                  Together we got out of the car and moved toward the apartment door in front of us.  I recognized it of course. I’d been there a few months before.  I felt totally conspicuous in the stupid high heels, wearing nothing but bulging panties, stuffed with a stupid rubber cock.  It felt… awkward.  We got to the door and Kari knocked softly.  Within seconds the door opened and there was Margaret.  She was dressed in black leather pants and a white silk shirt.  Her hair was done up and a black beaded necklace hung from her neck.  She smiled at Kari and leaned forward.  They kissed each other’s cheek.  I looked at Mistress Margaret and got a dirty look.  Then she stepped aside and Kari and I entered the apartment.
 
                  It was a little tidier than it had been the last time I was there.  There weren’t any wine glasses left around.  Everything was in shades of green and gold and the black granite countertops seemed to add a nice counterpoint to the décor.  I could see Kari taking it all in, her eyes narrowing as she immediately assessed the design.  If you don’t know, Kari is an interior decorator, a rather posh expensive one who caters to select clients and businesses.  She’s damn good if you can afford her.  I could tell she felt Margaret’s design was only passable.  But Kari is good at keeping her mouth shut, a skill I sometimes seem to lack, and Kari hid her disapproval well.
 
                  After the door shut, the first thing Margaret did was offer Kari a drink.  Kari gave her a penetrating look and then asked for a glass of water.  Kari will drink wine, but I know now that she and Margaret had discussed the alcohol content of the day’s events.  Margaret smiled and poured Kari a glass of water, and then one for herself. Margaret didn’t drink a single glass of wine the entire time we were there.  I’m actually proud of her.
 
                  There’s a side line, right?  Breanne’s Seven Step Sobriety Program.  Have a naked sex pain slut stay with you whenever you want a drink and you can only fuck or torture her when you are sober.  That’s motivation, right?
 
                  “Breanne, please lay out the contents of your toybox on the counter,” Kari ordered me as she sipped her drink.  She moved next to Margaret, her voice low as they discussed… damn… my naked ass?  I ignored the comments, not to mention Margaret’s observation that my ass was painfully bare of cane marks or welts.  Instead I focused on setting out my collection of sex toys.  First I laid out my vibrators.  I have five of them.  Then I laid out my two dildos, the Core Driller and my “Bang Me” dildo.  I kept the Husky inside myself though.  Then I laid out my selection of clamps, including the alligator and binder clips.  Out of my vibrating toys, everything was laid out except my chastity belt, which Kari had told me not to bring.  So I set out my RVP, my anal beads, even my butterfly. I set out rubber bands, ankle and wrist cuffs, my tack mat, even my butt plugs.  Lastly I placed my bondage collar, my breast tack bra inserts, and even Mike’s Pussy Tack Insert onto the counter.  It took about five minutes to get it all laid out.
 
                  Kari was giving Margaret a run down on all the little toys there were.  I heard her explain what the metal steel phallus was for, and how to use such and such to its maximum effectiveness.  When I was done, Kari smiled at me, and then handed me HER bag, telling me to lay out the contents on the coffee table.  I didn’t start trembling till I saw what was inside.
 
                  My toys are all pretty much sex toys.  You can pick them up at practically any novelty shop.  Sure, the clamps are a little on the darker side, but I don’t own a cat’o’nine tails whip, or a selection of canes, or a crop.  Kari had also packed her portable TENS unit, the electro toy with the little pads and… oh look! She upgraded from sticky pads to actually clamps!  Wow.  I dug through the bag and pulled out her wooden paddle, the leather sap, her vampire glove, several tubes of various oils and unguents and lotions.  She had added a violet wand to her collection now, and it had a few oddball attachments, one of which was obviously intended to be inserted INSIDE me, not to mention one that looked like a rake.  There was a bag full of chopsticks, as well as a small bag of rubber bands.  There were things I had never even seen before, like this pink circle thing with five or six little metal clamps attached to strings that were embedded through the circle. I could see little pressure clamps on each string and it didn’t take me long to figure out what THAT was.  My heart thudded painfully when I set out the Wartenburg Pin Wheel and the speculum.  Holy shit!  There was even a leash, which matched the bondage collar I had set out with my own gear.
 
                  Margaret was impressed and asked Kari a lot of questions.  Evidently Mistress Margaret was not as big into “toys” as Kari.  Of course, I was well aware that most of Kari’s toys were not intended to use on me in particular.  I’ve seen Robert with some pretty serious welts and bruises, and even now, it’s not particularly hard for me to imagine Kari raking his cock and balls with the violet wand.  Heck, I can even see her putting on that circular clamp thing, attaching it to his scrotum and stretching his ball sack.  Kari takes being a sadist seriously.
 
                  When I was done Kari ordered me to remove my panties, my high heels, and the Husky dildo.  I did it immediately.  Are you kidding?  Who would disobey with all that punishment stuff laid out?  I stripped in a heart beat, removed my high heels, and pulled my Husky out, wet and sticky, holding it in my hand.
 
   `              “Clean it,” Kari ordered.
 
                 Thank God it wasn’t my Core Driller. I opened my mouth and stuck the nine inch dildo in as deeply as I could. The taste was… musky, but exquisite and extremely familiar.  I did my best despite the fact there was no way I was going to be able to deep throat a nine inch cock. Sure, I can handle six or seven inches, but once you get past that I’m not equipped to get that much down my esophagus.  Guess I need to meet a sword swallower and have him teach me his tricks, yeah?
 
   When the Husky Dildo was clean, Kari told me to put it with my other dildos and then come stand in the middle of the living room, in front of the coffee table.  I did so and both women approached me. I stood still, my heart thumping as they touched me, stroking my body with long fingertips.  I felt nails graze my nipples, my clit was pinched lightly, my bottom squeezed.  I was probed, prodded, examined, felt and plumped.  Kari lifted my hands and placed them behind my neck. 
 
                  “Spread your legs wide apart,” Kari whispered to me.  I nodded and opened my legs.  The carpet felt good against my bare feet, but the touching was distracting.  Margaret moved behind me. I felt her finger slip into my pussy and I moaned softly.  Kari walked away, heading to the counter.  To my surprise she picked up the two rubber tack inserts, the ones that usually go in my bra.  She brought back both pieces of black rubber, the insides studded with the little tiny tips of metal pins.  
 
                  “Stand on tip toe, Breanne,” Kari said.  She gets like this when she’s domming anyone.  She gives short, terse orders that broke no question, no disobedience.  When she is getting set to torment you, it’s never complicated.  You don’t have to think.  Just obey.  So when I rose up on my arches it never occurred to me she was about to put those tack things under my fucking heels.
 
                 It’s one thing to have them pressed into your breasts.  It’s another thing to have a full one hundred and fourteen pounds drive those spikes into your heels.  Trust me, I had plenty of motivation to stay up on tip toe.
 
                 “Stay in position,” Kari said.  I whispered something along the lines of “yes ma’am” or something like that and watched as she picked up the cat’o’nine tails.
 
                 If you have never been hit with a cattail whip, or ever hit someone with one, you need to understand that the bark is much worse than the bite.  Oh sure, it can hurt, sting actually, but it SOUNDS much worse than it feels.  It’s impressive visually, and can leave a sub’s skin nicely red, but you aren’t really going to manage welts or serious bruising with a cat-o-nine-tails.  That said, when someone who knows how to wield it decides to use it on your breasts, while your legs are spread, you’re wobbling on tip toe, and your hands have been laced behind your neck, they can do a lot to you.  Worse, if you know you have to stay in position, there isn’t much you can do to mitigate the blows.
 
                  It wasn’t fire that laced across my breasts next, but a slight sting.  My entire bosom shook and I swayed for a moment, almost putting my heels down into the tacks.  I winced a little, pressed my lips together, and kept quiet.  Kari swung again, just as hard and little sparks of pain exploded through my chest again.  The cat-o-nine-tails completely covered both globes and Kari made it obvious she was directly aiming for my breasts.  She didn’t bother with my stomach, or back, or anywhere else. She concentrated on my tits.  Ouch.  I counted silently, despite not being told to.  At twenty Kari stopped, smiled, and handed the whip to Mistress Margaret.  
 
                 Margaret hit me just as hard as Kari and by the time I reached twenty the second time my breasts were starting to feel pretty hot.  They stung too.  Sort of like a hand spanking actually.  Both breasts were tinged pink and my nipples were standing straight out.  My legs were hurting, the calves burning with even more pain than was coming from my breasts but I stayed in position, not wanting to drop down.  I was bobbing up and down a full inch or so as I struggled to stay in position.
 
                  While Margaret was busy whipping my front, Kari wasn’t just watching.  To my astonishment, she stripped out of her dress.  Underneath, unknown to me, was a black leather bustier that was laced up the front, along with a pair of boy shorts. They were so hot though!  Her long blond hair was out from the kerchief and pulled back into a single pony tail, keeping it out of her face and her deep cleavage was certainly on display.  When Margaret hit twenty, Kari grabbed my set of Japanese clover clamps and brought them forward.
 
                 In seconds the stinging heat of the whipping was complemented by the sharp pinch of both clamps crushing my nipples.  Kari didn’t bother with a light setting.  She went right to the setting of “Holy Shit! That fucking hurts!”  I cringed, wincing, almost folding as Kari tested the clamps by giving the chain between them a good hard yank.  
 
                 “Get on all fours, slut.”  I gratefully fell to my knees, relieving the burning in my calves.  I fell forward, my breasts swinging, the weight of the clamps and chain tugging on my nipples.  It was hard.  I put my hands down and arched my back.  I didn’t know what was coming, but I was sure it would hurt.  
 
                 “Lower,” whispered Kari in my ear, kneeling down next to me.  I scrunched down lower and I felt Kari grab hold of the chain between the clamps and pull me closer to the carpet.  I had to raise my bottom upward, almost putting my head in my arms in order to assume the position that Kari wanted.  It relieved the pressure on my nipples though, but I felt Kari continue to hold the chain.  Movement from this position wouldn’t be an option.
 
                  Margaret was moving around the apartment and with both the coffee table and the sofa right in front of me, my field of vision was rather limited.  I knew she picked up something from both the table and the counter, but when she returned to move behind me, I only got a glimpse of what she was holding: the wooden paddle.
 
                  I’ve been smacked with that thing before, trust me.  It’s about two feet long, drilled with fucking holes to make it hurt more, and is wielded like a baseball bat or a sword.  Kari has owned it since we were juniors in high school, and I’ve been spanked more often with that damn thing than any of her boy toys have managed unless Robert somehow remains Kari’s sex slave for the next four years.  I was spanked for not studying hard enough.  For not wearing the right clothes.  For not learning how to do oral sex right the first time.  Hell, I was spanked just because Kari WANTED to spank me.
 
                  Which is how it should be, right?
 
                  So I prepared myself to be spanked.  Sure, it would be Margaret doing the spanking, and not Kari, but hey, it really doesn’t matter, does it?
 
                  And that’s why I wasn’t prepared to have something thick, relatively hard, and a little short, shoved into my pussy first.
 
                  Oh sure, I recognized it.  It was one of my butt plugs.  The picture Michael has currently on my toybox list isn’t quite accurate. It’s not that big.  But it’s big enough.  I gasped, my hips churning as Margaret worked it in and out of my pussy, thoroughly lubricating it in my own need.  Then, when it was covered in my juices, she moved the tip up to my ass.  I let out a whimper, even as the tip pressed up against my ass.  I tried to relax, to brace myself, to open and let myself accept what was coming.  But as it turned out, that wasn’t really necessary.
 
                  See, the plug was a nail and the hammer was the paddle.  Margaret hit the plug hard and drove the first two inches into me in one fell swoop before my ass even had a chance to tighten.  Then she pushed and held it in as my body instinctively tried to eject the intruder.
 
                  I hate having things in my ass.
 
                  Of course during this fight over my anal tract, I was squirming around like a freshly dug up worm.  Kari just held on to the clover clamp chain, pinning me literally to the floor by my nipples which were now being slowly ripped off my body. Okay, not really, but it FELT like that.  As my brain adjusted to the new pain coming from my bosom I was surprised by a second hit on my ass and then the plug was all the way in.  Ooohhhh….
 
                  And that was when it started.  The spanking I mean.  Having the plug in was just… oh… I don’t know… an accessory?  Something to make it ache more?  All I know is that Margaret began walloping my ass and practically every stroke seemed to smash that plug in an extra inch or so.  In essence, I was being spanked both externally and internally, since the paddle turned my ass red while the driven plug bruised my insides.  Add to that the fact that Margaret was hitting me hard enough to rock me forward at least several inches, and you can imagine what THAT was doing to the pinching clamps on both breasts.  And Kari just sat on the floor next to me and held me down by the clover clamp chain.
 
                  I have no idea how many times I got spanked, but when it was over I was crying, my ass felt like it had been dipped in boiling lava, and my nipples felt like they were being crushed between two twenty ton blocks of stone.  
 
                  There’s an image, right?  Me, standing in Egypt in the time of the Pharaohs, a naked slave girl bringing water to the male workers, standing too close to the works as a group of men lever one block into position.  I turn just at the wrong moment and get both nipples stuck between the stones… just the nipples mind you.  And they leave me there, then men each taking the turn behind me as I am helpless to resist them…
 
                  Uh… never mind.
 
                  Kari let up on the chain as the fire in my ass stopped heating up and I heard the paddle drop down on the coffee table above my head.  I hurt.  Oh God I hurt.  But my pussy was dripping too.  That’s what makes it so bad.  Why on earth would my pussy be dripping from having my ass stuffed and cooked, while held down with clamps on my breasts?  It’s just… sick.
 
                  Kari pushed me over and I rolled onto my back, gasping, still crying as the carpet came into contact with my blistered ass.  Okay, in hindsight, my ass wasn’t blistered.  Margaret maybe hit me ten or fifteen times.  She didn’t break skin, and all she really did was make it bright red, which faded to a light shade of pink by the time Kari and I left that evening after dinner.  Sure, it hurt, but it was more like an immediate thing.  No damage.
 
                  I lay there, staring up at the ceiling for a moment, trying to get control back.  That basically meant I was waiting for my body to stop hurting.  It took about five minutes before the pain in my ass changed to a fiery heat.  Unfortunately, my breasts didn’t get any better.  Once clover clamps tighten, they stay that way until someone releases them and I wasn’t about to reach up and open them without permission.
 
                  When I had managed to stop sobbing I realized that Kari was stroking my head and shoulders, working her way down my sides.  It was calming and felt good.  Finally I managed to stop sobbing, only to find myself hiccupping.  That is so damn embarrassing, especially when you’re a sex pet.  It made Kari laugh and after a moment we were both giggling as I tried to hold my breath to stop those horrible hiccups.  Even Margaret came back from the kitchen to look at us, grinning.
 
                  “Butterfly position, sweetling” Kari said to me as I struggled with my jumping diaphragm.
 
                  I nodded even as another hiccup popped out and I brought the soles of my feet together.  My knees bent outward as I brought my heels as close to my sex as possible.  I straightened my arms straight out to my sides and held myself open.  
 
                  The first time Kari taught me the Butterfly position, I was sixteen, wearing a mini-skirt and a halter top, and was sitting on the hood of her car.  Of course I was already deep in thrall to her, so I wasn’t wearing panties or a bra, but this was before I became an acknowledged nympho humiliation pain slut, so I wasn’t stuffed either.  We were out at the lake and it was a summer evening.  We were planning on meeting Jason, Kari’s then current boyfriend there and we were waiting for him to show.  
 
                  “Lay back,” Kari had said to me in the summer twilight.  I did as she asked, looking up into the darkening Texas sky.  I could hear the crickets and cicadas and the grasshoppers all around us.  
 
                  “Pull your legs up, put your feet together,” she had told me. I did as she asked, but was unsure and her hands had guided me.  She slipped my flip flops off, pressed the soles of my feet together, and pressed my knees outward.  My skirt had no where to go but up and in moments I was exposed, a feeling that at sixteen I was starting to get accustomed to.  Kari ran her fingers up my body as the sexual intensity of need made me immediately wet and she moved my arms straight out from my body.  Then I felt her hands on my halter and it went up, exposing my breasts as well.  I felt her hands slide down my torso, back over my hips, bunching my skirt up around my waist.  Then her warm breath was on my thigh, moving higher, her hands like soft silk against my skin.  Her mouth came closer and then I felt her tongue against my clit and I cried out in ecstasy.  
 
                  Not everything Kari does to me is sadistic.
 
                  Saturday afternoon I lay in Margaret’s living room, knees bent outward, heels together and brought upward and I felt Kari’s tongue against my clit once again.  I gasped as my body responded immediately and powerfully, rushing up through both the hiccups and the pain of my earlier punishment to meet the sensation with an answering hunger.  Kari licked at my clit, eliciting a number of stuttering, hiccup punctuated moans from me.  “Don’t cum,” I heard, but ignored it as she suckled my clit and then bit down gently.
 
                  I try to be good about following orders.  Really.  But some… well, some I just can’t seem to get the hang off.  “Don’t cum” seems to be one of those. I cried out loud as the orgasm rushed through me, surprised at the suddenness of the explosion. It was powerful, a clitoral orgasm that had taken advantage of my heightened sensuality, from the spanking, the plugging, even the breast whipping and clamping.   Kari drove her tongue against my clit, rubbing it back and forth rapidly even as I was in the throes of that orgasm, as if she KNEW that I wasn’t going to obey.  
 
                  I came that summer night too, six years ago, knowing I wasn’t supposed too.
 
                  When I had calmed down a second time, though admittedly it was easier to come down from orgasmic heights than painful punishments, Kari sat up, shook her head and said “Too bad.  That’s one.  No more cumming, Breanne.”  I didn’t really respond.  I was too out of it still.  Kari looked over at Margaret and asked “what’s the proscribed punishment?”
 
                  I tilted my head as Margaret pulled out a piece of paper.  I blinked a little as she read the “proscribed punishment”.
 
                  “Breanne is to be shocked,” Margaret said.  She gave me a wicked little smile.
 
    
 
                 At the time, I thought to myself “shocked?” What the heck does that mean?  But I found out quick enough.  Margaret put down the paper and picked up both the TENS unit from the coffee table above my head and the violent wand.  I watched as Margaret, on all fours which was so weird looking, crawled to the nearest electrical socket, plugged both toys in, and then returned to me.  Kari handed her the violent wand, giving up her place at my feet while Margaret knelt down, my spread thighs, feet, and pussy all within range of her touch.  Kari meanwhile began unraveling the wires to the clamp attachments for the TENS unit.  I was watching her, waiting for her to release the clover clamps on my nipples, when suddenly I felt something that wasn’t quite painful on my right thigh.  I jumped of course, but didn’t get out of position. I lifted my head and Margaret was running the tip of the violet wand, a rather odd shaped “dildo” looking glass purple glowing thing along my skin.  I let out a loud whimper as it got closer to my pussy.  When she neared my clit, she pulled the violet wand away from my skin about an inch and held it above my clitoris.  Then she let it get closer until the spark jumped.  
 
                  I did lose it for a second. The soles of my feet came apart as my legs twitched.  It didn’t exactly hurt, but it was like… well… getting a particularly hard love pat on the ass when you are so totally not expecting it.  Or getting a decent breast squeeze while at a party suddenly.  Margaret then moved the wand back down my thigh, sending little sharp sparks into my skin every inch or so.  The closer the wand got, the more it felt like heat and vibration.  If she held it farther away, there were these little jolts of electricity.  It was… incredible.
 
                  Then came the agonizing pain as the blood rushed back into the crushed nubs of my nipples as Kari took off the clover clamps.  That elicited a real cry from me and hurt much worse than practically anything I had endured up to that point.  And consider… that wasn’t even INTENDED torture.
 
                  Or perhaps it was. I wouldn’t put it past Kari.  Especially considering she gave me about twenty seconds of time to adjust to the blood flowing back into the tips of my breasts (all while Margaret continued to shock me from one knee up the inside of my leg, across my clit, along my labia and back down the other leg) before calmly attaching two new sets of forceps clamps to my nipples.  The only good news?  They weren’t ANYWHERE near as tight.  Of course then Kari turned on her portable TENS unit and suddenly my nipples felt this powerful and rather uncomfortable tingle.  It wasn’t painful per se, but it was intense.  To be honest, it turned me on.  It was like… um… someone massaging my nipples, but from the inside, using their tongue and lips.  I know… weird description, but that’s what it felt like.
 
                  Then Margaret turned up the violet wand and got to work.  She only touched it along my inner thigh and the backs of my legs, up to my groin where she spent an inordinate amount of time sending sparks into my clit, along my labia, and even down to my perineum.  I think she would of sparked my anus too if she hadn’t stuffed it full of rubber.  Now the violent wand alternated between an “ouch” and an “ooh”, depending on how close the glass was too my skin.  This went on several minutes with my pussy beginning to convulse every time the wand was touched anywhere near it and then Kari turned up the juice running into my breasts.  Or actually, she increased the pulses and intensity. 
 
                  Margaret refocused; concentrating on my clit now and the jolts of electricity she was zapping me with was creating a few issues inside me.  They hurt, a bit, not like a spanking or whipping, but they also felt good.  It confused me.  It confused my body.  I’m used to pain being mistaken for lust, or for combining with it to create something more powerful.  But I had just orgasmed and I while the pulsing, touching, shocking, humming heat I was feeling was quickly getting me back to that point, I wasn’t quite there yet.  
 
                  Another harsh shock against my clit had me crying out and once again I almost lost control of my body and tried to close my legs.  My knees jerked up off the floor and Kari’s hand snapped down on my right leg, holding it down to the floor.  That helped.  Of course Margaret took that as a good sign and trapped my other leg down while repeatedly shocking me multiple times right there.  Then she did the unthinkable.  She slipped the violent want into me.
 
                  At first as it went in I just felt heat and this vibration.  It didn’t hurt, but as she drove it straight in and pushed deeper, I suddenly felt the shock, that little jump of spark that moved from the wand into my flesh.  It was… strange actually.  It was incredible, don’t get me wrong.  It made me entire pussy contract into this clenched muscle.  Clench your fist right now.  That’s how tight I was when the shock hit. Margaret drew the wand out, sent a spark into my clit, and then reinserted it.
 
                  This happened maybe a dozen more times before I couldn’t handle it anymore.
 
                  No I didn’t lose position.  No I didn’t say stop.  When I say I couldn’t handle it anymore, I meant I couldn’t keep from cumming.  I begged though.  I asked for permission to cum.  All Margaret said was “no cumming, slut,” all the while chuckling under her breath.  Kari was no help either, giving me a shrug of her shoulders and a wink.  I tried not to cum, but when someone is fucking you with a violent wand, alternating it with direct shocks to your clit, while but is stuffed with silicon, and your breasts are being electrified in direct pulses, there isn’t much you can do.  I cried out as my body tightened, my teeth clenched, my toes curled, and I shuddered through another climax.
 
                  “Tsk, tsk.  That makes two,” Kari said with a laugh.  “No cumming, Breanne.”  Margaret pulled the violent wand away from my pussy and turned it off.  
 
                  “Let me check the punishment list,” she said, putting down the wand.
 
                  I didn’t care.  I was slightly out of it.  Ever get to that point where everything is wonderful, where your body feels slightly disjointed from reality and you’re flushed with endorphins and adrenaline and you’re on cloud nine?  Yep, that’s where I was.  I didn’t hear, much less care what the punishment was for cumming a second time.  I heard Kari tell Margaret to get it out and check it, while Kari’s fingers unlatched the clamps on my nipples.  
 
                  I lay there, still basking in the afterglow of wonderful sex when Kari came back to me, hands full of my bondage cuffs.  I had brought the real ones, not the fake Spencer’s cuffs that I can rip open myself.  These were the really nice leather buckle cuffs Kari bought me when we got to college.  I let her put them on me, no arguments, still content, slowly coming down from the heights of orgasmic bliss.  Got to admit, when I use the metaphor of “falling off the edge of the cliff into orgasm”, it’s hard to explain that I’m falling UP.  Right?
 
   To find out what happened, check out Breanne Erickson’s
 
   Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 4!
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Rule #1: A NTIPS should keep her
pussy stuffed at all times, preferably
with cock. Tf cock is not available,
the NIIPS should stuff herself with
whatever objects/toys are available
in order to keep herself sexually
aroused and ready!






