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   Forward by Ray Sostre, Author and founder of AfterDark Online
 
    
 
   Hi. I’m Ray Sostre, author and founder of an e-magazine for erotic authors, AfterDark Online. When I was first introduced to the works by Breanne Erickson, I was originally moved by her creativity with her short stories, describing the adventures of a Nypho Humiliation Pain Slut. Since 2011, I have dubbed her as the Goddess of Dark Erotic, based on her style as an erotic author. Author Breanne Erickson can take you into her stories and keep you entertained with her source of fun, adventure, a pinch of drama, and my favorite – comedy, never boring you with the over-explanation of her scenes; in addition, she will keep you very aroused (better grab a toy or tube sock – yep, she’s that good!)
 
   While I’ve had the pleasure to interview her twice in 2011 & 2013, it’s been a great privilege to see an author who bloomed from her very first book of the series to Volume 10’s Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. Every adventure is both amusing and arousing. Author Breanne Erickson will keep you up all night, and yes contemplating on getting yourself or your partner off with some scenes that will make you say wow. In this story, you will read more about her lascivious adventures, but I promise you there is never a dull moment when reading her books.
 
   I hope you enjoy this volume. As always, I’m very proud of an author who stays original with her work; never changing a single thing. This is why Tales of a NHPS is still ranked as one of my ‘must buy’ reads. You won’t be disappointed.   - Ray Sostre, erotic author and founder of AfterDark Online.
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   The moment I stepped out onto the roadway I knew things weren’t exactly going to go my way.  I was tense.  Very tense.  And there was something else, something deep inside me that wasn’t cooperating the way I had wanted.  It was like an itch demanding to be scratched, a secret begging to be told, something I could feel rumbling inside me, pushing me toward some unseen goal.  I took a deep breath and cleared my mind. It took a lot of willpower to do it, but I managed.  I had things to do. Tasks to complete, and I couldn’t let the little stuff distract me. I moved to the front of my Ford F-150, a dirty and rather durable work truck which was haphazardly parked on the shoulder of the farm to market road that bordered my family’s property.  
 
    
 
   The sky was cloudy but it was still hot and at ten o’clock in the morning I could sense the promise of another hot South Texas day.  Summer wasn’t technically gone, despite the kids heading back to school, and another day in the low to mid-nineties was something I would only tolerate and not welcome.  I glanced back and forward, looking down the dusty and empty road.  There weren’t any cars in view, but that didn’t mean much anymore since the rolling hills of west Houston, almost a quarter of the way to San Antonio and south of the no longer small town of Katy, were just tall enough to easily conceal an oncoming car.  I would be lucky to even hear the roar of a motor before they were on top of me.
 
    
 
   Four years ago it wasn’t a problem. That’s when the tradition started.  It was all Mistress Ellen’s fault too.  At first she wanted me to do it over at Thomas Park, but that park is tiny and there were too many people there. And as a sexual submissive with clear and specific limits, one of them being to stay out of jail, Mistress Ellen was willing to capitulate on the location if not the substance of our new tradition.  Four years ago the suburban sprawl had only partially made it out toward my parent’s farm and the likelihood of a driver coming down the barely paved roadway had been almost nil. I could have stood on the side of the road naked for hours and run a fairly good chance of never being seen.  Now I was going to have to hurry if I didn’t want someone getting a show.
 
    
 
   I started with my boots, a sensible place to begin when you’re wearing an outfit like the one I had on. I live a sort of secret life.  On a regular day while driving by you might see a pretty, girl-next-door sort of person, with fire-engine red hair, a light complexion peppered with freckles, a light farmer’s tan, wearing a pair of tight blue jeans, a tee shirt, and maybe a long sleeve over-shirt, unbuttoned and loose.  My feet would be encased in work boots, my hair tied back in either a braid or a pony tail, a cowgirl hat on my head, looking about as far away from incredibly sexy or slutty as possible.  Conservative attire from top to bottom. Heck, even my earrings are just simple emerald studs.  I’m the epitome of Texas Cowgirl.
 
    
 
   And if given the choice, that’s what I’d wear all the time.  
 
    
 
   But like I said, I have a secret; a deep dark secret that takes that cowgirl, spins her around in breathless excitement, strips away the boots and tube socks and even the plain, white cotton bra and panties.  It’s the sort of secret that turns my cheeks scarlet and leaves me aching in places that decent girls don’t even talk about.  It’s a terrible hunger inside me, tearing and ripping its way out, a mindset that takes the timid, socially awkward, shy little farm girl and turns her into something else.  And worse - it happens so easily.
 
    
 
   The gravel didn’t feel good on my feet, especially after I’d pulled my socks off, but there wasn’t much I could do about it. Besides, I can hardly start complaining about little things, can I?  I unbuckled the leather belt at my waist and then began pushing my jeans downward, exposing my white, panty clad bottom to the empty roadway.  Still fully dressed from the waist up, I slid the panties down, revealing my bare bottom and the smooth petals of my slit.  A sheen of glistening moisture made it relatively apparent that I was aroused, which for me is something of a permanent state, part of that “deep dark secret” I was mentioning.  I stepped out of the panties, picked them up off the dusty gravel, folded them neatly, and then placed them next to my blue jeans on the hood of the truck.  Trust me, the fact that I was only half dressed with my lower half on display had me trembling.  I was scared to death someone would come over the hill behind me.
 
    
 
   My two shirts came next, each folded gently and placed on the pile sitting atop the hood of my truck until I was only wearing my bra.  I unclasped it, feeling the freedom that comes from being nude outside, and I placed it down right next to the small plastic bag holding my new outfit.  According to Mistress Ellen’s rules, that was that. I’d stripped, completely, in public, bare ass naked.  I had to take everything off first - everything; then fold it neatly, placing it on the hood of the truck, and only then could I begin to dress again.  I also wasn’t allowed to take off two things at once, so there wasn’t any chance I could snag my panties on the way down with my jeans and minimize the probabilities that some lucky driver would get a glimpse of my totally naked body.
 
    
 
   You’d be surprised how quick a girl can strip when she’s motivated.  I think I had everything off my body in about thirty seconds flat, all neatly folded on the hood.  I stood there for just a moment, my eyes tracing my lines, examining myself and really looking. 
 
    
 
   I guess I should describe myself. I’m five foot four and a quarter, and yes that quarter is damned important when you’re this short.  I’m curvy in the right places, mostly at the hip and bust, and run on the lean side due to the fact that I spend most of my time working my ass off running a farm that used to take three people to keep going.  And last but not least, I’m not exactly model pretty.  I’m more girl-next-door super cute.  My red hair screams “look at me,” but it’s dyed and comes from a bottle. If I’m standing in front of a fire engine with my back to you it’s likely you’ll think I’m headless.  That’s how red my hair is.  
 
    
 
   The emerald studs in my ear lobes weren’t my only jewelry, though only at moments like this would you be able to see the rest of it.  The tip of my right breast was pierced with a gold circle, glinting nicely in the sunlight. It was a small hoop, nothing too heavy or difficult to deal with, but it acted as a sort of connector for something a little more tangible.  Hanging from the nipple piercing was a small gold padlock.  I’d never been given the key because the lock was also symbolic.  Emblazoned with the emblem of a rose, the charm sized piece of metal branded me as one of the submissive girls of the Society of the Golden Rose.  
 
    
 
   Which had absolutely nothing to do with why I was out on the side of the road, buck naked.  The story of the Society of the Golden Rose is one I’ve already told and if you haven’t read about it then you have something to look forward to.  But in a nutshell, the Society is a group of rather wealthy, dominant women, most of whom are lesbian, who have their own submissive female and meet in various social and sexual contexts for fun and games.  Those games normally included all sorts of interesting props; like whips and chains along with paddles, clamps, and hot wax.  For me, it worked well with that dark secret and was a fun way to pass the time.  But reminiscing about past Society meetings or contemplating the duality of my nature, the two sides of me constantly warring with each other, wasn’t what this was all about.  Secrets.  Secrets to discover, right?
 
    
 
   I ran around my truck.  Chinese fire drill style. Naked.  Gravel dug into the soft arches of my feet and the padlock hanging from my right nipple bounced as I jogged around the truck.  I kept my eyes on the roadway, but was still lucky enough to be alone.  No one was watching.
 
    
 
   I’m picturing you sitting there, while big letters spelling the acronym “WTF” appear in your head as you imagine what it looks like for a cute, naked redhead to be hauling her bare ass around a pickup truck.  Well, it wasn’t my fault. It was a test. A test of resolve, a test of obedience, and mostly just a test to see if I’d actually do it.   
 
    
 
   Master Phillip had contacted me with high praise for both my writing and my bubbling personality, and the emails we exchanged were both spirited and interesting.  Evidently there are websites out there that actually explain my background, my limits, and that dark secret that I keep bottled up except for the times when I don’t, which is where Master Phillip discovered that the rumor of me accepting “sexual assignments” from complete strangers was actually true.  There was a little back and forth between us and then a detailed, devilish, totally sadistic and sexually insane assignment emerged. Master Phillip was almost as specific in his requirements as Master Dan, one of my other online doms, but not quite as cruel as Master Brandon.  I’d say the man was balanced with his needs, though at that particular moment, as I ran around my truck, I kinda wondered about his sense of humor.
 
    
 
   I hurried, wincing as sharp pieces of gravel dug into my tender soles.  My naked fanny wriggled as I practically sprinted around my truck, my right hand grazing the panels as I circled the vehicle.  I felt a sudden rush of arousal, my sex tightening, wetness moistening my thighs and I knew without a doubt that if someone came over the hill right then and wanted to screw my brains out, I’d have let them.  But I made it back around to the front of the truck unobserved, right back to where the package Kari had sent me waited.  Another worried glance over my shoulder reassured me that I was still alone, and with a single nail I slit the plastic bag that held the clothing that Kari had given me and examined my new outfit.
 
    
 
   There were two pieces, a camisole shirt and a skirt, and I was less than impressed. Neither were expensive, at least to a woman like Kari, who regularly bought four hundred dollar shoes and always wore the latest fashions.  Both the skirt and the camisole were something that my Wal-Mart budget would probably choose, though had I been left to my own devices I’d have selected something stylistically different.  The blue colored skirt only came down mid-thigh, and that’s being generous, though I admit the waist was decent, instead of the usual hip huggers Kari forces me to wear.  But none of that really mattered.  No, for this assignment, for Master Phil, the important feature were the buttons - five of them from top to bottom, holding the skirt closed.  I pulled it up over my bare ass and began buttoning those massive buttons, all five of them, closed.
 
    
 
   The camisole shirt became my next problem.  I slipped it on over my head and groaned. Kari had a bad habit of deliberately buying clothes that were too small for me.  While most girls would consider this a nice compliment, I knew she was aware that I was only 117 lbs. soaking wet and that I could generally pick out my tee shirts in the juniors section, provided there was enough stretch in the chest to fit my grapefruit sized breasts. That said, the camisole that Kari had picked out barely contained my figure.  It was tight across the stomach and almost bursting across the bust.  Like the skirt, the camisole shirt sported five buttons that were supposed to hold the front halves of the shirt together.  Unfortunately after I buttoned up the camisole, the fasteners were actually strained to the point where the material wouldn’t lay flat.  I found this extremely disconcerting since from the right angle you could actually see way more of my bosom than was appropriate, right through the stretched gaps in the shirt.  Guys would be fighting for the right to stand by my side in order to catch a nipple slip.
 
    
 
   The cleavage was impressive though. I know I should call it a collar, but my gut reaction was “what collar?” and it was so extremely low that I had to resist the urge to grab the material and pull it up.  Half of each breast was bulging out of the top.  My nipple piercing and the padlock were pressed tightly to the white cotton, just below the seam, making it very, very apparent that I was one of those girls.  Hell, you could see the gold color through the ivory cream of the shirt.
 
    
 
   I was just finished getting my boobs in place when a car roared over the hill behind me.  It only slowed a bit as it passed by, no doubt checking out the redhead girl standing barefoot in the gravel, right in front of her Ford F-150, dressed in a micro-skirt and hot top.  Then it was gone and I let out the breath I hadn’t even realized I was holding.  Shaking my head at the insanity of my life, I gathered up my folded clothing, stuck it all back into the plastic bag my new outfit had come in, and went back to the cab of the truck.  
 
    
 
   I discovered quickly that the flared nature of the skirt, along with the questionable hem, meant that sitting equated flashing.  I pulled one foot up into my lap and used a wet wipe to clean the bottoms of my feet.  Then I fished the inappropriate footwear Master Philip had specified out of the footboard and put them on my feet.  I wasn’t pleased.  As I slipped my toes into the high heels I knew that by the end of the day my arches would be aching, my heels would be sore, and my back would be killing me.  That’s what happens to a woman when she’s ordered to walk miles in a pair of stripper shoes, complete with five inch heels, except raised up on four inch platforms.  I appreciated the extra height, but would have gladly traded that it for a more sensible heel - one that didn’t require low flying airplanes to detour around my head.  And that was my outfit, from top to bottom.  Well almost.  There was one more thing.  My toy of the day.  The very essence of my deep dark secret, the one rumbling inside me.
 
    
 
   Several years ago I made an agreement that I would follow a certain set of rules.  One of those rules mandated that I always be ready for sex, especially sadistic sex, and the best way to accomplish that was a series of toys and objects that I would constantly endure, stuffed inside me, walking around on the brink of orgasm. The idea is to keep me permanently aroused, ready for sexual use at all times, but the reality is that my assigned toy of the day is there to sexually frustrate me.  Take for example, my ben wa balls, two golf-ball sized spheres, coated with soft rubber, connected with a simple string, in which two heavy weights are freely contained.  Every step I make causes the ben wa balls to roll through my sex, the offset balance creating all sorts of interesting, arousal-causing movements.  It’s sort of like having someone’s fingers inside you, gently swirling and caressing.  And it’s not enough to actually drive you over the edge. Oh no.  There’s no relief with the ben wa balls.  It’s all about keeping you wet and slowly driving you banana fucking nuts crazy.
 
    
 
   I flipped up the bottom of my skirt, exposing my wet slit, a small loop of string emerging from between my petals.  I snagged it with a finger, and then with a deep breath, I began pulling on it, spreading my legs and moaning quietly as I tugged the pair of connected ben wa balls from inside me.  I’d worn them all morning, traipsing around the barn and farmyard, every step a maddening caress that demanded I fuck something. Now it was five hours later and I was very, very needy.  They came free with a delicious sucking sound as my pussy tightened around them, as if my libido didn’t want them to go either.
 
    
 
   I looked down. Just wait little pussy.  More is coming.
 
    
 
   I brought the balls up to my mouth and delicately licked them.  The taste of my own arousal is very familiar to me and I like it, but I admit it would be nice just to be able to wrap my ben wa balls in a clean towel and set them aside.  But I’d been informed once that a good little sex slut always licks her toys clean. I’m not so sure of that actually but I try to follow orders. By myself, I probably was more efficient than sexual, but it wasn’t like I had an audience watching me lick my own cream off the two orbs.  Eventually though I smacked my lips and wrapped the ben wa balls up in a clean cloth and tucked them away in my canvas bag.  I only had to rummage around a little bit before I found the next item I needed; my vibroballs, the big brother to the ben wa balls I’d had inside me all morning.
 
    
 
   My vibroballs are simple.  Two egg shaped “bullets”, as long as my thumb and just a little thicker and both contain a small motor.  Connected by wires to a battery back, the vibroballs are the kind of sex toy that can drive me straight to orgasm or keep me frustrated on a level that only people who appreciate watching paint dry can enjoy.  On the lowest setting I can handle almost half a day’s worth of vibrations, walking in a sort of sexually induced catatonic state, where everything I think about is tinged with the building need between my legs.  On medium, I can stand maybe an hour, possibly two, depending on how distracted I am, or if other things are being done to me.  And if the controller is cranked all the way to the highest level, well… 
 
    
 
   I rubbed the first vibroball against the wet petals of my sex, smearing the pink plastic orb with my own personal lubricant.  I had some oil in my bag, but I didn’t need it, and to be honest, I didn’t want it either.  It wasn’t the kind of oil sane people use when engaging in sexual fun.  The first ball slipped in deep and I followed it up with a second penetration, gasping as I watched another car go by, the driver’s eyes looking at me curiously.  He didn’t stop and neither did I. I used a single finger to push the two plastic eggs deeply into my well.  I groaned, my loins tightening with delight, the vibroballs fuller and more satisfying, even off, than my ben wa balls.
 
    
 
   If you’re expecting me to say I then turned them on, you’d be disappointed.  I may be a slut, and a nymphomaniac, and even a depraved, deviant sexual masochist, but I’m not an idiot.  Instead I started the motor of my truck instead of the ones inside my slit, and pulled out onto the road.  I had places to go and vibrating my way into orgasmic distraction is a good way to commit suicide.  I’ve always had a standard rule.  No vibrations during driving.  Admittedly, I’ve sometimes used that as sort of an out - a way to relieve some of the pressure and escape the consequences of my poor choices, but the principle is sound, even if I’ve abused it occasionally.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take me long to get to I-10 and I turned east, heading toward Houston.  My air conditioner works great, so except for my hardened nipples threatening to tear their way through the flimsy material of the camisole, I was quite comfortable.  Even the tightness of the shirt didn’t attract attention, at least not more than what I usually get from other drivers.  And trust me, people look at me all the time, even if I’m dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt.  Fire engine red hair on a twenty something girl does that.
 
    
 
   I sometimes rank sexual discomfort in two ways and both are counter-intuitive.  See, if left to my own devices, I’d never dress in revealing clothes.  I’d never keep a sex-toy constantly buried between my legs.  I’d never go out and about in public looking for deviant minds to inflict all sorts of depraved things upon my person.  The very thought of it turns my knees to jelly.  And so the more intense the assignment, the more demanding it is, the higher the discomfort ranking.  That’s the cowgirl in me talking, the conservative, shy, somewhat boring half of me..
 
    
 
   Of course the other way I rank sexual discomfort is by how close to orgasm I am.  Over the years I’ve found the best way to describe that slow, steady drive toward climax as climbing a mountain, one that ends in a cliff.  In my mind, I keep hearing Wallace Shawn, the actor who played the character Vizzini from “The Princess Bride” saying in his silly voice “the Cliffs of Orgasm!”   Okay, yes I know he said “the cliffs of despair,” but seriously… orgasm is way better than despair. Trust me.
 
    
 
   So as far as sexual discomfort, I was ranking a solid five on the first scale, and a weak two on the other. I was aroused. I wanted to cum.  But I was pretty far down the mountain and the silent vibroballs and no movement inside me weren’t exactly doing much to motivate my libido into an ascent.  All the vibroballs accomplished was to keep me just as wet as I’d been before, which I guess was a good thing.  Cumming while driving isn’t smart, so it was just as well that I left the controller sitting on the seat beside me alone.  Of course that didn’t stop me from doing certain things.  I’d be driving along and find my hand coming up to my nipple, gently tweaking the hardened tip, or tracing the piercing on the other side, sending little shivers of pleasure through myself.  Every once in a while I’d slip a hand between my legs and run a finger through my wet and swollen petals, gasping with delight before pulling my finger out and sucking it clean. And there were more than a few times when I had to stop myself from reaching for the controller, for just a quick little surge.
 
    
 
   I drove forty minutes into south Houston, heading toward the Rice Village area where Kari Anders’ office is located.  Kari is not only my best friend, but my lover and mistress, an awkward and strange relationship that started when we were teenagers.  Both of us are bi-sexual, with a penchant for men, which might explain why she’s living with her boy toy Robert instead of me.  Frankly, I’d go nuts if I had to share a domicile with her again.  She’s OCD - obsessive compulsive disorder - and a neat freak on top of being a sadistic pervert.  Everything has to be in its place and God help anyone who doesn’t put something where it’s supposed to go.  I have no idea how Robert has managed all these years.  I’m actually kind of jealous of Kari.  She’s already found Mr. Right, while I’m still bouncing from one Mr. Right Now to another.
 
    
 
   Kari is also an interior decorator catering to the ultra-rich. She makes six figures and I’m pretty sure the first number isn’t a one, two, or three.  Her office building is surrounded by lush, tropical jungle landscaping, totally appropriate for Houston’s humidity, and located close enough to the bayou to make the greenery even wilder.  I keep expecting to see an alligator one day sitting on the lawn.  I pulled up into the parking lot, just a few spaces down from her candy apple red convertible.  Red has always been Kari’s favorite color - which explains my hair.
 
    
 
   Even before getting out of the truck I had the vibroballs’ controller in my hand, the thumb dialing the little wheel up just a bit.  The vibroballs rumbled into life, my sex tightening with need and I let out another little gasp, my heart fluttering.  I swallowed hard once, wishing that the previous day had been filled with orgasms to offset what I was feelings, instead of a similar demanding day of denial.  I wasn’t at the cliffs of orgasm, but I sure wanted to be there.
 
    
 
   I climbed out of the truck and stuck the vibroballs controller in the waistband of my skirt since I didn’t have any pockets.  The pink wire was painfully obvious, going from the battery pack down my side, to disappear beneath the hem of the dark blue skirt. Anyone seeing me would immediately wonder what the wire went to and the color and my attire would probably lead their suggestive imagination in the right direction.  
 
    
 
   I walked into Kari’s building lobby on my stupid “fuck me now” high heels, navigating across the little decorative stream via the wooden bridge with one hand firmly on the rail, and then turned right toward Kari’s offices.  As I approached I could see through the glass door into the small antechamber that passed as a waiting room for my mistress and then right down the hall to her main office.  The lights were on and while I couldn’t see Kari directly, I knew she was there.
 
    
 
   I opened the door and heard the small chime announce my arrival.  Kari knew I was coming so I didn’t expect her to appear and I was right, though if she’d been in her office, she could have merely leaned over slightly and peered through the office door straight down the corridor.  I walked down the hall, the vibroballs still gently purring inside me, and glanced into her office.  Empty.  Which meant she’d be in the art room.  I took the ninety degree turn, took maybe half a dozen steps down the hall, and stuck my head into the very next office.
 
    
 
   I’ve been told that creative minds are rarely tidy, and as an author I find the truth to that statement uncomfortably accurate.  I’m not a slob mind you. I’m neat. I like clean bathrooms and vacuumed rugs and I even dust occasionally.  But the battle with entropy has to be a conscious act with me.  Otherwise I find myself standing in something that could qualify as a federal disaster zone rather than my bedroom.
 
    
 
   So you would expect that Kari’s art room would also be creatively untidy.  And to the unpracticed eye, it was.  Fabric books were stacked in a corner, there were samples of textiles and ceramic tiles and metal bricks.  There were paint cards and light cards and wood stains.  There was a massive drawing desk and enough pencils and charcoal and paint and hell - even crayons.  And right in the center of it all sat Kari.
 
    
 
   Kari is only a touch older than me and while I might be considered physically cute and just a little lush, Kari is a freaking Greek goddess.  Think Aphrodite.  Tall, blond, and striking, Kari is not cute.  She’s elegant. She’s beautiful.  She is chiseled perfection. Kari could have been a fashion model had she really wanted.  Her long tresses are perfectly straight and go down to the middle of her back.  The only reason I’m comparable to her is that I exude a sort of sensuous sexuality, a ripeness if you will, that Kari’s beautifully cold demeanor sometimes seems to lack.  Don’t get me wrong.  Kari is a passionate woman, but she can be cruel, hard, and sadistic. Half the men that meet her sense that she is a hunter and they the prey.  The other half just run like hell.  But that doesn’t mean they all don’t want her.
 
    
 
   “Ah, you’re here,” she said simply.  I nodded and looked at her expectantly.  This wasn’t my first rodeo and I knew what was coming next.
 
    
 
   “Well?”  Her voice was quiet and forceful.  “Strip.”
 
    
 
   Kari kept a separate stool in her art room and I’d like to think it was specifically for me. It was leather, much higher than the chair she liked to sit in, and located immediately to the right of her little niche.  I began unbuttoning my blouse, the five little fasteners opening easily between my fingers, as if they preferred to be in that state, and allowing my somewhat mashed boobs a bit of relief.
 
    
 
   “The shirt looks good on you,” she observed with a grin.
 
    
 
   My eyes narrowed. “It’s too small. I can barely fit in it.”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Yes. I think that’s the point. “
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. “Except it will be a problem when I have to put on…” I began, but she held up her hand.
 
    
 
   “I’m aware of it, but I know it will embarrass you.  So I don’t really care.”
 
    
 
   I sighed and nodded, not wanting to get ahead of myself or worse, in trouble.  I finished opening the front of my camisole and took it off, laying it down on the back of the stool.  Next came my skirt and I took the vibroballs controller out of my waistband and held it as I undid the five buttons that held the front of the mini together.  And that was it. No bra. No panties. No stockings. Nothing else. In short order I was standing there nude, the wire to the vibroballs disappearing into my wet petals, wearing only a pair of shoes that wouldn’t have been out of place on a stage in a dark, loud, smoky club.  And yes, I was very much aware of the fact that the front door of Kari’s business was unlocked and anyone could barge in on us.
 
    
 
   “Have a seat and spread them,” Kari ordered, plucking a small, soft paint brush from a nearby jar.  I climbed up into the stool and spread my legs, hooking my heels on the steel foot rest that circled a few inches from the base.  I stretched myself wide apart, opening my knees and tilting my hips so that my open sex was perfectly visible, right down to the little button of my bottom.  Kari’s chair was on wheels and she turned, then grabbed a bottle of some clear fluid, shook it gingerly, and then opened it.  Without another word she dipped her brush in, swirled the tool around once, and then pulled it out.  She leaned forward toward me, and with a look of delighted concentration, began dabbing the brush across my clit.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” I whispered a half second later, frozen in place. Kari looked up at me grinning.
 
    
 
   “So are you really ready for this assignment?” she asked, the gentle bristles stroking my clit steadily.  
 
    
 
   My chest felt tight there was so much sensation - the really, really good kind - coming up from between my legs.  I nodded stupidly, trying to focus on something other than the tingling of my clitoris.  The brush was so soft, the caress so light, it was comparable, if not better, than being licked.  My thighs rippled with sexual tension and I spread my knees even farther apart.
 
    
 
   “Oh. I forgot to turn up the vibroballs,” Kari said.  She reached out with her free hand and grabbed the remote.  Suddenly the two motorized toys inside me churned into a higher state of agitation and with the little bullets set to medium I suddenly found myself being shoved insanely fast up the mountain of orgasmic need, the cliffs actually visible ahead.  Master Phil had said I wasn’t supposed to cum either, and that meant I really, really needed to slow down.  
 
    
 
   Kari set the controller down on the shelf beside me and then went right back to brushing my clit.  The brush she’d coated with the oily fluid and my clit began to warm. I groaned, my hips thrusting forward as my body tried to deal with the sensual stimulation.  I suddenly realized that there I was going to tolerate this. Not after spending the previous day and all morning on edge, desperate and wanting.  I hadn’t had an orgasm in over twenty four hours and this… this was too much.
 
    
 
   “So, do you have everything you’ll need?” Kari asked conversationally, as if it were an everyday thing to have a naked, redhead, nympho humiliation pain slut sitting on a stool in front of her, legs spread wide apart, close to hyperventilating with sexual need.  
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I gasped, my fingers tight, nails digging into the white flesh of my thighs, right above my knees.  I think I was gritting my teeth as well, all in an effort to resist the inevitable explosion that was barreling toward me like a runaway truck on the downward side of a mountain road.
 
    
 
   “Nipplebands?” Kari asked, referring to a set of small, elastic rubber band type clamps that were meant to be set over a pair of nicely hardened nipples.  They were in my canvas bag. Just in case I needed them. I nodded stupidly as a fresh wave of exquisite torment washed upward from my clit. My chest seemed to be having difficulty getting in a full breath and I was about as tense as you can get without having paralysis.
 
    
 
   “Clover clamps?” Kari asked next.  My clover clamps are just a set of specially designed, but quite common, BDSM accessories, though admittedly mine had been slightly altered by someone almost as methodically sadistic as Kari.  Most clover clamps had smooth pincers.  Mine had been given ridges resembling a pair of pliers, making slippage an almost unheard of word in my lexicon. I can’t remember the last time my clover clamps “slipped” off my nipple.  As she asked, she lifted her free hand and her nail grazed the tip of my left breast, sending a surge of desperation through me that rocked my metaphorical boat like a rogue wave.  I barely held on, trying not to cum so hard that I was making my jaw hurt from the tension.  I glanced at the clock. Five minutes down, ten to go.  
 
    
 
   “And your butterfly vibrator?”   The brush did this amazing swirl, dipping through my folds for just a half second before sending me back into orbit as Kari refocused her attention on my clitoris.  
 
    
 
   “In the bag!” I half squealed, my legs trembling with strain.  My clit felt like it had been dipped in a warm bath, while the rest of me was just dealing with the ambient air temperature. It was like nothing I’d felt before. My toes curled in the stripper shoes, making my distress - well, I’m not sure I should call it distress - that much more obvious.  And did Kari slow down?  Did Kari maybe stop, just for a moment to let me catch my breath?  Did she even care that I still had eight minutes left on the timer?
 
    
 
   The brush went around in a circle and then she sort of dabbed at my clit with the bristles, sending these little tiny sparks into the roiling cauldron of my brain.  I threw my head back, my legs trembling with need, and let go.  I couldn’t hold on anymore.  There was just no way.   And as I finished that last little leg up the mountain and ran pell mell for the cliffs of orgasm, Kari was there with her tiny, soft brush, pushing me onward.  
 
    
 
   I stiffened and shuddered as the first orgasm in ages hit me like a freight train and Kari leaned back, avoiding the tiny squirt of fluids that erupted out of me and splattered the floor as well as a corner of her desk.  She watched with studious eyes and a faux frown as she shook her head.
 
    
 
   “Awww. Too bad, Breanne.  That means you start this assignment off with a punishment.”  She twisted back around and opened a drawer.  I knew what was in there, but at that particular moment I was still riding high on the endorphins and adrenaline mixture that felt better than drugs.  I’m an addict of a peculiar bent.  You can take your heroin and cocaine, or leave your pot and meth.  Me?  I’ll take the all-natural, totally legal, wonder drug known as sex.
 
    
 
   The leather sap she drew out of the drawer was different than the one I personally owned.  This one was a little longer, and a lot more flexible, almost a cross between a leather paddle and a belt.  She put down the little brush, making me whimper as it was pulled away from my clit, and then she laid the sap lightly across my folds, the edge right at my clitoris, the weight heavy against my sex.
 
    
 
   She was going to spank my clit. I knew it. She knew it.  It was the price of orgasm.   I was supposed to hold off, to go into this assignment terribly aroused and on the edge and stay that way.  Of course, we all know that such a proposition was never a reality. There was no way I’d be able to hold off that sort of caress from anyone, much less Kari.  And I’m not stupid.  The rest of the assignment Master Philip had designed for me was deliberately created to only present the illusion of me being able to hold off.  I was well aware I’d bounce from one punishment to one orgasm to another punishment, with a healthy dose of public humiliation from one end to the other.  Me holding off?  That was the illusion.
 
    
 
   “Brace yourself,” Kari warned me, pulling the leather sap away from my sex. I tensed, grabbing hold of the stool.  Her wrist moved fast and the flexible leather snapped forward. For a second I was positive she’d intended to hit the seat of the stool, and that I just happened to be in the way, because a blistering sting exploded on my clitoris and down my labia that spread out and turned into a burn that made me hiss, even as I half came up out of my seat, my legs partially folding inward.  Kari didn’t really let me recover either.  I wasn’t even sitting back down as she slapped my sex again, cracking the nubile sap flat against me, sending fresh sparks and even more heat into my sex. I let out a shrill yelp which turned into a sort of whine.  Kari responded by hitting me again.
 
    
 
   In case you were wondering, it did hurt.  Anytime you get spanked on your genitals, whether you’re a guy or girl, there’s going to be some pain.  Thank God I’m a girl though, and not a guy, because I can’t imagine how bad the pain must be when you guys get racked.  As it was, it hurt me when Kari smacked my sex with that leather paddle.  There was the initial and horrible sting, which turned into this sharp heat, which slowly mellowed and spread deep, presuming that it wasn’t immediately replaced by another stinging slap!
 
    
 
   But where most women would curl up into a little ball, whimpering and begging for their privates to be spared, I’m something of an outlier.  I’ve had doctors tell me that I’m psychologically damaged.  I’ve had priests tell me I’m a sinner.  I’ve had lovers tell me I’m kinky.  I’ve had teachers shake their heads in disbelief, torn between using me and correcting me.  I know I’m messed up, strange, off, not-right-in-the-head.  And when that sting and heat blossom between my legs, or on my breasts, or my bottom, or even the soles of my feet, something happens inside me.  It hurts, oh yes, but it is such a turn-on. Something dark stirs inside me and I want more.  I’ve been told that I’m a sexual masochist. I understand that.  Come over and break my arm and I’ll scream and thrash and cuss and if you’re unlucky, shoot you since this does happen to be Texas and I’ve been known to carry while out on the farm.  Come over and see if you can pinch off the tips of my breasts using a pair of pliers?  Holy shit, get ready for me to thank you for it, offer myself up for more, and then orgasm.
 
    
 
   And that’s scary.
 
    
 
   So you can understand why I spread my legs even more, or why I slouched down, lifting my loins and presenting my open sex to Kari.  You can understand the flushed look on my face, the thundering blood in my veins, or the fast, sharp breaths I took as I sucked in air around the pain.  You can comprehend my desire, the overwhelming need I was feeling as the messed up portions of my brain twisted round in a strange dance, wheeling me right back up that stupid mountain, heading again for the cliffs of orgasm, as if I hadn’t just been there and fucking jumped.
 
    
 
   Kari delivered a full fifteen solid strokes to my sex, flattening the folds and making my clit feel as if I’d just set it on a hot griddle with butter.  The vibroballs, which were still purring along on medium during the whole punishment, only added another ingredient to the batter, and when she was done there were cookies in the oven.  I was right back there, standing at the edge of the cliff, wishing she’d hit me just a few more times, pushing me off the edge so that I could float down in orgasmic ecstasy once more.
 
    
 
   But she didn’t.  Instead she put the sap back down on the desk, checked the time, and picked up the brush.  Another dip in the warming oil preceded those soft bristles caressing my clit, but in seconds I was straining to hold back, fingers clenching the edge of the seat as if I were going to fall off, my legs still spread wide and straining, thighs rippling with tension, my clit swollen and practically begging for more strokes.  
 
    
 
   Kari is a musician and the instrument she plays is me.  She knows how to make me sing, how to make me cry, how to make me beg, and how to make me cum.  This time she worked me in circles until I was trembling with need, wanting her to finish, regardless of the consequences.  I sat there on the stool, my thighs aching from being spread so wide, my body shaking as the bristles softly tormented me.  Over and over I was right there, standing on the edge, only to have her back off, leaving me breathless and wanting,  Time seemed to crawl and I’ve never known the minutes to seem so slow.  I kept glancing up at the clock. Would I make it through this time? Or would I get another punishment?
 
    
 
   She kept me right on the edge for a full fourteen minutes, torturing me, driving me slowly mad with ultimate need.  And then, right when I thought I’d made it, that I’d won, that she’d enabled me to go through to the next part without further punishment, she suddenly picked up speed, focusing on my clit, the little bristles rubbing and swirling, fresh oil warming that little nodule until I was panting.  All it took was another sensuous stroke, the fine hairs of the brush dancing across my clitoris and I was done, exploding once more, another orgasm, just then, at the back end of my time.  
 
    
 
   “Oh dear,” she said sweetly. “That’s earned you another punishment.”  
 
    
 
   I heard her, but it didn’t even phase me.  I was still so wrapped up in the bliss of release that Kari could have said “Oh dear, I’m going to rip your clit off now, fry it, and serve it up as a delicacy,” and I wouldn’t have reacted.  I just stayed on my stool, legs spread, thighs trembling, my breasts heaving as my pussy contracted in sweet spasms.  
 
    
 
   “Get down and bend over the stool,” Kari said, her voice going from syrupy sweet to cold and hard.  Still in a pleasure daze I closed my legs, which was harder to do than you’d think, especially after being open like that for half an hour.  I put my weight down on my toes and almost crumpled to the floor, but then adjusted and stood.  Slowly, still totally out of it, not even caring what was coming next, I spun slowly, bent over, put my arms and head down on the stool, and presented my bottom to Kari.
 
    
 
   She started with the same brush, dipped in the same oil, and she began teasing my bottom.  I don’t want to get those of you who are squeamish any cause to turn away, but if you’ve ever heard of a “rimjob,” then she was doing it, except with the brush.  Those soft bristles slid across my skin and I puckered and tensed.  It was a very different sort of caress from what she’d done to my clit.  I don’t get turned on by things happening to my bottom, except for spankings.  But this - this was so out of the norm. She’d never done anything like this to me before.  
 
    
 
   It took less than five minutes before I was twitching, my hips jerking back and forth.  I wasn’t sure if I was getting aroused again or what, but I couldn’t keep still.  The brush was maddening, like a soft tongue licking at me. Sometimes Kari would send the brush across my perineum, almost touching my sex, but then would bring the oiled tip back up my crack almost to the small of my back. I was going crazy.  It felt amazing, but also it tickled in a strange way.  I trembled, trying not to move.
 
    
 
   At ten minutes Kari seemed to know I’d had enough.  I was impersonating a Mexican jumping bean on a hot plate and she put the brush down.  I sighed in relief, except I didn’t see that little drawer opening again.  Instead I felt something press against my anus.  It slid in easily, at least the first half inch.  It was only the width of Kari’s finger and to be honest, that’s what I thought it was at first. Except Kari started pumping it.  I groaned.  Oh my God it felt good!  I was shocked, though even that emotion was still numbed by the two previous orgasms.  Kari worked the soft, rubber clad plug deeper into my ass and I didn’t even object.  With each new thrust of her hand more of the plug was embedded until finally it was all the way in and she left it there, giving my right cheek a warming slap.
 
    
 
   “There.  Your punishment is keeping the anal plug in there.”
 
    
 
   I groaned.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Back up on the stool, legs spread again.  You know what’s coming next.”
 
    
 
   I straightened, feeling like I’d just run two miles in ten minutes.  Slowly I climbed back up on the stool and sat down, which was not at all comfortable now that I had a five inch long, narrow gauge butt plug up my ass.  I spread my legs again as Kari turned off the vibroballs and tugged them out of my sex.  Both bullets were covered with girl goo and Kari held them up to me with a knowing grin.  I sighed and took them, holding them by the wire as if I were a fisherman showing off my catch.  I brought them toward my mouth as Kari went digging in my canvas bag.  I was in the middle of licking clean the first vibroball when she found what she was looking for and set out everything that she needed.  Or that I needed, depending on which interpretation you might favor.
 
    
 
   The first item she had withdrawn was a small plastic bottle without a label.  It was tightly screwed shut because inside was a homemade concoction I like to call Stinging O.  It’s a mixture of grape seed oil, cinnamon oil, and pepper oil, and depending on just how insane you are when you make it, it can tingle and it can burn.  It’s also safe to use internally, which topical unguents like Icy Hot are not made for.  It does act as a lubricant, but since it also sort of sets you chemically on fire, I don’t actively choose to coat my dildos with it.  For those of you who want to experience what it feels like, there is a commercial product which is similar.  It’s called “On 4 Her” and I’ve tried it.  It’s not as powerful as some batches of my Stinging O, and it’s expensive as hell for a small bottle, and you’ll want to use small amounts, and try it out on a non-genital part of your body first - just to test - but it’s probably a hell of a lot easier to get ahold of instead of making your own batch of Stinging O.
 
    
 
   Okay, I just want to say that I was NOT paid any money for that endorsement.  But I should be.
 
    
 
   But the bottle of Stinging O wasn’t the only thing Kari pulled out of my bag.  Next came the rattle and clink of hardware; two sets of clover clamps, unchained and unconnected. All four individual pincers had been altered by another friend of mine - Mike the Hardware Guy - who has a penchant for mechanics.  He used a file to literally ridge each and every clamp so that the gripping power was tripled.  Clover clamps slipping off with too much weight was now a distant memory.
 
    
 
   Each clover clamp was connected to a keychain ring, which in and of itself was connected to a small, one inch spring.  At the end of the spring was a quarter pound lead weight, which Mike had picked up at a deep sea fishing tackle shop.  At the end of the lead weight Mike had attached a small, steel bell.  All in all, the clamps and weights and bells made four separate pieces of jewelry that each extended a full six inches from top to bottom.
 
    
 
   Kari also pulled out my butterfly clitoral vibrator.  I’d put fresh batteries in it that morning, the plastic, bug shaped toy ready and waiting to be strapped to my loins, set atop my clit, and set to “rumble”.  The butterfly only had three settings: off, low, and high, but still - the way my clit was already feeling, the idea of being vibrated there was both delicious and frightening.
 
    
 
   By the time Kari had everything lined up and ready to go I was done sucking on the second vibroball, the taste of my own orgasm filling my mouth. I handed her back the spit-shined sex toy and she took it lightly and put it down on the desk next to everything else.  She stood up, grabbing the first of the clover clamp/weight/bell arrangements, and stepped close.  Her eyes met mine and she stared at me as she pinched the clover clamp open.  I tried to steady myself, feeling my heart speed up as I anticipated the pain I was about to feel.
 
    
 
   She set the clamp on my left nipple, relatively far back, letting it pinch tight.  I groaned, wincing as it closed on the tip of my breast, the fresh burst of pain settling deep.  I bent my head downward, my lungs refusing to work as my body responded to the hurt by tensing.  I was almost through that process when she set the other clamp behind my piercing on the right breast, and I sucked in a ragged breath through the pain.  Both nipples began to throb horribly and the bells rang as I shuddered on the stool.  I felt Kari slap my thigh.
 
    
 
   “Hey. Keep your legs open, slut.”  
 
    
 
   I widened my legs again, my stupid shoes once more stuck on the foot bar at the heel. Kari picked up the third clamp and this time she set it on my slick labia.  To my shock, it wouldn’t stay, even with the ridges.  She tried again, and then a third time. Finally she managed to pinch enough flesh to set the damn thing and I bit my lip, trying not to cry.  She did the other side with the last clover clamp, using her previous experience to set it properly on the first go.
 
    
 
   I looked at my sex.  Low down the fleshy folds of my labia were pinched and pulled earthward, the weights and bells hanging down almost mid-thigh.  I felt the pressure but to be honest, it didn’t hurt like my nipples did.  The tips of my breasts were throbbing as my heart labored to pump blood into the crushed ends and that made my bosom shake, which made the weights bounce on the springs, which made the bells ring madly.
 
    
 
   Kari unsnapped the bottle of Stinging O, and using her brush, dabbed some of the chemical stimulant on my nipples.  Suddenly I wasn’t just throbbing, crushed, weighted, and ringing. I was now also chilling, then burning.  I actually clapped my hands to my breasts, biting my lip and keening as the sensation overwhelmed me.  Kari slapped my thigh again.
 
    
 
   “How many times do I have to tell you to keep your legs open?  Do I need to fucking tie you to the stool?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   Being tied would have been easier. I spread my legs again, scared to wipe the tears from my eyes, lest I get Stinging O in them.  Instead I put one hand back down on my leg and trembling from head to toe, opened myself back up.  The bells on the lower clamps rang and I felt the jiggling pull of the weights.  Kari picked up my vibroballs and painted them with the Stinging O.  Then, using just two fingers, she pushed them one at a time into my sex.  Of course some of the oil transferred to my labia and it began to burn, which made my hips jerk, which of course set the lead weights bouncing, which caused the bells to ring and the clover clamps to tighten even more.  Then Kari set the vibroballs back to low and suddenly the sexual half of the pain/pleasure equation was back at full throttle.  The next pump of my hips accompanied a natural tightening of my sex as the vibroballs danced inside me.  Had I not already cum twice, I’d have been close to the cliff edge already.  Now, I was only half-way up the mountain, plodding upward with heavy, pain filled steps.
 
    
 
   “Lean back a little,” Kari said, picking up the brush again and giving it a fresh coating of Stinging O.  I leaned back, my legs still obscenely spread wide.  Kari placed the brush on my labia and began leaving a coating of Stinging O across both petals, down and over my perineum, and then across to the bottom plug. She swirled the brush around the base of the anal toy and I gasped, the burning worse than anything I’d felt before. This time I had to close up.  There was no way I could handle it otherwise.  I closed my knees and bent over, folding in half, hurting and burning in so many places.  
 
    
 
   Kari put down her brush and closed the bottle of Stinging O, putting it back into my bag. She reached behind me and grabbed my clothing, setting it out on the art table.  She stood and planted a kiss on the top of my head, which was admittedly the only part of me readily available for kissing since I was curled in a tight ball, my body trying to protect itself.  
 
    
 
   “When you’re ready, put on your butterfly, get dressed, and go,” she said softly.  I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.  The good news was that the pain of the Stinging O was already ebbing.  It’s always that first few minutes that’s the worst.  Once you get past that your body adjusts.  I’ve felt the burn of Stinging O for hours though and I knew that a fresh application would just reignite the fires at the tips of my breasts, inside me, and all along my crotch.  
 
    
 
   Kari left the room. I stayed where I was another ten minutes, but finally straightened with a gasp, then slid down off the stool.  I’d left a major wet smear on the vinyl seat, scented with cinnamon and no doubt caustic if you’d run your finger through it.  I decided that it was Kari’s problem and that she could deal with it.  I turned my attention back to her art desk and snagged the butterfly off the slightly tilted table.  It took me two or three minutes to get it strapped on, mostly because the clover clamps and weights bounced and jiggled and rang constantly, sending little sparks of fresh pain through my nipples and labia.  It was just a little annoying too.
 
    
 
   I put on my skirt next, buttoning the five buttons up and letting the material wrap around me.  I glanced down, which was a mistake since I bent slightly too, which caused the clamps on my tits to swing outward, bouncing madly, ringing with little tinkles as well. But the look did tell me one thing - that you could see the fucking bells hanging off the lower clamps!  They literally dangled BELOW the hemline of the skirt!  I groaned.  Talk about embarrassing!  How was anyone supposed to miss the damn bells?  As if ringing wasn’t enough!  I took a deep breath, just a tad bit frustrated.  I was hurting, but with the vibroballs purring inside me, not to mention the quiet pressure of the butterfly against my clit, the pinching bite of the clover clamps, the penetrative thickness of the anal plug; all of it made me horny as well as hurting.  But it was the idea of being exposed, of doing what I was doing in public, where inquisitive eyes would see clues as to what I was experiencing, that made it all come together in a sort of sexual wash.
 
    
 
   I picked up the camisole, slipped it around my shoulders, and then tried to button it.  Yes, you read the right.  TRIED.  Remember?  Kari had bought one too tight?  And with the added hardware dangling from my tits, I was only able to get the bottom button closed.  On the flip side, it did quiet the stupid bells; no more ringing coming from my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Kari!” I called out, just a little frustrated.  A moment later my best friend and tormentress stepped back into the art room.  She took one look at me and laughed at my predicament.  Both breasts were hanging out, totally exposed, the side of the camisole flapping.  
 
    
 
   “Guess I should have gotten the medium,” she said simply.  I gave her a glare in exchange and motioned toward my mashed boobs and the gaping front of the shirt.
 
    
 
   “How am I supposed to handle this?” I demanded.  I might have been a little more harsh with my words than I would have been had I not been in some constant, low level pain. Doctors like to ask you to rate pain between one and ten, with ten being the worst. I was at a solid four, after coming down from a decent six right after the Stinging O application.  
 
   Kari looked at me for half a second, then reached out and unbuttoned the bottom of the shirt.  This left both sides gaping open, the flesh from chin to belly button totally exposed.  For a moment I thought she meant for me to go like this, but instead she reached into one of the bins on a shelf of her art room and brought out a red leather thong, at least four feet long.  To my shock, she started threading it through the bottom button hole, tying it off easily.  Then she wrapped it around the button on the far side of the shirt, pulling the flapping sides of the camisole front toward each other.  But not together. Let me stress that.  There was still three inches of skin showing between one side of the shirt and the other.  Kari cut the leather thong with a pair of scissors, then moved up to the next button and hole. Again she threaded the red leather thong through the next button hole and pulled it across to the matching button.  On and on she went until Kari tied the thong off at the top.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said stupidly, staring down at my chest.  The shirt was pressed tight to my skin, the material stretched as far as it would go.  But there was no way it would close and the five pieces of leather stripping held it together, leaving a center stripe of creamy white skin exposed all the way down.  This went from borderline slutty to downright whorish.
 
    
 
   “I like it,” Kari said with a grin, handing me the scissors.  “And now you can just cut the leather and save the shirt.”  She paused thoughtfully. “Presuming you fit in it.”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes and took a deep breath to steady my nerves, but that turned out to be a bad idea because it strained the leather and shirt and when I as done it had loosened.  Now the gap was wider, almost four inches, and the inside halves of both breasts were exposed.  I shook my head.
 
    
 
   “I can’t go out like this!” I said, horrified.
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “You will.  You have an assignment to do, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and nodded.
 
    
 
   “Look at me,” she ordered.  I did, looking up at her, tears in my eyes. “Who are you?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “Breanne Erickson.”
 
    
 
   “And what are you?” 
 
    
 
   “A nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said automatically, repeating the words that I’d been trained to say, accepting them like an oath.
 
    
 
   “And what is your purpose?”
 
    
 
   “To please others with my sexual suffering.”  It was almost a mantra.
 
    
 
   “And does it matter if you cum?” Kari asked, her voice hardening.
 
    
 
   “Only if it pleases you, Mistress,” I by rote.
 
    
 
   “And if I want you to hurt?” She queried.
 
    
 
   “Then hurt me please,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “And if I want you humiliated?”
 
    
 
   “Humiliate me please,” I begged her.
 
    
 
   She stepped closer, our eyes meeting, and our lips only inches from each other.  There was a deep sense of pride in Kari’s eyes, as if she had wrought something amazing out of me.
 
    
 
   “And if I want to punish you?” she asked, her face getting closer and closer to mine.  Our lips touched and so my response was muted and mumbled, spoken through the soft kiss, but it was still understandable.
 
    
 
   “Then punish me, please Mistress.”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: fivebuttons2]Five Buttons - Part Two
 
    
 
   I had to wait for the bus, which meant standing out in the heat, on the side of a busy road, for about fifteen minutes.  It was probably the absolute worst thing I’ve ever had to do. I actually stood with my back to the road, arms crossed over my shirt with the clover clamps, weights, and bells digging into my boobs.  Walking to the bus stop from Kari’s office complex had been challenging too.  The first thing I discovered about my outfit was that the bells hanging off my labia would ring loudly with every step. Outside it wasn’t so bad. I dreaded what it would be like at the mall.  I also discovered that I couldn’t walk normally.  Having that much hardware between my thighs, dangling down, forced me into a sort of strange waddle, which done on nine inch-platform-stripper shoes made me look like I’d never walked a day in them.  The anal plug wriggled inside me and the vibroballs, set to low, hummed wantonly.  Add in the fact that I was both horny again and hurting, and you can understand why I was under a lot of tension.
 
    
 
   I had my canvas bag slung over my shoulder and when the bus finally rolled up I squared myself and turned to face the door. It opened and the expression on the driver’s face was enough to set my ears flaming.  His eyes lingered on my chest, and I totally understood why.  If the red leather lace holding my shirt together, or not totally together as the case may be, wasn’t enough, then the fact that the outlines of the clover clamps, weights, and bells dangling from my nipples certainly was enough.  I climbed the steps, ringing with every step at both breast and thigh and handed him my bus pass.  He nodded without saying anything but it wasn’t until I turned and headed down the aisle that I felt his eyes leave my body.
 
    
 
   I also noticed that I’d instantly become the center of attention.  The looks I got ranged from disgust - which came from the two women on the bus - to immediate hunger and appreciation from most of the men.  I took quick stock. There wasn’t much selection.  There were only five people on the bus, all of them sitting alone.  So it wasn’t like I had much choice.
 
    
 
   Except, I sort of did. I was going to have to switch buses in order to get out to the mall Master Phil had wanted me to visit.  So instead of taking the opportunity to drive myself even crazier than I already was, I found a seat far away from everyone and sat down.  I kept my arm across my boobs and tried to relax.  That was tough.  Everyone was still looking at me and the anal plug was an uncomfortable presence in my bottom. The vibroballs were still purring inside me and I was still feeling the lingering burn of the Stinging O.  That kept me fidgeting constantly, which is not a good thing when your labia and nipples have bells hanging from them.  Yes, I was ringing, though it was a bit quieter sitting down.  I closed my eyes and concentrated on breathing.  That only worked for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” a voice said to me, close by.  I opened my eyes and discovered I was no longer sitting by myself.  One of the men riding the bus had sat down in the seat next to me.  He wasn’t any older than me, and was probably a year or two younger, even though he looked older and I looked younger.  
 
    
 
   I looked at him and gave him a sort of half-smile.
 
    
 
   “I like your outfit,” he said next, his mouth turning up into a grin as his eyes lingered on the white expanse of cleavage exposed by my barely held together shirt.
 
    
 
   “I’m glad one of us does,” I replied, just a bit sullenly.  His eyes narrowed inquisitively and he cocked his head to the side.
 
    
 
   “You don’t like what you’re wearing?” he asked in confusion.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  The vibroballs seemed to be getting stronger, despite the fact I hadn’t touched the controller which was tucked into my waistband.  I tightened up my sex and swallowed hard, trying to get a grip.  It didn’t help.
 
    
 
   “Why not? I think it’s sexy as hell,” he assured me.
 
    
 
   “It’s…” I began to say but couldn’t figure out how to explain it, especially through the building pressure of my tormented libido. “It’s complicated,” I finally blurted.
 
    
 
   He leaned back a bit, but then came forward again, his eyes obviously focused on my boobs.  “Baby, you are such a turn on. You don’t have to cover up,” he said, and then he put his hand on my forearm, the one I had across my chest.  “Come on. You can show me those fine titties,” he crooned softly.  He pulled on my arm. I resisted and the pressure inside me increased dramatically.  I bit my lip and then let him pull my hand away from my chest.
 
    
 
   “Wow, those really are nice, sweetie.  And what do you have hanging from your titties?” he asked.  He reached out and ran a finger across the outline of the clamp, tracing the metal right through my shirt.  “Damn girl, are you some sort of kinkstress?”  His hand went over to where one of the pieces of thong held the front of my shirt together. He began touching my sternum, his finger slipping underneath the material of my shirt, sliding along my breast.  His touch was electric and again it almost seemed as if the vibroballs increased in power.  But that wasn’t it. I knew what was happening. I was getting aroused - almost painfully aroused. His finger wormed a little deeper and I felt his fingernail find the metal of the clover clamp.
 
    
 
   “I like it.  Wish your shirt wasn’t closed like that,” he whispered softly.  I looked at him, eyes wide, suddenly realizing that I wasn’t going to be able to delay things.  Both of us needed satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Would you turn on my butterfly?” I suddenly asked, giving him a look.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “I’ll turn on anything you want, baby doll.”
 
    
 
   My right hand grasped the hem of my skirt and I pulled it up. Not far of course. I was sitting down and there wasn’t exactly a lot of material between my soaked, clamped and buzzing sex and the hemline.  You should have seen his eyes widen as he caught sight of the bells, the lead weights, the clamps, and my pussy.  Of course, he couldn’t see that much of my actual sex.  There was a giant plastic butterfly sitting right on top of my clit.  I pointed to the switch.  
 
    
 
   “Please? Turn it to low?” I begged him.
 
    
 
   He did it without even a word of protest or needed explanation.  Suddenly the butterfly was matching the vibrations of the vibroballs, and circumstances combined with the pain in my nipples and the sting of the oil all brought things to a head.
 
    
 
   “Can I cum?” I whimpered, eyes glistening with need.
 
    
 
   “Oh hell yeah, baby. Cum for me,” he said softly, his hand now digging into my shirt.  His fingers found the clover clamp and started wiggling it.  His permission and what he was doing was more than enough to drive me into my third orgasm of the morning and I leaned back, closing my eyes as the soft moans came out of my mouth.  My hips churned, pumping against the butterfly as my loins tightened around the vibroballs.  My bottom wasn’t left out either and as I tightened around the plug I felt it wriggle inside me as well. I ripened immediately, blossoming, exploding as the orgasm hit me.  I cried out, white knuckles against my mouth, not caring that I was on a bus, in public, with a complete stranger.  I shuddered as the first wave left me swamped and wet and feeling just a little wilted.  
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, baby.  You do it right,” he whispered, more than a little impressed.
 
    
 
   I gave him a look that probably wasn’t very impressive. I’m never at my best when I’m in the afterglow of sex.  Or perhaps, I AM at my best. But I did smile. I remember that at least.  I pulled my canvas bag into my lap, concealing my exposed… well - I can’t say slit, because you couldn’t really see it.  My exposed hardware?  That sounds silly, but it’s true.  He watched me as I reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of sharp scissors.  I held them up and handed them to him.
 
    
 
   “What’s this for sweetie?” he asked, taking the scissors.  I pushed the bag off my lap and pushed the skirt back down, exposing the five buttons down the front.
 
    
 
   “Cut one button from both my shirt and my skirt,” I urged him, taking a deep breath and making the leather thongs and my camisole shirt stretch as if filled with balloons. I tried to make it sound seductive, like I really wanted it.
 
    
 
   His eyes widened. “Damn girl, you some sort of public slut?”  He glanced at my shirt. “Does it matter which button?”
 
    
 
   Had I not been affected by the sexual afterglow, I would have said, “hell yes it matters. Try not to cut one that will have me hanging out or revealing too much.  After all, it wasn’t like I was wearing panties or a bra underneath the skirt and camisole top.  But half my brain was still soaked in dopamine and oxytocin. I just smiled stupidly and pushed my breasts forward.
 
    
 
   My new friend had five buttons to choose from and choose he did.  He picked the one level with my nipples, cutting the large button free.  Instantly the thong holding that section of my shirt slipped and dangled from the button hole on the other side.  The front gaped wider, no longer clinging to my curves.  I still had the top button and the bottom three secured with more leather, but now he could actually see my breast under my camisole, at least from where he was sitting.
 
    
 
   He handed me the button and I nodded. “Now the skirt,” I said to him.  He looked down at my legs, then quickly snipped the top button, the one at my waist.  It wasn’t enough to reveal anything, but I have to admit that the skirt felt a bit looser around my body. Now I had to worry about my skirt falling off, or the vibroballs remote coming loose. He handed me the button. 
 
    
 
   “Want me to cut anything else off?” he asked wickedly.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “That will do for right now,” I said, then reached for his pants.  Remember, we were still on the bus.  I rubbed his hard cock through the denim.  
 
    
 
   “I owe you a blowjob,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “Baby, you can do to me whatever you want,” he said back to me.  
 
    
 
   I continued to rub him, eventually getting a hand down his pants, all while the vibroballs and the butterfly gently churned against my sensitive privates, working me right back up into a froth. I convinced him to get off with me, and instead of waiting at the stop for my connecting bus to take me to the mall, I pulled him into a back alley, set him up against a wall behind a dumpster, and with a cardboard box protecting my tender knees, I went down on him like an angel.  Ten minutes later he was dumping his cream down my throat and I was swallowing as fast as I could.  
 
    
 
   “Damn girl! You are amazing!” he said, groaning, his fingers in my hair as I deep-throated his cock.  I gave him my customary, after explosion tongue bath and didn’t stop till he was semi-hard again.  That’s how I like to leave my guys.  They need to want more.
 
    
 
   “You sure you won’t come to my place?” he begged me as I stood at the stop.  I’d given him my email address but assured him that I had places to be.  And so as my bus pulled up he gave me a kiss, grabbed my ass with a little squeeze, and let me ring and jiggle my way up the stairs of the next bus.  He waved at me as I sat down and as the bus started moving I tugged my shirt just a little to the right, so he could see my clamped nipple through the window.  He grinned and then was out of sight.
 
    
 
   The bus out to Katy was practically empty at that time of day and the three people on the bus left me alone.  That was good because I wasn’t doing well.  Master Phil hadn’t given me permission to turn down either the butterfly or the vibroballs.  To be honest, the vibroballs on low weren’t the problem. It was the butterfly.  I’m not sure about the rest of you, but that kind of direct stimulation, right on your clit, especially after already having multiple orgasms sort of becomes intense, even at low levels. I can’t imagine what setting the butterfly to high would have done to me.  As it was I couldn’t sit still. My hips were chugging and my entire bottom half seemed to be vibrating.  I was right on the edge before we even got to Katy and to my shame, I had another orgasm, quietly of course, right there on the bus even as we were pulling into the mall.  And that was a bad thing.
 
    
 
   The back of my skirt was soaked and that was even more embarrassing.  I looked like I’d pissed myself or something.  So instead of marching right in, I sort of lingered at the entrance, which was even more humiliating since I was dressed like a whore.  My shirt was the biggest problem, the sides of the camisole gaping and showing a lot more skin than I was comfortable with. The bells between my thighs rang with every awkward step and there was glistening moisture on my legs, all the way down to my knees.  Finally the stares and strange looks were too much for me and I went in, hoping the wet spot on the back of my skirt wasn’t too noticeable, hoping to get lost in the hustle and bustle of the mall.
 
    
 
   The problem taking the bus to the mall is that it doesn’t exactly drop you off at the right spot.  I usually park outside the sporting and camping store.  Unfortunately, that meant a little bit of a walk for me.  In the stripper shoes with nothing else putting pressure on me that would have been uncomfortable. Doing it with my nipples and labia clamped, with lead weights bouncing, bells ringing constantly to draw attention, all while dealing with the low level, constant harassment of my own personal earthquake, with epicenters located deep in my sex and above my clit, made even the half-circuit walk a lesson in sexual torment.  By the time I made it to the doors I was back to being mostly baked and just short of being done.
 
    
 
   I don’t think I’ve ever been out in public and garnered such attention except on the rare occasions I’ve been totally naked and having sex in front of a crowd.  Sure, nothing was showing, technically, but there is something called innuendo and I was practically wrapped in it.  I held my arms around me, trying hard to take small, quiet steps, staying away from the middle of the concourse. It didn’t really help.  Hell, I could have been wearing a burlap sack instead of a half-open camisole and skirt, and between my heels and the red hair, I’d have been instantly stared at.  Honestly, I can go to the mall in blue jeans and a tee shirt and boots, and men take notice of me.  I’m cute and I have red hair. But with the camisole shirt and the stupid bells I was like a flashing neon light.
 
    
 
   By the time I made it to the kitchen store I knew that I was having problems - sexual ones. I was close to hyperventilating. My thighs felt as if I were going to have bruises where the bells and weights had been banging against my legs with every step.  My clit was responding expectedly to the vibrations coming from the butterfly clitoral vibrator and while I wasn’t chaffed or sore yet, I was turned on, horribly, wetly turned on.  The plug in my bottom felt awkwardly large and my nipples throbbed from the crushing bite of the clamps.  Add in the purr of the vibroballs and I’m surprised I was upright. I stumbled around the kitchen store, looking for the item I needed, feeling fluids slip down my thighs, my labia constantly yanked with every step, while my breasts were trying valiantly to free themselves of my barely closed shirt.  It was all too much.  I’d just pulled the thick wooden spoon off the wall when another orgasm hit me like a brick and I shuddered in place, eyes closed, leaning up against the shelving unit, trying not to make any sound.
 
    
 
   Do you have any idea how hard it is to keep your mouth shut when you’re in the middle of an orgasmic climax?  It’s not easy. Granted, you don’t have to generally be too vocal, but there is a certain loss of control that comes naturally from the very act.  Which is why I was moaning and whimpering there in the corner, trembling as the waves of exquisite, pain-laced pleasure coursed through me.  Finally it was over and I took an exhausted step, then another, the bouncing and ringing of the bells and clamps just making everything worse.  
 
    
 
   I bought the spoon, the disgusted looks of the clerk making me feel like gum on the bottom of her shoe.  And that didn’t help.  It was exactly the kind of psychological turmoil that sets me off. Combined with the vibrations of the vibroballs and the butterfly it just made me horny again. My pussy tightened around the bullets inside me while my clit endured the incessant buzz of the plastic bug vibrator.  I handed over the money, taken out of my canvas bag, and clutched my new bamboo spoon in both hands as I left the store.  There was only one place to go and fortunately Julie’s store wasn’t that far away.  I rounded the corner, passing by the camping and outdoor goods store and about five minutes later I stumbled into the small jewelry store my friend Julie happened to manage.
 
    
 
   Julie has been a fixture in my life for the last three years and she’s a pistol.  Dangerously thin, medium height, and with a spark and vivaciousness that either turns men into puppy dogs or snarling pit bulls, Julie is one of those girls who took a little longer than most to grow out of their teenage years.  In fact, last Christmas she was sporting bubble gum pink hair with blue highlights.  Her fashion sense had been limited to black leather and neon colors, and “ripped” is how I would describe most of her clothing.  I had gotten sick with pneumonia in January and by the time I was feeling myself again, it was five months later and the punk-Goth-heavy-metal-rocker girl I’d know was gone.  Now she favored elegant and sexy black dresses, pumps or high heels, and better quality jewelry than what she sold in her own store.  Her days of particolored hair was gone and she had gone natural with a rich and luscious brown that was somewhere between dark and milk chocolate.  She’d thrown away at least half of her makeup and now her eyes were merely lined with a bit of dark and lovely eyeliner and a bit of eye shadow.  It made her look slightly exotic and very, very pretty.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I think I’ve been the wholesome influence on her.  When I met Julie she was into hard liquor, hard drugs, and hard sex.  Now it was just the hard sex.  Exposing her to Kari’s elegance and demeanor probably wasn’t a bad thing either and I’ve been suspecting for some time that Julie was trying to get the necessary funds to buy into the Society of the Golden Rose.  It was a worthwhile goal.  All of the women involved were successful and I admit Julie would have been a wonderful addition, but the financial requirements were impressive and I certainly wouldn’t have been able to meet them. I knew one thing though - I was no longer the only link between Kari and Julie.  That much was certain.
 
    
 
   Julie ignored me when I stepped into the store, but I think that was more because she was with a customer, helping them to find a certain piece of jewelry.  I moved to the back, because out of sight is out of mind, and I didn’t want to distract the customer any more than I already had.  Finally she made her choice, followed Julie to the register, bought her bauble, and left.  Julie turned and looked at me in disbelief, her face finally showing the absolute disgust at my appearance.
 
    
 
   “Kari let you come here like that?” she snarled.  I gave Julie a rueful nod. 
 
    
 
   “Kari made me come here like this,” I replied. Next thing I knew Julie’s fingers were digging into my forearm and she was pulling me into the back room.
 
    
 
   Normally I dread the back room of Julie’s store.  The room itself isn’t important, but practically every single time I’ve ever been in it I’ve been either spanked or slapped.  She studied me for half a moment then gave me a caustic look. 
 
    
 
   “Bare them,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   I knew what she was talking about and I reached up to my shirt.  My fingers fumbled at the topmost leather thong, slipping it off the button.  Then I did it three more times until the front of the camisole hung open, both breasts exposed, the nipples pulled downward by the weight of the clover clamps, springs, weights and bells.  Julie kept an eye on her store through the small window and once my breasts were completely exposed she nodded at the clover clamps.
 
    
 
   “Take em, off.”
 
    
 
   I wasn’t looking forward to that.  Taking off the clover clamps meant allowing the blood to rush back into the crushed tips of my breasts, which would be horribly painful.  But there wasn’t much I could do about it either.  Master Phil’s assignment had me going to Julie and there were certain things that had to happen when you see Julie. It’s almost as much of a tradition as the public stripping on the farm to market road in front of my farm.  I pinched open both of the clamps and pulled them from my nipples.
 
    
 
   I can honestly say that my breasts only hurt from the release of the clamps for about two seconds.  It would have been much longer, and I was already bringing my hands up to cup my burning breasts when Julie swung both hands.  Her aim was right on target and suddenly both my breasts were smashed sideways, towards each other, bouncing from the stinging double spank.  I cried out and covered my chest with my crossed arms, sniveling at the stinging heat blossoming around the tender and burning tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Did you cum?” she demanded. I nodded, sniffling a bit as the heat of her hand slapping permeated my bosom.  
 
    
 
   “Twice,” I admitted.
 
    
 
   “Where’s the spoon?” she demanded.  Trying not to cry, I nodded toward the canvas bag on the desk.  Julie rifled through it and brought out my latest purchase. She swung it once, like a baseball player trying out a bat and then she grinned, her eyes sparkling with a wicked light.  “Put your hands up behind your head and brace yourself.”
 
    
 
   Trembling violently, I did what she told me to do and laced my fingers together tightly behind my head.  She actually laid the smooth back of the spoon against my left breast, like a golfer getting ready to swing.  I couldn’t help it. I held my breath.  She pulled the spoon back and then let it fly.
 
    
 
   It’s one thing to get spanked by hand. It’s a totally new experience to have a wooden spoon smashed against your breasts.  Julie hit me half a dozen times on each side, turning my chest a nice rosy color and leaving me breathless and whimpering.  After each stroke she glanced back out the window and I think she would have continued the spanking of my breasts had someone not stepped into her store.  We were still an hour from lunch time, on a school day no less, but that didn’t change anything.  She still would have the occasional customer.  She gave me an irritated glance.  
 
    
 
   “We’ll do your bottom in a moment. Get the other clamps off and have everything ready,” she told me.  Then she disappeared through the door, her face becoming this mask of polite friendliness, a strange difference between the look of violent sadism she’d had a moment before.  As the door closed behind her I slumped down and fell into the chair, the heavy weights still dangling from my sex knocking loudly on the wood.  It also drove the anal plug deeper into my ass, which was not very comfortable. And remember, the vibroballs and the butterfly were still going.  I sagged in the chair, my hands cupping my breasts tenderly.  I stayed like that for almost a full minute before unbuttoning my skirt.  There were only four buttons now so it didn’t take as long to take off and I unwrapped it from my bottom half, pulling it out from under me to lay it on the desk.  Sure enough, there really was a wet spot on the back.
 
    
 
   I reached down and turned off the butterfly, reveling in the quiet. It had been on for over an hour and my clitoris was swollen and quite exposed, slightly reddened from being in direct contact with the agitating surface of the demonic little sex toy.  I tore open the Velcro straps and pulled the butterfly off and away from my skin, setting it down on the little desk.  Then my fingers slipped down between my legs and pinched open the clover clamps hanging from my labia.  Thick red marks were left and the metal was wet.  My folds were a little stretched but there wasn’t much pain, which was a good thing.  Then I took the vibroballs and butt plug out, cleaned them off with a paper towel (I wasn’t about to lick them after they’d been coated in Stinging O or been in my ass!) and set them on the desk with everything else. I got out the small bottle of Stinging O and sighed when I saw that Kari had put the brush in my bag as well.  Then, naked except for the camisole shirt which hung open on my frame, I spread my legs as wide as the chair would let me and waited. 
 
    
 
   Julie took almost fifteen minutes, and to be honest, I loved every second of peace that brought me. Not having my nipples clamped, or being buzzed out of my mind, was almost worth getting the extra tit spanking, because trust me - Master Phil did not specify or request that my bosom get that spoon treatment.  That was just Julie being Julie.  Her general attitude was that saying hello to me should involve the fast impact of her palm or other paddle like object against my boobs. Repeatedly.  And that wasn’t something that had changed when she’d stopped dressing like a punk rocker.
 
    
 
   While waiting for her I picked up the spoon.  It was thick and solid.  I wouldn’t mind cooking with it or for that matter, being cooked with it.  The back was about as wide as my palm and as far as paddles went, would serve well to that purpose as much as it would handle stirring a thick stew or tomato sauce.  Just out of curiosity, and maybe just a little morbid fascination, I laid the business end of the spoon against my petals, feeling the cool, smooth wood on my tender bits.  
 
    
 
   Julie barged back in through the door and stopped short as she saw me.  I was in exactly the position she wanted, sitting almost buck naked in her chair, legs spread wide, my pussy pushed forward and presented, red and slick and wanting, wearing only the wide open camisole shirt, with my breasts on full display, waiting for her to do whatever she wanted to me.  I still had on the high heel shoes as well, which made me look even sluttier.  Of course it also looked like I was masturbating with the spoon.  She reached down and took it gently from me, the end coated with a bit of my juice.
 
    
 
   “Did you cum?” she asked me, picking up the spoon.  Obviously she meant since I’d entered her store. I shook my head.  I’m not a good liar and despite the fact the one little part of me was curious, I wasn’t ready for a spanking, not like that.  Julie grinned. “Are you sure?”  She slid the spoon down between my legs, rubbing my glistening petals with the spoon, forcing the edge through the swollen folds.  “Want me to spank your clitty?” she asked me wickedly.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, then framed an answer I thought would please her. “If you’d like Mistress.”
 
    
 
   Julie sighed deeply. “I’d like to, but Master Phil said you were only to be spanked for unauthorized orgasms, and I already gave your tits the attention they deserved.  So if you cum again we’ll talk about what to do about your clitty.” She put the spoon back down on the desk.  “But we need to get you set up for your walk!”  I watched as she grabbed the container of Stinging O and the brush and without another word she opened the bottle and dipped the brush in.  Seconds later she was painting my nipples and as the oil began tingling madly against the tips of my breasts, she moved down and coated my clit, the petals of my sex, and my perineum and anus.  In seconds I was hissing, shifting in my seat as the cool tingle of cinnamon oil moved into the scorching heat of the pepper.  
 
   
As soon as she was done she grabbed the clover clamps and set the first one back on the left side of my pussy, then repeated things with the second clamp. I was still having issues just from the Stinging O oil, so the added pressure didn’t really changing anything for me.  Not until she tightened one of the clamps on my right nipple, behind my piercing, did I really notice the pain again.  That hurt a lot, but it also made the burn feel a little less intense.  Then my left nipple was clamped and once again I was sporting four spring loaded weights with bells on the ends.  
 
    
 
   Next came the vibroballs, both of which were dabbed with the Stinging O oil and Julie handed them to me by the wire, careful to avoid touching the lubricated bullets.  I was the one who had to push them in one by one, the chemical irritant lightly stinging my fingertips.  Once they were fully embedded Julie grabbed the controller and twitched the wheel back up to low, setting the two little bullets shaking deep inside me.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” Julie told me and I rose to my feet, wobbling only a little on my high heels.  She gave me a quick once over, grinning like a Cheshire cat.  “I like it.  Can’t wait to make your ass and pussy the same color as your tits,” she observed as she picked up the anal plug.  She pushed me over the desk chair and worked the plug back into my ass.  I groaned as it went in deep.  Then she grabbed the Butterfly vibrator.  I watched her carefully as she strapped it back around my waist and settled the little plastic bug right above my clit. Her finger danced against the front and flipped the switch to low, activating the clitoral vibrator and sending fresh waves of instant sexual neediness through my body. I stiffened, my hips thrusting a few times in prurient reaction, only to calm down once my brain engaged.  Julie grinned, patted the plastic bug, mashing it against my clit a few time before she stepped back.
 
    
 
   “Get dressed, slut. You’ve got stuff to do.”
 
    
 
   I turned and picked up my skirt, wrapping it around my waist as the waves of pleasure and pain washed over me.  The clamps were not comfortable and my nipples were throbbing painfully.  Of course the clover clamps dangling from my labia ached, but there wasn’t any real pain. It was just uncomfortable.  I got the skirt around my waist and began fastening it closed.  The first button was missing but the other four were more than sufficient to keep the material closed.  “Or maybe I won’t have any more unauthorized orgasms,” I said simply, as if trying to convince myself.  Julie laughed.  
 
    
 
   “And maybe tomorrow the Pope will convert to Islam,” she retorted. “Don’t get me wrong, Bre. I like you like this; wet and wanting, ready for me to hurt you and drag you screaming into an orgasm.”  She got close to me and kissed me, hard, right on the mouth.  “I’m hoping I get a chance to use that spoon on your cunt and that you’ll cum while I do it.”
 
    
 
   Yeah… I felt the same way. I almost just said “do it! Please!”  But instead I nodded and finished buttoning the skirt.  Julie picked up the controller to the vibroballs and tucked it into the not-quite-tight-enough waistband, so it was stuck deep. I plucked at the front of the disaster that was my shirt, the little bells hanging from my breasts ringing and pulled it as closed as possible.  As before, the clamps made it impossible to close the shirt.  There is just only so much space you can mash a pair of breasts into, and since I had all that hardware on me I didn’t have a lot of options.  Julie reached up and began slipping the tied loops of red leather thong around each of the remaining buttons, a wicked smile on her face as she helped me get the camisole semi-secured.  The shirt still gaped open right across where the first guy had slit the button from the front and I had to tuck the flap of material downward to keep my boob from being exposed.  Talk about a “wardrobe malfunction”.  Sheesh.
 
    
 
   “There,” Julie declared. “You look… scrumptious.”  My eyebrow went up as she studied me.
 
    
 
   “Scrumptious?” 
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Well, there isn’t really a word to describe you right now,” she admitted.
 
    
 
   “Slutty?” I asked petulantly.
 
    
 
   “Oh girl,” Julie said with sympathy. “You are way beyond slutty.”  She gave my boob a soft squeeze through the shirt. “Have fun.”
 
    
 
   And with that she sent me on my way.  I strolled out of her store with both the vibroballs and the butterfly buzzing between my legs, my nipples and labia freshly clamped, the plug up my ass, dressed like a two-bit street whore, while every sensitive part of me had gotten a fresh coating of Stinging O.  Could things possibly be any less fun?  I took a deep breath (which hurt), squared my shoulders, set my feet toward the food court, and concentrated on not cumming.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: fivebuttons3]Five Buttons - Part Three
 
    
 
   Master Phil had given me a very specific task to complete on my first circuit through the mall.  Fortunately it didn’t involve me buying any more paddles for certain sadistic mistresses to use on various parts of my anatomy.  What it did involve was relief and a stranger.  The idea was simple. I was to walk all the way up to the food court and then back down in a circle to Julie’s store.  Along the way I was to find one man, explain to him what I was doing, and ask him - no… beg him - to turn my butterfly up.  That would bring the vibrations to full power and I’d no doubt be forced to ask him for permission to cum.  If he granted it then Julie would be denied using that spoon on my ass.  If he said no, well… let’s not go there.  Who would say no to cute little me?
 
    
 
   The first few minutes were stressful as my body readjusted to the sexual sensations pouring up through my spinal cord, not to mention the fresh river of lubrication my pussy was secreting.  Each step was a ringing success in not falling to the floor and shaking with orgasm, crying out my need and begging bystanders to fuck my brains out.  But just a quarter of the distance into that first lap I began to feel the overwhelming tension as the springs made the weights dangling from my labia do this herky jerk move up and down, tugging painfully on my labia.  People were still staring and since it was just about lunch time, you can imagine how the number of people began to pick up once I hit the food court.  I was so on edge by that point that I was hugging the wall, scared to move more than a few inches at a time.  
 
    
 
   In my mind, I knew that with one arm pressed to my bosom my shirt’s semi-open front wouldn’t be easily seen, and while there would be the flash of the bells between my lower thighs, you really had to be looking for them under my skirt.  The ringing was more of an issue, but small, cautious steps took care of much of that, and it wasn’t like the clamps and bells on my breasts were making any noise, not with the camisole shirt so tightly laced pulled my front.  So while I was definitely something to stare at, most people weren’t really aware of what I was going through.  And except for the three minute stroll through the food court, right down the center, I was able to keep a relatively low profile against the wall.
 
    
 
   With every eye on me anyway.
 
    
 
   Master Phil had told me to go into a store I don’t visit that often to find the gentleman who I needed to help me with my permissions, suggesting the outdoor store. I took advantage of the fact that Master Phil hadn’t read all my previous assignments, or he would have known I’ve taken advantage of the outdoor store quite a bit over the years.  I’ve come close to being trespassed from there, and since I was sneaking in via the mall side, it wasn’t that big of a deal for me to wander through a few of the sections, looking for an appropriate target.
 
    
 
   The nice thing about doing assignments like this during the school year is that it was easy to avoid teenagers.  So instead of approaching some pimply seventeen year old boy, I was able to find a respectable gentleman restocking shelves full of soccer balls.  He glanced my way when I came up on him, looked back at the shelf, and then did a double take as his brain processed what he was seeing. I’d let my arm drop and so my exposed front, from chin to navel, or at least three inches worth of it, was completely on display beneath the leather loops.  My breasts were still pushed inward, which created this nice little valley that most men wouldn’t have a problem burying their face in given the opportunity. All in all I thought that Julie might just be right. I was looking “scrumptious.”
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said softly, my voice high pitched and just a tad bit girlish, as if I hadn’t quite gotten over being twelve.  “I’m Breanne.”
 
    
 
   “Uh… Victor,” he said after a moment.  I smiled at Victor warmly and took another step closer.  
 
    
 
   “I was wondering if you could do me a little favor, Victor.”  My voice was pleasant and soft and I hoped I was exuding sexual attraction like a magnet sucks in iron shavings.  To put Victor on the right wave length I actually tried to get down on his level, and squatted down as much as my skirt would let me. Victor’s eyes suddenly widened in shock and his mouth opened into this half circle of surprise.  Oops. I forgot about the clamps, springs, weights, and bells hanging from my sex.
 
    
 
   When I was a little girl, my mother taught me that ladies always keep their legs together when they are out in public.  It’s what “decent” women do.  My experience with Kari had demonstrated the power of the feminine body and Kari’s general advice, if not outright command was “Breanne, don’t you dare let your knees touch.”  So when I went down it was in a very unlady-like fashion. In fact I looked like I was catching for the Houston Astros, and let me tell you that the strike zone wasn’t a white plate in front of me.  Victor got a straight view, right up my skirt, getting a glimpse of the butterfly vibrator, which was certainly loud enough for him to hear, the two clover clamps tugging my labia downward, and of course the cute pink wire that actually came out from beneath my skirt’s hem and went up to the controller jammed into my waistband.  
 
    
 
   He stood up fast and backed away from me.  That surprised me.  I gave him a quizzical look myself and stood up.
 
    
 
   “Is there a problem?” I asked, taking a few more steps toward him.
 
    
 
   “Look miss, I think this is highly inappropriate, whatever you need. In fact, with that outfit I think you need to leave the store immediately,” he said with conviction.  
 
   
  
 

 
 
   I blinked.  This was not the way I had envisioned my first encounter going.  Don’t get me wrong, I’ve been turned down before.  I have a whole folder full of failed assignments where something totally unexpected or ridiculous happened, where I was turned down flat, or the police were called and I was trespassed.  I’ve got assignments where I was accused of all sorts of things, from being a harlot to trying to “pervert” this one woman’s son when she found us naked on his bed.  He was twenty by the way - not fifteen.  So all in all I’m used to the occasional man being unimpressed with my charms.  Still, the vast majority of men, when confronted with a girl like me, can at least step up to the plate and swing the bat.  I’d say like eighty percent of the guys I approach are more than willing to flip a little switch and get a blowjob in exchange.
 
    
 
   Victor was clearly in that last twenty percent.  He pulled a phone from his pocket before I could even say anything more and I turned tail and practically ran.  Or more accurately, I waddled quickly from the store and escaped back into the mall before their management team could do something more permanent to me.  Humiliated and embarrassed, I found my way back to Julie’s store.  It was empty except for her when I went in and she gave me an expectant look, surprised when I shook my head.  I went straight for the back room and Julie followed me in.
 
    
 
   “Well?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I looked up at her, my body still terribly tense from the vibroballs and the butterfly, but I just wasn’t that close.  All in all, I was more scared from my close encounter. 
 
    
 
   “I didn’t cum,” I said dejectedly, still trembling.
 
    
 
   She gave me a crazy look. “You mean he said no?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “No. He threatened me and I ran before security came.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened. “Wow.  Really?”  She leaned back against the door and crossed her arms across her chest. “Well, that just means you’ll have to do the round again.  But first, I’ll put some more Stinging O on your tits and clit.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What?  No! You can’t!” I protested.  Julie’s eyes went hard.  
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?  Did you say no to me?” She asked, sarcasm dripping from her mouth.  “You will go back out for another round and you will continue going around in circles until you find someone to turn that butterfly to the next level.  And you better hope that someone says you can cum, because if you do it before the butterfly is turned up, or he denies you that privilege, I am going to take the spoon to your ass.”  Then she grabbed the brush and Stinging O from the table and quickly prepped.  I whimpered as I slipped the leather loops free again, exposing my clamped breasts once more.  Julie just dabbed the stuff on me, right over the metal jaws of the vices.  In seconds the tips of my breasts reignited, feeling as if I’d dipped them in a bath of molten lead.  I hissed and then I was able to re-secure the front of my shirt.  Julie tapped my hip and I lifted the skirt. She forced the brush underneath the butterfly and smeared Stinging O all over my clit and the butterfly itself. I felt the oil seep down through my slit.  Then she ran the brush, with a fresh application of Stinging O from my bottom back over my perineum, and through my slit.  Talk about fire.  I shuddered uncontrollably as it happened.  
 
    
 
   I was half bent over, feeling as if I’d been dipped in hot oil, when Julie snagged the scissors.  I didn’t even notice until she cut the button at the very end of my skirt off, leaving a nice four inch gap at the bottom, and showing off a nice bit of inner thigh.  I gasped as she came up to my shirt and in seconds she’d detached the bottom button of the camisole. The leather thong dangled against my belly and the shirt loosened even more, exposing another inch of pale flesh, leaving everything from my areola inward exposed.  Now I was down to three buttons. 
 
    
 
   “Now go.  I want you back here either so horny you can’t stand up straight, with your butterfly roaring, or I want you steamy and wet, needing a spanking.”  Then Julie pushed me out the door and back into the store.  “Oh, and if you manage to give someone a blowjob, you know what you’re required to do,” she warned me, as if I didn’t remember. “Keep the cum in your mouth.”  A moment later I was standing, trembling in the concourse, contemplating another round.
 
    
 
   I also knew there was no chance I was going to make it.  I was too horny, to on edge.  Orgasm was like an iceberg floating in my path and me, a large passenger ship with too few lifeboats.   My only hope was to head straight for the ice and hope to hell that a head on collision would be better than a glancing blow.  I didn’t even make it to the food court before I took a swift turn and entered a shoe store that I hoped would provide me the necessary help.  There were two clerks, one male and one female and when the girl approached me I told her I’d rather have the gentleman help me.  She gave me a shrug and then went for her partner, telling him that I preferred men.
 
    
 
   Jonathan (that’s what is name tag said) approached with a welcoming smile and I could tell that he immediately appreciated my attire, since his eyes were practically glued to my exposed cleavage.  With the bottom button gone and the front of my camisole even looser, the bells at the ends of each weighted clamp were actually free to ring and as I moved him toward a quieter section of the too small store, I rang with each step and each breath.  Finally there was a sufficiently sized shelving unit between us and the other clerk and I turned on the man I hoped would be my savior.  Especially since we were down to seconds, rather than minutes.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I’m Breanne,” I said breathlessly.
 
    
 
   “Jonathan,” he said with a smile, still staring at my half exposed boobs.  “So what can I help you find?” he asked.  I’m not sure if he was unaware of my situation, or just obtuse, but I bit my lip and tried not to keel over twitching.  My words came out in a rush and I might have been just a tad bit stressed.
 
    
 
   “I need you to turn up my butterfly vibrator, please?” I begged him, lifting the front of my skirt.  His eyes finally left my bosom for a moment and widened in shock as he took in the sight of my stretched labia hanging down and the pink butterfly vibe sitting atop my clitoris.  He didn’t move, even when I pointed to the exact spot where the switch was located.
 
    
 
   “Please?” I whimpered. “Turn it up?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He gave his partner a quick glance, but the girl was ignoring us, and he reached down to my loins and quickly turned the Butterfly Vibe from low to high.  The second he had done so I grabbed his arms, my voice now tight and high.  
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” I whined, clinging to him. “Please can I cum?” I begged, making my doe-like eyes and pleading with every fiber of my being. It wasn’t an act either.  I was close.  So close that if orgasm was a cliff and I was standing at the top, I had one foot out in thin air and the other with just my heel on solid ground.  
 
    
 
   I love unexpected situations like this because Jonathan said yes without even asking about the alternatives, which was really good for me because frankly I was already cumming right then and there.  The bells tinkled as my body reacted to the powerful vibrations rumbling through my clit and my sex.  My buttocks clenched tightly around the plug buried in my bottom and my nipples throbbed with desperate need and pain.  I held onto him, trembling from top to bottom, my entire body shaking, except for my hips, which ground into him with a desperation reserved for starving people.  His thigh was pressed tightly against the butterfly vibrator, which in turn was against my clit, and you can probably figure out what the whole thing looked like.  From the stunned expression on poor Jonathan’s face, I’m guessing nothing like this had ever happened to him before.
 
    
 
   The orgasm itself wasn’t so powerful that I couldn’t control myself.  It had been softened somewhat in intensity by the aching of my nipples and the incessant bouncing of the weights and bells.  The ringing of both my ears and my accessories came to a stop and I looked up into his eyes with an expression of absolute contentment.  We both stood there for a moment and then he said the sweetest thing a man has ever said to me after letting me cum in his arms.
 
    
 
   “Wow.”
 
    
 
   I smiled and my fingers tightened on his forearm.  “Now I want to make you pop,” I said softly, but still urgently.  After all, the vibroballs were set on medium and the butterfly was at high and that wasn’t going to change for a while.  I wasn’t sensitive yet, but that was only a matter of time.  And now I was really on the clock.  “Is there a place I can give you a blowjob?” I asked breathlessly.
 
    
 
   Jonathan blinked. “Uh, not here,” he said, glancing around the store.  
 
    
 
   I smiled and nodded.  I am the goddess of knowing naughty places to do naughty things in everywhere.  “Follow me on a bathroom break after I leave.  Go left after you leave the store and I’ll be waiting. I know a place.”  Then I leaned forward and kissed his cheek.  Turning, I left him standing there astonished and walked out of the store.
 
    
 
   I only had to wait about a minute, my arms wrapped around myself as my body slowly began to report that it was having trouble with my vibrators again.  The relief of explosion only lasts so long when you’re subjected to non-stop stimulation and while the vibroballs weren’t bad, the butterfly was starting to get to me.  At low I can handle it for thirty or forty minutes.  On high?  After a previous clitoral orgasm?  Are you kidding me?  Get out a damn stopwatch, preferably one that measures time in nanoseconds.  I’d be lucky if I managed to get Jonathan alone, buttons cut off both my shirt and skirt, and give him his reward for helping me out before cumming again.  An unauthorized cum.
 
    
 
   Sigh… why are my assignments always like this?
 
    
 
   As soon as Jonathan stepped out of the store I emerged from the little nook I’d wedged myself in and started walking.  He caught up to me in seconds and I reached out and squeezed his hand.  He took big steps, which I couldn’t match, not in the stupid high heels I was wearing, or with all the rubber and motorized plastic toys stuffed up inside me.  The weights bobbed and jiggled from my nipples and labia and every step and breath was filled with ringing.  People stared at me as if I were a freak at a circus and despite the fact that things were their quietest on a Wednesday afternoon in the middle of September, I was still the center of attention.  
 
    
 
   And I understand.  What did they see?  Here was this girl, with fire-engine red hair, which would have been enough mind you, walking the mall in platform heels, wobbling as if she didn’t know what she was doing, wearing a skirt with two missing buttons, sporting a bright pink wire on the outside that clearly went to some sort of sex toy, as well as an ivory colored camisole shirt that was wide open, with a red leather thong loops holding the front only somewhat in position to keep my nipples from showing.  Add to that the obvious bells which swung between my bared and glistening wet thighs, making everyone wonder just what the bells were hanging from, along with the obvious hardware dangling down from my nipples, and you can imagine the looks I was getting.  And they didn’t even know about the plug I had in my ass, or the butterfly vibrator on my clit, or the vibroballs buzzing around inside me.
 
    
 
   “There’s a clothing store right there.  I’m going to go in, grab something to try on, and head to the changing rooms.  You come in a minute later and do the same thing, and I’ll signal you which changing room to go into,” I explained simply.
 
    
 
   I knew the store and was well aware that there would be only one clerk working.  Which meant she couldn’t ride herd on the changing rooms and the store already had two customers in it, which meant she’d be busy.  I gave his hand another squeeze, waddled in as best as my stuffed loins and butt and shoes would allow, and surprisingly managed not to attract any attention from the clerk. I grabbed a shirt, went to the changing area, and slipped into a stall.
 
    
 
   The minute long wait was excruciating, especially since I was right at the door with it cracked open a quarter of an inch.  Finally Jonathan appeared, excited and just a little freaked out.  I opened my stall and dragged him in.  Things went fast from there and I started by handing him the scissors.  He took them with a confused look.
 
    
 
   “Cut a button from my shirt and from my skirt,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “Are you crazy?  How will they stay on?” he said in surprise, his voice low.
 
    
 
   I just closed my eyes and spread my arms, making it clear that nothing else was going to happen until he snipped.
 
    
 
   There were three buttons left on my shirt, the top and two below my boobs, thanks to both the gentleman on the bus and Julie’s indelicate snip earlier.  At this point much would depend on which button felt like cutting, since removing the top fastener would probably cause the top halves of both sides to just fall open, revealing my boobs. To my surprise Jonathan removed the third button from my shirt, leaving the camisole closed at the top and near the bottom.  This caused the material to gape open and now things were bordering on indecent.  I felt this surge of insane embarrassment. I’d caught my reflection in the mirror. How on earth was I supposed to walk around with my tits hanging out like this?  Sure, I wasn’t exposed technically, but that was a matter of centimeters and angles. A simple bell-ringing skip would reveal everything anyway.  
 
    
 
   I presented my hip to Jonathan next and he tried to decide which of the three buttons of my skirt were going to go.  He snipped the next one up from the bottom, making the slit in the front of the dress now go from mid-thigh to just above my wet, swollen and butterfly covered slit.  The button fell to the floor and he moved backward just a bit to get a look at my pink petals, the swollen clit, and the hardware clinging to my labia.  Slowly I sank to my knees and brought my hands up to his belt.  The blowjob was deliciously naughty and I had him cumming into my mouth in minutes, filling my mouth with his cream.    The taste of him lingered even after he left the changing stall, allowing me to get dressed again.  For me, there wasn’t much to it.  With just two buttons of the camisole secure, and not even the right ones, my boobs were almost completely hanging out the open middle, and with the bell weighted clamps dangling from my nipples as well, I was a walking neon sign that said “fuck slut.”  My skirt was now almost completely open and with the right twist I’d find myself flashing my lower hardware not to mention where it happened to be attached.
 
    
 
   Jonathan wasn’t waiting for me and I was somewhat relieved.  With one arm wrapped around my boobs and the other holding my skirt together up front, I crept from the store and hurried back toward Julie’s little jewelry shop.  The walk was agony and ecstasy all in one and by the time I made it my pussy was tingling in ways that demanded immediate attention.  She took one look at me, pointed toward the back door, and followed me into the little supply closet.
 
    
 
   “Show me the cum,” Julie demanded.  I froze, my eyes widening. I’d totally forgotten.  Yes, I was supposed to find someone to blow, but I was also required to keep their cum in my mouth so I could show Julie that I’d actually done it.
 
    
 
   “Julie! I forgot!” I blurted out, suddenly terrified.  Julie rolled her eyes.
 
    
 
   “How do I know you actually did it then?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I blanched. “I did. Honestly. You have to believe me!” I whimpered.
 
    
 
   “No. No I don’t,” she said as she picked up the spoon.  “And frankly, you’re going to be punished for that. Now get your head down on the desk and bend over the chair,” she said next, once more gesturing with the spoon.  I struggled to my feet, then turned the chair around. I bent over the back, clutching the arm rests and closing my eyes.  Julie put her hand on my bottom, grabbing hold of the hem of the skirt in order to pull it up when she suddenly glanced out the back window of the store and cursed.
 
    
 
   “Shit. Wait here. Stay like that,” Julie said, tossing the spoon back down on the desk and going out the door.
 
    
 
   My breasts hung free, the clover clamps tightly biting my nipples, my entire bosom having fallen out from between the open portion of the camisole shirt.  The springs that attached the lead weights and the bells to my boobs swung between the desk and the chair as I breathed and the light ringing of the bells filled my ears.  Against my thighs I could feel the edge of the other set of bells and I spread my legs, ringing with each movement as I opened up, trying to keep the hardware from digging into my vulnerable and soft thighs.  I tried to take shallow breaths, but that just set the bells hanging from my tits ringing faster.  
 
    
 
   Julie came back in after a few minutes and apologized, picking up the spoon at the same time.  She brought it down against my rump lightly, rubbing my ass with the back of the utensil.
 
    
 
   “So how many strokes do you think you deserve, slut?” Julie asked, still rubbing me with the spoon, working the flat back of the utensil down between my legs, making the clover clamps jiggle before I felt the smooth end against my labia.  She tapped me a few times, taking my breath away and making me rise up on tiptoe.
 
    
 
   “As many as you’d like, Mistress,” I replied, now feeling a definite arousal.  She laughed, pushing the spoon up underneath the butterfly, teasing my clit with the edge of the spoon before dragging the wooden implement back through my entire slit and up through my buttocks.  The spoon banged against the base of the plug Kari had stuck up in there. The Stinging O oil had broken down into a sullen heat, but her caress made it feel that much hotter.  
 
    
 
   “I’d like to leave an imprint of this spoon on each cute little cheek, but I don’t think that will help you with this assignment.  So instead we’ll just blister your bottom a little, turn it red.  What do you think of that?”
 
    
 
   “If that’s what you’d like, Mistress.”  The words came out quietly, almost desperately.
 
    
 
   Julie raised the spoon and was about to bring it down on my ass when suddenly she froze. “Did you have an unauthorized orgasm?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help the smile. “I had permission,” I replied, my thoughts wandering back to Jonathan and the sweet little orgasm I’d had in his arms.  
 
    
 
   Julie grunted and then slammed the spoon into my ass. There was a loud crack, the sound of the flat end striking my buttock and then Julie began paddling me with rapid, hard strokes, filling the little back room with a combination of my gasps, whimpers, yelps, and the steady snap and pop of the spoon striking my butt.  I lost count at twenty two and it wasn’t until my legs started to crumple and my hand shot backward to cover my ass that she let up.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” Julie ordered.  She glanced back out the window, didn’t see anyone, so turned back toward me.  “You will make another circuit,” she said as she grabbed the small bottle of Stinging O and uncapped it.  I watched her with both hands on my ass, cupping the now bruised, scarlet, and hot cheeks.  “You will make another circuit with the vibroballs and butterfly on high.  If you feel the need to cum, you must have permission.  You WILL provide another man of your choice oral satisfaction, and you will return with the cum in your mouth as proof. If you have either an unauthorized orgasm, or do not return with those pretty little lips covered in white cream, I will remove the butterfly and the vibroballs from your pussy, as well as the clamps, and I will beat your cunt with the spoon until it hurts for you to walk.”  She dabbed some of the oil on my nipples, right over the clamps.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “It already hurts to walk,” I said stupidly, wincing as the fresh application of Stinging O reignited the fire at the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes hardened into agates.
 
    
 
   I winced and looked away. “Sorry.”  The buzzing was already a major distraction and I felt like I was already halfway up the mountain of orgasmic satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Go. Cum. Suck. Swallow,” Julie said, waving her hand in dismissal.
 
    
 
   “Uh… wait.  Isn’t that contrary to what you just told me to do?” I asked in confusion.  Julie responded by pushing me out of the back room with a wicked grin on her face.  No one was in the store so I hurried forward, letting the back of my skirt drop down to cover both my stinging bottom and the plug.  In one of the mirrors of Julie’s store I took stock of my appearance.  The camisole was open all down the center between the top and fourth buttons with the material gaping, both boobs trying as hard as possible to fall out. The bell clamps were hanging loose, meaning that every breath I took resulted in the light ring of the bells and actually walking created a chorus of chimes that combined with the ringing from between my legs.  From the waist down I wasn’t much better.  The skirt was only being held together by the second and third buttons from the top and every step I took caused the slit to open, flashing my inner thigh, my labia, tugged downward by the second set of weighted clover clamps, and the pink butterfly vibrator sitting over my clitoris.  All of this was perfectly visible.  And of course the butterfly was buzzing away on my clit and I still had the plug in my ass.
 
    
 
   Good lord.
 
    
 
   I stumbled forward, attracting tons of attention as both men and women stared at me.  I blanched at it all and tried to cover myself up.  All sorts of terrible but delicious things were happening beneath my skirt as my sex ripened again, the heat of the spanking combined with my humiliation and everything else.  I made it only a couple of steps when a strong hand grabbed my elbow from behind, tugging me backward and almost making me lose my balance. I’m pretty sure that at least one of my boobs fell out of the front of the shirt.
 
    
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?” demanded a hard voice as I clutched my arms back across my chest.
 
    
 
   I turned, frightened out of my wits, only to sigh in relief.  “David,” I said in relief.
 
    
 
   “You’re lucky security hasn’t found you yet,” he said harshly.  He looked around and then pushed me forward, hurrying me, which in all honesty was not a good idea, all things considered.  The ringing of the bells increased dramatically and people were staring at both of us.  Finally he reached some sort of service corridor and hurried me down it.  We stopped in front of a white painted door and then he opened it with a key. He turned on the lights and I found myself in a semi-large room filled with a lot of pipes and valves. The door closed behind us.
 
    
 
   “Now this is taking it too far, Breanne.” David glared at me, crossing his arms across his chest.  “You look like a tramp whore and there have been calls to security about you.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  That wasn’t good.  I’d be asked to leave.  Wait. Wait a moment. That would be fantastic!  I’d avoid the spanking with Julie and everything!  I nodded with an eager look.
 
    
 
   “Okay.  They can escort me back to my truck,” I said pleasantly.
 
    
 
   David frowned.  “What happened to the buttons of your shirt and skirt?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I looked down. “What buttons?”
 
    
 
   “Do I need to spank you?” he demanded, irritated at my flippant remark. 
 
    
 
   I did a half turn, smiled at him from over my shoulder, and flipped up the back of my skirt, showing off the still bright red splotches.  “Been there. Done that. Got the marks.”
 
    
 
   David sighed. “What’s the assignment?” he finally asked.
 
    
 
   Then it was my turn to let out an exasperated sigh.  “Complicated,” I said.  “Right now I’m looking for someone to give me permission to cum and a guy I can blow, keeping his cream in my mouth to show Julie, all to prevent punishment.”
 
    
 
   “That’s all?” David asked ruefully.  I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Then why are you missing buttons on your shirt and skirt?” He asked.  I sighed. Again.
 
    
 
   “I’ve had to let them get cut off after every encounter if someone turned up either the vibroballs or the butterfly.”
 
    
 
   David crossed his arms. “Really?  So I suppose this means you’re at full throttle now, doesn’t it?”
 
    
 
   I nodded weakly, leaning back against the metal electrical…. thingy. 
 
    
 
   “And I’m guessing you’re so horny that you can barely walk? Are you close to cumming?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, the tension in my body strong and obvious.
 
    
 
   “Well, first of all, no you can’t have permission to cum, even if you need to.  And as far as a mouthful of semen, I can provide that.” The smirk on his face almost made me laugh.  I shook my head in playful disbelief until he began unbuttoning his trousers.  I walked right up to him.  The floor was hard, but it wasn’t like I had a choice and I dropped down to my sore knees and began pulling down his pants.  Seconds later his thick cock was in my mouth, I had one hand stroking the base of his penis, while the other was caressing his scrotum.  Do I know how to do it or what?
 
    
 
   David groaned and it didn’t take much effort on my part to get him to stiffen in my mouth and erupt ten minutes later.  With a mouthful of his cum I stood up as he started to get his trousers back together.  I waited on him, trying not to swallow, the acrid taste of his spunk very strong.  He looked over at me and then reached down between my legs.  He pressed the butterfly vibrator hard against my clit, but while I was tender and sensitive, I wasn’t that close to orgasm. I’d cum not fifteen minutes before.
 
    
 
   “Think you can make it back to Julie’s store with a mouthful of cum?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, thinking of how far I really had to go.  We were close and if I could just turn around and go back, I’d be fine.  But if I had to go all the way down to the food court and then back around, well… we were talking about a fifteen to twenty minute walk in my current state.  David sighed and shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Come here,” he said to me, motioning me toward him.  I took a few steps toward him, feeling the plug in my bottom shift in time with the vibroballs buzzing between my legs.  Our eyes met and I tipped my lips up so that he could kiss me.  I felt the soft pressure of his mouth on mine and my eyes closed, the warmth of his body seeping into mine.  I felt a pressure against my belly and then a sharp tug. I gasped, pulling back to look down.  David held a small pocket knife in his hand, the third button of my skirt no longer attached but in his hand.  I bent down, my breasts dangling and ringing as I looked at the slit in the skirt.  Now it was open all the way up to my lower belly.  I looked back up at David in shock as he reached out and grabbed hold of the gold padlock attached to my right nipple and pulled me closer.  I let out a sharp yelp as the bells rang and then the knife came up and he held it up in front of my eyes in a threatening gesture.
 
    
 
   Now I just want to say here that I had no fears about David being violent or anything like that.  I didn’t think, even for a moment, that he was going to cut me.  Even when he put the tip of the knife against my nipple, just gently letting the sharpness of it torment me, I didn’t think he was going to cut me.  And he didn’t. Not even a little.  But the camisole wasn’t so lucky.  He pulled the tip of the knife away from my breast and with a quick slash parted the fourth button from the material, letting the circular fastener drop to the floor.  And that was that.  Now the only button left was the one on the top and the shirt was only held together with a red leather loop.  It formed a wide, inverted V shape, closed at the neck and widening as it went down.  My nipples were barely covered and now you could see the clover clamps, the springs, the weights, and the bells, free and clear.  
 
    
 
   I stepped backwards, eyes wide, realizing that I’d accidentally swallowed all the cum I had in my mouth.  I let out a groan and looked down at myself.  I was going to get pussy paddled now.  There was nothing I could do short of finding some other willing guy to get my mouth around.  And even then, technically at least, Julie could still go ahead and give me the punishment anyway.  I was so keyed up.  Okay I wasn’t on the edge, but I could see it. Metaphorically. It was right over there.  Just a few feet away.  
 
    
 
   “Straight back to Julie’s store.  Then leave,” he told me.  I nodded, tingling everywhere.  We stepped to the door and he let me go first out into the hall. I glanced left, then right. No one was back there, and as I turned to say good bye, my fucking skirt slipped right off my body and fell to the ground.
 
    
 
   We both stood there in surprise for a moment, but then David laughed as I squatted, the bells ringing, my breasts falling out of the camisole, struggling to yank my skirt back up.
 
    
 
   “Yes, straight back to the Julie’s store,” David repeated as I clutched at the skirt, then the camisole.  I looked at him in horror. 
 
    
 
   “Please! David! I can’t go out like this!” I hissed.  David shrugged. 
 
    
 
   “You’re the one who wore it.  What do you want me to do?” He asked, holding out his hands.  “If it were legal, I’d strip you naked and march you down the corridor, making you stop and ask for pinches and spanks at each kiosk along the way.”
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson, David’s suggestion working its evil way straight down to my sex, which tightened around the vibroballs.  I realized I was going to cum again.  David saw it in my face and he reached out, touching my shoulders.  With patient care he turned me around toward the hallway door that led back out into the mall, patted my on the bottom, and gave me a tender push. I stumbled forward, one arm across my chest, the other trying to both hold up and keep closed the skirt. If I’d had any money on me I would have stopped in the first store to buy clothes, and the hell with the assignment.  I was four paces from the door when my libido suddenly spasmed and I let out a soft cry, falling to the side and ended up leaning against the wall as I exploded again.
 
    
 
   David came up behind me and stood there watching.  “I’m tempted to cut another button, but that would be awkward, wouldn’t it?”
 
    
 
   I glared at him through the waves of assault and pleasure, my nipples throbbing, my clitoris burning.  I couldn’t tell if I were in ecstasy or agony.  I struggled to get my outfit closed again and then pushed open the door, stepping back out into the mall.  We weren’t that far away from Julie’s shop so I rushed, heedless of the shocked looks I got.  I managed to get there without being stopped and headed straight to the back the moment I made it in.  Julie’s eyes widened as I passed her and she followed me straight back.
 
    
 
   When I made it into the sweet privacy of the supply room I broke down, letting out a choked sob.  It was too much.  I just couldn’t deal with it.  I burst into tears and Julie held me, her arms wrapped around me as the skirt fell to the ground and my breasts hung free out of the ruined camisole.  She reached up and began freeing my nipples and labia from the clover clamps and as the blood rushed back into the pinched folds of my flesh my sobs burned with the pain.  Finally she turned off the butterfly and pulled it away from my clit.  I gasped in relief and then she even helped me to turn around, tugging the vibroballs and the anal plug out.  
 
    
 
   She left me alone then, returning a few moments later with a soda in a large paper cup.  I drank it down fast, hiccupping as the pressure and tension on me dissipated.  Again I was left to my own devices and about thirty minutes later she came back in, this time with lunch.  I ate ravenously, ignoring the fact that I was still naked, sitting at her desk.
 
    
 
   “Bre?” she said simply.  “I’m not letting you back on the bus. I called Heather and she’s coming in early.  I will drive you to Kari’s office.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and looked up at her. “But… but…” I started to say.  This was too much.  She needed the money.  And I couldn’t take her time!  And what about the assignment?  I looked up at her with tears in my eyes. I reached out and took her hand, giving her a squeeze.  She held it for a moment and then patted my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “This one was too much for you to do, Bre.” 
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: between]Between
 
    
 
   The wind rustled the leaves around us, dappled sunlight streaming through the trees and leaving a mixture of light and dark on Nick’s skin.  I smiled wickedly, my hips grinding down as I worked myself back and forth on his extended shaft, his fingers tracing lazy circles through the oil that coated my body.  I was naked, gloriously bare and the fact that we were lying on a thickly padded quilt, in a quiet and secluded glen, deep in the George Bush Reservoir and Flood Plain, just made our love making all that much better.  I wriggled my hips, eliciting a groan from his half open mouth.  His thumbs graced my nipples, almost flicking the gold piercing on my right breast.  A small padlock dangled down and he teased it, sending tiny sparks of exquisite pleasure back up through me.  I clenched down on his cock, squeezing him inside me, my toes curling as he strained upward.  I’ve always loved this position, with me on top, controlling depth and penetration angle.  Normally my own satisfaction is an afterthought when I’m in this kind of situation, wildly screwing someone nearby, but this time I needed to cum first and I let myself go with a kind of wild abandon that made me all the more attractive to Nick.
 
    
 
   I hate to say it, but our wild, outdoor, fairy-like lovemaking became a race and evidently I’m better than I thought I was because I felt shudder beneath me even as his thick rod turned into a granite pillar.  There was a throbbing sensation deep in my loins and I fought the urge to snarl at him as he grabbed me and rolled, pinning me to the quilt and taking me by force for the last few necessary thrusts.  The new position released the pressure I’d been building on top of him and as I felt him gasp and go still, I muttered a few choice swear words, straining with need and want, facing disappointment.
 
    
 
   Nick half collapsed on me, holding me still, which made things even worse and it wasn’t till I hit him lightly on the shoulder with a grunt of displeasure that he rolled off me, his weight no longer holding me down and his softening manhood leaving a wet trail across my thigh.
 
    
 
   “Damn!” I said again, sexual frustration powering much of my agitation.  
 
    
 
   Nick laughed, clearly pleased with himself and obviously in the middle of the afterglow I’d wanted to have.  
 
    
 
   “I was supposed to cum first!” I protested, crossing my arms angrily over my bare and slick breasts.  Before we’d even started I’d done a strip tease right between the two big oak trees, followed up by a very sexy, deliberately slow and exotic oiling. I’d done every part of myself too; front, back, boobs, butt, feet, legs, arms, and I made a special effort to get every little fold and petals of my sex, knowing that Nick was watching, going slowly nuts with want.  And after I’d gotten everything from the neck down slippery and glistening, I’d told Nick to take off his pants and I’d oiled him as well.  Though I might have been a bit more focused on one particular part.
 
    
 
   “So? Masturbate?” Nick said to me, standing up and moving back over to where he’d kicked off his clothes.  I sighed in exasperation.
 
    
 
   “The idea was for me not to have to masturbate,” I said with frustration, laying back and staring up through the foliage.  It was pretty, the way the light danced in the leaves.  
 
    
 
   “Well, it can’t be like you haven’t done it already, what… three times today?” Nick asked, tugging his boxers back on over his now shriveled cock.  I scowled at him and stuck out my tongue.  He laughed and as soon as he had gotten his jeans back on he went over to my backpack and rifled through it.  Half a moment later he tossed me a long, black rod, a thin tube dangling from the back end like a tail.  It hit my thigh and fell onto the quilt.  I picked it up and looked at Nick in exasperation. 
 
    
 
   “This is an anal plug, dummy.”  My words were cutting but Nick was too pleased with himself to care.  He shrugged and put on his shirt.
 
    
 
   “So?  You had it in your cunt a month or so ago, front to back, right?  So what’s the problem?”
 
    
 
   I let out a sound that could only be pronounced as “hmphrrhfff,” but he did have a point.  The Titanmen Inflatable Wonder Plug was intended for a girl’s bottom, but could easily be used up front as well. It wasn’t quite as comfortable as some dildos of similar size since the bend was different, but considering it would be at least an hour before Nick was up for another round of “make the Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut whimper,” I figured that I could go ahead and try it out anyway.  And I really was still desperate.  So with Nick watching, a big grin on his face, I grabbed the toy, lifted it between my legs, and slid the whole damn thing into my sopping wet pussy, oil and my own juices lubricating the slick and shiny phallus.  My hand picked up speed as the synthetic cock, which wasn’t quite as good as the real thing, slid in and out, driving me right back toward climax.  
 
    
 
   I spread my legs, bringing the slick bottoms of my feet together, opening up in a butterfly like pose, and arching my back as one hand began to tug, tweet, and pull on my nipples.  My fingers slid across my bosom and down my stomach, then back up, stroking and swirling, sending little shivers of exquisite pleasure through me.  I let out a tiny moan, my hips thrusting with steady grace. I’m sure it was quite a fetching sight because I was terribly serious, ignoring the fact that Nick was watching.  I’m absolutely positive that I was twice as intriguing as I’d been a few minutes earlier, pinned under him.  The black rubber cock, ostensibly meant for my bottom, slid in and out of my sex and my petals pulled and pushed with each thrust of my hand. It didn’t take me long to let out a cry of astonishment, the massive plug doing to me what I wanted and needed.
 
    
 
   The second I let go Nick was there, between my legs, one hand taking the toy out of both my hand and the warm and wet spot it was resting in, while the other swirled through the oil to get purchase under my body. I felt myself flipped over even as I groaned in disappointment as the Wonder Plug was pulled from my sex.  Then to my surprise Nick pressed the well sauced tip against my bottom. I was already well lubricated, even inside, so as he pushed all I needed to do was relax and then the full six and a half inches were buried in my backside.  He grabbed hold of the pump, squeezing the black latex bulb half a dozen times.  I felt the plug widen and grown in my rear, going from uncomfortable to barely tolerable.  I sucked in a thick breath of air as my body tried to adjust.
 
    
 
   “There now.  That’s set.  I think we can get started,” Nick said with a grin.  I half rolled back over, my buttocks tightening in reflexive torment.  Either deliberately or unknowingly, Nick had set the vibrations rather high or the earthshaking sensation was flooding through my loins from back to front.  He had the cuffs ready and I lay there in a sort of dazed state, my focus still on the thick rod penetrating and shaking my ass as he quickly wrapped the leather cuffs around ankle and wrist.  When he was done he patted my rump, his fingers slipping on the oil.
 
    
 
   “You can stand now, Bre.”
 
    
 
   I climbed to my feet slowly, almost languorously, stretching my body, still awash with the soup of adrenaline and oxytocin, of dopamine and serotonin that came from climax, my veins taking it to every corner of my being.  I gave him another smile, half-satisfied smirk and half drug-induced pleasure.  Nick grinned and moved behind me, snagging one wrist and then the other, securing my arms behind my back and making sure that my fingers were wrapped together.  He stuffed the pump to the Wonder Plug in my hand as well and I couldn’t resist giving it another squeeze, feeling the thickness inside me grow even larger.
 
    
 
   “I think you need to spread your legs now, as wide as you can,” he said with a smile and I took a single step, my oiled feet still on the quilt, but spread wide, way past the distance of my shoulders, the feminine naturalist version of da Vinci’s Vitruvian man, but way the hell sexier.  I bit my lip and looked at Nick with a wicked and sensuous invitation.  He ignored it with a shake of his head and I sighed lustily.
 
    
 
   “I shouldn’t have let you cum,” I complained as he took the first skein of rope and unwrapped it, tying one end to the silver loop embedded in the ankle cuff on my left leg.  
 
    
 
   “I like to think of it as preemptive reward,” he replied, taking a few steps backward and tying the other end of the rope to the live oak nearby.
 
    
 
   I snorted derisively. “Preemptive reward? That doesn’t even make any sense,” I taunted him as he crossed in front of me, another skein of rope in his hand.  “How can you preempt a reward?  You want the reward,” I complained as he tied off my other leg.  With my hands behind my back I almost lost my balance, my stance was so wide, but he helped me, putting a hand on my hip to keep me upright.
 
    
 
   “You are so right,” he whispered, his hand sliding down to cup my sex. I moaned as a two fingers slid into me, the oil and my explosion making the penetration super simple.  “So how did you do the other four orgasms?” He asked, pumping his fingers.
 
    
 
   I shivered, fresh waves of pleasure washing over me.  I nodded, swallowing the need to gasp as he worked me wetly.  “Different ways,” I wheezed as another rush of pure bliss blossomed between my legs. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it certainly was a wave.  “I used my Husky dildo this morning in the barn.”
 
    
 
   Nick withdrew his hand and wiped the goo across my tummy while I shuddered and groaned.  He went back to my bag.  “That’s just one.  You didn’t do all of them with your Husky dildo.  Besides, that thing is only nine inches long.”
 
    
 
   I nodded as he drew something pink and black out of my bag.  The Velcro straps were loose, dangling as he brought the pink sex toy closer.  “Did you use this?” he asked, holding up the Rotating Venus Penis.  I shook my head as he moved it down toward my sex, rubbing the tip of the four inch, plastic cock against my clit.  I moaned and he grinned. “Tell me, or this doesn’t go in.”
 
    
 
   “Just a regular vibrator,” I whispered, trying to push my loins forward without losing my balance.  Nick shook his head and clucked his tongue in disappointment.
 
    
 
   “For you, I was kind of hoping for something epic.  You are after all, Breanne Erickson, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”  But as he said it he pushed and the bulb of the RVP slid into my wetness, spreading my petals, making me sigh in relief.  Nick began wrapping the straps around my waist, securing the Rotating Venus Penis to my body.  I squeezed it tight, my sex convulsing around it.  
 
    
 
   “That’s two,” he said, finishing up a moment later.  He stepped back to survey his handiwork and then grabbed the remote, which was dangling down between my legs.  This he brought up behind me and tucked it in along with the controller/pump for the Inflatable Wonder Plug.  I tried to turn it on, but it was just out of reach. Nick ignored my pitiful attempts and went back to my bag, bringing out the two small, metal pails, the binders twine, and the clover clamps.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip as my breasts rose and fell with my deepening breaths.  He brought the pails over to me and gave me a knowing look.  “I know you had to do something intense and crazy for that fourth orgasm. Right?” He asked as he tossed the first pail over a low hanging branch off to my left.  The small container fell halfway to the ground before being brought up short by the twine he held in his hand.  Quickly he tied it off to one of the clover clamps and then held it up.
 
    
 
   “Tell me,” he said, holding the metal jaws over my left breast.  “Did you use the Core Driller dildo?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head, my eyes locked on the silver gleam of the clover clamp. They were designed to tighten the more you pulled on them, and these had been filed, given ridges that made their gripping power increase tenfold.  They’d never come off, even with my breasts slick and oiled.  I felt a rush of adrenaline, of fear go through me as Nick pinched the clamp open and I leaned back away from him as far as I could go.  He grabbed me and put his hand on the back of my neck, forcing me forward.  
 
    
 
   “Focus Bre. Fourth orgasm?”
 
    
 
   The words seeped out of me in a rush. “The monster vibrator!” I said, referring to the 12 inch long blue-tooth enabled sex toy I’d been given at my Welcome Back party.  The moment the words were out of my mouth Nick let the clamp close and I let out a sharp cry as the tip of my breast was crushed tightly between the metal pads.  The twine went taut and I saw the bucket swing off to my left.  Nick took a deep breath and shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Was it on?” He asked as he prepped the other pail, tossing it up and over a branch off to my right.  I nodded eagerly as he tied the end of the string to the spare clover clamp.  He came back up to me and grabbed my right breast, the pierced tip almost touching his chest, squeezing it with his fingers, plumping me like a pillow.  He held up the clamp, the line going off to the side, over the branch and down to the little empty bucket.
 
    
 
   “What setting?” He demanded as he threatened the tip of my breast with the clover clamp. He stroked my nipple with the cool metal and I stared at the clamp, waiting, breathless for it to bite me.  
 
    
 
   “Hey!” he almost shouted, dragging my eyes away from the clamp to his face.  “What setting?” he insisted, pressing the clamp against my nipple, but not letting it close.
 
    
 
   I blinked, so many sensations and needs and fears exploding through me, my body trembling from the buzzing in my ass, the still silent form of the RVP’s synthetic cock filling my pussy.  I felt the strain of my stance and then the words finally formed.
 
    
 
   “High, of course,” I replied scathingly, a sudden moment of clarity that was lost a second later when the clamp tightened on my flesh, just behind the piercing. The ridges carved into the steel gripped me tight, cutting through the sheen of oil and I gasped.  It set my little charm padlock dangling.  I let out a mewl of complaint, the pain rushing through me. I hadn’t realized just how much the little buckets would weigh when I bought them. They didn’t feel like much when I’d been holding them, but now - tied and dangling from just my nipples?  
 
    
 
   “Now that is truly fetching, Bre.”  Nick compliment was sincere as he stepped back to admire my writing, naked, oiled body, illuminated by afternoon sunlight.  “It’s worthy of a picture.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened.  “Don’t you dare,” I threatened him, meaninglessly.  He stepped around behind me and then the RVP came on.  I let out a whine, purely responsive to the new sensations as the four inch long cock began rotating inside me, round and round in wild arcs.  The base of the RVP, a thick block of plastic stretching from my clitoris down my entire labia began vibrating, sending waves of pleasure through me, only to ricochet off the alternating resonance of the Wonder Plug in my bottom.  My knees buckled, which made me wish my arms were tied to the tree branch above me, rather than behind my back, and it was only Nick’s timely intervention that prevented me from driving the Wonder Plug even deeper with a fall.
 
    
 
   “Whoa there, girl. You okay?” He asked as I struggled to get a grip over my body’s reaction to the RVP.  Despite the orgasms, all five of them, I was feeling it.  The RVP always does this to me.  
 
    
 
   “Just…” I stammered, feeling as if I’d just been swamped by a rogue wave.  “It’s just… intense.” I swallowed, my lower half fluttering as competing vibrations were stirred into a sexual soup, all with me as the pot.  Nick realized the issue a moment later.  
 
    
 
   “Ah…” he said knowingly. “That close, huh?”  He shook his head in disbelief.  “Girl, sometimes you astonish me. How the hell can you be this fucking ready all the time?”  He turned away from me and went back to our gathered supplies, grabbing the heavy gallon jug.  It was filled with water and he popped off the lid and went straight to the bucket to my left.  Without even a word of warning, he poured water into the little pail, the splashing sound filling my ears.  Of course the weight tripled, tugging my breast up and outward toward the branch the connecting twine was draped over.  The little pail swung and I let out a little shriek of my own as the clover clamp, as was its nature, tightened diabolically on my nipple.
 
    
 
   Nick ignored me and crossed over to the other side, in seconds I had a matched set of water filled buckets, both anchored to my breasts.  The strain was terrible and it felt like someone had grasped the tip of each breast with a pair of pliers.  But as bad as the throbbing torture was, there were a few positives.  One, they helped keep me upright and not so dangerously close to losing my balance, and it created an instant backflow of sexual need, swirling intensely with the vibrations and rotation of the sex toys inside me. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t even notice that my hips were starting to jerk, thrusting forward lewdly as the RVP and the Wonder Plug did their little dances.  Nick watched for a moment with a silly grin as my oiled, stretched, bound, stuffed, vibrated body went through the motions of oncoming climax. Then he snapped his finger.
 
    
 
   “I forgot!” he said in disbelief.  He went back to the bag and pulled out the flogger I’d brought.  It wasn’t a cruel weapon, but it stung like the dickens if the person wielding it really wanted.  A handful of little rubber strings were mounted on the handle and Nick shook them out as he moved behind me.  I was cognizant that he was circling me, even somewhat aware that my rump was about to be a target, but I was still too wrapped up in the coming orgasm to really care.  I closed my eyes and readied myself, but when the stroke didn’t come, my hips again began pumping.
 
    
 
   That’s when he swung the whip.  The rubber strands struck my bottom and I cried out as the sting bit through the swell of pleasure that had built beneath my skin.  I jerked forward and almost lost my balance, but the pull of the weighted buckets, each attached to just the tips of my breasts, kept me from toppling over.  It was maddening.  I struggled to hold my position, to balance, going up on tiptoe even, exposing the arch of each oiled foot, while everything conspired against me.  Nick struck again, this time a bit lower, across the backs of my thighs, the little rubber strands crisp against my skin. My hips slung forward as I tipped backward slightly, which just tightened made the buckets swing wildly.
 
    
 
   “Can’t have that, can we?” Nick said with a shake of his head.  He moved around to my front and began kicking at the grass.  A moment later he found what he was looking for, bending over to lift it up.  My eyes widened in alarm, even as a fresh surge of insane sexual pleasure hit me between the legs.
 
    
 
   “No Nick! Please! You can’t!” I begged as he continued to search the forest floor. My protests didn’t stop him either. I half expected him to go right to one of the buckets, but he continued his search as I got closer to the cliffs of orgasm, the overload of vibration rocking me back and forth, my nipples tingling.  Finally he found a companion rock, just about the same size as the first, and he brought them over to me.  He dropped one in the right bucket first and I felt the corresponding tightening of the clamp.  It felt like someone had grabbed my tit and yanked upward, pulling me onto the tips of my toes.  Before I could even adjust to that new agony, Nick deposited his other rock in the opposite bucket.  Now I was truly pulled to the extremes and I cried out, throwing my head back, perspiration beading on my brow as I rocked back and forth.
 
    
 
   He picked up the whip and gave me a satisfactory look. “Very nice,” he said.  Then without even a warning, he swung the whip overhand, striking me right between my stretched out breasts.
 
    
 
   “Oww!” I yelped, the sting almost eclipsing the burning pulse of the clamps on my nipples.  Nick ignored my cries and swung at my outstretched thigh, catching me so high that half the rubber strands caught my petals, sending shards of stinging heat through my loins.  He hit me on the opposite leg, working his way down, leaving red blotches on my oiled and pale skin, before working back up.
 
    
 
   “Brace yourself,” he said wickedly, the brought the whip upward in an underhand swing used by softball pitchers around the world.  The rubber strands of the flogger caught me, the RVP only blocking the worst of the blow.  Most of it struck my exposed perineum, my outward turned folds, and my bottom.  I let out a loud keening noise, bouncing ridiculously up and down on the balls of my feet, water splashing out of the buckets as Nick hit me again between the legs, and then a third and fourth time.
 
    
 
   And that was it.  That was all I could take.  I let out a sound that would have attracted every male within hearing distance, each saying “my God, what is that noise?”  While inside each would know it was the sound a woman makes when having a mind-blowing orgasm.  I didn’t just shudder, I roiled.  My sex didn’t just tighten, it locked down around the still rotating, vibrating cock.  My hands, still bound behind my back, curled into fists, the knuckles white and hard.  I sucked in a long breath of air and then let it out as every pore of my body seemed to ooze the excess sexual energy in one long, mind-numbing moment.
 
    
 
   “Holy Shit,” Nick whispered, the whip faltering.
 
    
 
   When I was done I felt like my insides had been stripped away and that every last dreg of energy I possessed had just been sucked out and washed down a nearby storm sewer.  I saw in colors that I wasn’t used to seeing.  Everything seemed as if it had more contrast, the edges sharper and delineated.  As the explosion ebbed leaving me a husk I began to feel the vibrations again, grinding away inside me, the RVP serving as the mortar to my pestle.  I needed it to stop.
 
    
 
   “Nick,” I gasped.  “Please?  Turn them off?” I asked, feeling as if the Titanmen Wonder Plug was drilling a hole up through me, instead of just trying to vibrate its way to China.  
 
    
 
   Nick blinked and gave me a confused look.  “Breanne?” he asked.
 
    
 
   My breath caught in my throat as my hips pushed forward, the irritation of the continued buzzing driving the motion.  “Nick, please.  I’m too tender.”  And I was.  I’d had six orgasms, most of them with a vibrator of some kind and now, now it was too much.  I could feel it inside me, the slow burn eating away at my nerves.  I let out a shuddering whimper as he cocked his head to the side.
 
    
 
   “But you’re supposed to have another orgasm,” he said it as if he couldn’t believe I was asking him to let me go.  He just stood there dumbfounded while the last bits of me eroded away, shaking apart under the onslaught of too much sexual stimulation.  My chest heaved as my breath came out in a rapid fire burst, parts of me hurting too much to believe.  I needed the pressure on my nipples gone. I needed the vibrators stopped.
 
    
 
   “NICK! PLEASE! STOP IT! PLEASE!” I yelled at him.  He came right up to me, eyes hard and his voice soft.  
 
    
 
   “Do you want a medical out?” He asked me.  I nodded, tears springing up in my eyes.  He cupped my cheek, stroking it with his thumb.
 
    
 
   “You know you’ll be punished,” he assured me.
 
    
 
   I let out a whimper. “Nick, please…”  I couldn’t keep my hips still and I rammed my groin into his leg.  It pressed the Rotating Venus Penis harder into my clit and the sound I made could have melted steel.  He sighed, then moved behind me.  He turned off the plug in my ass first, then the RVP, stilling it within me.  Then he went to the buckets, dumping the water on the forest floor and removing the rocks, setting them on the ground.  With the weight off my nipples half the pressure on me vanished and again my knees buckled.  I started to fall over but he caught me, lowering me to the ground so that I lay on my back.  He opened the clamps and I screamed as the blood slipped back into the crushed tips of my breasts, sobbing into the forest glen.  He rolled me partially to the side and released my hands. I wrapped my arms around my breasts, squeezing my chest, trying to mitigate the pain in my nipples.  I felt him unbuckle my right ankle, freeing my leg, and as soon as the other side was done I curled up into a fetal ball and shuddered.
 
    
 
   Nick cleaned up quietly until everything had been packed away.  Nothing remained except the quilt I lay upon, two damp spots on the forest floor where the water had been poured out, and one over-used, twitching, over-sensitive nympho humiliation pain slut.  He came over to me and I felt, rather than heard the sound of the air release valve being opened, allowing my Wonder Plug to shrink in size. I groaned as Nick pulled it out of my ass and wiped it down with one of the spare hand towels I had brought.  I rolled toward him and spread my legs, my hands going down to the RVP, my nails scratching at the Velcro straps to take it off myself.  Nick stopped me.
 
    
 
   “You want to leave it in,” he said sincerely, holding my hand.  I blinked and stared at him.  “NHPS Rule #1?  You don’t want to take it out, only to have to put the ben wa balls, or something else in there, do you?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  My pussy felt like I’d poured sand in it and then rode a sybian for four hours.  My clit was sensitive and sore and the insides weren’t much better.  Even off, the four inch cock of the RVP was pressing into me in unwelcome areas, and I wasn’t sure I could tolerate it.  I sat up experimentally.  It was unpleasant, but not bad.  I let Nick pull me to my feet and I winced.  
 
    
 
   “You okay?”  
 
    
 
   I shook my head, my fingers going down to the straps. I didn’t care.  The hell with NHPS Rule #1.  I tugged the RVP away from my loins, seeing the bright red swelling of my clitoris.  I chucked the toy at my bag and Nick shook his head and sighed. 
 
    
 
   “Want the ben wa balls?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “No.  I’m done for the day.”
 
    
 
   “It will go harder on you later,” he said as he brought me my clothing.  I didn’t respond, but put on the gym shorts and tee shirt.  I looked up at him, a skim of tears in my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for respecting my out,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   He took a deep breath. “I didn’t want to,” he said. “I wanted to lay you down on your back, tie your hands to that tree back there, and start it all over again.  The clamps, the buckets filled with rocks and water, the RVP and the Plug in  your ass, all of it going, just to see what would happen.”  
 
    
 
   My eyes widened in fright as he shook his head.  “Why didn’t you?” I whispered.
 
    
 
   Nick grinned ruefully and shrugged.  “Because you said stop.”  He didn’t say anymore and after a moment, I leaned forward and hugged him tight.  
 
    
 
   Gingerly, slowly, we took the trail through the softly rustling leaves of the forest, back toward the dam, hand in hand, a master and his submissive, sweet silence, understanding, and respect, between him and me.
 
    
 
    
 
   Between Orgasms
 
    
 
   Breanne, for your next assignment you will start by giving yourself five mind-blowing orgasms.  It doesn't matter how.  You can fuck someone, or several someones, or you can do another assignment for all I care.  All that matters is that you are well sauced when you begin what I have in mind for you.  I need you sexually tired.  You will need some supplies for my assignment, including two small metal buckets capable of holding at least a pint of water each, a gallon of water, two twenty foot lengths of twine, your wrist and ankle cuffs, two skeins of rope, your Rotating Venus Penis, your Titanmen Inflatable Wonder Plug, and your pair of non-connected clover clamps. For appearances I would also suggest your bottle of grapeseed oil.  Last but not least, you will need to bring a rubber flogger. You will then find a friend who will assist you with this assignment, preferably one who will not balk at hitting you with the flogger.
 
    
 
   You will be taken out to a wooded area where you will find a suitable place between two trees with overhanging branches.  You will strip naked and then completely oil yourself from the neck down except for your nipples.  Strap on the RVP. Insert the Titanmen Wonder Plug, and attach the clover clamps to the tips of your breasts.  Place the wrist and ankle cuffs on yourself, then move between the two trees.  Allow your assistant to attach the twine to the clover clamps, throwing the loose ends over branches to your left and right.  Your assistant will then attach the small buckets to the ends of the strings so that the buckets are suspended in mid-air.  Spread your legs as wide apart as you can comfortably stand - and uncomfortably stand would be better, and allow your assistant to tie your ankle cuffs to the two trees, keeping you spread open and immobile.  Then your assistant will bind your wrist cuffs together, behind your back.  Have your assistant turn the RVP to full power, both rotation and vibration function, as well as inflate the Titanmen Wonder Plug to its full size, then activate the vibration function.  Lastly, your assistant will fill the small buckets with water. 
 
    
 
   Your goal is to have an additional two orgasms.  At any moment when you are not actually having an orgasm between the trees, your assistant may whip you, fondle you, pinch you, or tickle you.  A third orgasm would be greatly appreciated. - Brandon
 
    
 
   [bookmark: judgment]Judgment
 
    
 
   I looked curiously at the grungy Ford Escort hatchback that sat along the curb and wondered what the hell was going on.  Usually it was only my dirty, ancient, but still running strong, Ford F-150 that was out of place in the posh, luxury condominium neighborhood that required both a gate code and an engraved invitation just to enter. I had pulled up in front of Kari’s home, a beautiful two-bedroom place that was technically as large as most middle class homes, despite being labeled “condominium.”  The landscape was lush and well maintained, and the style of the bungalow type residence just made you want to go inside and take a tour.  On lifestyles of the rich and decadent.
 
    
 
   I recognized the other car though.  Hell, I’d ridden in it before., not to mention having been bound to the hood and spanked thoroughly, prior to having five different guys each fuck me up the ass on it.  That’s the sort of experience that makes it hard to forget a vehicle if you catch my drift.  The dirty, sky blue rust bucket belonged to Julie, a good friend of mine and occasional mistress.  When I’d first met her she’d been a twenty year old punk-rock Goth-girl, with multi-colored hair that basically changed hue based upon her mood.  Her clothing had been artfully ripped, shredded, and dyed black, revealing a tattooed, pierced, somewhat anorexic girl who had a penchant for violence and aggression. Her presence at Kari’s place meant that she’d been invited, which probably wasn’t good for me.  I took a deep breath, absolutely positive that things weren’t going to go my way.
 
    
 
   The previous day I’d been involved with an assignment from Master Brandon, helped out by an acquaintance of mine named Nick.  I’d sort screwed things up literally and called for a medical out, my own way of saying “uncle” or tapping the mat. The problem with asking for a medical out, for saying “stop” when you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, is that there is a sort of review by Kari, who considers the circumstances.  She then applies an appropriate punishment, depending on whether or not she feels that I was right to ask for the out.  Case in point, last year I got cut with a cane, right across my labia and was bleeding. Not only did that violate my blood limit, but it made me instantly drop the rest of the assignment on medical out.  Kari’s punishment?  No orgasms for two days, in order to heal, and then a masturbation session with nothing but a feather.  Yep.  See?  In the military that’s called “proportionate response” and Kari is very good at it.  Which is why I was extremely nervous.
 
    
 
   I got out of the truck and closed the door, butterflies in my stomach.  I was wearing a simple pair of khaki shorts, a tee shirt (sans bra), and flip flops.   Not exactly the most seductive or sexiest of outfits, but I had my reasons.  Visiting Kari was always more about being able to get out my clothing, rather than wearing something that would make people want to do naughty things to me.  Trust me, at this place there would be plenty of people who would do naughty things to me regardless of what I was wearing. I had on a pair of light blue panties under the shorts, and under the panties I was stuffed with my ben wa balls, two golf ball sized spheres that contained an offset pair of weights, which caused the two little globes to swirl and spin inside me with every step.  I hadn’t masturbated at all that day, though I’d wanted to.  It just didn’t seem right considering that I’d actually done a medical out the previous afternoon based on “over-sensitivity.”  That just seemed sort of like saying “no, I wasn’t drunk!” while drinking a beer and possibly slurring your words of protest.  It might be true, but it sure doesn’t look good.
 
    
 
   I took the walkway up to Kari’s front porch and found myself in this man made jungle of bromeliads and painter’s plants, with the view blocked by a massive oleander that Kari had planted there just for me.  I didn’t knock and instead began to peel off my clothing.  The shirt went first, baring my creamy white breasts, the gold piercing and tiny padlock, the symbol of the Society of the Golden Rose in black enamel emblazoned on the side, hanging from my right nipple.  Oddly enough, I wasn’t sporting any serious bruises, welts, cane marks, or even much redness.  The previous day’s assignment had called for me to be flogged, but there had been two clamps attached to my breasts and so I’d sort of gotten off light.  As my fingers slid down my stomach I did notice a mark or two that might have been from the whipping, but nothing too damaging.
 
    
 
   I pushed my shorts and panties down in one movement, letting the material drop to the slate covered ground.  I stepped out of my flip flops at the same time I shucked my foot out of my fallen attire, thus standing naked with only the little string of the ben wa balls sticking out from between my thick petals.  I gathered my belongings, folded them up neatly, and then knocked on the door.  I wondered who was going to answer.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take longer than five seconds before the door opened and my heart fluttered as Julie’s smiling face appeared.  She was dressed conservatively in a dark blue, skin tight shirt, and a black leather mini skirt that complimented her quite sensible and fashionable high heels. Her chocolate colored hair was shoulder length and you could barely tell she was wearing makeup.  Sometime after January she’d grown up, going from her previous heavy-metal-band-groupie look to something elegant, trimmed, and quite ladylike. She looked fantastic, despite the fact that she wasn’t well-endowed when it came to bust size.  She gestured me to come in and I did.  As usual, I put my clothes down on the little key table that Kari kept by the door, tucking my flip flops underneath.  Julie shut the front door as I scanned the living room.  Kari was sitting in the easy chair, dressed for sex, wearing a black corset that pushed up and presented her bare breasts, along with a pair of black lace panties that covered her well-trimmed slit.  She wore black thigh high stockings as well, though she wasn’t wearing any shoes.  Her straight blond hair lay neatly on her shoulders and there was a black lace choker around her neck, which I thought looked too much like a collar.
 
    
 
   But that wasn’t what got my attention.  What got my attention were the two naked bodies in the middle of the living room floor, performing what could only be described as a vigorous act of sexual intercourse.  One of them I instantly recognized as Robert, Kari’s live in boy-toy, a man so submissive, patient, and obedient that he’s actually been able to tolerate living with Kari.  I’m not being rude or tactless here. I’ve lived with Kari. I managed it for two years before we had some irreconcilable differences that made me leave.  Kari is obsessive compulsive to a degree that’s almost dangerous.  It makes her an amazing interior designer, but it also makes her hell to live with.  Everything has a place.  Leave one thing out of whack and wham, instant punishment.  And since Kari has only lived with individuals who were submissive to her, she had ample opportunity to inflict whatever punishments she wanted.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong, Kari isn’t cruel.  But she’s a sadist.  It’s how she gets aroused.   She needs to hurt someone sexually before she can cum herself, and even then she isn’t prolific in the personal satisfaction section.  If I had to hazard a guess, I’d say that Kari has one orgasm to every fifteen of Robert’s explosions.  Compared to me? It’s probably one to fifty.  My lovely blond goddess is not made for sexual climax.  She’s made to give it.
 
    
 
   Robert was on top of a woman, another blonde, pumping away like mad.  I leaned a little, trying to see whose face might be under the amazing physique of Kari’s sex slave, and caught sight of a girl who looked vaguely familiar.  She was thin, but not anorexic and had quite a bit more flesh on her than Julie.  That meant plenty of curves and to be honest, I suddenly felt jealous of Robert.  The girl was wearing nothing but black leather bondage cuffs, wrapped around both her ankles and wrists, and I could see her pretty painted toenails on one foot, which was sticking straight up over Robert’s shoulder.  I caught a glimpse of her face, her eyes closed, mouth half open, her entire body shaking with every powerful stroke of Robert’s cock.  
 
    
 
   “Michelle!” I said in surprise, finally recognizing her.  She was a waitress Kari and I had met one afternoon at a restaurant that the Society frequents.  Michelle had come by Kari’s office later and been offered a choice; domme me or strip naked and serve Kari.  Michelle had been conflicted, wanting both, and I’d been the voice of reason, asking why she couldn’t have her cake and eat it too?  Michelle had stripped, readying herself for Kari’s attention, but she’d also spent some time tormenting me.  But hey, I’m not retelling that story.  You can read about it if you really want, or heck, you probably have already.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t seen Michelle in months and she’d lost that teenagerish look she’d had, blossoming into something every man and not a few women would love to sink their teeth into. Her hair was longer, curled, and clearly a regimen of frequent sex and probably some sexual torture of some kind had really made her very pliable.  At least, she looked like she was enjoying herself, despite the fact that she was folded up like a pretzel under Robert’s thrusting torso.
 
    
 
   “Oh God!” Michelle suddenly gasped. “I’m close!” 
 
    
 
   And with that one statement Robert pulled out and stood, his thick cock straight and wet and clearly needy.  Michelle’s sex was wide, wet, and pulsing as she shuddered at the aborted orgasm, clearly walking the edge of the cliff, so close she could taste it, but far enough away she wasn’t going to fall. Now I wasn’t so jealous. Edged by actual sex?  That’s just cruel. As Robert stepped back I saw that Michelle’s arms were crossed across her body, her wrist cuffs connected to the opposite leg, except behind each knee.  It kept her bottom and her sex on perfect display.  There was a sharp snap near the side of my face and I flinched, turning to see Julie giving me a predatory look.
 
    
 
   “Hands behind your head,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and laced my fingers behind my head, bracing myself.  Julie’s signature hello to me was always the same, a rather vicious breast spanking that would leave me breathless, aching, and quite pink across my bosom.  Julie smiled and lifted her hand, giving me a sharp smack against my left boob that made it bounce painfully and sent this stinging heat through my entire body.  I sucked in another hard breath of air and then she began a steady stream of hard slaps, spanking my breasts back and forth in this rapid flurry of blows that quickly changed the temperature of my bosom into something approaching a restaurant’s warming plate.  Each slap left a sting that faded into that same delicious heat and she kept at it until my face turned away, my lip caught between my teeth, struggling to hold still.  Then Julie kissed me.
 
    
 
   “It’s nice to see you,” she said warmly, putting one arm around me while the other rested softly on one breast, kneading my hot curves.  Then she pushed me toward the living room, edging me past Robert who was still standing there with a hard-on.  Michelle looked up at me with a grin, but I could still see the pressure of her almost orgasm in her eyes.  She was desperate and it wouldn’t take much to push her over the edge. 
 
    
 
   Julie maneuvered me around to Michelle’s face and then pushed downward. “Straddle her head, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I dropped lower and went to my knees and Michelle arched her neck upward.  I knew what they were wanting and I spread my thighs far enough to make it easier for Michelle. She ignored the string going to the ben wa balls, and instead focused on my clit.  In seconds I was gasping, my hips churning up and down.  Kari gave me a suspicious look and put her fingers together, looking quite studious.  Scratch that. She wasn’t looking studious. She was looking evil. Or pissed.  Or evilly pissed.
 
    
 
   Kari watched silently as Michelle did some things to my clit that were exquisitely delicious. Her tongue swirled over and around it, only to draw me in, suckling my tender bits into her mouth.  I responded predictably. I moaned, rocked my hips, and rode her like the little pony she was.  Of course I should have realized that it was a test.  If I’d really been overly sensitive the day before, to the point where I’d needed to call for an out, then why was I eagerly face-humping the cute little blond in the middle of the floor?  Had I really been tender, or sore, or bruised, I should have been wincing and flinching away from the eager and almost voracious tonguing I was receiving, not participating with gusto.  
 
    
 
   “You may plead your case,” Kari said suddenly and I had to drag my brain away from the sensual overload of pleasure erupting between my thighs.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to explain yourself to someone who could easily have you whipped when you’re about to cum?  I lifted up a little, making it a tad bit more difficult for Michelle, but Julie solved that problem by unclipping Michelle’s wrists from her ankles.  In seconds she wrapped her arms around my outstretched thighs and pulled me back down.
 
    
 
   This didn’t seem fair.
 
    
 
   I said something intelligent, like “uhhhh…” punctuated with a serious moan before managing to assemble a coherent thought through the swirling pleasure inside me.  I don’t know why it was so hard since I’d been practicing what I was going to say since early that morning. The gist of it was simple.  By the time I’d had one orgasm, bound like that between the trees, with the RVP spinning out of control between my legs and the inflatable Wonder Plug shoved up my ass and also vibrating , I was too sensitive to have a second and then a third orgasm like Master Brandon had specified in the assignment.
 
    
 
   “I was too sensitive, Kari.”  The words spilled out of my mouth before I even had a chance to realize how dumb they sounded.  I groped for something else to say, since even I knew that I’d never pleaded sensitivity as a justifiable reason for a medical out.  It’s just not like me.  I’m one of those girls who gets over-sensitized and it begins to hurt and then that turns me on more, not less.  And Michelle’s tongue was still darting against my clit, pushed me in little sharp bursts right toward that edge she herself had been denied.
 
    
 
   “Too sensitive?” Julie quipped.  “That doesn’t sound like the nympho humiliation pain slut I know.”  The dark brunette shook her head, her eyes narrowing as she watched me tremble atop Michelle.  “You seem to be quite enthusiastic right now.  Not a shred of sensitivity.”
 
    
 
   I glanced at Kari.  This was not going the way I’d planned, or expected.  I hadn’t anticipated Michelle. Or Julie. I figured I’d get examined, would moan and wince my way through a few probing touches.  I just hadn’t quite expected to be walking into a room already set against me.  And how the hell was I supposed to argue my point when my hips were rocking back and forth over Michelle’s face, leaking enough girl goo to soak her down to the collar?
 
    
 
   “I uh…” I paused as Michelle sucked hard on my clit. “I was sensitive yesterday,” I said lamely, my voice pitched just a tad bit higher than normal.
 
    
 
   Kari just stared at me while I groaned, whimpered, and basically did everything but cum. Then she asked the twenty million dollar question.
 
    
 
   “Why were you so sensitive?”
 
    
 
   She knew exactly why. She’d approved the bloody assignment. Master Brandon had required me to have five orgasms before I’d even started.  And so I’d complied.  The idea was for me to be already sated and thus more likely to suffer for a longer period of time bound between the trees.  Brandon hadn’t specified how I was too achieve those orgasms, so I decided to be creative.  Unfortunately the length and breadth of my creativity only went as far as selecting which vibrator I wanted to use.  Though in my favor, I had tried to do the last one the old fashioned way, with a handsome young man sliding his tool through my slit.  I summoned up as much willpower as Michelle had left me and answered.
 
    
 
   “I’d already had five orgasms, Kari and…” I began to say before she rudely cut me off.
 
    
 
   “I believe your record is twenty-one.  Why would six orgasms make you too sensitive to continue the assignment?”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Sure, I once had twenty-one orgasms in one day, but over half of that was with me strapped down to Kari’s bed while she diddled me.  It was soft, sweet, intense and exhausting.  I also wasn’t really responsible.  It isn’t hard to endure something when you don’t exactly have an alternative.  And honestly I’ve never quite gotten close to that magic number again.  But okay… I could see her point.  What’s six orgasms to a girl like me?
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure, Kari.”  It came out as a whimper because Michelle was clearly trying to provide an alternative point of view.  Think of her as the prosecuting attorney in the case.   And she was doing a damn good job arguing her perspective from between my thighs.  Hell, I was practically making the case for her!  
 
    
 
   “You had the option to select any means to orgasm you thought appropriate.  What options did you choose?” Kari asked.  I was about to answer that question with a litany of vibrators I’d used the previous day, when Michelle suddenly decided that my argument would be better made by me having a powerful, wet, totally feminine orgasm.
 
    
 
   I cried out as I bucked on Michelle’s face, Kari’s question lost in the waves of pleasure streaming up through my loins.  Michelle’s tongue actually went deep into me and by the time I realized that I still hadn’t answered Kari’s question I was wrung out and feeling incredibly satisfied.  It’s tough to worry about a death sentence when you’re higher than a kite and feeling pretty damn good.
 
    
 
   Julie snorted and Kari shook her head. “It’s clear that you aren’t in any kind of distress and by orgasming now you’ve made it obvious that had you truly been in trouble yesterday, requiring a medical out, you wouldn’t be so receptive to Michelle’s tongue.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  My eyes bulged theatrically and I think I stammered something ridiculous, but that only lasted for about three seconds because Michelle evidently didn’t equate orgasm with stop.  She began licking my clit again and I shuddered through a second wave, so totally lost in what Michelle was doing that I didn’t really bother paying attention to anything else.
 
    
 
   Kari looked over at Julie. “I think a full round of Breanne’s bedroom, thirty minutes per station, would be appropriate?”
 
    
 
   Julie blinked and then grinned.  “That sounds very good, Kari.”
 
    
 
   Kari’s voice was dark, but also held a hint of amusement.  “Robert?  Please escort Breanne to her bedroom and get her comfortably uncomfortable on the iBench.”  Robert bowed his head and crossed the living room, grabbing me by the arm.  He lifted me to my feet, my legs just a tad bit wobbly as Michelle’s tongue was pulled from my soaked and splayed petals, much to my disappointment.  I stumbled and Robert held me up as I was dragged away, down the hall toward the very first bedroom door.
 
    
 
   It was affectionately called “Breanne’s Bedroom” but “the dungeon” would have worked just as well. Probably better.  The room was larger than my room at home, easily eleven by thirteen feet, leaving more than enough room for the art deco meets Holy Roman Inquisition interior design scheme Kari had created.  Stepping into the room the first thing that draws attention is the St. Andrew’s cross located in the back corner.  Kari’s cross is heavy wood, with steel rings attached at key points, including options for waist, thigh, calf, and forearm restraints.  Oh and wait, it gets better.  Once you’re bound to the damn thing she can actually release a locking mechanism in the back and the whole thing will rotate, leaving you upside down and tilted slightly toward the back wall.  It’s a disconcerting sensation, the blood rushing to your head, and she has perfect access to your private parts in that position.
 
    
 
   Then, depending on whether you go right or left, reveals some of the other intriguing items in my “bedroom.”  To the right you find a strange looking stool that’s missing its seat. Sticking up out of the center is two large rubber dildoes, both obviously stuck on mounting poles which go to an electric motor beneath the stool. I call it the “Full Bore” machine and trust me, sitting in that thing, with both dildoes pumping violently in and out of your bottom half, at high speed, leaves you breathless, worn, and just a little sensitive.  
 
    
 
   Then there are a pair of metal stocks, ultra-modern and cantilevered so that it doesn’t take up much space.  There were five holes in the crossbar; a big one for your head, and small ones for your wrists and your feet, all evenly spread across the restraint bar, which was also removable from the post. This meant that Kari could leave someone in all sorts of interesting on-the-floor positions, immobilized for her pleasure, as well as just leaving them bent over for a spanking on the stocks itself.  In the far corner was a wooden post on a metal base, with adjustable height, to be used for spankings and other restraining purposes, and lastly, right by the door, was the Wooden Horse, a solid oak contraption that basically was nothing more than a thick, heavy wooden prism, a dulled but still intense edge pointing straight up, loving sanded and polished, and let me tell you that wasn’t just by hand. I did some of that polishing with my wrists cuffed behind my back and a full coating of Stinging O on my breasts, rubbing that luster in.  Two stools stood to either side of the horse and there was a selection of clamps, whips, floggers, and canes hanging on the wall.  Plus there was a spreader bar and two milk jugs filled with sand, heavy clips making them ready to attach to the spreader bar.
 
    
 
   In the other direction and in the corner next to the St. Andrew’s Cross sits a metal cart upon which rests a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator, or TENS unit for short. A staple now in the BDSM world, the TENS unit sends a low voltage electrical current along the surface of the skin, between two points.  Kari has an entire box dedicated to probes, dildoes, clamps, and pads, all wired to transmit and receive electricity.  Want to fry a girl’s clit?  Put the forceps clamps on her and turn the dial.  Want to cramp her feet?  Put one pad on the ball and the other on the heel and watch her arch tighten in painful spasms.  Curious to see if you can make her back bend so that only her shoulders and heels are on the iBench pad?  Stick one of the electrified dildoes in her pussy and turn the power up.  I guarantee you she’ll be begging in seconds.  It’s shocking, really, what you can do with the thing.
 
    
 
   Sorry. Bad pun.  I suspect that will generate a flurry of suggested punishments for my poor sense of humor.  Tied up spread-eagled?
 
    
 
   Which leads us to the iBench, the perverted offspring of a medieval stretching rack and a nautilus machine. Made with welded square pipe, it looks like a capital letter “I” complete with tangs out to each side.  There are a number of pulleys, upright bars, and steel clips attached to the thing, along with a crank at the bottom, meant solely to enable the person bound to be stretched open into the splits and held there.  Kari first got it when the iPhone and the iPad were just gaining traction and the name stuck.  Since then I’d spent hours strapped to the damn thing, my legs spread into the splits, my ankles held tightly up and away from the rest of me, stretched out with my hands above my head.  Since your torso is so low on the bench, your pussy and bottom actually hang right at the edge, making sure to provide access to whomever wants to do unspeakable things to you.  And that’s right where Robert led me.
 
    
 
   I sat down with a sense of resignation, though if I’d known what was coming I’d probably have been a little more agitated.  You have to understand that by itself the iBench isn’t much of a torment.  So you can’t move. So what?  So they’ve got your legs spread so wide that your thighs burn and ache.  How is that torment?  But see, the thing about the iBench is that it gets you ready for them to actually punish you.  None of this went through my mind while Robert expertly attached the black leather cuffs to my wrists and ankles and I scooted into the appropriate spot for him to pull out the steel cables and attach them to my feet, the metal clicking of the hand crank filling my ears.  In seconds I felt the ripple of stretched muscle as my legs were pulled in opposite directions, exposing my soaked slit and the swollen petals, both of which still wanted attention.
 
    
 
   When Robert was done stretching me out on the iBench my hands were bound tightly above my head and my entire torso was taut along the padded leather bench.  I had very little available movement, especially since Robert had put the lap belt and the thigh restraints on as well.  You could have poured a bucket of ants on me and I wouldn’t have been able to do anything but scream and breathe heavy.  Completely restrained, exposed, and open I was at the mercy of my dommes who no doubt had plans.  What was it that Kari had said?  The round?  I’d never heard of that punishment before, but she’d also said thirty minutes which didn’t sound that bad.  
 
    
 
   “Hey Robert,” a soft voice said from the hallway. I turned my head and saw Michelle peeking in, her eyes bright and her smile warm.  She was clearly appreciating my situation.  
 
    
 
   “Hi, Michelle.”  Robert’s tone was sedate as he went to the small closet door and opened it, reaching in.
 
    
 
   “Mind if I come in?” Michelle said, stepping into the room and right up to the iBench.  “Mistress Julie said I should come in and check out the equipment, especially how Breanne’s going to be punished.
 
    
 
   I blinked at that, but wisely didn’t say anything.  My comments would have been superfluous at that point.  I lifted my head to look around Michelle’s bare buttocks and saw Robert pulling out the spanking stands. I groaned and lowered my head.  A round of spanking? Seriously?
 
    
 
   The spanking stands are simple devices.  I suspect that the stands themselves once started off as used microphone stands, the kind you used to see in standup comedy clubs and still populate church choir lofts.  However, thanks to the diabolical mind of Mike the Hardware Guy, a personal friend (with extreme benefits), they had all been modified, a small electric motor attached to the top of each steel bar.  Attached to the motor was a wheel with a diameter of just over a foot.  And joined to the wheel were two supple belts of leather, both about twelve inches long.  Worse, two of the stands had arms which stretched the motors and doubled their available range.  Robert began bringing the stands over and Michelle watched curiously as he began positioning them around me.
 
    
 
   “So the three go between her legs?” Michelle asked curiously, spurring me to lift my head and look down.  Sure enough Robert had positioned the spanking stands to strike my clit and both thighs.  I let out a soft whimper as Michelle put her hand on my right breast and began fiddling with the piercing.  That helped, but I was still dreading the thirty minutes of steady spanking my sex and thighs were about to get.  Robert went back to the closet and brought out the two stands with extendable arms.  These he positioned to my sides, moving Michelle out of the way and setting the stand height so that each belted wheel was only about eight inches above my breasts.  Then he started plugging them all into a power strip which was thankfully off.  
 
    
 
   “Wow, does that hurt?” Michelle asked me curiously, bending over to stare into my eyes.  
 
    
 
   “Not right now,” I said stoically, just a little irritated.  The spanking machines were off, though I suspect Michelle was asking me if the spanking machines would hurt, assuming accurately that I’d been subjected to them before. I looked away and contemplated my situation. To be honest, I wasn’t too upset with the punishment.  Thirty minutes on the iBench, even getting spanked like this, wasn’t that bad and considering what a piss poor job I’d done defending my decision to take a medical out during the previous assignment, I’d gotten off lucky with a round of spanking only lasting thirty minutes. Robert finished up and left me with Michelle while he went and informed Kari and Julie that I was strapped in and ready.
 
    
 
   “You look delicious,” Michelle said, bending over me, running her hands along my spread open thigh, right up to my pussy.  I groaned when she began fondling the petals, rubbing the soft folds with her fingertips using my own secretions.  It was highly erotic and very charged.  “I have to admit, that what I really want to do is take a belt to you myself,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   I turned my head and looked at her. “Then why are you naked?” I asked suspiciously.  “If you want to be a top you can’t do it from the bottom.”  Okay, so you can, but not the way Michelle was talking about it.
 
    
 
   She shook her head.  “No, you misunderstand me. I want to domme you, but I do like being Kari’s submissive.”  Then she gave me a look of consternation. “Except Kari is trying to foist me off on that bitch, Julie.”
 
    
 
   I blinked at that.  Lots of revelations here.  Michelle wanting me as a submissive I could understand, especially after our first meeting.  But the fact that Kari was trying to give Michelle to Julie was a new one.  There wasn’t a lot of good reasons for Kari to try to match make like that except for one; entrance into the Society of the Golden Rose took a number of things. A suave, elegant demeanor, absolute confidence, stunningly good looks, money to pay the fees, and last but not least, a pretty, willing, female sexual submissive.  I was Kari’s offering to the Society and willingly accepted it.  But Julie didn’t have her own submissive, or money for that matter.  Maybe Kari was trying to help her into something?
 
    
 
   Michelle gave me a sharp pinch, right on the clit, making me wince.  “Would you like that?  Giving yourself to me?  Oh I’d hurt you so much, you little slut,” Michelle said softly to me, bending over so that our bare breasts were mashed together as she tilted her head and licked my left nipple while her hand continued to play between my legs.  I felt a rush of arousal again and my chest began heaving as the excitement translated into a need for more oxygen.   I couldn’t help moaning as this slip of a girl began tugging on my clit and petals.  
 
    
 
   Actually, it’s just occurred to me that Michelle is a lot like Julie.  They’re both strong, dominant women and the only thing that was different was how they met Kari.  Julie met her after already establishing herself as a peer, at least in relationship to me.  Michelle on the other hand put herself on the same level as me, or somewhere between me and Kari.  I have to admit I’m curious to see where this is going to go.
 
    
 
   “Is she ready?” asked Kari a moment later, stepping into the dungeon, followed by Julie.  Robert was nowhere to be seen.  Michelle snapped her head up and straightened, pulling her hands away from my nipple and slit, her fingers wet as she nodded to Kari.
 
    
 
   “Wet and wanting, Mistress,” Michelle said to Kari, ignoring Julie.
 
    
 
   But Kari didn’t.  “Julie, darling, be a dear and grab the timer from the shelf?” Kari asked my other mistress.
 
    
 
   Julie smiled and stepped over to the TENS unit cart and extracted the kitchen timer from the bottom shelf.  She turned the dial to thirty minutes and looked expectantly at Kari.  Kari leaned over me, her eyes bright.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to enjoy this.  And maybe next time you’ll reconsider calling for a medical out when you don’t really need one,” Kari said softly, putting one hand on my hip.
 
    
 
   I smiled.  “Yes ma’am,” I said obediently, knowing that she didn’t mean it.  Just thirty minutes, even of the spanking machine, meant that she’d sided with me.  I took a deep breath and braced myself as Kari used her toe to switch the power strip on.  Electricity streamed to all five motors at once and immediately the belt laden wheels began to turn, picking up speed.  The first few strokes of the leather straps felt like light pats, the impacts flattening my breasts.  The two straps aimed at my thighs met taut muscle, and the one that landed on my clit immediately picked up some of the wetness of my arousal and was dragged down through my petals like a tongue.  You can imagine how that felt.
 
    
 
   The motors were all variable speed, meaning that if you weren’t tied down, you could actually adjust the number of rotations each wheel took per minute.  At that point there were set at the lowest speed possible.  Still, I was getting a stroke every second, five times, in the same spots.  It didn’t hurt, not at that point, but imagine having someone pat your pussy over and over, steady pats that just bordered on being a spank, but not quite.  I think part of the reason the impact of each belt was mitigated was because much of the impact came from gravity, rather than centrifugal force.  The wheels were spinning so slowly that the belt would flop over to strike me, rather than swinging down with speed.  But even that somewhat gentle pitter patter of blows began to take its toll on me.  I started to squirm a bit when Kari looked at Michelle and ordered her over to the St. Andrew’s Cross.
 
    
 
   Michelle let out this tiny grin and sauntered over, stretching out her arms and legs with this wicked smile as Kari began buckling the blond girl’s wrists and ankles to the wooden frame.  She was almost completely secured when Julie went for the TENS unit cart and rolled it over, working in concert with Kari in what certainly was a disturbing collaboration.  Michelle eyed the machine curiously as the two dominatrixes began plugging in the various pads and wires.  It didn’t take them that long either and by the time I was just starting to wish I wasn’t getting whacked with five belts every second, Michelle was sporting the little white pads on both sides of each nipple.  Then Kari added the coup de grace, using a wired forceps clamp on Michelle’s clit, squeezing the blond girl’s nub in between the rubber pads.  
 
    
 
   Julie took a spray bottle that Kari kept on the table and squirted some of the contents right on Michelle’s breasts and between her legs, eliciting a squeal from the bound waitress.  Kari stepped back to admire her handiwork, and then checked the timer, holding it up for me to see.
 
    
 
   “Time to increase the speed I think,” she said stoically.  “Julie? Will you please turn on the TENS unit and let Michelle have a taste of it?”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” Julie responded and her hands flashed over the dials of the TENS Unit. I saw Michelle suddenly gasp and stiffen, her back arching as the electricity flashed across both nipples and through her clitoris.  For half a second I was jealous, but then Kari turned up the spanking stand at my left breast and the speed increased dramatically.  Suddenly the belt striking that side of my bosom went from a stroke a second to double that, and now it stung.  Then my left thigh got the same treatment, followed by my sex.  My clit tingled with the wet stroke and I realized that the leather straps on the spanking machine between my legs had soaked up much of my wetness, making the stropping motion that much more striking.  My right thigh and breast joined in a moment later and suddenly I was whimpering as the stinging spanks worked their magic on my body.
 
    
 
   Julie began fiddling with the nobs, sending sharp jolts through various parts of Michelle’s body.  If I hadn’t been so distracted by the fact that my thighs, breasts, and cunt were all being spanked with increasing fervor, I’d have been fascinated, especially because Julie decided to play some sort of game with Michelle.
 
    
 
   
  
 

“What is the sum of three hundred twenty seven and forty five?” Julie asked intently.  Michelle blinked, totally confused at the unexpected question.
 
    
 
   “What?” Michelle asked, baffled and making the number one mistake most submissives make.  The why is never important.
 
    
 
   “Wrong answer,” Julie said simply and twisted a dial.  Michelle stiffened and let out a sharp little cry.  I suddenly realized that the sting of the leather belts slapping against my body actually wasn’t that bad.  “It’s three seventy two,” Julie replied a moment later, turning off the electricity, or at least, turning it back down until it was just a tiny pulse that left Michelle breathless.
 
    
 
   “What color do you get when you mix blue and yellow?” Julie asked next.
 
    
 
   Despite the fact that I wasn’t being asked the question, and there wasn’t a punishment riding on my answer, I tried to think of the appropriate response.  The problem was the distraction.  My thighs were starting to have this light burn, a deep seated heat that only merged and plunged into my depths when it met up with what was happening over my now quite soaked and pummeled sex.  My breasts were starting to get hot too, the repeated light but speedy spanks leaving me breathless.  It did not make mental cogitation easy.
 
    
 
   Evidently neither did low level pulses of electricity, because Michelle looked at Julie blankly.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m pretty sure that Michelle isn’t stupid or anything, it’s just when you’re bound spread-eagled to a wooden cross, and there is current being pumped through the tips of your breasts and across your clit, it’s not easy to make your brain work.
 
    
 
   Julie’s hand turned and Michelle again let out a shrill little squeal, this time shaking as the current increased tenfold.  Kari had returned to watch and was smiling regally next to Julie as the seconds ticked by.  I counted six spanks against my various parts before Julie turned the juice back down on Michelle.  
 
    
 
   “How many presidents have there been?” Julie asked a moment later.
 
    
 
   I knew that one.  The answer popped into my head without much in the way of impedance, which actually surprised me, except that I’m pretty interested in politics. I keep abreast of things and I admit that I’m a “by-issue” girl, so don’t go pegging me as a Republican or a Democrat.  Both parties have a lot to offer in ideas and I think it’s better if we moderate the more extreme aspects of both.  But you aren’t here to read my personal views on politics. You’re here to read about those little leather belts slapping into me over and over, harder and harder.
 
    
 
   “Forty-four,” I said out loud.  Both Kari and Julie turned their heads to look at me, all bound and stretched out on the iBench, the spanking straps slapping with a steady thwack, thwack, thwack, into my skin.  Already my breasts, thighs, and slit were bright pink, the skin lightly inflamed and sensitive.  
 
    
 
   Michelle blinked and then almost shouted out. “Forty-four!”  I guess desperation can take lots of different forms.
 
    
 
   “No cheating,” growled Julie, who twisted the knobs in front of her and sent another burst of power through Michelle’s sensitive spots.  The blond girl let out this sweet little shriek, her feet actually leaving the ground, her weight supported by the ankle and wrist cuffs, her toes jerking and curling.  I tried to understand how she had cheated. It had been me who answered, right?  But evidently that didn’t matter to either Julie or Kari, the latter who stood there watching with a pleased expression on her face.  Finally Julie turned down the voltage and Michelle sagged in her bonds, head leaning forward.  Kari stepped close, a vibrator in her hand. I didn’t know when she’d picked it up, or from where, but she had it nonetheless.  She twisted the base and it hummed to life and she pressed it up against Michelle’s clamped clit, rubbing the tip over the little bit of exposed flesh.
 
    
 
   Michelle reacted as if Julie had hit her with another jolt.  Michelle made a choked, whimpering sound and bucked madly, thrusting her hips forward in need.  Julie sighed, took a step back, and then glanced back at me.  Suddenly Julie smiled and left the TENS unit, walking up to the iBench.
 
    
 
   “Fifteen minutes, Bre.  Almost halfway done,” she said, reaching out to the first spanking machine.  Julie twisted the dial and the leather straps striking my breast sped up.  It hurt.  Not terrible mind you, but enough that you didn’t want to go through another ten or fifteen minutes of it either.  Now the sting was constant, blossoming dangerously into this suffusing heat that had me gasping, twitching crazily as the belt snapped against my nipple.  Julie moved around me in a circle, turning up each of the motors and my thighs felt the sharp sting and burn.  My clit suddenly reported real discomfort as the two wet straps smacked my slit with a sound like someone hitting a puddle of mud with their palm.  
 
    
 
   Somewhere, dimly, in the background, I heard Kari speaking, asking Michelle a new question, but I have no idea what it was. I was too distracted dealing with the very intense pressures being applied to my nubile body.  Stretched out like I was, there was little I could do. I couldn’t move in any appreciable direction. My legs were stretched out as if I were doing the splits, and except for tightening every muscle in my body, I wasn’t going anywhere.  Honestly, the worst was the thigh slapping.  The inner thighs are very sensitive and you might be surprised how little torment they can handle before overloading.  In short order my buttocks were tensing and I was literally lifting my ass off the iBench pad in these short, rapid thrusts, because even that little bit of movement actually changed, marginally, where the two thigh straps were smacking me.  On the flip side, it did squat to help the wet, juice soaked leather that was smack my pussy.
 
    
 
   And maybe that’s what set me off.  I’ve said it time and time again.  The absolute most erotic torment that can be applied to me is applying a leather strap between my legs.  It can be a flexible worn belt, a sap, hell - even a crop will work, and the short, sharp, steady blows send me in spurts toward the edge of that cliff better than any aphrodisiac, vibrator, or cock.
 
    
 
   Yes. I’m aware there is something broke inside my head.  Aren’t you glad?
 
    
 
   Michelle was squealing when I exploded, my body arched and taut.  The leather belts snapped down, striking my salient points with precision and steady blows.  My vision dimmed and went red as a rush of adrenaline, endorphins, dopamine, and oxytocin flooded my brain, soaking me in the wet, lush, addictive bliss of orgasm.  There is no better drug as far as I’m concerned and if I didn’t have other responsibilities, I’d give myself over to someone who would keep me in a constant state of arousal, cumming over and over for his pleasure, used and abused for his amusement and satisfaction. I could do that. I could like that. I could live that.
 
    
 
   Michelle was making sounds that made it clear that she too was close to achieving orgasm.  Her chest rose and fell sharply, her nipples hard and extended, her back arched as each fresh burst of electricity made her body tense, her hips jerking forward as her clitoris was fried. I almost wished there were bells hanging from the tips of her breasts, because the constant ringing would have been fun to listen too.  As for me, the afterglow of exploding quickly ebbed with the continued slap of the leather belts and I went from exquisite bliss to intense discomfort in just a few seconds flat.
 
    
 
   Kari seemed to take notice and hurried back over to me and to my relief, began turning the spanking machines back down to their lowest settings.  She went around in a circle and the strokes lightened and slowed.  Except for the one between my legs, right in the center.  While I felt relief against my tenderized and reddened thighs, the belt between my legs didn’t slow. It didn’t slacken.  In fact, it increased in temp, striking harder into the soaked, swollen petals of my sex.  I sucked in a fresh breath through the shuddering of my body and my toes curled as I tried to adjust to the varied pressures.  
 
    
 
   “Five more minutes, sweetheart,” Kari murmured to me, running her hand across my brow.
 
    
 
   From across the room Michelle let out a cry of triumph, echoing my noises of orgasmic climax.  I had enough presence of mind to glance that direction, only to see Michelle’s body shaking like a California skyscraper in the middle of an earthquake.  Once again she was hanging only by the restraints on her wrists and ankles, her toes curled, her fingers tightened into white knuckled fists.  Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back, and her mouth was open in this amazing shape that looked like it was made for sucking cock.  As soon as the pinnacle of her explosion ebbed Julie turned the electricity back down to the low level pulsing that had brought Michelle to that point in the first place.
 
    
 
   Those last five minutes were grueling for me, especially the spanking my clitoris and labia received.  I’m not absolutely sure, but I’m thinking I was getting four or five strokes a second between the legs and those blows eclipsed the other four machines, making the light strokes hitting my breasts and thighs seem insignificant.  Of course the pain of that wet leather belt hitting me did one other thing.  It set me off on another march up the mountain, toward the cliffs of orgasm, and when the kitchen timer dinged and Kari turned off the spanking machines, the one between my legs last, I was already half way toward another explosive release.
 
    
 
   Julie released Michelle while Kari freed me, rubbing my arms and legs as the steel cables were released from the cuffs on my ankles and wrists.  I took a deep breath, sighing in relief.  I was done.  Finished. I’d survived.  Punishment for taking the medical out completed.  Let that be a lesson to all my doms - sometimes I just overload and my domme is an understanding, loving woman who knows my limits.
 
    
 
   Julie had finished taking the clamps and electrostim pads off Michelle, pulling her from the St. Andrew’s Cross.  As I put my bare feet down on the ground, Kari took my arm and helped me up.  I felt a little wobbly, but then Kari pulled me forward.  I didn’t resist, mostly because it’s my nature, but also because I didn’t realize what Kari intended. She guided me past the TENS unit cart and up to the St. Andrew’s Cross.  My brain still didn’t realize what was going on until Kari turned me in a circle, my back up against the thick wood.  It wasn’t until she lifted my left arm and clipped my wrist to the wooden frame that I blinked in shock.
 
    
 
   “Kari?  What are you doing?” I asked, stammering in surprise.  My thirty minutes was done.  Why was I being strapped to the St. Andrew’s Cross?
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a sedate look and went to the other side, locking my right arm into place.  I felt a flurry of panic as Kari’s hand slid down my body and grabbed my foot, dragging it outward. I’m too short to be able to stand when locked to the St. Andrew’s Cross and when she pulled my left foot outward, stretching me open, my toes no longer touched the ground.  Off to my left Julie was pulling a somewhat stunned Michelle over to the stocks.  The cute blonde was bent in half, her face toward the wall, her wrists pinned inches from her neck.  Julie pulled out a bottle of lubricant and began greasing Michelle’s bottom and sex, jabbing a finger deep into Michelle’s depths.
 
    
 
   My attention was dragged back to my own predicament when Kari began placing the same electrostim pads Michelle had worn on my breasts, one to each side of each nipple. I again felt close to panic, wondering why my punishment had suddenly been extended.  Kari finished with my top half and then picked up the forceps clamp.
 
    
 
   “Kari! Please! No!  I just got whipped there!” I blurted, just a bit startled.  Kari glared at me.
 
    
 
   “Going to plead a medical out?” she asked scornfully.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What?  No!  I don’t understand!  Why am I getting more punishment?  You said just thirty minutes!”
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyebrow went up.  “I said you’d do a round, thirty minutes.  Which means you’ll spend thirty minutes at every station in this room.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened in sudden alarm.  Thirty minutes… at every station?  My eyes flashed upward.  I’d already done the iBench.  Now I’d endure thirty minutes of getting partially electrocuted, cumming at the same time.  Then I’d be moved to the stocks for God only knows what kind of punishment, followed by another thirty minutes sitting on the Full Bore Stool, then onto the punishment pillar, ending with a nice half hour cantor on the wooden horse?
 
    
 
   My mouth fell open as I realized I had completely misunderstood her.  She hadn’t been swayed by argument. In fact, she’d rejected it completely.  In Kari’s mind this was proportional.  She thought I could have completed Master Brandon’s assignment and this, this was my punishment for bailing.  I almost broke down and cried.  Except… except maybe… just maybe she was right.  What if Nick had laid me out on the ground, so that I wasn’t so off balance, so stressed?  What if he’d tied my arms above my head, stretched out to another tree, and the reattached the clover clamps to my nipples?  What if he’d forced me to cum again with the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Wonder Plug up my ass, and the RVP spinning and rumbling at my pussy?  We were alone, in the woods.  Who would have heard me screaming or begging?  And would it really have hurt that much?  Had I really been so sensitive that even the thought of continuing was too much?  Or was it just that I was cowardly or something?
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to say until the clamp closed on my clit, crushing the little nub between the rubber pads.  Kari sprayed me with the conductive liquid, cold on my chest and sex, and then she turned on the TENS Unit.  Power trickled into the electrostim pads, then traveled directly across both nipples and through my clit, to strike the appropriate positive pad on the opposite side.  It felt strange, the tips of my breasts and my clit contracting on their own, as if some strange God had come down and manually engaged muscles that I had no direct control over.  The tips of my breasts throbbed, not painfully, just strangely, and my clit fared no better, contracting in ways that nature never intended as the machine overloaded and took control of my nervous system.
 
    
 
   There was a swish of air and then a sharp cry and I jerked my head up to see Julie with a flogger.  There was already a light pink blotch on Michelle’s rump, clearly from where Julie had struck her, and the brunette dominatrix had already run the rubber strands of the whip through her free hand again, pulling them back so that they would be flung forward upon release.  I watched as Julie flicked her wrist again, almost shooting the flogger like a slingshot, the menacing strands striking Michelle’s spread open buttocks.  This time she let out a dangerous hiss, going up on tip toe, which just presented an even more appealing target to Julie.  Michelle’s entire soaked slit was in perfect view, just begging to be struck.  I was fascinated and the view of Michelle getting flogged was more than enough to distract me from both the light pulses of electricity making my nipples and clit tighten, as well as whatever Kari was doing.
 
    
 
   Michelle let out another cry and I smiled, watching Julie slowly turn the girl’s bottom a distinguished shade of rose pink.  But then Kari’s hand moved between my legs and I was suddenly dragged right back to the St. Andrew’s Cross, my attention called to something very hard, very long, and very penetrating being slowly but firmly pushed into my pussy.  I gasped, glancing down, but I couldn’t see what kind of phallus Kari was slipping into me. I just knew it was very thick and very hard.  Something touched my thigh and I saw the wires, a different set, going to the TENS Unit.  Suddenly I knew what was in my slit and I stiffened when Kari began attaching the straps around my waist.  
 
    
 
   Michelle was panting hard and Julie turned the flogger around and with indelicate finesse, jammed it into the blond girl’s sex.  She let out this loud moan, her hips jerking and my own pussy tightened in sympathetic response.  Michelle squirmed but there was nothing she could do as Julie rapidly pumped the handle through the bound girl’s folds, only to yank it out again, turn the whip around, and slash horizontally across Michelle’s rump.  
 
    
 
   “So,” Kari said, drawing my attention away from Michelle and Julie.  “Why were you so sensitive yesterday?”  
 
    
 
   I swallowed. Her hand was on one of the switches of the TENS Unit, one without the little red light illuminated.  The dial below it was clearly turned up higher than the ones that went to my nipples and clit.  
 
    
 
   “Five orgasms?” I said, not knowing what she wanted.  Kari’s response was to simply click the button.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure if you’ve ever been electrocuted, but it’s a unique experience.  My understanding is that most people get zapped through their hands. They touch something they shouldn’t have and form a ground connection between the point of contact and the floor.  The current also flows through their body, frequently crossing the heart. That’s supposedly dangerous under certain circumstances.  But what Kari was using on me wasn’t that kind of electricity. It was short distance, using me as the conductor. The metal probes on either side of the electrostim dildo were pressing into the soft, wet, perfectly conductible insides of my pussy.  To be honest, I’m not sure if the electricity went through the gooey sweetness of my very obvious arousal, or whether it flashed along the inside walls of my sex, but I do know that the power had been turned up, and that pulse didn’t leave me panting in sexual need. It left me crying out, my hips slung forward, my toes curled, my teeth clenched together, my back arched, and my fingers balled into fists for almost five seconds before Kari turned off the power.  
 
    
 
   I slumped down, feeling like I was a wet wash rag that had just been wrung out.  Kari clucked her tongue as I trembled on the cross, spread-eagled, the soft pulsing at my nipples and clit providing a counterpoint to the sharp pain I’d just felt deep inside me.  My brain focused on slow, steady breaths, recovering.
 
    
 
   “Now, let’s try again,” Kari said simply.  “You claimed to be overly sensitive, and yet five orgasms seem insufficient to set you over the edge.  So I’ll ask again, what did you do to yourself that would make me mitigate your punishment tonight?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. There was a chance I wouldn’t have to ride the Full Bore stool, or the wooden horse?  A rush of energy flowed through me and I opened my eyes a little wider, paying a bit more attention to Kari and that finger which was poised once more over the little button that would send current into my nether regions.  Over at the stocks Julie had switched from whipping back to impalement and was doing something with the flogger handle that was making Michelle whimper and moan.  She was up on tiptoe again and I couldn’t help appreciating what a fine ass she had, even when it was turning a blushing shade of carnation.
 
    
 
   I looked at Kari.  What could I tell her?  I took a deep breath, ignoring the steady muscle contractions at the tips of my breasts and along my clitoris.  Honesty would be the best.  Right?
 
    
 
   “Kari, I’ll be honest.  I’m not sure what happened.  All I know is just at that moment, everything combined in a way that pushed me over the edge. I couldn’t take it,” I said simply, but the words came out in a rush, the tone all awkward and skewed by the electricity flowing through certain points of my body.  What I had hoped sounded innocent and pleading came out as something more snarky and possibly even condescending.  
 
    
 
   Kari flipped the switch and I gasped as the sparks inside my sex jumped from one side to the other and I jerked forward, halted only by the bondage cuffs.  My entire pussy clamped down on the electrostim dildo and there was this awful sensation as my muscles tightened so firmly and so completely that it actually made some portion of me go numb.  There was nothing I could do or say, not because I wouldn’t have been able to find the words, but because my head was thrown back and I was making some interesting high pitched squeals.  Then the shocking surge just stopped and I gasped for air, once more sagging in the bonds.
 
    
 
   Kari flipped a few switches and suddenly the dildo inside me was giving off the same sort of low level pulses I was feeling at my nipples and clit.  Except now my clit was no longer contracting.  Instead the clamp on my little nub was silent.  So I focused more on the dildo, which felt incredibly odd inside me, as if I were in the middle of screwing someone, my pussy tightening around thick cock, except it was happening due to the short circuiting of my nerves, rather than by reaction to being slowly and thoroughly screwed.
 
    
 
   Damn.
 
    
 
   “Honestly Bre, I’m disappointed,” Kari was saying while I felt the surge of arousal streaming up from between my legs.  She reached over to the TENS unit and flipped the switch that went to the clitoral electrode clamp and I felt the pulses begin there too.  That was too much and I went skidding upward toward the precipice of orgasm, not even slowing down.  At least, not until Kari turned up the juice at both my nipples and clit.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t as bad as what she’d hit me with between the legs with the phallus, but it was definitely more than the little pulses.  It was right at that strange spot where it didn’t feel good, but it didn’t really hurt either.  It was like getting hard pinches, but dull ones, as if someone had grabbed my entire tit and squeezed instead of taking a pair of tweezers to just my nipples.  I shuddered and let out a soft cry that should have made it clear that I was getting close to cumming.
 
    
 
   And Michelle was.  Cumming I mean.  Loudly, wetly, and messily cumming.  Julie was standing at her side, her right arm draped along Michelle’s spine, her right hand ramming the handle of the flogger repeatedly and rapidly into Michelle’s slit, her left hand reaching underneath, flicking, twisting, and doing a whole host of interesting and sexually deviant things to Michelle’s clit and folds.  I couldn’t help feeling a tad bit jealous and I thrust my hips forward.  Kari rewarded me by turning up the juice, sending even more electricity through my clit and nipples.  I gasped and kept gasping, sucking in air as my nervous system only seemed to be able to receive messages from certain areas of my body, and could no longer relay commands; like relax, or stop fucking the goddamned electrified dildo.  
 
    
 
   The pressure built and admittedly it wasn’t painful. Not really. Had I not been aroused I could see the voltage Kari was directing through my clit and nipples being intolerable, but I was pumped up.  I was ready. I was close to bursting and this?  This was NOTHING.  My chest heaved, the nipples tingling and burning and there was a sharpness. My clit felt like it was being held against a vibrator more powerful than anything I’ve ever had inside me, while subjected to hot and cold blasts of air. I reached the pinnacle and kept climbing, Kari’s skillful fiddling with the dials of the TENS Unit sending me skyward.  My eyes went dark and I began to tunnel vision, unable to focus on anything but hedonistic delight as someone else hijacked my body’s central nervous system and decided that bursts of uncontrollable orgasm seemed to be the appropriate thing for me to experience.  Kari turned the dials upward even more.
 
    
 
   To be honest I don’t remember much more of that particular moment.  I was like a firework, launched with force and fire upward, the electrical ignition setting me off with a blast.  I climbed and climbed, spiraling upward until finally I reached a point where my upward momentum was no longer sufficient to keep me going.  I froze in midair, floating and spinning, only to explode with such force that I couldn’t even remember where I was or what I was doing.  Then came the long drop back down and by the time I realized I’d just had one of the most powerful orgasms I’d ever endured, Kari was pulling the electrostim dildo out from between my legs and the power to the TENS Unit had been shut off.  
 
    
 
   You have to understand the disparity between what Julie did to Michelle, and what Kari did to me.  If Michelle’s experience on the cross being zapped with the TENS Unit was a bi-plane, my ride was on a Saturn V rocket.  There was just no comparison.  Which is why when Kari loosened my bonds I wasn’t able to stand. My legs gave out and I crumpled, only to have Kari catch me with both hands.  
 
    
 
   Kari looked up at Julie, who was moving Michelle from the stocks over to the Full Bore Stool.  “No, Julie. I’ll need that for Breanne.  Either put her on the pillar or the horse,” 
 
    
 
   Julie blinked but then nodded, yanking Michelle, who was almost as dazed as me over toward the far wall. I didn’t even realize what Kari was talking about as she pulled me to my feet and I managed to find some reservoir of strength and staggered forward.  Kari held onto me and then with her arms around me, turned me round.
 
    
 
   “Sit Bre,” she said. “Rest.  Well, as much as you can.”  Then she lowered me down.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until I felt the thicker probe pushing up against my petals that it began to dawn on me where I was sitting, or what Kari meant.  And even now I’m not sure the word “rest” qualifies. Of course by the time my brain managed to send a message to my arms and legs to discontinue cooperating, I was already feeling the narrower plug going into my ass.  I know I hadn’t lubricated those bits of myself beyond my normal morning preparations of a teaspoon of grapeseed oil, which meant that the plugs were prepared, probably with petroleum jelly, which would explain why I slid down so easily, impaling myself both vaginally and anally on phalli thick and long enough to be considered abnormal.
 
    
 
   I gasped, totally unprepared for the depth of the penetration and I had mixed feelings about Kari strapping me down on the stool.  Sure, it meant I wasn’t going to fall over, but it also meant that I wasn’t going anywhere. I began to fidget, wriggling around as much as the thick probes in both my holes would let me, while I watched Julie and Michelle.  Julie had led the feisty blond over to the wooden horse and to be honest, I liked the idea of her riding it, crushing her little clit against the horse’s spine.  But instead of helping her up, Julie merely cuffed the girl’s wrists behind her back and plucked a small bottle of oil off the nearby shelf.
 
    
 
   A special bottle of oil I recognized.
 
    
 
   “Now you’re going to oil the horse, both sides, with just your tits,” said Julie.  She had a wicked gleam in her eye which meant she knew what was in the bottle.  Poor Michelle.  She was about to get a surprise.  Julie uncapped the small container and poured a thin line along the edge of the spine, but only on the side facing Michelle.  Instantly the scent of mint permeated the room and I knew exactly which batch that came from.  It wasn’t quite as strong as some of my other mixtures, but to Michelle, it would feel like she’d stuck her tits in a fire ant’s nest.  I watched as she stepped up and began rubbing her hard nipples through the oil, then mashed her breasts against the horse, oiling the sides.  It took about five seconds before the mint oil really kicked in and gave the burst of coolness that you probably feel when you brush your teeth.  She made a few vocal whimpers, but that was nothing compared to the sound she made when the pepper oil began chemically frying her breasts.
 
    
 
   I would have relished every sweet little moment of it, except Kari decided at that moment to turn on the Full Bore machine beneath me.  Both dildos began pumping, slowly at first, maybe one full, deep thrust every second and a half or so.  But as Michelle began panting, then whimpering, then actually crying as she rubbed the scalding oil into the wood and her own pores, Kari turned up the machine and soon my entire body was shaking as the two rubber phalli began pounding into my bottom half.  It sure as hell wasn’t restful.  In fact, as soon as my ass adjusted to the intrusion, I began to enjoy it.  There is something rather intoxicating about being spread open and fucked hard and fast in a way that just leaves you both breathless and numb.
 
    
 
   Which was definitely a condition Michelle was wishing her breasts were in.  Her cries had subsided into a panting whimper and I knew exactly what she was experiencing, having had it done to me any number of times.  In fact, I’d been made to oil the horse in the same manner and unlike Michelle, I knew what was coming next.  As soon as the near side of the saddle, the middle, slightly worn section of the wooden spine was properly lubed, Julie moved the pain-laced blond to the other side and they repeated the process, giving both the horse and Michelle’s puckered tits a fresh coating of oil.  That just reignited the pain and she worked fast and hard, mashing her tits into the wood.  I knew that wasn’t the smart way to go about it.  There was no decent way to reduce the impact of the Stinging O oil.  
 
    
 
   My pussy began ripening again, which surprised the heck out of me, but I realized it was from watching Michelle’s torment.  Eventually Julie forced her to step up and straddle the horse, adjusting the stools so that both of the blond girl’s feet just barely touched.  I shook my head.  Julie wasn’t going to make Michelle ride the horse.  She was starting off easy with the pony.  On tiptoe, Michelle did everything she could to keep from letting her clitoris touch the oiled edge of the horse, which was very smart.  I’d actually been in that situation before, or worse, and taking as much time as possible for the oil to break down would help her. As the dildos beneath me continued to pound me, I could see her calves straining and I knew it would only be a matter of time before her legs gave out.  When they did, that cute, shaved, perfectly delicious little pussy would be grinding against the edge, soaking up the patina of oil, setting Michelle’s sex on fire.
 
    
 
   Yummy.
 
    
 
   Kari turned up the speed on the motor beneath me and I gasped as the thrusting combo picked up in speed.  If you’ve never been machine fucked before, it might be tough for you to understand.  And guys - the same goes for you.  Just once I’d love to strap you guys to a St. Andrew’s Cross, get you hard and well lubricated, and then put one of those Fleshlight thingies on your cock, except have it mounted to a motor so that it moved fast.  We’d see how long YOU lasted.  Of course you have an out.  All you have to do is cum and it’s over.  For a girl it’s not so easy.  Provided we have lubrication and aren’t so sensitive that it feels like we’re being screwed with a chainsaw, you can just leave us there.
 
    
 
   A strong whimper came from Michelle and I glanced back toward her, ignoring my own feelings of sexual need blossoming.  Her pussy was now on the ridge, her clit glistening and I suspected it was from a healthy dose of Stinging O and not her own personal lubrication.  Her face was all screwed up as if she were in pain and her hips started slinging back and forth wildly, which wasn’t smart since she was still in contact with the horse’s spine.  All she was doing smearing more of the oil through her petals and all the way back to her bottom.  Not smart.
 
    
 
   Of course I have to admit that watching Michelle, with her smallish breasts and lithe body, wildly wriggling on the horse for a moment before managing to rise back up, her legs trembling, tears streaming down her cheeks, was definitely a turn on.  I mean really.  Can you see it?  Have I described it well enough for you to picture?
 
    
 
   My attention was suddenly pulled away from Michelle when Kari stepped up to my side and without a word of warning swung a flogger at my bosom.  I gasped and turned my head in shock as the rubber strands stung my chest.  Instantly my nipples hardened and before I was even able to say “oww!” she hit me again, in the exact same spot.
 
    
 
   Talk about a dangerous combo.  I had one thick dildo pumping maniacally in and out of my pussy, while a thinner, but just as penetratingly vicious probe going in and out of my ass.  And when I say “pumping maniacally” I mean fast.  Like two thrust per second fast.  And that’s each dildo, not together. So it wasn’t like I got one thrust in my sex, and another in my ass every second. I got TWO thrusts in both holes every second.  My moans came out sounding like an opera soprano’s vibrato.  
 
    
 
   Kari let loose. The flogger swung violently, ending each arch stretched across my breasts with stinging heat, my body tight and arched as the sensation overloaded whatever resistance to orgasm I might have had.  Kari continued scoring my bosom until my skin was hot and flushed and my boobs felt heavy. A glance down showed me dark pink skin, with a few tiny lines where individual strands of the flogger had fallen and not been covered up by additional strokes.  My body tightened in spasms which translated down to the probes slamming into me.  I was so close!  And then, just as I was about to cum again, Kari stopped and turned the pace of the motor down so that I was unable to achieve climax.  I sat there, panting with exertion, straining against the bindings, whimpering with need.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t the only one whimpering though.  Michelle was bouncing up and down, trying desperately to keep her sex off the ridge of the horse.  It was bright red too, though I’m not sure if that was from the Stinging O or the pressure of her body smashing her clit between her bones and the horse.  All I knew was that, even with the Stinging O coating her petals, if they’d asked me to lick that girl into orgasm I would have eagerly done it.  
 
    
 
   Time seemed to crawl as both Michelle and I reached points in our torment where we couldn’t cum and we couldn’t stop.  She’d lift herself off the edge for ten or twenty seconds before her calves would give out, dropping her back down flat-footed, her sex spread and open on the slick edge of the horse.  I was still being rapidly pumped, but there wasn’t that edge driving me.  My clit demanded attention if I were going to pop.  I groaned, enduring the thrusting pump of the full bore stool.  
 
    
 
   Kari clearly knew what time it was and she moved back to me and suddenly the thrusting dildoes between my legs began pistoning through my insides like a formula one race car taking off from the start line.  As I cried out, shaking from that alone, she produced a vibrator, one of those little narrow ones, the kind with the tip that just goes crazy and is meant for use on a clitoris only.  She reached down between my outstretched legs and held it against the tender nub and in seconds I reached critical mass and began the countdown toward liftoff.  NASA takes a one second pace for the ten count.  I did it in like four thrusts, my engines igniting easily.  I cried out as I jerked in place and began spurting cream out from around the plunging and fast moving cocks plugging my holes and Kari moved off to one side slightly, still holding the vibrator against my clit.
 
    
 
   And then I was in orbit, flying free, my brain so soaked in oxytocin that the pleasure centers of my brain must have thought they’d hit the motherload.  I could barely stay upright and frankly, if not for the straps holding me to the stool, I might have fallen over.  The sensorial overload felt far away as the sexual euphoria took hold and even the intensity of the vibrator felt far away as I floated in bliss.  
 
    
 
   “Just two more minutes, Breanne.”  Kari’s voice sounded far away and frankly I didn’t care.  Two more minutes?  Two more minutes of sweet ecstasy?  Of the elixir of pleasure?  Whatever.  But as the seconds ticked by I started to come down from my orgasmic heights and withdrawal from any drug is not fun.  As my brain started to reboot and my nervous system was finally reattached, all of the “warning! danger!” signals everything below my belly button was putting out finally got to my brain.  My clit was still under onslaught from the vibrator Kari was holding to it, my super wet slit was still being pounded into Salisbury steak and my rear end felt big enough to drive a locomotive through it.  Needless to say, I was uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   The seconds crawled by and my toes curled as Kari tortured me.  It was bad.  I was still riding the machine at full bore and despite the orgasm, the pain managed to turn me on again, though nowhere close to the levels needed to orgasm.  It was sort of like the pleasure you get from putting your tongue on a canker sore.  It hurts, but feels so good.  I found myself blubbering, begging Kari to take the vibrator away.  When she finally did I sobbed in relief and then shuddered when the dildoes ground to a stop, the one in my sex barely embedded and the one in my ass almost fully buried between my buttocks.  Kari began unstrapping me and when I was finally lose, pulled me to my feet.
 
    
 
   “Stocks now,” she said wickedly.
 
    
 
   I shuffled over toward the metal stocks between the wooden horse, only taking a moment to glance around.  The first thing I noticed was that Michelle was no longer riding away.  She’d been moved behind me and Julie was in the process of strapping her down to the iBench in exactly the same position I’d been in earlier, legs obscenely spread, hands above her head, stretched and on display.  I couldn’t help hoping they’d use the spanking machines on her, several of which were still somewhat in position.
 
    
 
   Then I lost sight of her and Julie as Kari lifted the restraint bar.  I’m not a big fan of the stocks. I find them highly restrictive and not very comfortable.  I stuck my head into the padded indentation and then positioned my wrists nearby.  I was bent almost in half, with my butt sticking out, staring at a wall as Kari dropped the bar, and effectively locking me in.  The pin was put in place and I was suddenly as helpless as a babe.  
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs,” Kari ordered and I did as asked, or at least as well as the stocks would allow.  They were narrow, but my range of movement was still rather limited.  I felt Kari messing around at my ankles and a moment later I realized why.  She’d attached a spreader bar to the leather anklets I was wearing.  Now I had no choice in stance and with my legs spread wide there was little I could do to stop Kari from doing whatever she wanted.
 
    
 
   I heard a sudden cry and stupidly tried to arch my head enough to see behind me.  Nope. Nada.  I have plans to discuss the addition of some mirrors on that wall with Kari next time I see her, trust me.  My mind tried to imagine what Julie might be doing to Michelle.  Did the cute blond just get a massive dildo shoved up inside her?  Were heavy clamps just attached to her nipples?  Was Julie’s mouth on Michelle’s clit, teeth nipping at the tender nub?  The very idea of it made me grin and I was just about to make a comment when I felt Kari’s fingers probing at my slit.  
 
    
 
   I wasn’t technically tender, I was just very open.  After spending thirty minutes with a seven inch long, two inch wide dildo being rapidly and thoroughly pumped through your pussy is not the kind of thing that results in a nice tight package.  I moaned lightly as Kari touched me.  It was a caress, her fingernails gliding along my folds, pulling and rubbing until my bottom began to swing, hips rocking.  She stayed far away from my clit though, teasing me.  
 
    
 
   There was a sharp slapping sound and another came so close afterward that despite my current predicament I knew that Michelle was enduring at least one of the spanking machines, though I had no idea where on her body the strap was aimed.  Granted, I was pretty sure it wouldn’t be her clit.  Not after riding the wooden pony.  But I could imagine Julie aiming at Michelle’s apple sized tits, or perhaps at the soles of the blond girl’s feet.  Or even her inner thighs.  Those were all legitimate targets as far as I was concerned.  
 
    
 
   Kari pressed something against my gaping sex and I bent my head down and tried to see past my pendulous breasts hanging down.  Thank goodness she’d put that spreader bar on me, since it dropped my lower half just a bit.  Kari had the first of three egg shaped vibrators in her hand, a toy I affectionately call “triple vibroballs.”  The first one, connected to the remote via wire, slipped in and slid down into my womb easily.  So did the second and third.  When Kari was done stuffing me like a Thanksgiving turkey, she turned them on via the controller.  I twitched, already aroused from her fingering.  She left the control box on the floor, disappeared from view for a moment, and then returned, moving to my side.  Her hand came up to grab hold of my right breast.  
 
    
 
   “Now, we need a place to put the controller,” she said simply.  A set of normal clover clamps were quickly attached to my nipples and Kari lifted and draped the wired remote over the chain connecting my breasts.  The bite was delicious, rather than painful and I moaned as the combination of delicious pressure and the vibration swelled inside me.  I wondered what was coming next when I heard Michelle beg.
 
    
 
   “Please!  Stop! Turn it off!”  
 
    
 
   I focused more of my attention on what was going on with Michelle, than between my legs.  Which was damned hard too.  The slapping noise of the spanking machines had increased, but not in tempo or volume.  There was just two or three more of them and while I had no idea what parts of Michelle were being repeatedly and judiciously slapped with the soft leather belts, I couldn’t help hoping her sopping wet pussy was a target.   
 
    
 
   “Do I take off the vibrating clamp or stop the spanking machines?” Julie asked.
 
    
 
   There was a long pause and then Michelle’s broken voice cracked even more. “The spanking machines!” she cried out.  I listened, ignoring the buzzing in my own sex or the throbbing pulse of my nipples crushed in between the vice-like jaws of the clover clamps.  The sharp pops of the leather belts striking flesh slowed and then stopped and there was a sob of relief. I couldn’t hear the buzzing of the “vibrating clamp” but when someone like Julie is using a singular tense like “clamp” instead of “clamps,” it meant that in all probability Michelle’s clit was sporting the bite of a shaking, rumbling, trembling toy.
 
    
 
   I was totally absorbed in what was happening on the iBench that I totally forgot to pay attention to Kari.  She’d once again brought something up between my legs, and this time finding my clit, put me in almost exactly the same kind of position Michelle was in.  Despite how tender I was she attached another clamp to my body.  This one was just a simple duck-billed, rubber tipped vice, but it was on my clit.  Worse, it sported a rather light, but large fob on the end, like a massive leather key chain, easily as big as my hand.  I knew exactly what it was. Kari called it her paddle clamp.
 
    
 
   I’ve probably never talking about the paddle clamp because I don’t get paddled very often.  Simply put, it’s just a single duck bill clamp with a large leather fob hanging from it.  No doubt you’re wondering why Kari would wish to hang such a thing from my clit, dangling between my outstretched thighs.  I felt the weight but it wasn’t bad.  Looking past my rose colored breasts, still pink from the flogging I’d gotten while on the full bore machine, I saw Kari step right behind me.  She lifted something red and purple in her hand and then snapped it toward me.
 
    
 
   It was the flogger again and it impacted against my buttocks, the rubber strands molding to fit my crack and then, as her swing carried it downward, to strike my perineum and sex.  Finally it hit the paddle clamp, sending the leather fob swinging violently back and forth.  That of course translated the force of the blow to my clit, which was tugged downward, then back and forth.  It felt… well… I’m not quite sure if I hated it or loved it.  Probably both.
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t stop there. She struck again, snapping the flogger forward, catching the lower part of my buttocks and upper thighs.  Of course that still set the paddle clamp a ’swinging.  There was a definite sting to it as well and by the time she hit me a third time the heat had started, building slowly until my entire rump felt like I’d dumped scalding water on it.  My clit was another matter entirely.  Twisted back and forth it felt like I’d had a monkey dangling from it, squeezing just for fun as well.  That combined with the triple vibroballs going pell mell inside me, the clenching of my ass as the whip struck, and you can imagine that I was having issues again.  Orgasmic type of issues.  
 
    
 
   "I wouldn't orgasm yet," Kari warned me. "You've still got fifteen minutes to go.”  I clenched and groaned, only to again buck slightly as the flogger struck my ass.  My boobs swayed back and forth as my body reacted to the forceful impact and once more I got reflect on the idea that something is definitely wrong with me.  Mental.  How on earth was I getting turned on from something like this?
 
    
 
   Kari moved from aiming for my bottom and sex and went higher, striking my lower back and only catch a bit of my buttocks.  This stopped some of the high paced sway of the paddle clamp, but didn’t halt it entirely because I still jerked with each stroke.  My bottom, from the small of my back down to almost mid-thigh felt hot and scorched and since Kari was pretty good at what she did, my petals and crack had caught plenty of direct abuse as well.
 
    
 
   I heard a cry, strained and thin and once more tried to catch a glimpse behind me.  It was impossible.  All I could see between my outstretched legs was the damned paddle clamp.  Kari stopped for a moment, which was either cruel or sympathetic because I was close to orgasm, and wrapped an arm around me.  Her other began lightly slapping my left breast, making my bosom jump, the steel clover clamps and chain swinging, and the vibroballs remote pulling heavily on my nipples.
 
    
 
   “Curious?  Julie is licking her clit right now, bringing her to the edge without letting her cum,” whispered Kari.  “Julie likes inflicting denial, doesn’t she?”
 
    
 
   I nodded in agreement, totally distracted by the rather unpleasant yet sexually tinged discomfort coming from my breasts.  I certainly had enough memories of Julie tormenting me like that - with denial.  I’ve never been much into sexual denial, though I’ve suffered it often enough.  I suppose there is something to be said for keeping a girl in desperate straits as long as possible, but there comes a point where you want something so bad that you can literally got crazy when you don’t get it.  I prefer Kari’s method.  She starts off with denial, working you to a peak, then letting you back down, then back up.  This goes on and on until finally your brain is fried and then, then she lets you cum.  And that’s when the true torment begins because after you’ve cum that first time, she’s going to make you pop again, and then again, and maybe even again.  She will keep working you until she squeezes every last drop of sexual energy out of you.
 
    
 
   Kari let go of my breast and went back to my bottom.  In seconds my hips were slinging back and forth, my knees dipping and bending as the harsh sting of the flogger scorched my buttocks.  The paddle clamp swung violently, tugging on my clit in ways that left me breathless and I began letting out small sounds of pain as my body was pushed to the limit.  I was close to cumming when I heard Michelle let out another cry, clearly in the throes of orgasm.  That was enough.  The idea, the image of Julie down between the blond girl’s legs, licking her until she could tolerate it any longer, was just too beautiful.
 
    
 
   My breath caught in my throat as another orgasm washed over me.  It wasn’t as powerful as the others I’d already had, more of a decent wave than a tsunami.  But it was still recognizable as climax and Kari decided that my loss of control meant that I should have the paddle clamp whipped off my clit. Every stroke that landed in the aftermath of my explosion struck directly between my legs, scorching my petals and making the paddle clamp fly.  Finally something gave, though whether it was my throbbing clit or the clamp itself I have no idea.  I was soaked and there was a lot of lubrication so it’s possible the clamp just couldn’t take it and slipped.  I’m sure Kari is already deep in plans for having Mike the Hardware Guy making some adjustments.
 
    
 
   The whipping slowed, mostly because Kari was stringing things out and I was clearly in discomfort.  Finally she said something incomprehensible to Julie and then put the flogger down.  Kari removed the clover clamps on my nipples, letting the vibroballs’ control drop to the floor. Slowly I was freed of the spreader holding open my legs, then the restraint bar of the stocks came up. I stood up for the first time in thirty minutes, my body aching and trembling.  I shuffled around to see Julie strapping Michelle down on the Full Bore Machine I’d vacated half an hour earlier.  Michelle looked exhausted.  Her hair was limp and streaked with perspiration and her eyes looked like she’d either lost touch with reality or had a few beers too many.  Her breasts were bright red with ruby colored rectangles burned into the skin around her nipples.  The spanking machines must have been positioned at her breasts because there weren’t any other marks on her.  
 
    
 
   But her clit… wow.  It was swollen.  Don’t get me wrong. I swell too.  But I have a relatively small clitoris even under the most extreme torment.  Michelle’s was large, even when left alone.  Now it was as thick as my forefinger, hard and erect like a tiny penis, begging for more torment.  It was also a dark shade of rose and clearly whatever Julie had been doing had sensitized Michelle far beyond tolerance.  
 
    
 
   Since she was already sitting on the stool, I could see the penetration of the thicker vaginal dildo, pressing apart her petals and as Kari grabbed hold of my wrists and brought them behind my back, Julie started up the full bore machine.  I groaned as my shoulders were bent and Michelle stiffened as the two probes began pumping through her loins.  Julie had the thing set slow, way slower than they started me off at, and Michelle was lucky if she were getting a thrust every two seconds.  Granted, she leaned more, relying on the straps to keep her seated than I had, but I figured it was due to the fact that she was clearly at the limits of her energy. 
 
    
 
   Kari pushed me away and I had to turn my head to see where I was going.  With Michelle out of view but groaning behind me, I was suddenly face to face with the side of the wooden horse.  The stools Michelle had used were still there and the saddle area was glistening with a mixture of Stinging O and sexual juice.  I smelled mint and the unmistakable aroma of Michelle’s orgasm.  Looks like she had a better time on the pony than I thought.
 
    
 
   The bottle of Stinging O appeared in Kari’s hand and she dribbled a line of the stuff along the horse’s spine.  I whimpered, definitely not looking forward to oiling the horse prior to my ride.  But it wasn’t like I had an option.  Kari pushed me forward and then began manually rubbing my breasts back and forth through the slick oil.  I felt the minty tingle, then the burn begin and groaned.  My nipples puckered and I began rubbing, not because I wanted to work the oil in, but because it was one way alleviate the heat.  
 
    
 
   Kari kept me rubbing the oil into the side of the wooden horse for maybe five or six minutes, moving me around to the other side and applying an entirely fresh squirt of the grapeseed, mint, and pepper oil mixture to both my boobs and the wooden ridge.  My nipples were on fire from the chemical irritant and except for the fact that Kari had left the vibroballs inside me, with the setting still jacked up to high, I don’t think I’d have had the strength to continue.  Finally she seemed pleased and ordered me to mount up.
 
    
 
   Michelle was watching me, her chest rising and falling sweetly, the nipples puckered as she continued to deal with the pair of probes sliding into both her front and back.  Julie still hadn’t picked up the pace, though it certainly appeared Michelle was handling things much better than before.  I gave her a wan smile which she didn’t return, and stepped up onto the first stool.  I swung my right leg over the horse and found myself standing on tip toe, trying very, very hard not to let the oiled wooden ridge touch my thighs or slick sex.
 
    
 
   With my hands cuffed behind my back there wasn’t much else I could do.  It became a war between time and endurance.  My calves ached about a minute in.  Around four or five minutes they were burning. I started to tremble, letting myself bounce just a little, still not letting my petals or sex touch the wood.  I could feel it when my legs started to give.  The tingling fire in my calves began to spread and then it was over. I dropped down, eight or nine minutes in, and with one desperate thrust of my hips, involuntarily let the edge of the horse spread my petals, coat every nook and cranny with Stinging O, and begin the burning process.
 
    
 
   Of course there was also the fact that I wasn’t quite tall enough to stand flat-footed astride the horse, even with the stools in place, which meant that a real piece of wood, one now coated with Stinging O, was being forcibly rammed into my slot.  In seconds my clit was not only being scalded into swollen need, but crushed between my weight and the horse itself.  I rested in agony for about four seconds before I found the energy to lift myself back up.  My toes burned almost as much as my calves and sex.  My clit throbbed as the pressure went away and I let out a choked sob, the relief almost palpable.  Except for the fact that the burning sensation didn’t go away.  It still felt like someone was holding a blow torch to my sex, roasting the petals.
 
    
 
   I stayed up for even less time the second round.  Again my legs gave out and I lowered myself gently, rubbing my clit and sex on the oiled and still quite wet ridge of wood.  Pain lanced up through my crotch as a sense of relief flashed through my aching calves.  My toes hurt, feeling like I’d had each one pulled and then smashed with a hammer.  I trembled violently, then dropped back down, rubbing my abused flower across the spine of the oiled horse.
 
    
 
   Minutes ticked by as I rode the wooden pony, bouncing up and down as my calves slowly recovered enough to let me raise my sex off the cutting edge of my mount.  Every time I was forced to go flat-footed, I felt the cruel bite of the wood against my clit, spreading my petals, forcing me open and hurting through every excruciating moment.   There was nothing to distract me either. Michelle’s double probe screwing had increased in speed, but other than that there was no other stimuli beside what was chemically being done to me. 
 
    
 
   “Ten more minutes, Breanne.”  Kari reached up and tweaked a nipple as I still tried to bounce my way off the pony.  “And you might think about bracing yourself.”
 
    
 
   I glanced down at her sharply, my eyes widening.  Kari let go of my nipple and bent down to my right leg.  In moments the spreader bar I’d been wearing earlier was clipped to my right ankle.  She moved around to the other side and began pulling my leg out, which forced me back down onto the oiled ridge.  Worse I could only support my weight with my right leg.  Awkwardly angled with my hips half twisted vertically, Kari leg go and then grabbed the rope that was attached on both ends to the stools.  She gave me a three count, not that it helped, and then yanked.
 
    
 
   I was already most of the way down which was the only blessing because when Kari yanked the stools out from under my foot the entire one hundred and seventeen pounds of Breanne Erickson was immediately placed on a tiny area between my legs, against a dulled, but still acute angle of hardwood, oiled with a pepper oil based concoction. Up to that point my riding of the wooden pony had been an up and down sort of thing; a difficult trot that involved my legs.  Now there was nothing I could do.  The pain was permanent, all my weight down on the edge of the horse and my own spread sex.  Forget the rumbling of the vibroballs.  They made little difference. In moments the agony made me seek another position and I rocked forward to feel my clit squished between the edge of the horse and my pubic arch.  That didn’t help. In fact, it hurt even more so I swung backward, driving the spine of the horse through my slit and into my bottom.
 
    
 
   I’ve heard many different explanations of the differences between riding the pony and riding the horse, but coming from a girl who has done both, multiple times, it all comes down to movement.  The wooden pony is a constant up and down, mashing your pussy against the hard edge of the spine, your calves burning constantly, your toes aching horribly, all while you desperately try to summon the energy to go back up on tiptoe.  That’s the torture of it.  Eventually you tire and you just sit there, the pain between your legs easier to bear than the pain in your legs.  If you’re lucky that sort of pain just turns you on.
 
    
 
   The wooden horse isn’t like that.  There is no up and down movement.  You move back and forth, sliding and grinding your entire crotch, from clit to anus if you’ll excuse my crudity, trying to find a more comfortable perch.  If the seat is oiled, or you’re wet, you end up sliding too, which does even more bad things to you since it makes it even harder to move your hips and find a spot that hasn’t been crushed or bruised.  It’s agony in the making.  At first you bear it, holding on, because you know that small movements translate to large aches.  Then your body rebels, your nerves firing off a stream of bullet like messages demanding relief.  But there is nothing you can do.  You’re stuck there, so you begin rocking back and forth, giving momentary relief to certain parts of yourself at the expense of others.  The pace picks up and you find yourself thrusting maniacally, trying to end the hurt, grinding your clit into the edge of the horse.  Your toes point straight down, legs straining, trying to find purchase, even though your brain knows that there is no hope.  Suddenly you realize that your thighs are aching - you’ve been trying to squeeze the horse between your legs, unconsciously hoping it would take some of the weight. Perhaps it did, perhaps it didn’t.  In my case, with the oil slicked sides of the horse? No way.  And so I rode the horse the only way I knew how.  Vigorously.
 
    
 
   “That’s it!” Kari urged me.  “Fuck that thing!”  I think she would have turned the vibroballs higher if that had been an option.  Instead she picked up a vibrator and held it to my clit.  At least until I rocked forward again and mashed that little nodule between my pubic arch and the wood.  The vibrator rattled against the wood loudly.
 
    
 
   I heard a cry from the other side of the room and twisted my pain-wracked body slightly to see Michelle reeling on the fucking stool.  The full bore machine was pounding away, now much faster than before, probably close to what I’d endured for most the time I’d been sitting on it.  My eyes widened in surprise. I’d never seen someone else on the machine and her entire body jiggled like the water puddle in the movie Jurassic Park as the T-Rex approached.  Her breasts bounced up and down like a Los Angeles Skyscraper in a 9.6 earthquake.  The flesh on her thighs, which were spread wide open, literally looked like it might shake loose from her bones.  Her teeth were clamped together and she had this wild grimace.  She was red in the face too, from exertion and I admit that for a second her approaching orgasm was a nice distraction.
 
    
 
   But then Kari attached the clover clamps I’d worn earlier back on my nipples and that brought me right back into focus.  Pain washed over me and I jerked my hips.  There is nothing like fucking the wooden horse to really make a girl hurt.  
 
    
 
   “Bre?” Kari whispered in my ear.  “It’s time to get off,” she said a minute later.  “Can you cum?  Do you even want to?”
 
    
 
   The sound of the full bore machine turning off was obvious, despite the agony and need between my legs.  I glanced to my right. Julie was helping Michelle off the Full Bore Machine, dumping her onto the ground to curl into a fetal ball.  I knew I’d be there with her in just a moment.
 
    
 
   Orgasm and pain or immediate relief?  My hips slowed.  And my body and my brain said something different.  And for a change, I listened to my body.
 
    
 
   “Relief, please!” I begged. I’d cum enough.  Kari nodded and quickly unbuckled the spreader bar from my legs.  She didn’t even bother with the stools, but literally pulled me off the horse herself.  I found myself next to Michelle, twitching madly, my nipples still clamped, the vibroballs still roaring inside me.  The urgency of fresh pain was gone leaving only the brutal echoes that would last for days, bruises and welts and memories that would fade in time.  
 
    
 
   “And that’s what you get for taking an unnecessary medical out,” declared Kari as she and Julie stood above us, two naked, abused subs, overloaded and blown away by sexual torment.  I shuddered as finally my body listened to my brain. My sex tightened as the pressure finally built to the boiling point and I threw my head back and cried out in orgasmic, sexual bliss, the vibroballs roaring inside me.  Kari’s eyes widened as I exploded, juice spurting from between my legs, splattering Michelle.  No one said a word as I let out a sigh of relief so expressive that whole books couldn’t describe the sensations I was feeling.  Kari reached down and turned off the vibroballs.  Then put one hand on my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Bre?” she asked tenderly.  “Breanne?”
 
    
 
   “Mmmm?” I hummed, lost in the bliss that overrode even the lingering pain of the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked.  I think she was totally sincere.
 
    
 
   I nodded, practically the only movement I could handle that didn’t send shards of shooting discomfort through me.  I smiled up at her, seeing the look of concern in her eyes.  “Did I complete the punishment?”
 
    
 
   Kari’s laugh was small and delighted.  “Honestly?  Better than I could have hoped,” she said.  “At least, in my judgment.”
 
    
 
   Court’s adjourned.
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: sanitybreaker]Sanity Breaker
 
    
 
   Elizabeth Wurtzel once said that “insanity is knowing that what you’re doing is completely idiotic, but still, somehow, you just can’t stop it,” which considering her life and career, says something about her at the least.  But politics and values aside, I think I understand the statement, because I’m in a similar loop.  Granted, it’s sexual instead of all-encompassing like Wurtzel’s messed up life, but in the end it might be just as destructive.  I’ve recognized that and accepted it. The only problem is that like Wurtzel, there is nothing I can do to change it.  I’m there stereotypical deer caught in headlights, the frozen bunny while in the sky circles a hawk, the mountain under the wearing onslaught of the rain.  In the end, it doesn’t matter whether or not I see the train coming through the tunnel.  It’s whether or not I’m willing to get hit by said train in order to get what I want.  What can I say? I’m psychologically fucked up. But we all knew that.
 
    
 
   Kari’s bedroom is blue. And there is a reason for this, a psychological one.  From the dark sea aquamarine of her bedspread to the lighter azure on the walls, Kari has explained to me time and time again that color affects mood, and that choosing the right colors for each room can inspire creativity, promote hunger, relax for sleep, and even arouse the senses.  Her kitchen is dark cherry with forest green granite countertops.  Her art room is orange.  “Breanne’s Bedroom,” otherwise known as the dungeon, is black and silver with indirect lighting on the walls and bright spots from the ceilings.  Her living room is decorated in earth colors, ochres and forest greens and browns and gold.  Her bedroom is blue but I wasn’t feeling relaxed, that’s for damn sure. My face was buried in a pillow and I was on my knees with my ass in the air.
 
    
 
   “Owwwwww!” I squealed, looking back at Kari, who sat near the foot of the bed, a wicked gleam in her eye as she pushed the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into my bottom.  It was heavily lubed, a simple oil that Kari had coated both the toy and my rear with and if you’ve never seen my TAV, let me tell you that it looks like the stunted penis of that xenomorph thingy from the movie Aliens.  I gave her a frustrated look and grunted as I tried to open up.  It wasn’t easy.  I’m not terribly comfortable with anything being put up my ass and as far as anal toys go, the Thrusting Vibe was six and half inches of uncomfortable that I wasn’t all that thrilled about.  I’d rather have an embryo implanted in my chest.  Take that Ripley.  Ever been fucked up the ass by a xenomorph?
 
    
 
   “Relax,” Kari urged, one finger tugging the pair of tight panties I was wearing to the side. “And this will go much easier.”  The fingers of her right hand slid downward, cupping my sex and teasing my clit through the cotton. It felt so fricking amazing that I was able to follow her advice.  More of the slick, oddly shaped phallus slid into my bottom and eventually I felt as if I’d been stuffed like a turkey, my entire rear end filled to the brim.  Kari let my panties go and gave my bottom a light pat, making sure the damn thing was seated firmly. I rolled over on her bed, staring up at the ceiling trying to get comfortable with six inches of synthetic alien cock in my back door.
 
    
 
   While the rest of the room was blue, Kari had also installed a freaking mirror on the ceiling.  It wasn’t huge, but it was about the size of the kingly bed itself, and positioned directly above, so I could see myself in perfect clarity.  I was supine on a blue fitted sheet, the comforter and other blankets removed from the mattress.  Only a single, thin pillow was on the bed, now positioned under my head, red locks spilling out and to the sides contrasting darkly with the indigo sea I was lying on.  Naked except for the cute, cotton panties, I looked like a teenage girl on her first semi-nude photo shoot.
 
    
 
   The Thrusting Anal Vibe, which was neither thrusting, nor vibrating at the particular moment, sported a long black wire that led to a controller that Kari had dumped between my outstretched legs and I watched her get up and go to the nearby dresser.  Four soft cords of nylon rope were gathered up into her strong but feminine hands and she returned to the bed with a smile. Running her fingers along the sole of my right foot, she began binding the first cord around my ankle with experienced hands.  I shivered. I love having the bottoms of my feet rubbed.  It almost tickles, and I’m very ticklish. And if I’m being honest with myself, being tied up isn’t something I object to either.
 
    
 
   “Looking forward to this?” Kari asked as she finished wrapping the folded cordage around my ankle and stretched my right leg out to the footboard. I laughed, and not a calm, rational chuckle either.  My voice was tinged with a desperation that bordered on hysteria.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been desperate and horny for two days!” I told her, and resisted the urge to let out a maniacal giggle.  The previous day I’d been forced to do laundry stuffed with my Husky dildo, a nine inch long rubber cock that felt marvelous, but didn’t do more than keep me wet and wanting, since the only way I was allowed to move it was by letting it fall halfway out of my sex and then sitting down again.  That’s a lot of bouncing in order to get an orgasm and frankly, I’d known that I would need all my stamina for Saturday, so I was a good girl and held off. 
 
    
 
   Kari moved to my other leg and tied it just as professionally as she’d done my right side.  I tested the bonds.  I could move my legs, but not far, since she hadn’t pulled anything tight, keeping within the scope of the assignment.  I shivered as she ran her hand up my left side, flicking my nipple before pulling my arm above my head.  The rope was wrapped around my wrist and when she was done I found that I could scratch my nose, but not bring my arm down any lower than my breast.  Finally she did my other hand and stood back, examining me as I checked my range of movement.
 
    
 
   “You look frustrated,” Kari said a moment later as I twisted and turned. She tightened a few lines and when she was done there was no way for me to touch my own body except for my face. I was securely fastened in the center of the bed.  Kari seemed satisfied as well and that’s when she went back to my canvas bag.  Her hand dug into the depths and pulled out my Monster Vibrator, a foot long sex toy that could practically do everything but make espresso. She didn’t bother with lubrication.  Instead she just put one knee on the bed, yanked down the front of my panties, pressed the tapered tip against my petals, sliding in the thick and long phallus.  
 
    
 
   I groaned, even though the Monster Vibrator was off.  It was the one full and deep penetrative thrust Kari had used to push the vibrator into my sex that elicited the noise.  Kari let the tight cotton of my bikini bottoms hold the massive toy within me, the light cotton stretching out of shape.  I shifted my hips, thrusting my pelvis up and felt the sweet sensuality of being completely full, both front and back.  I could have been happy right then, if she’d only turned the damn thing on, but instead she pulled out my butterfly vibrator, a narrow plastic bug shaped stimulator and without a word, began strapping it to my loins.  I cooperated, twisting and lifting up as much as I could considering that my arms and legs had been tied loosely to the four corners of the bed.  She made sure the butterfly was under the cotton panties, so that I’d get the full sensation of it buzzing against my clitoris once she turned it on.
 
    
 
   Then to my surprise, she went to her nightstand drawer and extracted a pair of vibrator clamps.  Unlike my own, which sported two weights that had little motors in them, these clamps actually had the vibrators built into the clamp itself.  Very cool.  No one had discussed this with me and I was quite surprised when she began teasing my nipples.  A moment later I gasped as she put the clamps on.  They weren’t terribly tight, and I’ve worn worse before, but I couldn’t help wondering how this was going to change things.
 
    
 
   “Okay, let’s go over this one more time,” Kari said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.  I was laid out in front of her like a buffet, stuffed front and back with various vibrating toys, all of which were still off. I looked up at her, my hips rolling constantly as I struggled to work myself into orgasm early.
 
    
 
   “The expectation is ten, with a goal of twelve,” Kari stated simply, reaching down between my legs.  She gathered up the controller for the thrusting anal vibrator and turned it on.  Instantly I felt the vibration in my bottom and I groaned as my buttocks tightened around the alien-like cock.  “Every orgasm you achieve will be rewarded by turning up the speed of the toy of your choice.”  She reached down and flicked the switch on the butterfly, setting it to low.  Instantly my clit tingled under the oscillation of the little bug.  I let out a wild gasp as her fingers slid up my body to my breasts.
 
    
 
   “You can buy temporary relief from any one of the toys by accepting two levels on another vibrator,” Kari continued as she activated first one nipple clamp vibrator, then the other.  “And you may buy outside help by accepting punishment.”
 
    
 
   My eyes snapped open and I looked up at her. “That wasn’t part of the assignment,” I said cautiously, though my voice might have been a bit breathless.  I was feeling the buzz, and it sure has hell didn’t come from a bottle of strawberry sangria.
 
    
 
   “I know. I’ve added that.”
 
    
 
   I gave her a dangerous look. I hate it when Kari gets creative.  Okay, no I don’t.  Kari’s creativity always makes things better, but in a way that generally means extremes.  For example, if Kari wants to decorate a cake, she just doesn’t put frosting on it. She puts frosting, fruit, candy, and all sorts of other delectable stuff on it.  Me?  I was the cake.  The assignment from Master Shadow?  The icing.  Her extras?  Well, those were her extras.
 
    
 
   She grabbed her smart phone and began fiddling with it and a moment later the Monster Vibrator came to life inside me.  I could tell it was set to low and as my chest heaved with sensation I tried to figure out how bad this was all going to be.
 
    
 
   The nipple clamps she had put on me still didn’t figure into the equation since I’d noticed that they only had a single setting.  That meant I couldn’t select them as options for an increase in vibration, which may or may not have been a good thing.  The thrusting anal vibe had three settings, though it also had seven “function” patterns.  Kari and I had agreed that only the vibration levels were “optionable.”  The butterfly had two levels, low and high, and the Monster Vibrator was on a slider.  Kari had agreed to calling it four settings, just to make things easier.  Everything was already on low, so I only had six possible increases before maxing out every toy.  I glanced at the clock.  Ten thirty six.  
 
    
 
   It only took me four minutes to cum, and cum hard.
 
    
 
   You should have seen me.  The vibrations were amazing, buzzing and working at me with this intensity, even set at low, that had me writhing in sexual epiphany.  My toes curled as I threw my head back, my hips jerking wildly.  Every fiber of my body tensed as the explosion began and it wasn’t until the afterglow hit me that I began to relax.  Or, relax as much as the vibrators would let me.  I didn’t feel any sexual discomfort, but there was this incessant push, forcing me right back up the side of the mountain.
 
    
 
   The vibrator clamps kept the tips of my breasts hard and tingling while the sensations of the Monster Vibe combined with those of the butterfly.  All of it was punctuated by the throbbing pulse of the thrusting anal vibe, which still wasn’t thrusting, but was certainly shaking enough.  Kari loomed into view with brightly flashing eyes.
 
    
 
   “So,” she queried lightly, putting a hand on top of the butterfly and pressing it harder into my clit. “Which vibrator do I turn up?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Actually, I’d put some thought into that even before I began the assignment.  Realistically, my gut response was “the butterfly,” since that was the one creating the most intense sensation, what with it sitting on top of my clitoris.  But that would also be terribly stupid since it was also the toy that would be the first to cause actual discomfort.  The smart thing to choose would be the Thrusting Anal Vibrator.  More vibration in my bottom wouldn’t really change the dynamics of what I was experiencing at that point, and put off intensifying the more sexually charged toys.
 
    
 
   I told Kari my choice and sure enough, the Thrusting Anal Vibe went up another level, except now it was actually thrusting and the sensation was both disturbing and highly arousing.  My body shook as my limbs began fighting the ropes, trying to get my hands and knees inward.  Part of me want to touch myself, to rub and press and finger, all while a small but growing section just wanted it all to end.  I must have spent ten or so minutes in that singular psychological world, and then burst from it with another explosion of desperate cries, writhing flesh, and plenty of spurting moisture.
 
    
 
   A deep lethargy hit me after I popped, the afterglow of sexual epiphany seeping through every limb despite the continuing sexual stimulation.  I just didn’t care. I was on cloud nine, floating in bliss, my pores flushed and open and my mind curiously light.  My chest rose and fell smoothly, sucking in air and the beat of my heart matched the pulse of the vibrations in a curious pattern that seemed to mellow them, at least for the moment.
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” Kari hissed in my ear, sounding as if she were a hundred miles away.  I smiled lazily, still doped up on oxytocin, dopamine, and adrenaline - the body’s natural drug blitz.  “Breanne!” Kari said again, this time almost shouting. She grabbed hold of the vibrator clamp buzzing on my right nipple and gave it a sharp, one hundred and eighty degree twist.  That got my attention.  I blinked, her face coming into focus and I grimaced as I looked at her.  She let go of my nipple and the pain stopped.  
 
    
 
   “Which vibrator Breanne?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I remember an old joke a friend’s dad used to tell:  Once an explorer was captured by warrior tribesman and was made to understand that he had a choice: death or woo woo.  Unfamiliar with the term “woo woo” he asked about it.  The tribesman pantomimed and made it clear to the explorer that woo woo was their term for sodomy and other sexually perverted and quite painful, humiliating, deviant sexual acts.  The explorer, repulsed, quietly chose “death” instead.  The warrior tribesman stared at the explorer with shock, then they all turned to each other and yelled “death by woo woo!” 
 
    
 
   The point of the story is that you’re going to get fucked up the ass regardless.  And so I choose to jack the Thrusting Anal Vibrator to high.  Kari nodded with appreciation and made the necessary adjustments, again changing both the level of intensity and the pattern of thrusts and vibrations.   I let out a groan as the dynamic inside me changed yet again and I trembled as the earthquake in my ass intensified.
 
    
 
   At this point the clock was reading closer to eleven fifteen than eleven and I began twitching as the sexual tremors continued unabated.  Kari left me alone on the bed, though the door was open and I could hear her and Robert moving about in the condo.  Slowly the reverberations of the many vibrators started to overwhelm me and my muscles began tightening.  That in itself wasn’t so bad, but it was primarily focused on my loins, with spasms shooting down both my arms and legs.  Oddly, the first inkling of oversensitivity began at my nipples, not my clitoris, and my stomach tightened in response.  I let out a whimper and realized a moment later that I was trying desperately to get my hands down to my breasts.  I couldn’t reach and I rolled as far as I could, only to discover that my clamped nipples were mere inches away from my straining fingers.  
 
    
 
   The buildup of pressure continued and I expended quite a bit of energy rolling and twisting, trying to get away from the incessant buzzing that threatened my psychological equilibrium.  My eyes would glance at the clock, which was one of those evil, digital things; the crimson numbers seeming to change only incrementally and in slow motion.  Eventually my body responded to the stimulation, the oscillation of my nerves in time with five independently running motors dragging me back up the orgasmic mountain toward climax.  Energy and endurance be damned. I had no choice. I was going back to the cliff and those vibrators were going to throw me off.  
 
    
 
   Admittedly I wasn’t fighting it either, though the tingling in my nipples had changed to something that bordered on irritation.  My clit was having a few issues as well; like I’d just coated it with Stinging O, the cinnamon and pepper oils combining to make it both hot and cold at the same time.  A violent shudder suddenly erupted inside me that made me shake from head to curled toe and I threw my head back as the orgasm suddenly erupted inside me, flashing outward from the core of my heart, along each limb to seemingly burst from the bottoms of my feet and my palms and even the top of my head.
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long I floated in nirvana, but it couldn’t have been that long.  When I finally had the presence of mind to look at the clock it was around eleven forty six.  Kari must have heard my outburst, since in general, at least when I’m not out in public, I’m pretty vocal with orgasms.  Put me in the middle of an empty soybean field and make me cum hard and fast and I’ll be screaming my pretty little head off.  Make me explode the same way in a crowded restaurant and you’ll get to hear what I sound like gagged and muffled.  
 
    
 
   “What vibrator do you want turned up now, Bre?” Kari asked, running her hands across my forehead and then down my body.  It took me several seconds to process what she was asking, mostly because I was twitching and the vibration of the various sex toys secreted about my person was slowing my cognitive functions.  The Thrusting Anal Vibe had been maxed out and was running at full throttle in my butt, which basically left one level on the butterfly and three on the Monster Vibrator.
 
    
 
   “The Monster Vibe,” I said, though it came out as this clipped and strained whisper.  My bottom was constantly clenching, almost involuntarily, coming up off the bedsheets with regularity so basic you could set a watch by my twitching.  I suddenly realized my clit was stinging slightly as the first bits of over sensitization slid from my nipples to my crotch.  And that was where things began to change.
 
    
 
   I’ve said this before, but just as a reminder to everyone out there, I’m not normal.  There is something wrong with me, broken inside that makes me masochistic.  I don’t understand it, or know where it came from, or why I’m this way.  Two different doctors told me I had paraphilia, a mental disorder, and since one of them liked how I would lie on his “couch” naked and masturbate while talking about my sexual issues, and the other though my paying with a kinky role-play of “doctor/patient” was certainly acceptable, you can imagine I had a lot of “therapy” sessions but little in the way of resolution.  And yes, I know it’s ethically wrong for doctors to fuck their patients.  But what do you do if you’re the doctor and your patient seduces you?
 
    
 
   I’ve spoken to priests about my condition and gotten similar results.  One priest explained that my sexuality was a part of me and that as long as I wasn’t hurting others, I should embrace it as God’s gift.  Later, in his office, I came to understand that God wanted me spanked, whipped, and impaled on cock in a variety of ways.  Evidently as long as I was okay with being hurt it was what God wanted.  Another felt that I was a sinner and that the best way for me to receive forgiveness for my wanton nature was to edge, denying myself satisfaction, while simultaneously slurping on his cock.  Oh… don’t worry.  I’ve met priests who were immune to my charms, solid, celibate rocks of society, with unflappable morals.  In fact, they’re more common than the naughty ones. But I prefer the naughty ones.  
 
    
 
   The Monster Vibe rumbled to its level two setting even as I was starting to experience the discomfort of my delicate nubs.  The tips of a woman’s breasts, as well as her clitoris, is packed with nerves, making those points extremely susceptible to caress and/or stimulation.  With three solid orgasms under me, all within an hour and twenty or so minutes, I was quite satisfied.  Unfortunately I still had quite a few orgasms to go.
 
    
 
   Kari again left me twitching and moaning on the bed as the vibrators had their way with me.  To be honest, the tenderness of my nipples and clit actually made it easier to get back up into the orgasmic heights I’d already been to thrice that morning.  I’m a sucker for a bit of pain and if you focus it on certain parts of me you can get me to do practically anything.  It was just after noon when I cried out again, my hips thrusting wildly on the bed, my arms and legs pulling on the bonds holding me open.  Orgasm number four left me breathless and shaking, my eyes unfocused and my chest heaving.  I felt exhausted, drained and like a gelatinous mass of flesh that wasn’t capable of independent movement.  My nervous system was backfiring, tiny flashes of electrical impulse that flashed down my spine and made my thigh jump, or my elbow twitch.  My nipples and clit felt like they were being abraded, slowly sanded down just enough to make me whimper.
 
    
 
   Kari appeared again.  “Which vibrator do you want turned up?” she asked me.
 
    
 
   The answer to that was easy and I told her to turn up the Monster Vibe again.  A second later the rumbling in my depths increased and I clenched down hard as the earthquake shook me like a Los Angeles Skyscraper. The irritation at the tips of my breasts, and above my clitoris, seemed to increase even though Kari didn’t touch them and I whimpered heavily.  Orgasm seemed very, very far away.  I expected Kari to leave, but instead she sat down on the side of the bed and watched me as I struggled to deal with the power of the vibrators.  I couldn’t hold still as my body overrode my brain, struggling to rid itself of the maddening buzz, unable to do more than rock back and forth, back arching, muscles tensing.
 
    
 
   Kari leaned forward, her long blond hair brushing my breast.  It almost tickled, which only drove me crazier.  Her eyes locked on mine, blue to brown, and she gave me a pitying smile.  “Do you want help?” she asked softly.
 
    
 
   I groaned. “Oh God yes! Please, Kari! Help me!”
 
    
 
   She straightened back up.  “It will cost you,” she warned.  I nodded eagerly, willing to accept anything to get the buzzing to stop.  Unfortunately, that wasn’t exactly the help she meant.  
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I gasped.  “Please!”
 
    
 
   She opened her nightstand drawer and withdrew a large, thick rubber band.  I stared at her with incomprehension as she slipped it over her fingers and then grabbed hold of my right foot.  To my shock she rolled the elastic band down until it snapped against my sole, right in the center of the arch, crossing from right to left and encircling my entire foot.  I lifted my head and looked at her in desperation, my eyes hopefully saying what I couldn’t actually bring myself to speak.
 
    
 
   She did it anyway.
 
    
 
   Her nails tugged against the bottom of my foot and the rubber band was pulled out a good four inches before she let it go.  The elastic strap snapped back hard against the tender center of my arch, stinging horribly as my toes curled and I let out a tiny cry.  My right leg tightened horribly and I jerked my foot and leg away from her as far as the rope would allow.  
This didn’t matter to Kari, who just reached out again and once more drew the rubber band tight. Another snap against my sole made me squeal and Kari grinned as my leg jerked reflexively.
 
    
 
   It didn’t matter where I moved my foot.  She’d find it.  I tried dancing, my leg swinging back and forth. It meant nothing.  Eventually she’d snag my ankle or toe, grab hold of the rubber band and snap it once more against my abused sole.  I have no clue how many times she allowed that elastic to bite into the tender arches of my foot, but when she was done my foot was bright red along the middle and so tender that a nail dragged across the bottom, right on the soft part, brought tears to my eyes.
 
    
 
   Then she crawled up onto the bed, lifted the butterfly vibe away from my clit with one hand, and proceeded to run her tongue along my vibrator stuffed petals until her mouth found my abandoned clitoris.  I gasped as she suckled the little nub in and then stiffened when she began licking, her tongue twice as arousing and dangerous to me as the butterfly vibe.  She continued until I was bucking, the sensation of her mouth on my clit too much to handle.  I groaned, thrusting upward, wanting her to bite me.  She did, nibbling on my flesh even as she forced my tired body to go through another orgasm.
 
    
 
   I trembled, my body not responding to anything resembling coherent thought because I didn’t have anything resembling coherent thought.  I felt her wet tongue swirl once or twice more around my swollen clit, before she deftly settled the butterfly vibrator back atop the little nodule.  The vibration had never been turned off and I immediately felt the return of the irritation, though it also suddenly increased as Kari turned the setting to high.
 
    
 
   I felt like I’d been put in a meat grinder.  How could she do that to me?  And wasn’t I supposed to get the option of what toy I wanted turned up?  I let out a high pitched whine that matched the arched tension of my back.  Nothing stopped. Nothing turned down.  The recent orgasm be damned.  There was nothing I could do.  
 
    
 
   Kari pulled back, getting off me and I panicked, or at least that’s the way it seemed to me.  
 
    
 
   “Kari! Turn them off!  Take them off! Medical out!” I yelled, thrashing back and forth, this way and that.  Kari stood there and looked at me sadly.  
 
    
 
   “Not this time Breanne.  There are no safe words, no medical outs unless I deem them necessary.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and I really didn’t know what I was saying anyway. “I want to stop,” I wheezed.
 
    
 
   She left the room, leaving me to yell curse words after her.  I was surprised when she came right back into the room, holding several pieces of paper.  I told her again what I wanted, for the buzzing to stop, for her to let me up.  She didn’t reply, but turned the first piece of paper around.  In my own hand I read the words I’d written before we’d even started.
 
    
 
   “No. You don’t know what you’re asking,” I read stupidly as the vibrators chewed on my body, driving me into a sexualized irritation that felt as if I’d been sandblasted in various diverse parts.
 
    
 
   “Please Kari!” I whispered. “It hurts.”
 
    
 
   She turned around another piece of paper, my handwriting clear and precise.  “Kari can’t help you. The only way out is through. You have to complete it.  At least ten orgasms.  Try for twelve.”
 
    
 
   I looked away, tears filling my eyes as the vibrations over my clit now felt like someone was rubbing my sex vigorously with a carpet.  I felt simultaneously charged and exhausted, all at the same time.  The vibrator clamps on my nipples churned away, even as the Thrusting Anal Vibe, buzzing on full power, continued to ram the back side of my innards with frightening intensity.  Inside me the Monster Vibrator continued to purr along on its merry old way, still rumbling on at level three.  The Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator sat upon my clit, sending a bevy of violent tremors down into my sex, which melded and amplified the other epicenters of quake activity. 
 
    
 
   Kari left me to stew in my own juices for about ten or fifteen minutes, returning with a sports bottle filled with cold water.  She let me sip a bit from a straw when she came back into the room and after she put the cup back down, she once more sat next to me.
 
    
 
   “Would you like help?” she asked.
 
    
 
   My nervous system wasn’t really responding to anything I was telling it by that point, so yeah, some damned help would have been nice.  Not paying for the help by letting her torture me would have been even better. I nodded silently, still too wrapped up in the waves of pleasure and pain striking me to be of any consequential help.  I could feel the sensual sexual pressure, but so much of it was lost in the over sensitization of my clit and nipples that it would take me hours to get back up to an orgasmic level.
 
    
 
   Kari retrieved a second rubber band from her nightstand and this time the elastic went around my left foot, again positioned at the arch.  I braced myself, but there was little I could do except tolerate the snaps.  I fought to suppress the urge to jerk away, to kick, to fight against the additional pain, which admittedly seemed to dull some of the incessant irritation coming from my breasts and between my legs.  I bit my lip, struggling to work through the sting and heat of the elastic coming down on the arch of my left foot, my toes curling and tensing as the pain shot up through me.
 
    
 
   Finally Kari finished and I let out a breath, relieved that the torment was over.  My overworked imagination pictured her licking me again, and I braced myself for just such an eventuality.  But then, to my horror, she went back to my right foot, snagged the elastic band, and snapped it against my arch for a second round of sole blistering pain.
 
    
 
   I lost it again, fighting her this time, kicking and struggling and the entire bed shook with my antics.  I think I may have said a few nasty things as well, but none of it mattered as her iron claws took hold of my ankle and held me locked in place.  The rubber band snapped repeatedly against my sole, leaving me even more tender and sore.  By the time she was done I was sobbing again and she crawled up onto the bed.  My mind was blank. Everything was about reaction to stimuli and nothing else.  So when she pulled my panties aside, grabbing the base of the Monster Dildo, only to pull it almost completely from my body, you can imagine my reaction.
 
    
 
   As my hips thrust upward in protest, she slowly pushed the twelve inch long, vibrating phallus back in.  Steadily she did this again and again, pulling and thrusting the plastic cock through me until I couldn’t help it. I was so bothered, so horny, so needy that not even the protests of my clit and nipples would prevent me from cumming in an explosive gasp.
 
    
 
   You would think that having five previous orgasms in the space of two and a half hours would keep me from achieving climax number six, but having Kari there between my legs, working that thick vibrator through me like a piston was just the thing I needed.  I felt myself ripening, arching my back and lifting my bottom from the mattress.  For fun, she changed the action pattern on the Thrusting Anal Vibe and that was the final straw.  Without another word I felt myself ready to cum and cried out in explosive bliss.  The pressure waves of pleasure filled me to the brim and then surged through my veins as the adrenaline was released into my bloodstream.  I couldn’t help it.  My vision clouded and went dark as my body tensed and then released and she kept pumping.  Even after the initial climax, the slow and steady thrusting of the Monster Vibrator kept me from sliding back down into afterglow and she actually forced a secondary orgasm from me.  I knew it didn’t count since it was more of an orgasmic wave than a singular explosion, but it still sent a surge through me that was strong enough to make my toes curl.
 
    
 
   Kari is quite talented and when I opened my eyes she was screwing around on her smartphone with one hand, using her thumb to work on the screen, while her other hand continued to gently and repeatedly run the vibrating Monster Dildo through my petals.  It felt incredible but I was just a bit sensitive.  My panties were bunched up to the side and I felt wrung out, as if I were a wet rag that had just been twisted hard.
 
    
 
   My nipples were feeling a bit numb and my clit was reporting even more abrasive sensations when suddenly the Monster Vibe went up to full power.  I want you to understand how serious this was.  I mentioned that the Monster Vibe was on more of a sliding scale, and that Kari had broken it into four levels, right?  But if she’d asked me, I could have easily been able to tell the difference between five or six easily.  So the distance between level three and level four, full power, was quite noticeable.  
 
    
 
   As soon as my eyes were bulging from the distinct and impressive increase in power, Kari pushed the Monster Vibrator all the way in and then pulled my panties back into position, holding the thick and pulsing phallus deep.  I bucked almost instantly, going just a tad bit crazy.  None of the vibrators matched in pulse.  Waves of pressure smashed inside me, sometimes combining in tsunamis of pleasure, but mostly just creating a mish mashed jumble of overwhelming sensations.  I let out a cry of desperation and Kari left the room.  Again.
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long I rocked and thrashed and whimpered and begged.  Twenty minutes? Forty?  Yes, I could have looked at the clock but I was way beyond that.  I’d go through these sessions of intense struggle, trying hard to break free, only to collapse in sexual exhaustion, barely able to tolerate what was being done to me.  It was during one of these “quiet” periods that Kari came back into the room, this time holding a violet wand in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Do you want help?” 
 
    
 
   I nodded, tears in my eyes.
 
    
 
   “It will cost you,” she said softly.  
 
    
 
   My voice cracked. “Yes,” I said, unable to control my trembling any longer.
 
    
 
   Kari plugged in her violet wand into a power outlet that was conveniently located immediately behind the nightstand and leaned over me.  The brightly glowing wand swayed above me and all I could think of was that it would distract me from the agitation of my torment.  Kari usually kept the thing at its highest setting and with a look of delight, held the damn thing about an inch away from the inside of my right arm.  
 
    
 
   The shock made me yelp. And jerk. And while it was tenderizing, it wasn’t terribly painful.  Violet wands are interesting toys and depending on how they’re used can be mildly enticing to just a little painful.  The key thing is distance.  Jam the thing into a girl’s sex and the broad contact makes the electrical current scatter, providing a warm, tingly sensation.  Same thing if you press it down upon bare skin.  Want to actually make it hurt though?  Hold the thing a bit away from her and let a single arc of electricity flash across from wand to girl.  That is how to make it hurt.  
 
    
 
   And that’s exactly what Kari did.  She shocked my nipples, somehow managing not to fry her stupid nipple clamp vibrators.  She shocked my belly, my hips, my thighs, the bottoms of my feet, my throat, my arms, between my toes for God’s sake!  Then, just for giggles she pulled the butterfly vibrator away from my clit and nailed me there too.  Ten, then twenty, then thirty minutes passed with me squirming and crying out as I was slowly and completely fried.
 
    
 
   She changed the pattern on the thrusting anal vibe and brought the violet wand back to my clit, slipping the wand under the butterfly, this time going for warm and tingly rather than spine stretching discomfort.  My chest heaved, my nipples numb and burning, my hips rocking violently.  And yet it was that damned violet wand that actually pushed me over the edge.  The tingling sensation against my clit was so different, so intense, so warm, that I moved with it, eyes closed. Kari’s fingers danced across my body, caressing me, rubbing lightly, tweaking my nipples, tickling my side, until finally I half launched myself out of the bed, held in place only by the rope that kept me spread open, and cried out in half-mad release.
 
    
 
   There was nothing else Kari could possibly turn up.  The Thrusting Anal Vibe was at full power.  The Vibrating clamps chewing on my nipples only had the one setting.  The Monster Vibe was humming along at its highest level.  The butterfly had been switched to maximum ages before. And like you’d expect, I began to break down. Orgasm number seven was the turning point.
 
    
 
   In college Kari and I would torment boys, inviting them over for what they thought would be a sweet roundhouse of sex with one or both of us.  Not a single one of them ever turned us down though when we proposed tying them spread-eagled to our bed.  And even after we explained that we were going to “milk” them, working them through as many orgasms as we possibly could during our time together, it usually wasn’t until we got to the ninth or tenth climax that they began to beg to be released.  Kari was always kind hearted, telling them “of course we will release you, right after four more orgasms.”  
 
    
 
   She liked to see them cry.
 
    
 
   Now it was my turn and I began to understand some of the psychological things we’d done to our boy toys back in college.  Being bound helpless while non-stop sexual stimulation, even if not intended to be painful, is applied to your sensitive bits, can become both agony and ecstasy. Our bodies aren’t built to handle that sort of sensory overload.  Nature itself wants a break, which is why men need about an hour to recover in general.  Okay, sure… provided there is enough lubrication, a woman could technically have sexual intercourse non-stop for days even, but add specific, sexually arousing actions to that and she’ll be no better off than the guy!  
 
    
 
   The first thing I noticed beside the now distinct and abrading pain at the tips of my breasts and against my clit, was my inability to actually stop movement.  I felt disjointed, cut off from other parts of me.  Part of my brain watched as I no longer had the ability to direct my own movements. Bits and pieces of me were jittering and jerking around as different electrical control systems short circuited, each trying to exert control over nerves and muscles in response to stimuli rather than rational and directed thought. Think about how your body jerks away from heat before your brain actually thinks “HOT!” It’s a self-defense mechanism.  Mine was going haywire. There was this tightening of my loins that matched the pulsing of a heartbeat, building more sexual pressure inside me, combining with the pain centered at my clitoris.  I was a ship lost on a stormy sea.
 
    
 
   “Do you want help?” Kari whispered into my ear.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I whined.
 
    
 
   “It will cost you.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t respond.  Who cared?  I opened my eyes long enough to see Kari looming over me, naked to the waist, her bare breasts soft and perky.  She had on a single black glove covering her right hand, while the left held something metal and shiny.  She laid the gloved hand on my thigh and squeezed.  I gasped as the needles pricked my skin, digging in enough to distract me temporarily from the caustic erosion of my nipples and clit.  But before she could even more her hand, the left came up and dug the Wartenberg pinwheel across the underside of my right breast.  The small pins perforated me just enough to sting and I gasped as she circled the buzzing vibrator clamp attached to my nipple.  
 
    
 
   The gloved hand moved higher, right up to where my thigh meets my torso and she pressed down again.  The pinwheel moved across my chest and went around the other vibrator clamp.  Kari let go of my leg and the pinwheel rolled down my body, over my ribs and down to my hip.  Then she wrapped her hand and fingers around my right foot, making sure the pinned palm of her glove was right along my arch.  She squeezed and I jerked.  The pinwheel got dangerously close to my labia as she moved to the other foot, her own body slinking across the bed like a cat.  Her hand squeezed again and this time the pinwheel rode up and over my panties, puncturing the cotton and perforating my labia majora, which was pushed outward by the Monster Vibrator. I gasped, bucking lightly, not wanting to risk putting an actual hole in my pussy, other than the one that was already supposed to be there.
 
    
 
   Kari’s hand came off my foot, leaving this sensation of tingles and then her hand pulled my panties aside and she lifted the butterfly away from my clit. I would have reveled in the cessation of vibrational torment, except she ran the pinwheel across my clit, back and forth, multiple times, until I couldn’t keep still, bucking and thrusting my hips forward like a madwoman.  Pain rippled through me, but it was a very different sort of agony, and it combined with the rest of the stimulation in ways that I found almost bizarre.  I rocked my hips and then the pinwheel moved back up to my breast.  Kari slipped her gloved hand underneath the butterfly and cupped my sex, centering her palm over my clitoris.
 
    
 
   Oh my God.  She slid to the right, near my hip and I felt her lay the pinwheel down on my chest.  Then her fingers yanked the vibrating nipple clamp of my left side.  I cried out, both with the pain of blood rushing back into the crushed nub, and with relief as the vibrations there stilled.  She didn’t even bother turning off the vibrator and picked the pinwheel back up. I should have seen it coming, but I didn’t and when the first sharp little spike rolled right across the turgid, sensitized, and abraded tip, all I could do was gasp, jerk as upright as possible, and groan.
 
    
 
   When I collapsed down back down to the bed she started again.  This wasn’t about arousing me toward orgasm, though the combination of vampire glove and pinwheel certainly didn’t hurt in that respect.  No.  It was about hurting me in ways that the vibrators couldn’t.  She cupped my sex, the little pins digging into my flesh.  She pinched my labia between the needled fingers of the glove.  She ran the pinwheel over my clit, my nipples, up and down my sides and along the bottoms of my feet.  She dug the pins in just enough to sting, but not enough to draw blood.  I think.  At least I didn’t see any.  And then, near the end, she lay down between my legs and slid up my body, the butterfly vibrator once more above my clit, the Monster Vibe buried inside me, held in with my own panties.  Her chest and then belly mashed those two toys hard against me and then her face was above my tummy.  She reached up, cupping one breast with the vampire glove, kneading and squeezing, all while pinwheeling my other nipple.  I’m not sure what did it.  Perhaps it was her weight on the butterfly, crushing my clit.  Maybe it was the needles.  Who knows?  But what I do know is I exploded.  Again. Number Eight.
 
    
 
   As a reward for cumming Kari put the vibrating nipple clamp back on my left breast.
 
    
 
   I lay there, the Monster Vibe rattling inside me, the butterfly shaking against my clit, and the Thrusting Anal Vibe not only vibrating in my ass, but literally pulsing - the tip repeatedly extending as if I were getting some sort of embryonic implantation done on my ass. My brain was fried.  There was literally nothing that I could do.  Spread-eagled and tied to the bed meant movement was an impossibility and the reality was that the only position I would have adopted could I have actually been free to do so would have been a fetal curl.  
 
    
 
   Kari ran her fingers up and down my leg, over the soles of my feet, not tickling me per se, but clearly trying to add some tactile pleasure outside of the immediate earthquake between my legs.  It didn’t help. I barely registered it.  I was cum-soaked, my poor mind lost in a sea of oxytocin, dopamine, adrenaline, and endorphins, a soup of hormones that left me practically catatonic, unable to think rational thoughts.  My world had narrowed to the sensations coming from the sexual points of my body; nipples, clit, bottom, sex.  There was nothing else.  Kari seemed to sense this and she pulled back, sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting for either the inevitable pain of overstimulation to bring me back to my senses or for me to break down and beg for release.  
 
    
 
   I did neither.  I came again.
 
    
 
   Oh, I was over-sensitized, that’s for sure.  My clit felt like it was being sandblasted through Orgasm Number 9, but Kari didn’t even realize I was cumming until my mouth opened in an almost silent moan, my entire body stiffening, sex thrust upward, my bottom coming up off the bed.  And that was it.  Boom.  Down I went again, my entire form twitching like a short circuited robot.  I felt a cool cloth on my forehead and realized Kari was dabbing a washcloth against my brow.   
 
    
 
   I wish I could describe to you, in detail, what happened next, but the reality is that I was about as mentally coherent as a dead fish.  According to Kari I lay there twitching madly, eyes unfocused, my hips thrusting up and down with these shallow rolls.  The tips of my breasts were hard under the vibrator clamps and a trickle of non-stop moisture slipped down my petals around the thick vibrator.  I moaned constantly, interspersed with these sharp little whines that only punctuated my discomfort.  Perspiration beaded along my forehead and at one point I supposedly panted like dog in heat. I don’t remember any of this and told Kari next time to videotape it, because frankly I don’t believe I was quite so out of it as she’s saying.
 
    
 
   And then orgasm number ten came.  It slipped through me like a pool of alcohol being lit on fire and I stiffened, eyes wide staring up at my own reflection on the ceiling, seeing my body jerk and twist as the powerful wave blasted through me.  
 
    
 
   “You know, if you last through another two orgasms,” Kari whispered in my ear, “you get that ‘skip the punishment’ card Master Shadow promised you.”
 
    
 
   I felt drained to the point of stupidity. I nodded.  There was no way though.  Another two orgasms?  My clit felt like it had been abraded down to the bone and I was hurting.  My nipples throbbed in agony and the Monster Vibrator in my pussy kept changing the pulsing rhythm, driving me crazy.  Add the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in my ass and I’m sure you can understand why I didn’t want to go for the bonus round.
 
    
 
   “I want to stop,” I croaked.  Kari nodded.  She stood up and my tired eyes tracked her hands, surprised when they went to her own clothing instead of the vibrators between my legs.
 
    
 
   “And I want to cum,” she whispered.  Bare skin flashed before my eyes, the vibrators still roaring inside me and against me and through me.  She climbed up on the bed, naked and perfect, her long blond hair tickling my skin.  She pressed herself to my body, pushing and weighing me down in different ways, allowing herself to feel the rumble through me.  It made her wet and she began rubbing her slit against my hip, humping me.  Her lips pressed against mine as her hand began tweaking and playing with my right nipple, twisting the vibrating clamp around and then mashing it back into my soft curves.  It ached, but it also felt… wonderful.
 
    
 
   I quivered and moaned as her body thrust against mine and when she rose up and positioned herself above me, one leg bent so that she was literally kneeling above my face.  I arched my back and lifted my head, not that it was necessary, because she lowered herself down until my head was mashed into the pillow, her shaved petals pressed to my mouth.
 
    
 
   And I licked.
 
    
 
   She reached back along my body, holding the headboard with one hand while the other found the Monster Vibrator and began pumping it in and out of my hurting, swollen sex.  The taste of her on my lips was more than enough and I got into it, focusing on her needs instead of my own.  Pain rippled through me, but so did the pleasure, the fried nerves of my brain no longer differentiating between the two sensations.  I sucked and licked at her until we both shivered in orgasmic ecstasy, neither of us capable of handling it.
 
    
 
   Kari let out a shrill cry and immediately fell backward away from my probing tongue, unwilling to let me continue the stimulation.  I on the other hand, still had all the vibrators going, her hand on the largest, keeping it firmly buried in my cunt.  I began twisting, thrashing against the bonds and that brought her out of the orgasmic sensitivity and daze that usually accompanies Kari’s rare and infrequent orgasms.  She threw herself across my body in almost a sixty-nine type position and I could see the dripping wetness of her slit at about the level of my boobs.  I fought her as she slipped one finger under the butterfly vibrator on my clit and began pinching my clitoris. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t cry out. I yelled.  I cursed her.  I screamed.  But then she yanked the butterfly downward, exposing the bright red and swollen nub. Her mouth came down, latching onto it even as her hand continued to pump, suckling the engorged tip between her lips, her tongue darting against it.  I felt like I’d plugged myself into a live wall socket, stuck between a ground and the hot circuit, unable to break away or even move.  I went rigid, my arches aching as even my feet tensed and nothing I could do would stop it.  I sucked in a breath, the only movement my overloaded body would tolerate.  I began shaking, I think in time with the vibrators, but it might have been Kari’s heartbeat. Or perhaps the movements of her tongue. I have no idea.  All I know is that she held me there, in this stasis of orgasm, exploding for the twelfth time. I began sobbing and as the pain wrought blast of pleasure faded to just the pain she rolled off me, tugging free the Monster Vibrator.  The butterfly snapped back against my clit and I cried out again, but this time she reached up and turned it off.  The vibrator clamps were removed from my nipples, and then, to my absolute relief, she silenced the Thrusting Anal Vibe and extracted it.
 
    
 
   I fell asleep immediately.
 
    
 
   I woke four hours later to discover my hands and feet were no longer bound to the bed.  There was a comforter over me and I sat up slowly, a delicious scent in the air.  I got out of Kari’s bed and padded naked through the condo, to find her sitting in the dining room, her sketch pad out, eating and working at the same time.  I put a hand on her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Ah,” she said with a grin. “You’re awake.  I put your food in the oven to stay warm.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” I replied softly, lazily.
 
    
 
   “How are you feeling?”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “Worn out actually.  I think I’m done with sex for a while.”
 
    
 
   Kari snorted. “You?  I give it about twenty minutes.”
 
    
 
   I blushed.  You have to admit those sort of comments aren’t exactly inaccurate.
 
    
 
   “Get your food. Sit down. Eat. And then we can discuss what happens next.”
 
    
 
   “What happens next?” I asked cautiously.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “Absolutely.  You don’t have a sex toy in you, which means you aren’t following NHPS Rule #1.  That means you have to be punished.” She put a finger to her chin and looked thoughtful.  “I’m trying to decide what would be best.  I’m thinking something thick and large of course, but it should also be something that vibrates.  Don’t you think?”
 
    
 
   I felt my throat close up at the thought. I was still tender, dangerously sore, and couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have that Monster Vibrator put back inside me.  Especially as a punishment.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” Kari said, almost as if it were an afterthought.  “Here.”  She slid an envelope across the table. Curious but hesitant, I tore it open and found a pink slip of paper inside.  I read the words and felt my stomach clench.  And it wasn’t because I was hungry.
 
    
 
   
  
 

“I know you earned a ‘get out of punishment free’ card, but that your Master Shadow hasn’t issued it yet.  So that gives you the right to make a temporary loan and use your freebie immediately.”  She smiled up at me warmly. “I think we’ll start with you on the iBench, with those gorgeous legs of yours pulled out into the splits.  We’ll stuff your ass with an inflatable vibrator, slip some vibroballs into you, attach a dangling vibrator clamp to your clit, and then put your butterfly back on top.  Set it all too high while I do something fun to those perky nipples.  Maybe the TENS unit?  Fry the tips of your breasts?  Or would you prefer the pads on your feet?  Heel and ball so the electricity goes across the arches?  I know! Let’s do both!”
 
    
 
   I quivered and the paper in my hand actually shook.  I stared at her.  She was bluffing. She had to be bluffing.
 
    
 
   I put the paper down on the table and smiled warmly.  “No. I don’t need it.  I’d rather accept the punishment.” She was bluffing.
 
    
 
   Kari took the paper and held it up, her eyes wickedly bright.  “Last chance, Bre.  I’m not going to offer it again,” she warned.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Nope.  I’m good.” I assured her.  There was no way, after what I’d been through, that she’d do what she had described.  No way. She was bluffing.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “Go get your food Breanne.  Get some energy, because you’re going to need it,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   So I did. I ate my dinner.  And then when I was ready, Kari took my hand, and to my surprise, gently pulled me into the dungeon. An hour and a half later I cried out in orgasmic ecstasy, strapped down on the iBench, my thighs burning with the strain, the arches of my feet and nipples tight and tense under the onslaught of electrical stimulation.  My pussy was tight around the vibroballs, the dangling vibrator clamp tormenting both my clit and my petals, while the butterfly shook everything from the top.  Through it all, one simple thought percolated through my sex-soaked brain.
 
    
 
   Kari wasn’t bluffing.
 
   


[bookmark: thirtyminutes]Thirty Minutes
 
    
 
   The living room was a wreck and it wasn’t my fault.  At least, not directly.  Sure, I suppose that most of it could be laid directly at my feet vicariously, but to be honest I’m not the one who got out all the rope, or the spreader bars, or the duct tape, much less the metal stand.  I was positioned, helpless in the middle of the creative destruction while Mike the Hardware Guy gently eased the massive, nine inch long dildo into my very wet, quite oiled slit, making me groan.  To further quantify my innocence, at least as far as the messy living room was concerned, my hands were bound firmly behind my back, my legs were spread about three feet apart, and there was a post impaling me.  
 
    
 
   Oh. And I was naked.  See?  No way could I be responsible for the mess.
 
    
 
   Mike was concentrating and I wish I could say he was concentrating on my clit, but that wouldn’t have been true.  Instead he was futzing around with the center pole, an adjustable bar mounted to a thick metal plate, which he’s used on me several times before when circumstances required me to be mounted on something pointed and penetrative.  At the top of the pole he’d attached a long, nine inch rubber dildo, the kind that fills a girl to the brim and makes them swoon.  I didn’t mind. It felt good, though I admit that flat footed there wasn’t much room for movement.  My legs were each cuffed with a black leather anklet, both of which were attached via eighteen inch spreader bars to the main pillar.  It kept my legs spread a discrete distance and allowed me a range of movement I’ve rarely been given in bondage situations.  
 
    
 
   “How does that feel?” he asked me, studying the spread petals of my sex.  The massive dildo was relatively thick and felt like one of my girlfriends had pushed their hand inside me.
 
    
 
   “It’s fine,” I assured him.  And it was. I was flat footed, all the way down, and quite stuffed.  Admittedly, I wanted to bounce, but I figured that would just mess things up for him.  
 
    
 
   “Okay, go up on tip toe,” he told me.  I did, rising up a full three or four inches.  It was tough to tell.  I wasn’t exactly in a position where I could make marks on the dildo just to see how high I was managing to get.
 
    
 
   “That’s good, Bre.  Thanks,” Mike said. “You can go back down.”
 
    
 
   I let out a breath and lowered myself down, letting out another moan as the thick dildo split me. Oh man… I so wanted to bounce!  Mike got up and gave me a smile.  
 
    
 
   “It’s perfect. Are you ready to do this?”
 
    
 
   Of course I was ready!  Are you kidding me?  I nodded and grinned. “Do me, lover boy,” I said wickedly and Mike turned around, picked up the Hitachi Magic Wand and a roll of duct tape. Positioning the Magic Wand so that the bulbous head was pressed tightly against my clitoris, right along the side of the dildo, he flicked my clit lightly.  That made me squeal a bit and rise up by about half an inch. Mike secured it in place with a long strip of adhesive and I came back down, the soles of both feet on the ground.  To my surprise, it now felt as if I were sitting on the massager, some of my weight mashing the little nub of my clit hard into the rounded head. I groaned again, wanting him to turn it on.
 
    
 
   My wish was granted a half second later and Mike flipped on the Hitachi massager, setting the selector to high.  Instantly a sensational vibration began between my legs, rippling up through my clitoris and petals, penetrating deep, and leaving me breathless.  It was quite intense and you might be surprised to find that I found it just a bit overpowering.  But that was the point.  I trembled and went up slightly on tiptoe.  That made everything better, and worse, especially because I went back down just half a second later.  Now the in and out sensation of the thick dildo sliding in and out of my slit was combined with the intensity of the massager head messing around with my clitoris.  I went back up, relieving the intensity of the vibrations, feeling them now through the stand and the dildo inside me, only to drop back down deliberately, even before my arches tired.
 
    
 
   Mike held up the stopwatch.  Clearly he was timing me.  “How long can you tolerate it before you have to raise up?” he asked as I began bouncing enthusiastically.  It didn’t matter if I was up or down, it felt amazing!
 
    
 
   I blinked, waves of exquisite pleasure bursting up from my loins. “What? I thought I only had to bounce for thirty minutes?” I asked, my chest heaving as the pressure built inside me fast.  Can anyone say “freight train?” Because the metaphorical lights were blinking and the railroad crossing gates were coming down rapidly.
 
    
 
   Mike sat down on the couch opposite me with a silly grin on his face.  “Well, we’ll see. Kari left it to me on how long you’d be riding.”  He looked a little chagrined.  “I think the idea was that you go up and stay there,” he said with disappointment.
 
    
 
   I dropped back down with a forceful groan, a thrill of vibrational ecstasy going through me as the Magic Wand was once again jammed tightly against my clit.  “Why,” I said, gasping slightly, “would I,” another gasp, “want to do,” then a groan as I rose back up, feeling the dildo slip half way out of me, “that?” I finished and dropped back down, this time letting my knees buckle.  It meant practically resting my entire body weight on the dildo/massager combo, but who cared?  I was in sexual nirvana there.  It was fucking awesome!
 
    
 
   Mike didn’t reply and instead watched.   I bounced. I moaned. I groaned. I whimpered.  My hips rolled. My breasts rose and fell.  And then I cried out in sexual release as my entire body shuddered and I exploded so powerfully and so long, riding that silly Magic Wand, that juice literally gushed out of me, streaming down my leg and no doubt soaking the metal bar wedged up between my legs.
 
    
 
   “Four minutes, twenty-eight seconds,” Mike said, jotting down the time on a little pad of paper.  I groaned, just a little out of it, and then realized that the Magic Wand was still vibrating like mad, and that my clit was just a tad bit sensitive.  Even more surprising, I was up on tiptoe, an involuntary response my body took while my brain was still lost in the wash of oxytocin and endorphins.  What can I say?  Sex is the best drug ever.  And I’m an addict.
 
    
 
   I’m ashamed to admit it, but my brain ended up agreeing with my legs and clit, and I stayed up.  I could still feel the vibrations, but instead of them going straight into my clitoris and translating up into my core, the earthshaking movements of the massager had to travel into the metal stand beneath me, then up into a gel like rubber dildo, and only then made it into my body.  I could feel it, but it wasn’t the kind of intense contact that would drive you banana crackers in seconds.  I could tolerate it.
 
    
 
   As long as my calves and arches didn’t give out.
 
    
 
   My toes began to ache and I tensed each leg in turn, trying to relieve the tension in my calves, but we both know that my stamina, at least from the knee down, is measured in minutes, rather than hours.  Finally I needed to rest and since I was still horny due to the dildo and the low level vibration flowing up through it, I lowered myself back down, thinking I could handle it easily enough.  The massager head pressed up against my clit and my internal seismograph suddenly went nuts, going from a low level trembler to a full on Los Angeles leveler.  I gasped, jerked my hips for a moment, and then suddenly found the strength to go back up.
 
    
 
   “Six minutes, forty seven seconds,” Mike said, making another note. “You know, I’m sort of surprised. I thought you had this phenomenal endurance.   I would have thought that you’d just stay mashed down on the massager permanently, cumming your head off.”
 
    
 
   My heart pounded in my chest as my body strained.  A slight sheen of perspiration had broken out on my skin and I glistened. “It’s not as easy,” I gasped. “As you might think.”  My arches ached and I went back down, my clit once more coming in direct contact with the Hitachi Magic Wand.  My head went backward as I let out a deep seated groan, my clit caught between the mortar and pestle experience.  I swung my hips around in a circle, as much as the penetrating dildo would allow.  I could feel another orgasm building up inside me, but this one was laced with a sincere discomfort, a sort of sexual irritation that grated upon my nerves.  I went back up on tip toe to slow things down.
 
    
 
   “I have to admit, I like the scenery,” Mike mused.  “I’m thinking this should be a permanent fixture.  What do you say, Breanne?  Four hours a week?  Maybe during football games?  I could put you in the corner next to the television.”
 
    
 
   Damn him, the very idea of it was an aphrodisiac as my overactive imagination immediately pictured myself doing exactly what he described.  Forget the fact that I was barely tolerating the damn thing now, after less than ten minutes.  What would four hours do to me?  And would he invite some friends over to watch the game with him?  Holy crap… I was going to cum! I was flat-footed, grinding myself down on the stupid massager!
 
    
 
   I cried out in relief, my face flushed as my torso did this intriguing wiggle, while my pussy tried to pulverize my clit against the side of the Magic Wand.  Waves of sensual pleasure shot through me, flooding through my veins as if I’d just been forced to drink a dozen Mountain Dew sodas, along with a gallon of over sugared Kool-aid, while fucking the business end of a firehose - doing its business.  My toes would have curled if my weight hadn’t been on them and I was hopping up and down like a toddler in a bounce house.  Mike watched with wide eyes, clearly enjoying the show and when I finally calmed down again, settling on the soles of my feet, the vibrator again pressed tightly to my clit, trying to find some meager spark of energy, all so I could go back up and get the damn massager away from my sex, he actually clapped.
 
    
 
   “Twelve minutes, thirty two seconds,” he told me with a grin.  “Almost to the halfway point, Bre.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Half-way?  My knees buckled, which put even more weight on both the massive dildo jammed up inside me and the undulating torture device that was trying very hard to shake my clit off.  I let out a slightly manic whimper and I began glancing around, searching for some way to save myself.  I know. It was totally weird.  Psychological maybe.  I jerked myself to the side in an effort to get away from the chafing grind of the massager head, only to discover that the metal stand my impalement was being conducted on was heavier than me.  There was no way I was going to be tipping over.
 
    
 
   “Sorry Bre, but that stand weighs close to eighty pounds, and you also happen to be standing on it.  There is no way it will tip over,” Mike assured me, “not without help or a much lower point of balance. And since you can’t get any lower,” he said, gesturing at my loins with a grin.
 
    
 
   My mind switched gears. “Please Mike?  Please let me off?  I’ll fuck you,” I said, begging and pleading.  Mike grinned.
 
    
 
   “You know I love to hear you say that, but the reality is that we’ll be fucking in a few minutes anyway, and I don’t have to let you off in order to stick myself in any hole you have.  The reality is that…” his voice trailed off and he glanced down at the stop watch as I lifted myself off the Magic Wand, my chest heaving. “Wow.  Fourteen fifty-eight.”
 
    
 
   I tried to stay up, the seconds ticking and it was at least a minute before my legs gave out and I had to mash my clit back up against the massager.  The oscillations tore into me and my body decided that rubbing myself frantically, with as much forward and back movement as possible, was the best way to handle the stress of the pulsing waves.  My buttocks tightened and I began undulating at the waist, the entire stand rocking slightly.  My sex felt like it was being shocked, and yes - just in case you’re wondering, I have been zapped between the legs before with electricity.  It wasn’t as bad as that one time with the taser, but it was just as intense as any of the transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulation unit pulses, that’s for sure.  There was this edge to the stimulation that’s tough to describe.
 
    
 
   Overload?
 
    
 
   I’m not sure but my clitoris was reporting that someone had pressed a high speed electric sander to it and was trying to deliver fifty years of natural erosion in the space of a few minutes.  The problem was that I was getting mixed signals, or more likely, my fucked up brain was mistranslating a message that normal people merely read as “wow, this is not a good feeling. I should stop now.”  See?  This is my problem.  It’s why I’m a sexual masochist.  It’s why I love being hurt like this.  It’s because my clit was reporting sensorial overload and possible physical damage, and my brain was interpreting most of that message as “ooohhh…. sex!  Wow!  Keep going!”  
 
    
 
   I went back up and stood there with a look of relief on my face that turned to desperation a half minute later. I could still feel the reverberation through the dildo, but it was my burning calves that ached the most.  Finally I couldn’t take it and went back down, crying out as the massager once more pressed tightly against my clit.
 
    
 
   “Nineteen minutes, eleven seconds,” Mike informed me solemnly.  My vision blurred and I tried to think through the math. I couldn’t. I had no idea how many more minutes I had to go.  
 
    
 
   “I’m wondering whether or not it was a good idea to do this already sensitized.  How many edges did you do this morning?” he asked.  “Eight?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  Kari had wanted me appropriately sensitive for my afternoon session with Mike.  As usual I’d been required to keep a sex toy inside myself - nympho humiliation pain slut rule #1.  Kari had been specific.  Ben wa balls to keep me wet, and my clitoral butterfly vibe to push me to the edge.  The problem had been that every time I was close, I was supposed to turn off the butterfly, which had been on the highest setting by the way, and attach a clothespin to my clit for no longer than twenty minutes.  Do you have any idea what it’s like to be sexually charged, ready to cum, so close that you can taste it, only to have it all crushed between the tips of a wooden peg?  
 
    
 
   Eight times?  Thank God I didn’t fuck it up, because Kari had said that if I did cum, I would be using the jumbo alligator clamp instead of a clothespin.  
 
    
 
   Which hopefully explains, when set on the stupid Hitachi Magic Wand, and vibrated into orgasmic bliss, why I was so sensitive and easy to set off.  
 
    
 
   “Twenty two thirteen,” Mike told me. I was beyond caring.  I could feel another wave of orgasm inside me, slowly churning and burning.  It was going to be a doozy. I could tell.  I twitched and rolled my hips, pounding my clit against the massager.  I started to bounce, this time just a little bit, tiny up and down movements that made me look like I was riding a horse. I bobbed in place, the thick dildo splitting me up the middle, the massager agitating me into another spiral of sexual combustion.  Yet this one was accompanied by the equivalent nerve scorching sensation of overload, of nails on a chalkboard, of carpet burn and that tingly numbness of being electrocuted.  Of a terrible sunburn left untreated. Lemon juice on a paper cut.
 
    
 
   I exploded at twenty five seventeen according to Mike’s notes and I wasn’t done until twenty seven eight.  For exactly one hundred and eleven seconds, I was a gibbering, brainless, cumming slut, stuffed with nine inches of synthetic cock, milling my clitoris against the endless quivering of a heartless, soulless machine.  There wasn’t a thought in my pretty little head for that entire one minute and fifty-one seconds, unless you count the orgasm itself, which basically made me mewl like a kitten, shake like a stripper dancing, and burn like I was a torch.  That last orgasm sucked every bit of energy out of me and when I was done, I was flat-footed, breathless, just a little light-headed, and unable to lift myself up from the still jittering massager, my clit crying out for mercy.  
 
    
 
   Mike got up from the couch and wrapped his arms around me as I burst into tears, unable to do anything else but endure.  He held me as I cried, the pain between my legs tangible and incessant.  It wasn’t a deep pain. That I could have handled.  It was the pain of sensitivity, the kind you get from walking through bladed grass, or burning yourself with a splash of oil.  It was the kind of agony that comes from having too much of a good thing.  I shuddered, my entire weight on the dildo and the massager.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got you,” Mike said to me, rubbing my back and squeezing me tightly, lending me his strength.  Time seemed to crawl as I blubbered and shook, trembling like a leaf in a hurricane.  My sex felt like a shriveled prune, sensitive and sweet and oh so wet and juicy.  I heard a beeping sound and then Mike let me go, just long enough to turn off the massager.  I would have collapsed if the stand and the dildo had let me, so instead I just stood there, my hands still bound behind my back, concentrating on breathing.  I heard the rattle of metal clips and then Mike was behind me releasing my hands.  The moment I was free he lifted me up, my weight nothing to him.  I groaned as the dildo slid out and then Mike was carrying me in his arms, cuddled and warm, to his bedroom.
 
    
 
   The sheets were already turned down and he laid me on the mattress gently.  Dazed and still barely coherent, I mumbled something incomprehensible and then Mike climbed atop of me.  His pants and shirt were gone, his cock hard and pulsing.  The tip probed at my sex and I cried out, my back arching as he grazed my clitoris.  My eyes snapped open and found him staring at me.
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” he said firmly. “Spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   And I did.  His cock dealt my clit another glancing blow and my entire body jumped, but I stayed open and he slid down through my petals and pushed up inside me.  I groaned as he thrust, his pubic hair rubbing against my clit.  Long, slow strokes, but each so powerful, speared me and I wrapped my arms and legs around him until he pushed my knees inward, straddling me, his weight holding me down.  His mouth came down and kissed me, biting at my neck and then my breasts, suckling the nipples as he moved my hands up above my head, grabbing my wrists with a single hand, pinning me to the bed. I bucked beneath him, half in pain, half in pleasure and I think that had Mike been patient, I might even have cum again.
 
    
 
   Mike sighed and rolled off of me, his spent cock softening as he pulled off the condom, tossing it on the nightstand.  I curled up into a ball, wrapping my arms around him, savoring his warmth, his scent, his strength.  I fell asleep.
 
    
 
   When I woke I was alone and there was a delicious aroma in the air.  I climbed out of bed and checked myself. My clit was tender, and still a little sore, but relatively fine.  The rest of me was too and after a quick stop at the restroom to freshen up and run a brush through my hair, I padded out into the living room.  The place was picked up, all of Mike’s tools and supplies put away.  Even the stand was gone.  Mike was in the kitchen, dressed in khaki shorts and a polo shirt, stirring up chicken and vegetables in a cast iron skillet.  I stepped up to the bar, rested my boobs and elbows on the countertop, and gave him a wicked smile.
 
    
 
   “You cleaned up,” I said to him.  Mike laughed and nodded.  
 
    
 
   “How long before we can eat?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged, and added a can of broccoli cheese soup to the skillet. “About thirty minutes or so,” he said, his attention on the skillet.  “Once this is cooked I’ve got to put it in the bread and bake it.”
 
    
 
   My eyes narrowed and I thought I’d tease him a little.  “Gosh.  Thirty minutes.  Too bad you put away the stand, isn’t it?” 
 
    
 
   He turned and looked at me, his eyes dark and curious.  “Turn around,” he said finally.  Blinking I did.  And there it was, right where he said it would be; in the corner, next to the television set.  The massager was even already plugged in, waiting for some fool to turn it on. I looked back at him, our eyes meeting, the silence lengthening.
 
    
 
   I sighed and bit my lip.  I’d lost. I knew it.  Slowly I turned around and walked across the living room.  I reached out and touched the dildo.  It was freshly oiled, as if someone had prepared it already.  I took a deep breath and then stepped up on the bottom shelf of Mike’s television stand.  I knew it could hold my simple weight.  It gave me the height I needed and I grabbed the dildo and bent it toward my sex.  I lowered myself down and a moment later I was fully impaled, my clitoris jammed tightly up against the silent massager.
 
    
 
   Mike put down his skillet and came up to me holding a pair of cuffs.  These he locked on my wrists, but in front of me.  Then he put the ankle cuffs back on me, securing me to the stand.  Finally, he pulled out a pair of clover clamps from his pockets, wrapped the chain through my cuffs, and then secured the clamps to my nipples.  Now I had to hold my hands up or my nipples throbbed painfully. I bounced a few times, testing my muscles and enjoying the sensation of the massive dildo sliding through my folds.  Then Mike reached down and turned the massager on.
 
    
 
   “Thirty minutes, Bre.  Then we’ll have dinner,” Mike said, but I was already in the zone, half lost in the sexual ooze of events outside of my control, the overwhelming wash of exquisite agony and ecstasy that makes me who I am, a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I went down flat footed, rubbing myself against the massager, fucking myself on the dildo, my body already responding, the need and desire and tenderness and soreness all combining.  I trembled, my chest heaving, the clamps digging into my tender nipples.  I let out a half-choked cry as I started to cum…
 
    
 
   And hurt. And cum. And hurt. And cum again…
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes.
 
    
 
   Hello Breanne, this one is fairly simple, because I don’t know you. I am going to start off simple and if you try and like this assignment, I can get more complicated with higher stakes. I honestly love to talk ideas.  You will need a spread bar that will spread your legs wide, but you will also need to be able to keep your balance and be comfortable standing.  You will need a stick or a rod that is tied in the middle of the spread bar, facing up, with a dildo secured to the top of it.  It is very important that when you are standing flat footed the dildo will be all the way inside you so that you should feel full.  Then have someone tape or secure a very powerful egg vibrator or massager to the bottom of the dildo so that when you are flat footed the vibrator is pushing on your clit.  Your hands should be cuffed behind your back. The vibrator should be turned on and you start the “dance”.  Thirty minutes sounds appropriate. – Master Shadow
 
    
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: paininthenhps]Pain in the NHPS
 
    
 
   Pain. It shot through my breasts like darts through a cork board.  Two separate points of agony.  I grimaced, shaking as I sat on his lap, facing him, my fingers clenched into fists, the twisting of both bell clamps hurting me in ways I hadn’t expected.  I was rolling my hips too, my lower half trying to deal with the intense stimulation of my butterfly vibrator, a clitoral stimulator that was nestled against my sex, with only a thin pair of cotton panties between the tender little nub and the powerful sex toy.  It was doing exactly what it was supposed to - sensitizing me closer and closer to a clitoral orgasm.  I worked for it, grinding my hips and whimpering, even as the pain in my breasts increased as he flicked his fingers at the clamps, the bells ringing maddeningly.  He tugged and my eyes widened for a moment before the tiny cry escaped from my mouth.  Oh my God my nipples hurt!
 
    
 
   “Don’t cum yet,” whispered Nick, whose hands were up at my breasts, half kneading the full curves of my bosom, while at the same time seeing if he could do his best to rip the pink points right off.  Or at least, that’s what it seemed like.  I was well aware that this was sort of like being trained, conditioning me to arousal by someone hurting my nipples.  And as soon as I experienced the clitoral orgasm he’d have to stop.  So you can imagine what a command like “don’t cum yet,” meant to a girl in my position.
 
    
 
   I was wearing khaki shorts that made my bottom look pretty good, as well as a pair of sensible sandals with a three inch heel.  At my right ankle there came a ringing sound that matched the bells hanging from my nipples - the slave anklet I’d gotten at my “Welcome Back Breanne Party” from the middle of the summer.  My shirt, which happened to be lying on the floor nearby, was a simple halter top, light pink in color, slightly faded from years of washing, just a tad bit too tight, and displaying the words “Porn Star In Training.”  
 
    
 
   Another piercing shard of pain shot up through my right breast, straight into my heart and I let out a whimper that sounded like a dog getting kicked.  My chest hurt so damn much that it was getting hard to breath.  You need to understand that the pain from having your nipples clamped isn’t like getting a paper cut, even if you pour lemon juice on it, which is a sharp, immediate pain.  It’s not like a bruise, which is more of this deep ache, or a broken bone, which is this grating pain that throbs.  No, getting your nipples clamped creates this dark tension in your back and shoulders and the pain only begins at the tips of your breasts.  It then sinks in deep, through your bosom, radiating outward so that your entire front hurts, it doesn’t throb either, unless the clamp is really tight.  Then it throbs.  But even if it is throbbing in time with your heart, the pain is this deep seated agony, combining the ache of a bruise, the cruel agony of a pinch, and the memory of days.  What does that mean?  I’ve felt phantom pain from clamps I’ve worn a week prior.  Now that’s torment.
 
    
 
   I decided to ignore Nick’s request and jerked my hips wildly, more than aware that the only way to stop the agony was to explode, wetly and quickly.  I was straddling both his legs and I couldn’t grind the butterfly into his thigh, and since we were both dressed (or half-dressed in my case) it wasn’t like there was cock available for me to rub myself on.  That meant that my orgasm had to come from me.  Because sure as hell the twisting, tweaking, pulling, tugging, pinching agony coming from my tits certainly wasn’t helping.
 
    
 
   “Hold off, Bre!” Nick hissed while he picked up the pace, twisting the bell clamps viciously in order to keep me from cumming, but the butterfly vibe was just too strong.  I hadn’t cum in two days and it was set to high.  I threw my head back with a cry, my hands coming up to cup my breasts even as Nick did his absolute best to pull my nipples right off my chest.
 
    
 
   “Stop!” I screamed at him a half-second later as the orgasm crested, smacked me solid, and then seeped away.  Nick let out an exasperated groan and then pushed me off his lap. I slid to the floor twitching, the pleasure of the orgasm slipping from my grasp, leaving only the residual ache of Nick’s torture.  I lifted my head and looked at him with a glare.
 
    
 
   “Bastard,” I muttered.   
 
    
 
   Nick was unimpressed. “Get the next set of clamps.  Then the blowjob.”  
 
    
 
   Slowly I rose up on all fours, not because I was trying to be a good submissive, but because the pain in my breasts was still substantial enough that I didn’t really want to stand up.  I stuck my hand down the front of my shorts and turned off the butterfly vibe, which didn’t help since now I only had the acute discomfort of my well pinched nipples to keep me company.  I moved over to my purse and rifled through it for a moment.  Which ones… which ones?  Finally I grabbed the vibrator clamps.  My logic?  They were the easiest ones to endure after my bell clamps.  The springs would only lightly cling to my damaged points.  
 
    
 
   I crawled back over to Nick, handed him the vibrator clamps, and then straightened, presenting my breasts to him and lacing my fingers behind my head.
 
    
 
   “You have very nice tits,” Nick said honestly. “I like hurting them.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and muttered, “you and everyone else.”  I was just a little testy. It was my time of the month and frankly, the bell clamps shouldn’t have hurt like they did.  That was Nick being a jerk.
 
    
 
   He grinned.  “You are grumpy today.”
 
    
 
   The glare I gave him should have earned me a brutal spanking. “I’m in pain, Nick. I hurt everywhere, which includes cramps from my period.”  What can I say? I’m not the nicest person during my time of the month.
 
    
 
   He reached out and unclipped the bell clamps from my nipples.  There were fresh surges of hurt, but I dealt with it.  Nick put the bell clamps aside and then held up the vibrator clamps.  Slowly he attached them to my nipples, far back behind my piercing on the right side, and deep enough to avoid just the tip on my left.  That’s the proper way to do it.  If you catch just the little pink bump the girl won’t be able to tolerate anything.  Still, I groaned as the clamps bit down, pinching my nipples tightly enough to support the weight of the little vibrators attached to the ends.  
 
    
 
   Then Nick turned flipped the tiny activation switches with little flicks of his fingers.  I gasped, suddenly realizing that I had not actually anticipated activating the clamps.  In hindsight, that’s pretty fucking asinine of me.  Why wear vibrator clamps if you aren’t going to let them shake, rattle, and roll?  The expression on my face must have amused Nick because he laughed as I clapped my hands to my chest and looked at him with shock.  
 
    
 
   His fingers unbuttoned his jeans and in moments his hard cock was sticking straight up.  “Now Breanne, this was the deal for hurting your tits.  Suck.”
 
    
 
   And I did.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I lifted my halter top and watched as Ahmal’s eyes popped open, the shock on his face evident.  I was in the back room of his little store, leaning against the wall, the sound of the vibrators clinging to my nipples providing a soft counterpoint harmony to the tinkling slave bells on my ankle.  He licked his lips and looked at me with uncertainty.
 
    
 
   “So, you want me to twist and pinch and hurt you until you cum?” he asked, repeating back my words almost verbatim.
 
    
 
   I nodded, already stressed. I’d just turned on the butterfly vibe thirty seconds before and already my hips were involuntarily pumping.  I reached out a hand and grabbed his wrist, pulling him closer, our eyes locked on each other.  I was looking at his face.  He was looking at my chest.  I tugged his hands up to my boobs.
 
    
 
   “Take it your fingers. Twist them.  Make it hurt,” I whispered, moving his fingers over the two vibrating clamps clinging to the tips of my breasts.  I’d been dealing with the vibration for about forty five minutes, which is a damned long time.  It hadn’t taken me more than fifteen or twenty minutes to satisfy Nick and then I’d escaped long enough to get in my truck and head two blocks down the road to a local strip mall.  Ahmal’s store was the third from the end and he’d been more than willing to accept my proposal, even if he did seem a little hesitant.  Okay, more shocked than hesitant.
 
    
 
   He grabbed hold of one of the vibrator clamps and lightly turned it a few degrees or so back and forth.  Not enough to hurt.  I moaned though.
 
    
 
   “Both of them,” I said, nodding as my bottom smacked repeatedly into the wall behind me.  “Harder. Twist them,” I whispered.  Ahmal grinned and began getting into it, fiddling with the clamps, playing with them, bouncing them. It wasn’t quite the agony Nick had caused, but it was still intense and my nipples were sore, tender and aching.  So it still hurt.  And to be honest, getting vibrated wasn’t exactly a bad thing.  Ahmal began plumping my breasts, squeezing them so that the nipples stood out, and then he did something I wasn’t expecting.  He lifted his right hand and slapped the vibrator clamp dangling from my left tit.
 
    
 
   Ow.  Oh God yes….
 
    
 
   He seemed to like my reaction because he did it a few more times, pleased to see that the clamp was still firmly attached to my turgid nipple.  Then he moved to the other side.  Admittedly, this hurt just as much as what Nick had been doing and the subsequent pain in my eyes seemed to motivate Ahmal to be just that much crueler.  He went back to twisting the clamps, this time going around a full hundred and twenty degrees until I cried out, clutching at his wrists while my entire body folded.  He held me up by my breasts and that’s when the orgasm hit me, exploding between my legs like a firecracker in someone’s hand. I felt a surge of wetness and a flash of white flashed across my vision.
 
    
 
   “Ahmal!” I gasped. “I exploded! Let me go!” I begged.
 
    
 
   It took him about ten seconds and a repeated plea on my part before he did let go and he stepped back in astonishment.
 
    
 
   “How can you cum from that?” he asked, honestly shocked.  I leaned back against the wall, all sorts of medically questionable things happening inside my fucked up brain and body.  I was flush with adrenaline and dopamine from the pain, oxytocin and endorphins from the orgasm, continued arousal from just being me, and underneath it all, this deep-seated, bruising ache in my bosom.
 
    
 
   It took me a moment to catch my breath, but when I did I nodded and then bent down, one hand digging into my shorts to turn off the butterfly vibrator, the other grabbing my purse.  As the vibe over my clit went silent I rifled through my bag.  Which ones?  Which ones?  I plucked out the next set of clamps and handed them to Ahmal.
 
    
 
   He nodded and accepted the clothespins gracefully and then actually clipped them to the hem of his shirt.  His hands came back up and I nodded as his fingers touched the vibrator clamps.  He turned them off, which was a bit of a relief, and then with a gentle touch, he pinched the ends of both clamps, releasing my nipples. It was everything I could do not to let out a sob of relief as my hands came up to cup my breasts.
 
    
 
   Ahmal put the vibrator clamps on his shirt, right next to the clothespins and then plucked the wooden pegs from the material and looked at me inquisitively.  
 
    
 
   “How do you want these on?”
 
    
 
   This is a very nice question to ask a submissive, because how clothespins are put on a girl matter.  If you go from the bottom she can wear her shirt over them without too much difficulty and they don’t hurt as much.  From the top causes the clothespin to fall forward, which tugs on your nipple awkwardly - and it hurts, but you can also still wear a shirt.  Straight on means you get all the weight of the clothespin on the tip of your breast, plus they bounce maddeningly with every step, which makes them hurt the most.  And you’ll never get a shirt on unless you don’t mind having your nipples twisted horribly around and down.  But I’ve been well trained as a nympho humiliation pain slut, as a submissive, to not answer questions like that.  Or more accurately, to answer them a particular way.
 
    
 
   “Put them on me the way you’d like me to wear them,” I said softly, moving my hands to expose my nipples, offering them up to him.
 
    
 
   He smiled warmly and then put the clothespins straight on.  The wooden jaws bit down and I winced as fresh pain exploded in my breasts, digging down and spiraling to my spine.  I groaned, the deep seated agony raw and thick.  I trembled, my hands still holding my bosom as both clothespins stuck out from my bosom, pointing straight at Ahmal.
 
    
 
   “There. That is nice,” he said simply.
 
    
 
   I struggled to breath around the pain and after a moment, managed to adjust somewhat.  At least Ahmal had put them on deep enough to get meat and not just nipple.  I took a deep breath, which was a mistake since it just hurt like hell, but I managed to stop leaning on the wall and stand straight.  I reached out and plucked the vibrator clamps from Ahmal’s shirt and put them away with all the other clamps.  Every movement was tinged with pain as the clothespins jiggled up and down.  I turned back around and took his hand.  There were a few chairs and I led him to one that looked the most comfortable, pushing him down in it as I began to unbuckle his pants. Ahmal’s eyes widened and he grinned as I went to my knees, the clothespins striking his legs and bending outward, twisting my nipples as I closed in on his cock.  Slowly I licked the tip of his shaft and bent down, taking him totally into my mouth, the clothespins bent as I pressed my breasts against his thighs.  Ahmal groaned, wrapping his hand in my flame colored hair as I bobbed up and down, my mouth slipping around his cock, the clothespins wiggling…
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I glanced left and right as I marched out of Ahmal’s store, my halter top draped over my left arm. It isn’t illegal to walk bare breasted in the state of Texas, or Houston for that matter, but it would definitely attract attention, and since I was impersonating a clothesline as well, with two wooden pegs firmly and painfully wiggling from the tips of my breasts, prudence was definitely called for.  I’d left Ahmal drained and limp in the backroom of his store, a dazed expression on his face as I began the digestive process on a tablespoon’s worth of his semen, all of which I’d dutifully swallowed. No one was on the sidewalk, which was good, and the parking lot was still mostly empty.  So with a bit of a jog that hurt much more than it should, I hurried across the lot toward my truck.
 
    
 
   I made a beeline for my truck, figuring the semi-privacy of my Ford F-150 would serve me better than standing half naked on a sidewalk.  I was halfway across the parking lot, my nipples aching with each step as the clothespins wiggled up and down, when I saw a better opportunity.  I turned immediately and in less than fifteen seconds had stepped right up to the minivan that had pulled up.  Inside was a man in his late forties, possibly early fifties, with graying hair and a pleasant look on his face.  I could see he was alone, since no one was sitting in the passenger side of the van, and I doubted he had kids since it was a school day.  It was a risk, but I’m all about risks and the moment he climbed out of the driver’s seat I was there.  His eyes widened as he caught sight of my clothespin clamped breasts right in front of his face.
 
    
 
   “Whoa,” he said in shock. I liked that.  “Whoa” is the kind of thing a girl likes to hear from a man who first catches sight of her.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said a bit breathlessly.  “I could really use your help.”
 
    
 
   “Whoa,” he said again, still in shock.
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to bounce a little, which I would have done had I not had two clothespins clinging to the tips of my breasts.  “I was wondering if you’d be willing to twist these,” I said cupping my breasts and jiggling the clothespins just enough, “while I cum?  I’ll give you a blow job afterward.”
 
    
 
   He blinked as the words started to penetrate.  “What?  You want what?” he stammered, still in shock.  I glanced around just a little anxiously.  I didn’t want to spend an extended amount of time with my breasts hanging out and clamped in public like this.  
 
    
 
   I sighed, which hurt.  “All you have to do is twist and flick the clothespins until I cum.  Then you take them off and I’ll give you a new set to put on me.  Then I’ll give you a blowjob.”
 
    
 
   He gaped. “Here?” The stunned innocence in his voice was just so cute and appealing that I couldn’t help flashing him a huge smile.  Then I looked at his van meaningfully, while I glanced around the parking lot.  No one seemed to notice that I wasn’t wearing a shirt yet except for the man in front of me. 
 
    
 
   “Yes?”
 
    
 
   He stood there, still stunned so I decided that I needed to be a bit more forceful.  I turned to my right, grabbed hold of the sliding door of his van, and yanked it open.  I climbed in and he still just stared at me.  I motioned him to come in behind me and that finally was enough to get him moving.  He moved over to the open door, still staring at my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Look, I don’t know who you are, but you evidently have the wrong person,” he explained.
 
    
 
   Now it was my turn to blink in shock.  “Uh… well… it’s not complicated,” I insisted.  I patted the seat next to me.  “All you have to do is get up in here with me, twist and flick the clothespins and I’ll make you very happy.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head. “I’m already very happy.  Now please - get out of my van?” 
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, instantly regretted it, and climbed from his minivan with my arm pressed tightly against my breasts, the clothespins mashed downward.  Yes it hurt, but not as much as my pride. I’m turned down every once in a while. It happens, though not as often as it seems it might.  But clearly my nipple clamped charms hadn’t worked on this man.  I didn’t say anything but instead hurried away, back toward my truck.  
 
    
 
   I climbed in without further misadventure and got the engine going.  With my nipples throbbing I put the truck in gear and left the mall, trying to figure out where to go next.  Frankly it reminded me of the day I’d been forced to tie a pair of clothespins to the steering wheel, while wearing them, each turn resulting in shooting pains going up through my bust.  Knowing that my fellow drivers, those that were paying attention at least, were getting a show, I got onto the freeway and headed back toward Katy, just a little disturbed.
 
    
 
   On the way I tried to figure out where I could go and in seconds I had thought of a name. I pulled out my cell phone and called John, who answered on the second ring and was more than happy to agree to my terms.  Twenty minutes later I pulled up in front of a quiet suburban ranch home, only a few houses away from the backside of Thomas Park.  I parked my truck and again with a glance around to make sure no one was looking, I hurried up to John’s front porch, bypassing the brick pillars.  My knock was answered in seconds and John grinned as I bounced (clothespins still bobbing up and down) into his home.
 
    
 
   “I have to admit, that’s a fetching look,” John said with appreciation as he followed me into the living room.  I nodded, but the reality is that all I really wanted was the clothespins off my nipples.  I grabbed his hand and pulled, then pushed him toward the sofa.  He laughed as he sat down. I reached into my shorts and turned the Butterfly Clitoral Vibe to full power and let out a tiny moan as the vibrations sent a sexual shock through me.  I swallowed hard, adjusting, and then I straddled his legs, pushing my breasts forward even as I laced my fingers together behind my head.
 
    
 
   John looked at me intently and reached up to the first clothespin.  He started by mashing it downward, bending my entire nipple and leaving me breathless. I arched my back and groaned as he did it the same thing to other side. Then he began to wiggle, rotate, and twist the clothespins.  I let out a series of whimpering moans that culminated in my hips grinding back and forth, the butterfly dancing over my clit with increasing waves of sexual need, but so much of it was eaten by the pain.  Oh God my breasts hurt, deep penetrating shards of pain, as if someone had driven nails through each soft, luscious curve, all the way through me and into my back.  I didn’t know whether to cry out in ecstasy or sob in agony.  I was so confused, half of me wanting one thing, the other half needing something else.
 
    
 
   He began kneading my breasts as well as flicking the clothespins back and forth and when he saw certain things hurt me worse, he stayed away from those actions, granting me just a bit of a break.  It was what I needed, allowing the intense sexual stimulation between my legs to come to the forefront.  Nothing would wash away the intense discomfort I was feeling across my bosom, but at least my body was starting its long march to orgasm.
 
    
 
   “You like that, don’t you?” John asked me, his fingers tapping the clothespins so that they bounced viciously.  Little sparks of pain shot through my breasts, right up from the crushed nipples.  I nodded, one hand between my legs, mashing the butterfly harder against my clit.  He put his fingers under each peg and pushed upward, bending my nipples.  I cried out, tears on my cheeks even as I felt the pressure waves of the butterfly mount and fold.  I couldn’t hold still, my entire body thrumming with need and hurt.  John knew exactly what he was doing, grabbing hold of the clothespins and giving them tiny little five degree twists, back and forth, as if he were tweaking my nipples.  It was just too much.  To go from agony to those little twists was more than I could take and I exploded with a shuddering breath that came from so deep I’m surprised I could even breathe.  
 
    
 
   I pulled away and John let me go as I fell to the floor.  Part of my brain was incoherent, lost in the luxurious afterglow of orgasm, while the other half was already screaming at me.  My fingers fumbled at the button of my shorts and I managed to jam my hand down the front to turn off the buzzing butterfly vibe.  Still dazed and aching horribly, I found my purse and rummaged around, my fingers tightening on the next set.  My hand clutched them tightly in one fist as I came back up to John, holding them out.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?” John said with concern.  “You seem to be just a little sensitive.”
 
    
 
   I let out a hysterical laugh.  “I soooooo don’t want those on,” I said, just a little manic.  
 
    
 
   “Do you need a break?” he asked seriously.
 
    
 
   I almost broke down and cried.  “Yes,” I said. “But Brandon didn’t say I was allowed to have one.”
 
    
 
   John let out a sigh and shook his head.  “You can have a break from the clamps, but it will cost you.”
 
    
 
   I almost said, “sure, anything,” but John was just a tad bit sadistic himself and I didn’t want to just flat out agree.  “What will it cost me?” I hissed through the throbbing pain in my bosom.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “First, a spanking.  And yes, it will be bare bottom, and yes I know it’s your time of the month, so nothing other than a spanking down there.  Then twenty snaps of a rubber band against the arch of each foot. I will also ice your nipples and you will get a breast spanking after being iced.  Then the next clamps go back on.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, adding things up and weighing them.  So basically I could get relief from the pressure of the nipple clamps, by purchasing lots more pain, which would then be spread out over other parts of my body.  The ice was the cute part.  He knew that even giving my poor nipples a break, the ice would sensitize them right back up so that after the breast spanking, when he put the clover clamps on, the tips of my bosom would still hurt like hell.  I thought about it for all of maybe half a second.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I whispered, dropping the clover clamps on the floor.  I rose up, lifting both breasts up to him, offering the clothespins which wiggled horribly from the tips.  John reached out and simultaneously pinched each one open.  Blood rushed back into the crushed nubs and I let out a sound that was half butchered lamb and half shot baby pig.  The pain almost felled me and if it hadn’t been for John grabbing hold of my arm and hauling me across his lap like a side of beef, I probably would have dropped like a rock.
 
    
 
   He reached under me and unsnapped my shorts, only to dig in, which surprised me and made squirm.  For a second I thought he was going for something a little more substantial, despite my time of the month, but I should have known better.  Instead his fingertips found the butterfly and switched it back on, except on low.
 
    
 
   I groaned and started to reach for the buzzing sex toy dancing on my clit, but John batted my hand away, only to then yank down both my shorts and panties, baring my creamy white ass.  He didn’t tug my clothing down any farther than the curve of my ass, but it was more than enough.  I let out a soft whimper, the entire dynamic changing thanks to the butterfly vibrator shaking my clitoris.  John’s hand came up and then slammed into my right buttock with a blow that left me kicking and breathless.  
 
    
 
   Oddly enough, my nipples stopped hurting.  John struck my rump again, this time on the other side and the sharp sting made me yelp.  My hand snapped backward, totally without me actually thinking about it, only to be caught in John’s strong hand.  He swatted me again, then hit me with a flurry of strokes that turned my cute little ass a brilliant shade of hot pink.  I was kicking and crying by the time he was done and he rolled me onto the floor with a quick shove, leaving me a little puddle of half-naked, crying redhead.
 
    
 
   He got up and I tried to collect myself.  My bottom stung and felt like I’d accidentally sat down on hot asphalt on a 100 degree summer day.  On the other hand, the throbbing of my nipples had quieted down to a dull and almost ignorable ache.  To be honest, I didn’t think it was a bad trade off.  By the time I had stopped sniveling, the buzz of the vibrator having much to do with that, John had returned with a glass full of ice and a towel. He spread the last on the floor, between the coffee table and the sofa. 
 
    
 
   “Lay down on your back, hands underneath you,” he said simply. I complied, moving onto the towel and lying down on my back, my bare and still hot bottom against the soft plush.  I slipped my hands underneath my ass, the coolness of my fingers a nice contrast to my cooked derriere.  
 
    
 
   John bent down over me as he fished the first piece of ice out of the glass and wrapped it in a small washcloth.  “If you buck, twist or stop me in any way, it will increase the number of spanks I give your tits.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, but since he hadn’t specified how many strokes I was going to get in the first place, I could hardly be worried about getting more.  I’m not stupid. He was going to spank my breasts until they were red and sore and hot, regardless of what I did.  Still, I try to be a good girl unless it suits my purposes not to be.  Getting more abuse heaped onto my breasts wasn’t exactly something I was looking for.  
 
    
 
   The butterfly vibe was still lightly churning between my legs and the new position, the exposure of it, actually was turning me on.  And when that first cold, wet cube of ice touched my right nipple, clicking lightly with the piercing and padlock that dangled from the tip, I let out a low, soft moan that had John chuckling.  He went round my areola in circles until the nipple was tingling and hard and then he moved to the other side and repeated the process, driving me just a little crazy.  Minutes passed as he went back and forth, moving the fast melting ice cube from one side to the other just at the point where I was almost starting to go numb.  He dropped the sliver of ice back in the glass and grabbed a fresh cube, going right back to my nipples.
 
    
 
   Cold is an invidious thing.  It seeps in, chilling you and in a lot of ways, it can create the same sort of horrible ache long term nipple clamps can.  Having it applied to the exact same place as your clamps doesn’t negate the pain.  It increases it.  Don’t believe me?  Try it.  Leave a pair of clover clamps on for four hours, take them off, and then apply a pair of ice cubes to both nipples for half an hour.  I swear to God it will feel like you never took the damn clovers off in the first place.
 
    
 
   I slowly and surely went just a little crazy.  John tortured me, plain and simple.  No other words for it.  My nipples ached and I began to roll left and right.  John handled that by coming half off the couch and kneeling on one of my shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Move your hands and I will cuff you in place,” he said harshly when it looked like I was going to lose it.  Then he went right back to rubbing the ice against my boobs.  This went on for almost a full thirty minutes and it wasn’t until tears filled my eyes and my teeth began chattering that he tossed the last half-melted cube in the cub and ordered me to kneel in front of him.  The towel beneath me was soaked and my sides and breasts were just as wet.  I got on my knees, my bottom still exposed with my shorts half pulled down, the vibrator buzzing on my clit a constant and incessant distraction, keeping me aroused and half-baked sexually.
 
    
 
   Then he raised his hand and with a hard, sharp swing, slapped my breasts.  I gasped, the sting an awful prickling that did not mix well with the frozen numbness of my nipple.  Before I could even really recover he swung from the other side, making my chilled bosom swing back the other way with the impact.  Then he began slapping my tits rapidly, back and forth as I clenched my fists down by my side.  I turned my face away, teeth clenched tightly together, eyes shut, and my lips in a solid firm line.  The horrible sting of the spanking changed into a heat and in seconds the chill was melted away, leaving just the ache, pain, and burn of the spanking.  
 
    
 
   “You know,” John said as he continued slapping my breasts, “I’ve had dreams where I did things to your boobs that had you bawling.”
 
    
 
   My chest heaved as I struggled to stay in place, the spanking hot and heavy.  I was also having issues with the butterfly vibe.  Too much sexual sensation, combining all together was making it hard to stay sane and quiet.  Then, just when I thought I was going to lose it, exploding with another cumsoaked shudder, he picked up the clover clamps which were laying on the coffee table beside us and quickly put them on my nipples.  They tightened darkly on each tender nub and then just to set them, he gave the chain that dangled between the two clover clamps a hard tug.  I suddenly found it hard to breath.
 
    
 
   “There now,” John said softly, giving the clovers another little jiggle.  “Isn’t that nice?”
 
    
 
   I groaned. I was in twice as much pain as I had been before, the ache going so much deeper through my bosom.  John sat back and stared at me and I knelt there trembling until I realized he really was done.  I climbed to my feet and pulled my shorts back over my exposed rump.  Then I reached in and turned off the butterfly vibe.  And just in time too. I was so close to cumming I could practically taste it.
 
    
 
   “Where to now?” John asked as I grabbed my halter top and pulled it down over my head, covering my bright pink breasts and the steel clover clamps chewing on the tips.  I gave him a desperate look.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure,” I replied, my voice quiet and tight, the strain on me impressive.  I was taking short, shallow breaths, trying to mitigate the pain I was feeling from the shirt pressing against my clamped nipples.
 
    
 
   “Can I make a suggestion?” John offered tentatively, as if he were worried about offending me.  I shrugged and grabbed my purse.
 
    
 
   “I’d avoid Julie right now,” he said with a grin.
 
    
 
   Well duh.  The last thing I needed was her traditional hello spanking.
 
    
 
   I gave John an exasperated look and then he walked me to the door. I gave him a gentle kiss and hurried to my truck.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said, quietly and with just a hint of the agony I was in translating to my voice.  Mike the Hardware Guy looked up from his desk with a look of surprise.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?  What are you doing here?” he asked as I stepped into his office. The room was relatively tiny, with just enough space for a filing cabinet, two chairs, and a desk.  Mike filled it completely, his very presence large and dominating and I shut the door behind me as I collapsed into the chair opposite him.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure where to start.  I bit my lip and he waited, patiently, as I struggled to find the words.  Finally I just grabbed my halter top and lifted it up, exposing the clover clamps crushing the tips of my breasts.  His eyes widened as he saw the forming bruises, the dark red marks along my curves.  I put my hands under my breasts and lifted them up, bouncing them just a little, tears coming to my eyes.  I couldn’t believe I was about to say what I was about to say.
 
    
 
   “Would you please twist and pull on these until I cum?” I begged.
 
    
 
   Mike took a deep breath and looked at me inquisitively. “And how, exactly, are you supposed to cum?  It’s your time of the month.”
 
    
 
   “Butterfly,” I said curtly as the deep pain in my breasts made me shudder.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “How close are you?”
 
    
 
   I considered that for a moment.  “Close enough that I won’t bother you longer than half an hour, I promise.”
 
    
 
   He gave me this wicked looking grin.  “Well I suppose I can help you out, but I’ve got some paperwork to do first.  Do you mind hanging around?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to groan, or roll my eyes, or just get up and leave.  But it wasn’t like I had a lot of options.  Maybe he wouldn’t take longer than a few minutes.  I nodded in agreement and he opened his desk drawer.  He pulled out two items that made my eyes widen as he got up from his chair and came around to me.
 
    
 
   “Wrists,” he demanded a half second later and I lifted my arms.  He pulled me to my feet and yanked my hands behind my back, quickly attaching the police style handcuffs to my wrists.  I’m not a fan of police cuffs.  They aren’t designed for sexual purposes.  They’re designed to restrain people.  That makes a difference because if you don’t know what you’re doing, police cuffs can hurt.  Michael seemed to know though and he whirled me back around to face his desk.
 
    
 
   The other item he had was a two foot long bungee cord, with narrow hooks on each end.  I hadn’t noticed the eyehook in the ceiling above the second chair, but I did now as he quickly snagged the bungee cord to the ceiling.  Then he stretched it downward, grabbed the chain connecting my clover clamps, and pulled me upward. I cried out and went on tiptoe, watching with horror as he double snagged the chain, keeping it tight, and leaving me to bounce helpless up and down on my feet, the clamps, bungee cord, and hook yanking, pulling, and hurting my boobs viciously.  
 
    
 
   “There we go.  I’m glad you were willing to hang around,” he chimed brightly and then stuck his hand down the front of my shorts, popping the button open.  He found the Butterfly vibe and turned it up to high.  “Oh yeah, that’s so nice. Isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   I whined and began bouncing, lost between all the different sensations.  Down on my feet, the bungee cord pulled the clover clamps upward with an almost astonishing strength, the tips of my breasts feeling as if they were being torn off.  Up the pressure was relieved though I still had to feel the bite of the clamps.  Add having to twist to keep my balance and the clovers began to pull awkwardly on my nipples.  Unable to free my arms from behind my back made it all the more poignant.
 
    
 
   And the butterfly buzzed merrily away as I began to sob, bouncing wildly up and down and back and forth.  Once I almost completely fell over, but would you believe that the goddamned bungee cord caught me and kept me from tipping before I could get a foot under myself?  For almost twenty minutes I “hung” around Mike’s office until finally poor abused clit couldn’t take any more and I cried out in orgasmic agony.
 
    
 
   In seconds Mike was there, freeing my nipples, not only from the bungee cord, but the clamps as well, holding me as I sobbed into his shoulder.  Lately it seems so many of my orgasms have been accompanied by crying.  I’m not sure if that’s such a good thing.  He held me, rocking me back and forth until I had to stick a hand down between us and into my shorts, turning off the butterfly.
 
    
 
   “You okay?” he asked, pushing a lock of my scarlet hair out of my face. I nodded as I wiped my hand across my face.  I’m not sure how long he’d held me but my breasts didn’t quite hurt as much.  
 
    
 
   He held me out at arm’s length and examined me critically, his eyes roaming across my bared bosom.  I took a deep breath, relishing the fact that I could do so without shards of sharp agony lancing through me.  Instead there was just this incessant, deep, bruising ache that was centered at the nipple and then spread backwards through my torso.  I licked my lips and then remembered what was supposed to come next.  I reached for my bag and rifled through it for the last set of clamps.  I found them and pulled them out and I realized, belatedly, that I’d done this all wrong.  If I’d started with these, instead of finishing, I’d be in a lot less pain.  God I’m stupid!
 
    
 
   I held the alligator clamps out in my palm and Mike’s eyes widened.  “Seriously?  How can you even stand that?” he said incredulously.
 
    
 
   “It’s the assignment,” I whispered.  
 
    
 
   He shook his head. “Breanne.  Stop a moment. Look down at your nipples.”
 
    
 
   I did as he said.  Both tips sported blue blotches that mottled to green and the veins were very visible.  Farther out the skin went from blue to red and my entire bosom looked like I’d been beaten with fists.  And honestly, they hurt.  The tips especially.  I looked up at him with a sad smile.
 
    
 
   “But I agreed to it.  And I’m almost done,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   Mike shook his head and took the alligator clamps, pinched them open and then set them far back on my breasts.  The metal jaws closed and I let out a soft whimper as fresh needles of pain delved into my chest, dug around, twisted, and then turned hot.  I shuddered and tried to take a deep breath, only to make it all hurt more.
 
    
 
   “Can you even drive?” Mike asked.
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard, my vision red at the edges.  I put my hands up on Mike’s chest and pushed him backward toward his own chair.  His eyes widened as he fell into the seat and I followed him down. My knees hit the floor and I began unzipping his pants, my eyes hot and focused.  I yanked out his cock, its hard length in my hand and I looked at Mike the Hardware Guy warmly.
 
    
 
   “I know a way to take my mind off it.”  Then I bent my head down, took his cock in my mouth, and sucked.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   He sat in the easy chair before me, eyes bright with desire as he studied my bare, but harshly clamped bosom.  The two silver darts at the tips of both breasts rose and fell with every breath I took, the tiny metal jaws chewing on my nipples with incessant pressure.  I’d worn the alligator clamps all the way home and knowing that only one person would be there when I arrived, I’d shamelessly handed my shirt to Mike after he’d walked me to my truck.  Half-naked in the parking lot and for the entire drive home, I’d dealt with both the humiliating exposure of my chest, as well as the obvious sexual aspect - the pain of the alligator clamps wiggling delightfully from my nubs.
 
    
 
   His right leg was a withered husk.  A powerful man reduced to hampered mobility, requiring the nearby walker to navigate his own home.  I slipped my hand into the waistband of my shorts and flicked on the butterfly vibrator.  Light but powerful tremors translated through my clit into my central nervous system, doing incredibly wonderful things to me, but mostly changing the nature of the pain I was enduring along my top half, into something tolerable.  
 
    
 
   I knelt before him, my hand plucking the bottle of flavored oil from the side table.  His trousers were already open, his thick and pulsing shaft exposed, and I dribbled almost a tablespoon’s worth of the lubricant on the tip, watching syrup like substance flow down and along his shaft. I used my hand to catch it at the base and slid my fingers and palm back up.  He let out a soft groan as I got up to the ridge of his tip.  I began stroking him, soft and slow, up and down with first one hand, then both.  I oiled him completely, making his rod glisten in the light as I caressed him.  One hand slipped lower, cupping his scrotum, dancing my fingers like feathers across his skin.  Then I grasped the base of his cock with one hand, encircled as much of the shaft as I could with the other, and bent my head down, my mouth open, to suckle and lick just his tip.
 
    
 
   A single bead of precum emerged and I felt him throb in my hands.  It was then that he reached forward, his own fingers snagging the steel chain which connected the alligator clamps chewing on my nipples to each other.  I let out a sharp whimper, my mouth open around his glans, marveling at a man daring enough to yank hard on a girl’s clamped breasts, when his own sex was between her teeth.  But I didn’t bite him.  Instead the pain shot through me deep and made me whine, my chest heaving as I fought the pain. I locked my jaw open and then forced myself downward, the one hand sliding down to meet the other as I took more and more of his length into my mouth.  I popped back up, the combination of mouth and hands and tongue making it seem as if I’d just deep-throated him.  He moaned dramatically and gave my breasts another tug, making it clear that I should repeat the full length of my caress and suckling.
 
    
 
   We did it over and over, the slow, full-length simulated penetration, as if his cock were sliding through a never-ending tunnel of sexual nirvana, capped each time with a bitingly cruel twisting of my nipples.  I whimpered. I whined. I moaned.  And as the butterfly vibrator finally worked its magic against my tender, sore, and over-sensitized clit, I finally exploded wetly, trembling as I rubbed and stroked and continued sucking.
 
    
 
   He sensed it when I came and he reached out and released me from the agony of the alligator clamps.  Fresh shards of discomfort speared me as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts, but I stayed focused, my mind and mouth and hands all working to bring him to the same sort of climax.  His cream bubbled forth a moment later, streaming over my oiled and glistening knuckles, even as I tightened my grip with one hand and pumped hard with the other.  I bent down and managed to get the second squirt into my mouth and I swallowed and sucked hard on his throbbing member until I’d drained every last drop out of his manhood.  I lifted my head, licking my lips, trembling from the still purring vibrations of the butterfly.  Finally he was spent and his shaft softened.  I let go and looked up.
 
    
 
   “Did you like that, Daddy?” I asked wickedly.
 
    
 
   The sexual daze in his eyes spoke volumes, but he nodded with a satisfied smile.  But then his vision cleared.  He gave me a look that matched my own and he grabbed me by the wrists and pulled me upward.
 
    
 
   “Straddle me,” he said commandingly.  I protested as he pulled me into his lap, his oiled cock leaving a wet smear on my denim shorts.  He put one hand behind me, in the small of my back, and pulled me closer, my breasts near his face.  He put my hands behind me and held them there as his head bent down to suckle my tender nipple. His tongue darted out, teasing me and stabbing at the turgid, abused tip, and since the butterfly was still buzzing, I had little choice but to take it, enduring the steady and continuous buildup of another orgasm.  
 
    
 
   On and on the torment went until I was grinding my hips, desperate and wanting again, his mouth going back and forth between one nipple and the other, until I wanted him to fuck me, something I couldn’t have.  And then, when I was right on the edge of desperate need, he pushed me to the floor, leaving me in a trembling puddle of wanton desire.
 
    
 
   “You have two choices, Breanne.  You can turn off the butterfly and go about your day,” he said, then paused.  “Or you can get a pair of clamps, let me put them on, and cum again.”
 
    
 
   My eyes lit up and I half turned toward my bag, but his hand grabbed my arm.  “But know that if you select even a single pair of clamps, you’ll have to wear them all again, with the subsequent orgasms involved.”
 
    
 
   I squirmed in anguish.  Relief and torment?  Or torment and relief?  I shook my head, trying to wrap my mind around the options.  I sat there, flabbergasted, totally unable to decide, even as my hips churned.  I was so close, so needy.  I looked up at him, the decision made, knowing that whatever was going to happen next to me was totally, one hundred percent, completely my fault - a pain in the NHPS. 
 
    
 
   Breanne - I’m well aware of the fact that it is your time of the month and that limits you.  However I also feel that there are avenues of both torment and pleasure we can explore, regardless of how cramped you are.  Today’s assignment is simple. You may dress however you please, but your top must allow easy access to your bare breasts.  You must also wear your butterfly clitoral vibrator.  And because it’s me - you will wear high heels and your slave bell anklet. You will bring a selection of clamps, which must include your alligator clamps, your vibrator clamps, the ridged clover clamps, a pair of clothespins, and your bell clamps.
 
    
 
   With each set of clamps, starting with the easiest to tolerate, you will find a willing accomplice who will tweak, twist, tighten, and flick your clamps while you endure the butterfly vibrator on full power.  Once you experience a clitoral orgasm, you will ask your accomplice to remove your current clamps and put on a different set, again your choice. You will then find a different accomplice to handle the next set of clamps. You may offer sexual services in exchange for assistance, but you are only allowed to have the butterfly on while your nipples are being hurt. - Master Brandon
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: harness]Harness
 
    
 
   I sighed in frustration as I reached down between my legs and forcibly pushed twelve inches of solid rubber upward.  The response of my body was relatively predictable.  My sex widened, the wet and slippery walls of my pussy tightened around the thick phallus and there was this momentary flash of extreme pleasure, followed by the urge to pump the thing violently in and out.  To be honest, I thought about it, except that I had things to do and couldn’t really take the time to indulge myself so callously with my largest dildo, which I affectionately called the “Core Driller.”
 
    
 
   I opened the door of my truck as I slipped my panties back up, knowing that the stretched cotton was only a stopgap measure and that four to six inches of rubber would eventually be sticking out of my sex, the misshapen crotch of my panties insufficiently tight enough to hold my dildo in.  Part of me knew that was half the fun, or at least half the fun for Kari, who had ordered me to keep the dildo in, dress in a skirt, and take it completely out once every thirty minutes, followed by an excruciating desire to embed the silly thing back in, had in mind.
 
    
 
   I twitched my hips, feeling the massive base touch my inner thighs and I slammed the truck’s door shut before waddling into the hardware store I’d parked in front of.  It wasn’t a massive, get everything home improvement venue like most people visit when they’re getting ready to do repairs, but one of the quieter, more serious locations designed for people who actually make things and know what they’re looking for.
 
    
 
   I was looking for something all right, but it wasn’t a what.  It was a who.  And I found him relatively quick.
 
    
 
   “Hi Mike,” I said softly as I came up behind him in the plumbing aisle.  He turned, his eyes widening.  We’d seen each other two weeks before at my “welcome back” party, but hadn’t really been given an opportunity to talk.  I wasn’t sure if he was giving me space, or if I were giving it to him.  The last few months had been a little rough on both of us, especially considering that around Christmas I had sort of ended a semi-romantic relationship with him, followed by a five month silence while I was sick with pneumonia and depression.  Mike the Hardware Guy was almost forty, a widower, and all around great guy.  He would make a woman a stunning husband. But I’m not exactly marriageable material.  There’s something broken inside me, and while he doesn’t seem to mind, I wasn’t ready.  It was hard for him and I knew it.  But we were still friends, or friends with benefits as it is sometimes called and I knew I needed his help.
 
    
 
   “Well, well, Breanne Erickson,” he said with a grin. “And how’s my favorite girl doing today?” he asked, turning around and opening his arms wide for a hug.  Once upon a time he might have said “favorite nympho humiliation pain slut.”  I noticed the difference though.  Mike the Hardware Guy is pretty big across the shoulders and belly and I was engulfed as I let out a tiny giggle.  He practically picked me up as he squeezed me tight.  Finally he set me down again and I shifted, feeling the Core Driller that was only partially buried in my pussy, digging into my thigh.
 
    
 
   “I’m in a pickle,” I said simply, “and I was hoping you’d help me with it.”
 
    
 
   His eye gave me the once over, taking note of the short skirt, a skirt I’d never be wearing if I wasn’t forced to.  “You mean you’ve got a pickle shoved up that sweet slit of yours?” he asked intrigued.
 
    
 
   I sighed. “I wish, but if that were the case, I’d have said “I’ve a pickle in, instead of I’m in a pickle. A pickle would be easier to deal with than the Core Driller,” I explained grumpily.
 
    
 
   Mike was quite familiar with my assortment of toys.  “I like the Core Driller. Twelve inches of synthetic polymer embedded tightly in my favorite girl is always appealing.” Again with the “girl” thing...
 
    
 
   I snorted. “That’s the problem. It won’t stay in.”
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. “Tighten up?”
 
    
 
   I glared at him. “Mike! I’m being serious here!  I need something to hold it in when I’m wearing a skirt.”  Besides, he knew darn well that no amount of kegal exercises were going to hold in a foot long slick rubber dildo.
 
    
 
   “Duct tape?” he suggested with a snort, but then his expression changed. He gave me a suspicious look. “Are you trying to get around something Kari told you to do?” he asked darkly.
 
    
 
   I looked away guiltily. “Sort of.  Not really.  Yes?”  
 
    
 
   “And you want me to go against her wishes?”
 
    
 
   I stamped my little foot.  “Look, she just said Core Driller and a skirt today.  I’m wearing panties to hold it in, but the damn thing is huge and it’s digging into my thighs. It’s not comfortable,” I complained.  “I don’t have a pair of panties tight enough to hold it firmly up inside me.
 
    
 
   Mike suppressed a chuckle and nodded. “I see. Okay, that’s not so bad.  I’ll need to think about it for a moment though.”
 
    
 
   I smiled. “I can wait. This is driving me nuts.”
 
    
 
   “I think better when your mouth is wrapped around my cock,” he said seriously.
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Yes, I’ll give you a blowjob.”
 
    
 
   He brightened immediately. “Good. Let’s go to my office and I can brainstorm while you… um…” he left it dangling.
 
    
 
   “Make you cum?” I offered.
 
    
 
   “That would be nice. Thank you.” He took my hand and led me to the small office at the back of the store.  Inside was a heavy wooden desk, a bookcase with a variety of books and strange mechanical apparatus, and a pair of large wooden chairs on either side of the desk.  Mike immediately unbuckled his pants and sank down into the office chair while I plucked this foam pad he kept under the desk out from its spot and went to my knees.  Obviously I’d been in that exact same position before.
 
    
 
   It actually was good to have Mike’s cock back in my mouth. He was clean, large, and very filling. It also didn’t take him long to reach over to his desk and began scratching out the designs for a harness to keep me stuffed properly.  I think he was halfway through his design when he groaned and I felt his shaft throb in my mouth. I switched to some deep throated motions and in seconds white cream was bubbling up from his depths, spurting into the back of my throat and sliding down my esophagus straight into my stomach.  Talk about a pleasing afternoon snack!
 
    
 
   Mike sighed in relief as I stroked his balls lightly and gave his softening cock my signature “afterblowjob” sucking, for which I’ve always gotten rave reviews. I know this sounds weird, but I like the texture and softness of a man’s cock after he’s exploded.  Besides, I think it’s polite - one of those things a submissive should do for her man, like rubbing the edge of a glass across her nipple before pouring him a drink.  It’s symbolic, but it’s pretty and says something.  So does sucking on a man until he’s semi-rigid a second time.
 
    
 
   And that’s where I left Mike, already getting stiff, so that he’d want me again.  I lifted my head up from his lap and gave him an expectant look.  
 
    
 
   “Well?”
 
    
 
   “Hush,” he said quickly. “I’m thinking big,” he replied.
 
    
 
   I gave him a crazy look. “You know, I could just duct tape the thing in,” I replied haughtily.  
 
    
 
   He tore his eyes away from his sketch pad and looked at me sharply. “Suck until I’m done, Bre or the next time your CoreDriller gets rammed in there it will be stuck on the end of a hammer drill.”
 
    
 
   As far as threats go, that one was worthless because it sounded intriguing as hell and I grinned. “That sounds like fun!” I exclaimed, but I bent back down immediately and got back to work.  Whatever Mike was plotting, planning, and pursuing, he figured it out relatively quickly and he sat back a moment later with a satisfied grin on his face and a look of wicked delight.  He tapped my shoulder and I popped up, his saliva soaked dick hard again.
 
    
 
   “Let me up. I’ve got to go get a few things,” he said.  I nodded and moved out of his way as he tucked his rigid member back into his trousers.  “I’ll be back in about ten minutes.”  Then he zipped himself back up and left the office.
 
    
 
   I stood and contemplated my situation.  The Core Driller was still hanging halfway out of my sex, held in place by only my panties and I realized that it was about time to handle the stipulation Kari had tasked me with. Every thirty minutes I was to completely pull the Core Driller out, and then with what should be considered extreme disregard for my comfort, jam the entire thing back in.   I turned around and sat down on Mike’s chair.  I slipped my panties down to my knees and caught the Core Driller with my other hand.  Slowly I pulled it out all the way, my insides protesting the loss of the thick, multi-stage rocket shaped intruder.  Then, with a thumb pressing against my clit, I pushed it back in, all the way.  
 
    
 
   Oh my God did it feel good!  I groaned, loving the sensation of being so full, so stuffed. I tilted my hips and let the entire thing come back out.  Kari hadn’t said I couldn’t pump it as often and as much as I wanted, just that I had to do it at least once every thirty minutes.  That left a lot of room for fun.  So while I waited for Mike, I thumped and thrust away, dripping juice as I shoved a foot of rubber repeatedly into my guts.  I came with a startled gasp and settled back with glazed eyes, holding the thick dildo in with one hand, legs spread obscenely, my feet up on his desk, when the door opened and Mike came back.
 
    
 
   He took one look at me and rolled his eyes. “Jesus, Breanne! The door was unlocked!” he exclaimed as I stared at him, the afterglow of orgasm making me just a little ambivalent to his complaint.  He dumped a small paper bag on his desk and upended it.  A variety of objects rolled out, including two small bungee cords, some key rings, some Velcro straps, and some padding and glue.  I didn’t bother moving, leaving myself wide open, though for fun and giggles I did tug my shirt up so he could see my breasts as well.  My skirt was already a ribbon around my waist and my panties had fallen down to one ankle.  And since my hand was already holding in the Core Driller, I figured why not masturbate some more?
 
    
 
   Mike is like a bloodhound with a scent once he gets a project going in his mind.  His access to raw material and a discount at the register makes it easy for him to get what he needs and the fact that I’ve been a willing guinea pig to test his sexual torture devices has definitely been an encouragement to tinker.  If he noticed I was slouching in his chair practically naked, masturbating slowly while even more fluids dripped out of my sex, soaking his seat, he didn’t seem to care. Instead he worked on his desk, gluing and cutting.  A couple of times he glanced at me, but he wasn’t watching me fuck myself.  He was measuring me with his eyes.  Finally he got out a pair of pliers and did some clipping and bending and then he straightened with a smile.  It had taken twenty minutes and frankly, I was ready to get some serious pumping done.
 
    
 
   “Okay, this is a temporary thing, and it will only work with the CoreDriller,” he said. “I’ll make something more permanent for you tonight, something made out of leather.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. I hadn’t expected something serious. “That’s okay. This is fine,” I protested.  The strap and bungee cord thingy on the desk seemed a little MacGyver-ish but I didn’t mind. I’m that sort of girl.  And if it helped with my problem all the better!
 
    
 
   Mike laughed. “No, the harness I’m talking about will be a bit more serious,” he assured me.  Then he motioned me to stand up.  I got to my feet slowly, one hand tucked between my legs to hold in the CoreDriller.  This time he got on his knees, using the pad I’d been kneeling on to give him the blowjob and he began strapping his makeshift harness to my waist.
 
    
 
   It went on easily enough, but it was scratchy.  The Velcro strap went around my waist and there were rings at the front and back.  The two bungee cords were permanently attached to the rings and I spread my legs, kicking off my panties as Mike attached the CoreDriller to the elastic bands.  As soon as he let go the CoreDriller snapped upward into my well, driving six inches deeper and the bungee cord tingled against my clit, spreading my petals open.  It was a unique sensation and to be honest, I really liked it.
 
    
 
   Of course the cord in the back was a bit longer and it crawled into my butt crack like an unwelcome wedgie and curled underneath me.  It wasn’t uncomfortable per se, but I sure knew it was there.  I wriggled a bit and realized that something had changed.  The CoreDriller was being held in as if I were wearing a pair of tight shorts or my blue jeans!  Experimentally I jumped up once.  When I landed the CoreDriller bounced, a third of it sliding out of my sex before being snapped right back into place. I gasped, my eyes widening at the sensation.  I’m not sure if it was the depth of penetration, or the fact that the bungee cord struck my clit just right, but I loved it.  Even better, when I tightened up it actually forced a few inches of the dildo out, only to have it push back in when I loosened.
 
    
 
   Mike smiled. “You like it?”
 
    
 
   I turned and looked at him with a wide smile. “I love it!”
 
    
 
   He scoffed.  “Just wait until you see what I’ve got planned for you,” he said with a smirk.  I laughed.
 
    
 
   “It can’t possibly be better than this!” I gushed, and not just from my mouth either!
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. “We’ll see.  Now, how about you do something nice about my hard-on?” He asked, grabbing hold of his crotch and giving it a squeeze. I laughed and came around the desk. 
 
    
 
   “For you? Anything!” 
 
    
 
   ***  
 
    
 
   It was three days before I heard from Mike the Hardware Guy again and he called me just a little after ten o’clock on that Friday afternoon.
 
    
 
   “Hi!” I said into my phone.  I was working out in the fields, moving irrigation trucks around. To be honest, I wasn’t feeling very sexual at that particular moment despite the fact that I was following NHPS Rule #1, which meant I was uncomfortably stuffed front and back with my double dildo.  Part of that was because I was still suffering the after effects of some rather intense whipping, done with my own belt, the previous evening.  Plus I was dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   “Hey, do you happen to be busy tonight?” Mike asked me brightly, eagerness quite apparent in his tone.
 
    
 
   I blinked, just a little hesitant.  I didn’t want to lead him on and frankly I wasn’t sure how much I was up for.  If Mike had visions of tying me spread-eagled to his bed and taking a whip to my clit I’d probably have to decline, just for medical reasons. “Depends.  What’s the occasion?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” he replied easily. “I’ve got something fun for you to wear.  It will drive you bonkers.”
 
    
 
   I felt myself ripening instantly, an overwhelming urge to unbutton my jeans and go through the awkwardly difficult process of masturbating with a sex toy designed to penetrate two holes at once..  “Will it hurt?” I asked, my voice almost as tight as my pussy.  Previous night’s whipping be damned.
 
    
 
   He paused. “Probably not but we can had some accessories after the fact.”
 
    
 
   My shoulders slumped a little.  “Well it doesn’t sound all that…” I began, but he cut me off.
 
    
 
   “You’ll need to bring your Core Driller.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated at that.  My Core Driller?  Was he done with that “harness” he had promised me?  I took a deep breath. “Yeah, I’m available.  Where do you want to meet?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “My place actually. I might have to make some adjustments.  But you’ve also have got to have the right wardrobe.”
 
    
 
   “Naked, right?” I said with spirit.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Not this time. I’m taking you out for dinner too so we need something a little more appropriate. I’ve picked something out that should appeal to you. Bring your heels.”
 
    
 
   “Will I run the risk of being arrested?” I asked lightly.
 
    
 
   “For indecency?” He chuckled. “Probably not.  Public lewdness? Maybe.”
 
    
 
   My brow furrowed. “How can I be arrested for public lewdness but not indecency?” I asked curiously.  
 
    
 
   He was clearly amused. “See you this evening.  At five.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Sure. Five. See you then.”  We both hung up and a moment later I was back wrestling with a brass spigot that refused to spray water.  The rest of the afternoon seemed to go fast and around four I went back to the house, showered, oiled, and made myself presentable.  Then I grabbed my Core Driller dildo and a pair of high heels, and dressed in a simple summer dress that wouldn’t have raised an eyebrow.  Even my mother looked pleased that I was going out.  The fact that I was still stuffed with the double dildo and carried an even bigger one in my bag probably didn’t even cross my mother’s mind.
 
    
 
   Hopefully. But you never know.
 
    
 
   I drove over to Mike’s place and parked out front.  For a moment I contemplated taking off the sun dress and standing on his stoop naked, like I do when I visit Kari’s condo, but Mike’s front door is a little more exposed and there were children running around the neighborhood.  Instead I just rang the doorbell.
 
    
 
   “Hi Bre!” he said as he opened the door.  He was dressed in slacks and a polo shirt and his beard was freshly trimmed. He looked… well… manly.  Like in big hands and competence manly.  I actually felt a little shiver as he looked at me and I imagined myself a large USDA Premium Choice steak, lying on a platter, with a serving of mashed potatoes and a biscuit on the side.  Hey, there is something awesome about being desired and wanted, even if it is only to be devoured like a piece of meat.
 
    
 
   “Come on in!” he said brightly.  I entered the house and looked around.  As usual it was tidy, which was surprising in a man, but if you’d ever seen Mike’s workshop, or his garage, you’d understand.  He had a three bedroom place and he’d moved his personal bedroom into one of the smaller rooms after his wife had died.  That didn’t bother me, though there wasn’t much room for anything but bouncing on the bed.  He had one nightstand and a bureau and that was about it.  The master bedroom had been converted into a workshop, mostly for metal and electronics, while all his messy stuff and carpentry work was done in the garage.
 
    
 
   I wasn't surprised he led me to his workshop room and was only a little perturbed when I saw the new addition; a female manikin against the wall. It lacked a head but had the torso, legs, and arms.  Most of all, I was a little freaked out because it looked terribly familiar.  It had my dimensions.  Exactly.  And it looked homemade.  Without a word I went over to it.  The chest was made of rubber and Mike had even pierced the right nipple with a ring and placed a proportionately sized padlock on it.  A quick check down low revealed that it was even anatomically correct.  The doll’s vagina was even slick, as if it had been *ahem* used recently.
 
    
 
   “Okay, that’s disturbing, even for you,” I said, trying to make light of the situation. “Are these pin holes?” I asked, putting my face in the doll’s cleavage, just a little shocked. But seriously, wouldn’t you be just a little weirded-out if you knew a guy that liked to build sexual restraint devices and had discovered he made a model of YOU up in his workshop?  
 
    
 
   Mike had the decency to look embarrassed. “I know.  But it’s for a good cause.”
 
    
 
   I glanced back at him.  “As long as you aren’t sleeping with it,” I said, my streak of snark coming to forefront.  It made him laugh though. At least until he realized I was serious.
 
    
 
   “You aren’t sleeping with it, are you?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Mike blinked.  Then he shook his head.  “The manikin isn’t a replacement for you, but it is a way of making sure I’ve got my measurements right.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “I suppose.  Actually, I’m flattered.  How many men have a life-sized doll made of their girlfriends?”
 
    
 
   Mike hesitated at that and I cursed my word choice.  I didn’t want to lead the man on. He could have me sexually all he wanted, even do unspeakable things to my person.  But I wasn’t a replacement for his dead wife.  I couldn’t compete with that and I didn’t want to.  I turned away and then walked around his shop, studying a bunch of equipment that were complete mysteries to me.  It was better than the alternative.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” Mike said after a moment.  “Can you take off your clothes?”
 
    
 
   I glanced at him with a grin “Just like that? Strip? You don’t even want a tease?” I teased.
 
    
 
   He smiled. “Actually I’m more interested in my harness and if it works out,” he replied.  Then he gestured to the main workbench and I saw a leather harness, fitted with little buckles and circles of steel.  I shrugged and peeled off the summer dress.  I wasn’t wearing a bra so my breasts were bare except for the piercing and padlock and a moment later I added my panties to the mix.  
 
    
 
   “Want me to keep in the double dildo?” I asked with one hand between my legs.
 
    
 
   He shook his head. “No. You can take it out.”  He stiffened. “You did bring the Core Driller, right?”
 
    
 
   I laughed and nodded toward my bag where I’d dropped it.  “Of course. It’s in there.”
 
    
 
   Mike nodded and went to my bag, reaching in and extracting the giant, twelve inch long, rocket ship model.  I tossed my dress down and did the same to the double dildos, then approached his bench where he was standing.
 
    
 
   “Okay, please turn around and spread your legs slightly. I’ve got to put the harness on you.”
 
    
 
   I gave him a sly smile and turned around, putting my heels a good three feet apart.  I’m not the kind of girl who spreads her legs only slightly.  Then I raised my hands above my head which had the added effect of pushing my breasts outward as I pirouetted.  Mike seemed to ignore it all and instead lifted his harness up and pressed it against my stomach.  To my surprise it didn’t just go around my waist, but actually was worn more like a swimsuit, the leather straps going across both shoulders and down my back.  Everything seemed to buckle in the back and the only thing that was missing was a crotch strap.  Interestingly, two of the straps went above and below my breasts and there were leather thongs attached in peculiar spots and run through more rings that could be tightened, making the harness itself a sort of template for breast bondage.
 
    
 
   “Are you wet enough to take the Core Driller?” Mike suddenly asked, picking up the massive dildo from off the work counter.  
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I usually am,” I said wryly.  “But if you’d like to do a manual check, I’d be fine with that.”
 
    
 
   Mike gave me a slightly exasperated look. “I’m going to slip it in,” he said.  Then he brought the tip of the giant dildo to my sex.
 
    
 
   “Mike, you can’t just ‘slip’ that thing in,” I explained.  “You’ve got to force it.”
 
    
 
   He laughed and I gasped as the first inch slid in easily enough. He applied more pressure and I put my hand on his shoulder as inch after inch of solid rubber penetrated deeper and deeper into my sex.  I shifted my hips as the tip moved behind my cervix and then I was fully and completely stuffed.  His finger fumbled at the front of his harness and a half a second later something elastic and only about six inches long put pressure on the base of the dildo.  Mike kept a hand there however as he moved around behind me and then a second elastic strap was attached to the CoreDriller’s bottom.
 
    
 
   Mike pulled back and looked at me with a critical eye.  I shifted again.  Most of the dildo was in me, with only about half an inch hanging out.  It felt good actually, much like the first harness he had created for me.  I gave an experimental bounce and was shocked to find that the Core Driller didn’t shift at all. It was firmly embedded thanks to the little bungee cords. I looked at Mike in disappointment.
 
    
 
   “I liked the other one better,” I told him frankly.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “NHPS Jumping Jacks?” He asked. I blushed, too embarrassed to admit that I had actually done just that out in the barn.  Then he shrugged. “This one has a different mechanism.”  He turned back to the workbench and grabbed a pair of ankle cuffs, cloth and Velcro, the cheap kind you can buy just about anywhere. He knelt at my feet and quickly buckled them on. It was sort of embarrassing actually, with him down there, wrapping them around my dainty ankles.  It made me feel very… I don’t know… sexual?  A slave?  There was something very exciting about the idea.  I looked on and then Mike reached up to the counter and grabbed two metal clips.  One sported an attachment hook while the other had a small pulley mounted on it.  The clip hook went on my left leg while the strange little pulley went on the right side.  Now I was confused.  Finally he drew a long piece of black string from his pocket and quickly slipped a pre-tied loop around the hook on my left ankle cuff, then threaded the string through the pulley on the right.  
 
    
 
   “Stand straight please,” he said.
 
    
 
   I looked down skeptically. “Isn’t that going to make it tough to walk?” I asked suspiciously, glancing at the line that now stretched between my legs.  It sort of looked like one of those ankle chains you see prisoners and other BDSM vixens sporting.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Oh, perhaps a little.  But there will be enough play in the line for you to take a step. That I promise. I want you to be able to walk. It’s imperative.”  His fingertips ran up my leg and to my surprise, he threaded the line through the steel ring at the bottom of the Core Driller.  I watched as he tied a clove hitch, followed by a half hitch, and drew up the line until it was taut.
 
    
 
   “Good,” he said.  “Now take a single step forward with your right leg very slowly.”
 
    
 
   I put my weight on my left foot and then cautiously swung my right leg forward.  With one end of the line anchored to my left ankle, the cord slithered through the pulley, tugging lengthwise across my stride.  I felt the Core Driller move inside me, pulled downward by the motion of my step.  I pushed forward even more, shocked, feeling less than four inches of thick rubber still left inside me.  Mike was grinning maniacally and I spread my gait until I was a full stride apart.  I could tell that only an inch worth of Core Driller was still embedded in my slit, the rest of it held in stasis by the bungee cords, stretched to full length.
 
    
 
   “Now bring your left leg forward,” Mike said with a hushed voice.  
 
    
 
   I put my weight on my right foot and swung my left leg forward, probably faster than I should of.  It immediately took the tension off the Core Driller and allowed the bungee cords to draw it back inside me, quite forcefully.  I gasped, or more accurately - groaned, or maybe both as the full length of the dildo bashed its way back through my insides.
 
    
 
   Mike made a fist and pumped it in the air, pleased with his own success.  “Take a few steps around. I want to see it work!”
 
    
 
   I looked at him, eyes wide and I took a small step.  Sure enough, my forward movement caused the Core Driller to be pulled downward.  Swinging my left leg forward let the thick rubber slide right back in.  
 
    
 
   “I thought I was going to need to put a stopper on the line to prevent you from taking steps too big!” He declared with excitement. “But this is perfect!  It’s because the dildo is so large!”
 
    
 
   I shambled through the hallway and toward the living room, following Mike who was walking backwards, enjoying the show of the mechanical wonder; the self-fucking, hands-free, redhead sex doll.  With each step came this steady process.  The Core Driller dildo would be pulled most of the way out via my swinging leg, the cord drawn down across my skin.  At the apex of my stride only an inch of rubber would be left inside me, and as I shifted my balanced and swung my other leg forward, the tension on the drawstring would relax, the elastic bungee cords would contract, and the full length of the dildo would then be immediately and powerful pulled right back up into my depths.
 
    
 
   This thing made my ben wa balls look stupid.
 
    
 
   I gasped, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through me.  I took another step, then another, experimenting with things like short steps and long steps and fast steps and slow ones. How I walked changed the pace of the fucking and by the time I made it to the living room I was breathless with need.  Mike stood there with his hands on his hips, an expression of triumph on his face, and then he whirled and grabbed some folded clothes from the nearby bar stool.
 
    
 
   “Here,” he said eagerly. “Your attire for the evening.  I was worried that if I let you pick out a skirt everyone would be able to see the base of the dildo.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, still just a little dazed by the pressure of the Core Driller sliding into my sex repeatedly.  I took the offered clothing and shook it out.
 
    
 
   The skirt was pretty, knee length and I’d look nice wearing it.  That was a good thing. Of course it left the ankle cuffs, the metal hardware, and the black string totally visible until it disappeared beneath the hem, but personally I thought it rather intriguing.  After all, if you saw a girl who was having trouble walking, wearing ankle cuffs with string attached between them, wouldn’t you stare?  I took it from Mike and felt something odd.  I held up the skirt and discovered that it had some sort of slip-like underskirt beneath the material.  Even more intriguing was the fact that it seemed as if the skirt and its slip like sheath beneath were meant to be separated.  They were only held together by a couple of cleverly designed strips of Velcro, sewn into the waistband.  I blinked and then flipped up the skirt.  Sure enough, the underskirt was practically see through.  I gave Mike a suspicious look.
 
    
 
   “What?” he asked innocently.  
 
    
 
   “Will I be wearing this skirt all evening?” I asked with just a little bit of an edge.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “All of it?” I pressed, my eyes narrowing.
 
    
 
   He at least had the decency to blush. “Well, no actually.  Only when we’re in places that exposure might be problematic.”  He took a deep breath and then turned to pick up the shirt.  He held it out to me.  If the skirt was an issue, you should have seen this shirt.  It wasn’t just daring.  It was provocative. And it looked like it matched the skirt, or at least the underskirt.
 
    
 
   “This is a little revealing, don’t you think?” I asked.  I could literally see my fingers through both sides of the material, though there were little black swirls that seemed to cover some things up.  “I think this is intended to be worn with an undershirt, or at least a bra.”
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. “I don’t care.  Please put it on.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and then slipped my arms into the shirt.  It settled down over my chest and I’d been right.  It wasn’t so much shirt as black mesh gauze.  You could totally see my piercing and the padlock, not to mention the harness I was wearing.  Mike lifted the front of the shirt up and quickly began binding up the leather thongs around my breasts, making me gasp and essentially forming a quite fetching, bdsm style, bondage bra.  This created quite a cleavage, not that it mattered, since anyone looking at me would be able to see my entire bosom quite plainly.
 
    
 
   He helped me with the skirt, which was good since lifting my leg drew the Core Driller out and lifting the other one caused it to snap back into my pussy with a force that felt sort of like getting kicked.  I liked it actually, but I’d never been subjected to this sort of repeated impalement from something as big as the Core Driller.  By the time Mike finished getting my skirt on I was close to cumming.
 
    
 
   “There.  That looks great.  Now we can go,” he said with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Go?” I asked, just a tad bit breathless. “Go where?” My head was swimming with the need to cum and for the first time in my life the idea of running a marathon actually sounded like fun.
 
    
 
   “Oh, out and about,” Mike said nonchalantly.  He took my arm and started leading me through the living room with a slow gait.  Each step was accompanied by a full thrust of the Core Driller and I almost made it to the patio door when I cried out and clung to him, the waves of pleasure blasting through me.  Mike held onto me as I shook, my visible breasts heaving and mashed against his body.  He looked down on me with a tender smile and waited.
 
    
 
   I recovered faster than usual, but I think that had a lot to do with the fact that I wasn’t being tormented with a vibrator.  Instead I was just full - insanely and thickly full.  So a minute later I straightened, took a deep breath and nodded at Mike. 
 
    
 
   “I’m ready.”
 
    
 
   “I know.” He began carefully walking me forward again and I shuddered with every step as the Core Driller slipped in and out. Long, deep thrusts that felt so penetrating that it left me feeling perforated.  We made it to the car and Mike helped me into the seat.  The Core Driller was embedded fully and the in and out stopped. I sighed in relief and let Mike the Hardware Guy buckle me in, his fingers teasing my nipples as he pulled the seatbelt across me.
 
    
 
   I looked up at him.  “Is this all?” I asked with a hushed voice, half afraid of the answer.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t it enough?” he asked with a grin, bending his knees so that he could look me straight in the eye.  
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “I’m not sure.”  I looked down at myself.  “You’re going to humiliate me terribly, and through every second I’m going to be essentially fucking myself.”  I blinked. “And I don’t think you’ll be letting me stand still.”
 
    
 
   Mike laughed. “Hardly.  But my intentions tonight are to inflict some serious psychological damage on you, along with leaving your pussy so sore and open that I could drive a semi-truck through it in the morning.”  He shook his head. “You’re in for a long walk tonight.”  
 
    
 
   I took a big breath. “I’m ready,” I said stoically, though inside I was quaking.
 
    
 
   Mike touched my cheek tenderly. “I know,” he whispered.  “You’re always ready.  Isn’t that the point?”  He pulled back and closed the car door.  I shifted in my seat, the thick Core Driller spearing me, the black line tight loose against my thigh. I could feel the thinness of the skirt and shirt, my exposed flesh making me even wetter.  As Mike got in the driver’s seat, giving my leg a quick squeeze I wriggled in the harness.  Wrapped tight in leather restraints, exposed, wet and wanting…
 
    
 
   … a long, long walk. 
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   I looked down at it critically, my eyes tracing the finely cut lines, the firm mounting, the excellent craftsmanship.  Then I looked up at Mike the Hardware Guy, who was standing a few feet away, a wicked grin on his face as he looked at me expectantly, his eyes tracing my soft, lush lines, the firm height of my breasts, and the excellent craftsmanship of whomever put the series of welts across my bottom.  What can I say?  Great minds think alike.
 
    
 
   “It’s not quite what I envisioned, or what Master Shadow described,” I pointed out, walking around it.  We were in the middle of Mike’s indoor workshop, the converted master bedroom that now sported a faux wood laminate floor and walls lined with a series of workbenches, covered with half-finished projects.  Leather, metal crafting, electronics, hydraulics; you name it.  Mike worked on all of it.  He was a craftsman.  Me?  I was just one of his many materials.
 
    
 
   Mike ran his hand lovingly across his little creation.  It was approximately five feet long and looked disturbingly like a wooden pony, complete with a slightly dulled but still angular edge pointing straight up.  The legs were simple wooden braces that stuck out at forty degree angles from the crossbar, but looked astonishingly sturdy.  The spine of the pony was clearly two pieces of wood, both of which I suspect began life as two by fours, but had been planed and cut down into something a little more like two by threes.  Of course the top piece had been formed to create the edge, but the interesting thing were,,,, the holes.  There were five differently sized holes, mostly spread evenly over the entire length of the pony.  Only two of them were unusually close together.  I glanced down into the first hole and saw it went down all the way through the top piece and well into the bottom.  A pair of bolts with wing nuts and washers held the two pieces of wood together.  Mike grinned and began unbolting the pony, disassembling it.
 
    
 
   I watched him, my hands on my hips.  Mike is a pretty amazing guy. He’s funny, creative, handy, and makes me purr sexually.  A widower, I’m surprised he hasn’t been snatched up by some cute little bunny who can give him what he really needs - a girl to cuddle and children to hold.  Every now and then I worry I’ve ruined him.  He likes the BDSM aspects of sexual interaction too much to make a vanilla girl attractive to him.  He says he’s going to wait for me to come to my senses. The problem is that I can’t really be what he needs either. I’m too messed up.
 
    
 
   Ah… what a crappy world we live in, right?
 
    
 
   I shifted slightly, feeling the ben wa balls inside me roll slightly, keeping me wet, ready, and aroused. I seem to be constantly in that state, though whether a reaction to following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 or that I’m just naturally a horny nymphomaniac who adores humiliation and pain I have no idea.  What I did know was that it had been two days since I’d had anything long, thick, and cock-like inside me.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong. I love my ben wa balls, and the vibroballs.  They’re fun toys and great for keeping me in a state of constant sexual need, which is how practically everyone I know wants me.  But there is nothing like a thick, pulsing, thrusting phallus, preferably a live one attached to a guy, to get a girl really going.  And the reason I’d gone so long with nothing phallic like in me is because Mike had actually borrowed four of my regular dick-like toys for this little adventure and I’d be getting all of them back. In spades.
 
    
 
   Mike opened a medium sized box that was sitting on one of the workbenches and pulled out my Husky dildo.  At nine inches long, it was easily a handful to deal with and was one of my favorites. It was very realistic, but it was the texture that made it worth my time.  Nine inches was long enough to make me comfortably full, and the slightly curved, firm length was just the sort of thing I loved having inside me.  Mike knew and flashed me a grin as he fit the base of the Husky into the first hole.  It almost seemed as if it were made for the Husky dildo, which it probably had been.  
 
    
 
   The Husky dildo was followed by my other “all natural” looking synthetic cock, except this one was a mutant.  There were two dicks, one long and narrow, the other a little shorter but much thicker.  Both curved in the same direction and there wasn’t much doubt that the double dildo was intended to penetrate a girl in two different places at the same time.  I’m not a fan of anal sex, though I’m subjected to it often enough that it doesn’t bother me.  Still, I could have done without the knowledge that eventually I’d have my ass stuffed full as well as my pussy.
 
    
 
   My new Monster Vibrator came next, a motorized foot long plastic sheath that was controlled via a phone application and a Bluetooth or internet connection, my Monster Vibe was all about technology and how it can abuse people. Varied rates, speeds, pulses, and all sorts of other cute little perks came with this thing.  The number of people who had access to the controls was limited, but it still created all sorts of issues when I had the Monster Dildo stuffed inside me, especially if I were doing something innocuous, like grocery shopping.  Do you know what it’s like to be in the middle of squeezing a tomato, uncomfortably stuffed, but quiet and silent, when suddenly the damn thing activates and goes to full power in the space of about two seconds?  Everyone can hear it start up, as if your phone’s vibrator function just went haywire, and if you aren’t trembling in sexual overdrive in seconds, you’re squealing and twisting as the orgasm begins. Talk about embarrassing.
 
    
 
   The fourth dildo (or fifth if you’re counting the double dildo as two) was my Core Driller, a twelve inch long rocket ship with tiny bumps and four stages of widening thickness.  The foot long rod of rubber was one of my favorites, since it stuffed me to the point where I was comfortably uncomfortable, the tip smashing against my cervix and putting all sorts of exquisitely proportioned strain on my insides.
 
    
 
   “There,” he said in satisfaction as he fit the edged half of the wooden pony device down over the dildos.  “I really appreciate you loaning me the toys.  It made putting this together easier.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “It gave me a break.  Besides, no one seemed to mind or care since I was still stuffed with other things.”
 
    
 
   Mike laughed. “Well this was rather easy to make,” he said.  “Ready to get on?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “I have a question,” I said, just a bit sullenly.
 
    
 
   Mike blinked. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   “Why does it look like a wooden horse?” I asked.  “It’s supposed to be a mini gauntlet.”  I was of course, referring to the row of dildos I’d been asked to “ride” during my initiation into the Society of the Golden Rose.  There had been maybe a dozen or more probes, some benign, but most either annoyingly large, ridged, spiked, made of ice, hot, or electrified.  There were also a few too close together to be anything other than penetrative in two holes at once.  Still, the gauntlet had been mounted on a flat board.  Sure, I’d been forced to lift my feet up to prove the penetration, but this… what Mike had created… it looked painful.
 
    
 
   “It’s not a horse. It’s a pony,” he said simply.  “You get on.  Flat footed you’ll be fully penetrated and your clit and ass will be smashed painfully against the ridge.  Go up and you’ll still be impaled.  Bounce and we’ll both be happy.”
 
    
 
   I gave him a dark look. “This isn’t what Master Shadow asked for,” I said.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “Kari approved of the changes to the design,” he said simply.
 
    
 
   And that was that.  Kari approved.  Time to pony up.
 
    
 
   I let out an exasperated breath and marched up to the end of the dildoed wooden pony with some serious doubts.  In order for something to be a wooden horse or pony, the weight of the girl riding has to be on the ridge, preferably with her clit mashed between the wooden spine of the horse and her pubis.  Of course on a pony, she’d be able to touch the ground, barely.  That was the point and how the “ride” happened.  Up she’d spare her clit and sex the bruising agony of her weight bearing down on her slit, all at the expense of her burning calves and toes.  Down she could rest her legs and feet, but had to endure the full weight of her body on one little spot.  Talk about cruel.  It’s why they call it “riding” the wooden pony, because you bounce up and down on it.  
 
    
 
   For clarity’s sake, this is very different from riding a wooden horse, which is too tall for the girl to touch the ground.  The wooden horse is rode very differently, with a rocking maneuver back and forth as the rider tries to find a different spot to rest her weight.  Not to use a poorly worded pun, but this is a horse of a different...um… height.  Yeah. Height.
 
    
 
   Mike moved a wide footstool over to the side of his little device and gave me an expectant look.  I sighed and then reached down between my legs, my fingers finding the slippery string that led to the pair of ben wa balls inside me.  I tugged on it, pulling first one and then the other ball free, groaning lightly as they came out.  My hips rolled once or twice as my body made its objection to being empty known and I quickly brought the gooey sex toy up to my mouth.  Sucking the ben wa balls clean is sort of a prerequisite and I savored the tangy musk that made up my own personal flavor.  Setting the dripping spheres aside I stepped up onto the stool and swung my leg over the dildo covered pony.
 
    
 
   Wait. We’ve got to figure out something to call this thing.  It wasn’t a pony, not with all those things sticking out of it along the back.  Let’s call it a… uh… um… a porcupine.  Riding the wooden porcupine!  Any pony or crossbar with dildoes on it, of any kind, is riding a porcupine. There.  Silly, I know. But better than “dildoed pony,” which just sounds ridiculous.  
 
    
 
   Mike helped me get the Husky dildo positioned correctly and then I slid down, bending my knees.  I stepped off the stool and felt the thick rubber rod go deep, all the way in until my petals and clit were pressed tightly against the canted edge off the pony.  I wasn’t even flat-footed!  I groaned and went up on tiptoe.  That spared my clitoris and I rose up as far as I could go - a full four inches.  Then I settled back down, wincing as the edge of the porcupine’s spine bit into me.
 
    
 
   “All right.  Ready to start?” he asked, pulling out a set of metal handcuffs.  I nodded and put my hands behind my back, the sound of the locking mechanism sounding very final as I realized that I wouldn’t be able to get myself off the silly thing without throwing myself to the side and falling painfully. 
 
    
 
   Mike held up a timer and I started to bounce on tip toe, taking the thickness of the Husky dildo through my open flower.  I was a bit enthusiastic as well, since every time I came back down I let the wooden edge dig into my clit a bit.   Mike stepped back and crossed his arms.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Kari wanted me to let you know that you needed to orgasm on all five of the dildoes.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, just a little distracted. I was trying very hard to “cum” on the Husky Dildo and Mike’s revelation sort of bounced off me for a moment until I digested it.
 
    
 
   “What?” I gasped, just a tad bit distracted.  Did I hear him right?  Five orgasms?  “Master Shadow said four orgasms in an hour,” I protested.
 
    
 
   Mike nodded. “Yes, but that was when you only had four dildoes. You have five.”  He pointed at the double dildo in front of me.  
 
    
 
   I gave him a hard look. “That one is for double stuffing,” I objected.
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. “According to Kari you have to fuck, with your pussy, both cocks.  Obviously when you do the farther one, the first one will be in your ass.  But hey, I don’t make the rules here,” he asserted.
 
    
 
   “Just enforce them,” I complained. “And probably suggested too, if I know you.”
 
    
 
   Mike grinned and I looked away, now feeling a different kind of pressure.  “Do I have extra time?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   His eyes widened.  “Oh!  Yes.  Fifteen minutes per dildo.  So you’ve got an hour and fifteen minutes to finish. I recommend you definitely finish within the time frame.  I’ll encourage it in fact.”
 
    
 
   Well, that wasn’t that far off from what Master Shadow had suggested.  It just added another orgasm to the mix.  Besides, if I couldn’t manage four orgasms in an hour, no hands, just from bouncing, there was no way I was going to handle five anyway.  And if I DID manage four, then how hard would a fifth be?
 
    
 
   “Guess I better get started then, right?” I said sarcastically and began deliberately working myself up and down.  I was relatively bothered already since I hadn’t been allowed to orgasm that morning.  But I’d also not been teased beyond the gentle rolling of the ben wa balls, so it meant I had to work for that first orgasm.  I dipped and lifted on my toes, literally fucking myself on the porcupine’s back, unable to get the sort of movement I’m used to when getting screwed with long, hard, thick objects.  It was more than a bit frustrating and it wasn’t until I realized that I could actually use the wooden spine of the porcupine to help that I began to make progress.  The unfortunate part of that progress was that in order to stimulate myself into the orgasmic climax I needed, I had to stimulate my clit.  That meant rocking forward a bit and basically jamming myself down on the edge, mashing my clit against the porcupine’s spine.  My hips churned and I continued bouncing, becoming more and more frantic as the orgasm built bit by bit until it burned inside me.  Finally it crested, rushing toward shore to break with violent foam against the soft sands, washing me away.
 
    
 
   “Eleven minutes, twenty three seconds,” Mike said from the chair he was sitting in.  He was fiddling with something metal and shiny in his hands, but I was just a little out of it to care.  I did give him an exasperated look though.
 
    
 
   “Please,” I whimpered. “Please don’t give me the timeline.” I protested.
 
    
 
   Mike laughed. “Why?  It’s important and fun for the readers.  Look! I’m even taking notes, just like I did for your ‘Thirty Minute’ assignment.”  He slid down from his chair and dumped what looked like a steel chain on his workbench.  “But we need to move you forward, don’t we?”  He marched up to the pony and kicked the stool back toward me, this time right between my current spot of impalement and the narrow dildo of the next.  He gave me a hand too, and helped me to get settled on the next cock.  
 
    
 
   Which was terribly frustrating, especially after Mike took the stool away.  Remember, the second dildo was actually the back half of the double dildo, meaning it was seven inches long and very narrow.  Certainly not one of the more satisfying pieces I’ve had up inside me.  The length meant that I still didn’t get a lot of movement inside of myself and the slender girth made the penetration unimpressive.  And I was supposed to make myself cum by riding this thing?
 
    
 
   Mike watched me flounder along for a few minutes, his hands again fiddling with the chain, only to pop back up with a grin as he announced “Fifteen minutes!” he called out.  It sort of surprised me too, since I was concentrating on trying to bounce sufficiently high and forcefully to get myself back into a state of desperate arousal.  It wasn’t working.  Mike came right up to me and pulled the chain taught right in front of me.  It was only then that I realized that both ends of the chain were capped with clover clamps, the pressure pads both filed into plier-like ridges.  
 
    
 
   “Hey!” I said, taking exception as I twisted away.  “What are you doing?” 
 
    
 
   “Motivation,” he said simply.  “There has to be a reason for you to want to cum five times in seventy-five minutes.  So every fifteen minutes I’m going to hurt you.”  And then, since I had no way to escape, he just grabbed my arm and attached the first clamp to my left nipple.  I cried out as the pain bit into my tit and while I was grimacing and twisting he managed to snag the other side of my bosom in a similar bite.  The chain dangled down by my belly button, my now clamped breasts holding the weight of the silver chain.  But even as I shook, I suddenly realized that Mike had done me a favor.  I was aroused again, the idea of being punished, the cruel crushing of my nipples, and the weight of the chain on my breasts, it had gotten me wet.  And so I began bouncing more enthusiastically as Mike pulled away, his eyes lingering on my adorned breasts.
 
    
 
   “Twenty-eight thirty seven,” Mike announced when I finally managed to cum a second time.  It had been a combination of rubbing my clit against the porcupine’s spine, grinding the little nub into mincemeat, all while enduring the steady swing, pull, and bite of the clamps.  I’d like to say the dildo helped, but it didn’t. It was just something to bounce on and Mike came up as soon as I was done panting to put the stool back by my foot and help me lift up.  I only moved two inches forward and then lowered myself back down, the narrow cock I’d just thoroughly lubricated with my own cum now pressed up against my bottom and I worked my hips until it slid in.  Then I felt the tapered end of the next dildo against my slick petals and a moment later my pussy was flush with the porcupine spine, the ridge digging up into my crotch as both my sex and my bottom wrapped tightly around the “spines” of the porcupine.  
 
    
 
   Bouncing while penetrated with two cocks was not easy, nor did it get any simpler when Mike turned back around, announcing that I’d hit the thirty minute mark.  My legs were getting tired from going up and down.  Mike lifted a long rod with a forked end, two metal caps sticking out dangerously.  I looked at him, my eyes wary as he came closer, lifting it up.  I flinched backward as it became apparent he planned on pressing it up against my breast.
 
    
 
   “Wait!” I gasped. “Please!  I don’t need the motivation!” I exclaimed, a surge of frightened adrenaline giving me a bit more moxie to do some additional energetic bouncing.
 
    
 
   “It’s not about need, Breanne.  It’s about making sure you understand the consequences of not doing this as fast as you can.  If you know that I’m going to hurt you every fifteen minutes, then you’ll be more likely to go faster.”  
 
    
 
   I gave him a wild look, rocking back and forth, my clit mashed on the wooden edge for half a second before I rose back up.
 
    
 
   “But… but I’m fucking it!” I declared, panting with exertion.  “Look! I’m going full tilt!” 
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. “It’s not about going fast or with gusto.  It’s about assurance.  If you know, in your heart, that I’m going to torture you, then you’ll be more inclined to try.”
 
    
 
   I practically yelled. “I AM TRYING, DAMN IT!” 
 
    
 
   Mike responded by jabbing the electric prod into my breast and pulling the trigger.  I’m not an expert on electricity, but I honestly think the only way you could replicate the pain I felt in my left boob would be to get a sharpened steel spike, as thick and as long as knitting needle, jam it into the side of my breast, push it all the way through, and then use my perforated tit as a punching bag.  My eyes widened at the pain and I began frantically bouncing, half trying to get away from Mike’s cattle prod and half trying to work myself into orgasm.  
 
    
 
   Evidently I didn’t work fast enough because Mike pressed the tip of his shocker rod against my right nipple next and sent another blast of current through my chest, this one sucking the breath out of my lungs and leaving my breasts aching horribly.  My piercing and the little golden padlock that hung from it bounced wildly. On the flip side, I was much more motivated to do whatever I needed to do in order to cum, including grinding my poor little clitty on the wooden spine of the porcupine in order to achieve climax.  I bounced. I rocked. I tilted. I tightened. I relaxed. I bent in half.  And guess what?  It worked.  I cummed.
 
    
 
   “Forty-three, forty-seven,” Mike intoned with a nod of satisfaction as I stood there panting, impaled in both my pussy and ass, dripping with perspiration, my hair falling forward and hiding my eyes.  My nipples throbbed and Mike once more pushed the stool over, helping me with his hands, lifting me off the two rubber dildos and moving me another eight inches forward.  Two more dildos.  Well, one vibrator and one dildo, both twelve inches long, though admittedly an inch, possibly two were beneath the angled edge of the pony.  I settled down on the massive vibrator and groaned, my tender clit once more mashed against the wood as Mike moved the stool out of reach, leaving me to either stand on tip toe or go down all the way and not only deal with the full length of the impaling phallus, but the biting edge of the porcupine’s spine.
 
    
 
   The moment I was appropriately settled he pulled his phone out of his pocket and a second later I felt the vibrator roar to life.  I groaned as the vibrations rushed through me and I realized that Mike had turned the selector to high.  There were these amazing pulsing sensations and he put his phone down.  
 
    
 
   “Forty-five minutes. I have to hurt you now,” he said matter-of-factly, as if he were saying good morning.  I didn’t reply.  I knew whatever he was planning on doing to me was going to hurt even more than the electric prod, so I wriggled my little ass pleadingly.  To be honest, the vibrator was amazing.  It was doing more to rejuvenate my arousal levels better than anything else and despite the fact that I’d already had three orgasms, I felt like a fourth was a definite possibility.  The vibrator was running at full blast and I just had to get past whatever Mike was planning on doing to me.
 
    
 
   He started by getting a long piece of string and running it through one of the twenty or so eyebolts he had screwed into the ceiling.  One end was then attached to the chain that connected my nipple clamps together, and on the other he hung a small plastic bucket.
 
    
 
   Filled with nails.
 
    
 
   I’m guessing about four or five pounds to be honest, but all I really remember was that the clover clamps tightened terribly, and my breasts were pulled up at a degrading and painful angle, by the tips. But that wasn’t all. Oh no.  When Mike said he had to hurt me, he really meant it.  Which is why he also brought out a thin plastic rod that looked like it had been scavenged from an old set of window blinds.  He held it under my breasts, making sure his aim was good. When he was satisfied with the angle and aim, he pulled back about a foot, and then whipped the cane against the undersides of my boobs with a flick of his wrist.
 
    
 
   Ow.
 
    
 
   Well, that certainly wasn’t helping and I sort of sputtered to a painful halt on the orgasm rollercoaster I was riding.  Five solid strokes that actually made the bucket of nails on the other end jiggle left me feeling just a tad bit sensitive.  Tears streamed down my face and it wasn’t until he walked away and I tried to bounce my way back to the same level of arousal I’d been at before he started whacking away at my tits.  Unfortunately, something wasn’t right.  The settings on the Monster Vibrator had changed, decreased just a bit.  I jerked my hips, trying to figure out what had happened.  Was I in the trough of a pulse?  I rode the toy for another minute, still slowly working my way back up toward a fourth orgasm, but then the vibrator slowed even more.  I plateaued, groaning miserably   Waves of exhaustion flowed through me and eventually the growing burn in my legs made it impossible to do more than superficial rises to tiptoe.  I struggled to get myself to orgasm, but that forward movement to the edge of the cliff was so miniscule I might as well have been standing still instead of on tip toe with a wooden prism between my legs, jammed tightly with a vibrator that was slowing down, with my breasts support a five pound bucket of nails, while my nipples burned with a throbbing heat.  I thought time had crawled to a stop as I struggled to climax, undulating frantically but with little success.  Then I realized that my perception of time was just a little askew.
 
    
 
   “One hour, Breanne. I have to hurt you again,” Mike said, almost apologetically.  It came as something of a shock. I was behind!  I wasn’t close to cumming for the fourth time and I still had a fifth orgasm to attempt as well!  I stared at him in shock and he held up a small bottle and a cotton swab.  As I bucked frantically on the porcupine’s dildo, repeatedly crushing my clit against the wooden spine, he twisted off the bottle cap, swirled the swab through the contents, and raised the soaked Q-tip to my right nipple.
 
    
 
   The scent was the first thing to hit me and to be honest, I sighed in relief.  I didn’t know what he was putting on me at first and the aroma of cinnamon relieved my fears.  It was Stinging O, the homemade mixture of grapeseed, cinnamon and pepper oils that I occasionally mix up for myself.  To be honest, there’s a commercial version now called On4Her, which does a fairly decent job of approximating the burn of Stinging O, so I may stop making my own.  Still, there were six or seven bottles of Stinging O available in a few interesting places, and I had left one bottle with Mike the Hardware Guy.
 
    
 
   Almost immediately I felt the cool tingle as the cinnamon oil reacted with my pores.  As Mike moved to my other nipple clamped tip, I began to feel the heat and in moments both crushed caps of my bosom were tingling with heat.  My chest began heaving and I realized that Mike was actually helping me.  The Plateau was gone and I was on my way up again.  I took a deep breath as Mike began drawing on my torso with the damp cotton swab, occasionally going back to the bottle for a fresh coating of Stinging O.  He worked his way down across my tummy, through my belly button, and down to my clit.  Admittedly, I’d never had Stinging O put on places that weren’t specifically sexual and while I felt the tingle and even a bit of heat, my nerves were just not sensitive enough to feel more than a warm sensations, which was a direct contrast to the puckered burn at my nipples. In seconds my clitoris joined the chorus and Mike even daubed fresh oil on the pony itself, coating the ridge my clit was being repeatedly jammed against, at least right in front of the Monster dildo.
 
    
 
   And that made me realize that the vibrations of the Monster dildo had been further reduced and that I could barely feel them.  It was just wrong and I began to bounce crazily on my toes, not caring how high or how low I went.  Gravity helped a lot as well and every time I went up, I came back down with a pelvis jarring blow that felt like I was getting kicked in the crotch.  What scares me is that it helped.  Within two or three more minutes I was just at the cusp of orgasm when the Monster dildo went silent.
 
    
 
   I let out a whimper and twisted my hips.  My brain did this little mental hiccup and I swear I actually tried to turn the Monster Vibrator back on using the power of my mind.  Unfortunately, I’m neither a Star Wars Jedi, nor sufficiently advanced in my mental powers to do more than grunt animalistic ally and do some more bouncing.  
 
    
 
   “Come on, Breanne.  You can do it!” Mike said with encouragement.  I bit my lip and closed my eyes, summoning up erotic images, dark memories, and forbidden fantasies.  
 
    
 
   I am bound on my back, legs and arms spread, immobilized by leather straps that go up and down my legs, across my torso, but positioned so that my breasts and loins are uncovered.  She looks down at me, a dark shadow highlighted by bright lights and I can see so little.  In one hand she holds something; a needle.  She knows it is against my limits, but she doesn’t care, and strangely, neither do I.  She puts the sharp tip against my nipple and pushes, piercing me, but only millimeters deep.  She pulls the needle out again and moves it just a bit, repeating the penetration.  With methodical cruelty and sharp flashes of pain, she pierces me, over and over, maybe a dozen jabs with the pin all over my areola and nipple.  She doesn’t even draw blood.  Then she moves to the other side and does the same thing on my other breast, her own body warm and heavy against my own.  She moves down between my legs and I cry out as she pricks my clit and folds, over and over and over until I can scarcely breathe.  Then a bottle of milky white fluid appears in her hand and as she pours I can smell the citrus scent.  Her voice is breathy.  “I have to hurt you now,” she whispers...
 
    
 
   Flashes of light hit me and then I was there, finally, at the peak, looking down over the edge of the cliffs of orgasm, ready to jump. My clit and nipples burned, as did my sore legs, especially my toes and calves.  I rose up as far as I could, squeezing my sex as tight as possible, and then just let go, sliding back down at a frightening pace.  I hit rock bottom with a bone jarring thud and was glad I hadn’t accidentally bitten my tongue.  Pain shot up through my loins, but it also knocked me over the edge and I exploded with a squealing cry that left me shaking. 
 
    
 
   “One hour, seven minutes,” Mike announced quietly from my side as my head rolled and my vision blurred.  I felt his hands on me. “Your foot, Bre.  You need to step on the stool.”  I lifted my right foot, but I barely had the energy to do it.  Talk about tiring.  Four orgasms?  In an hour and seven minutes?  All hands free?  Let me see another girl do that! 
 
    
 
   I felt myself being lifted off the Monster dildo and took a single step forward.  The bucket full of nails jumped and dipped, sending waves of pain through my breasts.  Again Mike lifted me up and with his assistance I impaled myself on the last dildo, the massively huge, multistage rocket looking, Core Driller.  Almost a foot of solid, non-vibrating rubber penetrated deeply into my body and Mike took away the stool.  My entire weight was on both the dildo and the porcupine’s spine, my clit once again sharply mashed between my pubis and the edged wood.  I groaned, then whimpered. I took a deep, shuddering breath, while the clover clamps on my nipples ached abominably.  I went up on my toes, realizing that I wasn’t going to be able to do it.  I lacked the energy, the moxie, even the need to cum again.  My first bounce was half-hearted at best.  
 
    
 
   Mostly I stood there, my body shuddering slightly, the pinching of my clit and the crushing bite of the nipple clamps overwhelming everything else.  That’s the problem with the multi-orgasmic assignments.  Once you cum, unless you’re being rolled (you know… one right after another with no chance to down?) you lose the edge, the need to keep going.  You just want it to stop. The human body isn’t built to handle this kind of torment.  Even mine.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?  One hour and fifteen minutes,” Mike said softly. “I have to hurt you now.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, coming out of my pain induced revere, my eyes widening.  Mike stood there, staring at me with this blank look.  
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to hurt me,” I croaked.  “I’m in plenty of pain already.”  Ah, honesty. It does wonder, right?  He shook his head, almost regretfully.
 
    
 
   “That’s not how it works. You need to work yourself to orgasm.  I have to motivate you.  That’s what Kari said.”
 
    
 
   “Kari isn’t HERE!” I whimpered, an edge of panic in my voice.
 
    
 
   He paused. “Do you want a medical out?” he asked.
 
    
 
   That rocked me.  After what happened two weeks ago with “Between” and then what Kari did to me for using a medical out on that assignment, the last thing I wanted to do was risk getting another punishment like the one she had last given me.  I shook my head, feeling defeated.
 
    
 
   “Am I breaking any of your limits?” He asked earnestly.
 
    
 
   Again I shook my head, but my mouth moved on its own.  “Not my limits, but me definitely,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   Mike smiled.  “Let me help you to cum,” he said. Then he moved over to one of his other work benches and pulled two triangular looking devices off the table top.  These had wires leading from them and there was an awful lot of exposed copper metal.  
 
    
 
   “Go up on tip toe, just for a moment,” he said, patting my calf.  I rose up, gritting my teeth, and he slid both objects under my feet.  “They’re switches.  You can go back down,” he said.
 
    
 
   I lowered myself gingerly, expecting nails to penetrate my arches or some other horrible, diabolic torment, but nothing happened. I bounced experimentally, enjoying the sensation of the Core Driller slipping inside me, but not the subsequent jiggling of the pail of nails, which still hung precariously in front of me a few feet away, using my nipples as an anchor.  Then he produced some electrical tape and asked me to go up again.
 
    
 
   I did, briefly, but it was enough time for him to tape a strand of copper along the edge of the porcupine’s spine, right up to the Core Driller dildo.  This frightened me, since the copper was positioned perfectly to make contact with my clit every time I dropped down.  My calves trembled and my legs gave out and I sank back down, the switches under both heels depressing.  Once more I braced myself for an electric shock, but nothing happened.  I squeezed the Core Driller tightly as Mike moved back to his worktable, grabbing a white device I recognized as a portable TENS Unit.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t as powerful as the one Kari has at her place, but it would be strong enough to make me jump.  Mike plugged in a few wires and then told me to go back up. I did and he flicked a switch.  There was this sensation that wasn’t pain, but felt… strange.  Then my calves began to burn and I only had one way to go.  I dropped back down, my heels depressing the triangular switches beneath my feet, while my clit was pressed tightly to the copper strand on the porcupine’s back.
 
    
 
   Then the electricity hit me.
 
    
 
   At first I wasn’t sure where it was coming from, which might say something about my state of mind.  My body responded predictably, jerking away from the source of the pain, which is why I found myself on tiptoe and with my clit at least three inches away from the copper strand Mike had taped to the spine of the porcupine. Unfortunately my legs were not really capable of an extended stay at the top floor and slowly but surely I dropped back down.  Oddly enough it was my feet that got the first shock.  My heels depressed the switches and there was a sensation of someone both slicing a razor across my arches, as well as snapping me at the same spot with a rubber band.  I went back up without feeling any electrical jolts to my clit and I’m ashamed to say that this strange turn of events didn’t even make me twitch.  I was beyond thinking about cause and effect. I was still thinking about the pins and needles sensation crawling across the arches of both feet.
 
    
 
   Again I stayed up as long as my burning calves would allow and this time I went down fast and hard.  Once more I felt the shock across the arches of my feet, burning along my soles, but then I was given the added fun of getting a strong zap right to my clit and a portion of my labia.  I cried out and practically jumped up.  The problem with springing upward like that was the nail bucket.  With my elevator impersonation, the metal pail dipped and swung and did all sorts of Newtonian things in response to my body’s gyrations.  This in turn was translated back to me in the form of some rather impressive tugs, yanks, and pulls on the clover clamps, each which in turn was firmly attached to my nipples.
 
    
 
   I was beyond thinking.  Now it was all about response.  Up and down and bursts of pain in my feet, my clit, and my breasts all took their turn in affecting me.  Waves of exhaustion, agony, and yes - even pleasure swept over me like flames in dry tinder.  The duration of the electrical torment increased to the point where I’d settle for two or three seconds before finding the strength to rise again.  The good news was that Mike didn’t really have the TENS Unit set to maximum.  The electrical charge was like a good pinch.  If it hadn’t been for the fact that I was already tired and on edge I probably could have handled it better.
 
    
 
   Of course the constant up and down had one other positive effect and it completely involved the twelve inch rubber rocket ship that was repeatedly being launched into the equivalent of low Breanne orbit.  Every time I sank down that thick dildo went blasting upward and the soft tissues of my sex would split apart as the thicker stages widened.  Then the rocket’s upward momentum would come to a rapid and abrupt end, hold in place for a moment, until suddenly I would rise up, making the Core Driller slip from my depths, falling back to earth.  In essence though, what I was really doing was fucking myself stupid.
 
    
 
   And that was what I needed.  A few minutes of this constant, shocking up and down, low intensity pain, the thick dildo spearing me, was all that I needed to feel the sweet sensorial necessity of orgasmic release. I wanted it.  Suddenly I wasn’t quite so tired.  My movements became more energetic, more incessant, more delightfully decadent.  I ground my pussy on the copper strand, the power sizzling through me, super charging the need.  My chest heaved, which set the nail bucket swinging even more and it all began to snowball, building up to a crescendo that while not quite matching my previous explosions, was at least going to be satisfying.
 
    
 
   “One hour, thirty minutes,” Mike said as I panted with desperation.  “I’m sorry Breanne, but I have to hurt you now.”
 
    
 
   I barely heard him.  That’s how close I was.  Some little part of my brain acknowledged his words, trying to imagine what the hell else he could possibly do to me.  He’d caned me, clamped me, shocked me (repeatedly), chemically burned me, and forced me to ride the wooden pony (porcupine! LOL!), impaled me repeatedly, including once up the ass, shocked the arches of my feet, strained my legs and toes, and tied my breasts to a five pound bucket of nails.  What more could Mike the Hardware Guy do to me?
 
    
 
   He picked up his cane again, except this time instead of swatting the undersides of my breasts, he began at my bottom.  And just for giggles he didn’t hit me with a lot of force. Instead he did these medium strength, rapid strokes, whacking repeatedly in the same spot.  In seconds my buttocks had tightened, which made everything else tighten, and despite me still going up and down he didn’t miss a single stroke.  He moved along my flank and down my leg, striking the back of my leg along the thigh, hard little whacks that ached.  Had I not already been on tiptoe I’d have been tensing just from the blows.  
 
    
 
   Mike moved downward and delivered about a dozen short, sharp strokes to my left calf.  I bucked like mad, the added pain of the caning making me go even crazier.  Then he went back up my leg, this time hitting my shin and then thigh.  He snapped the cane a few times across my mound, coming dangerously close to my clit, before moving around to the other side of the porcupine.  Then he went down my right leg, leaving me aching in spots that I didn’t know I had.  Finally he made the complete circuit until he was leaving another batch of marks on my opposite buttock.  I was jumping like a fish, gasping and trembling, teetering on the edge of climax light a tightrope walker above a three ring circus.  
 
    
 
   Mike moved the cane back to my front, except above my breasts this time, resting the thin piece of plastic on my bosom.  I whimpered, bracing myself and he began tapping, lightly at first, but then with more power, making my entire chest shake, tremble, and bounce.  The bucket danced on the end of the line and my nipples burned and throbbed in agony.  I threw my head back as my vision went white, then red, and the cane fell and fell and fell.  I was flat footed, the soles of my feet tingling hotly, my clit crushed against the wood and frying against the copper strand.
 
    
 
   I exploded.
 
    
 
   My tormentor moved like lightning.  The cane was tossed away, the clover clamps released and the nail bucket crashed to the floor with a clatter, nails scattering.  I let out a scream that sounded like someone was cutting off my ankle with a dull hacksaw. Mike grabbed me with one arm, lifting me clear of the porcupine and completely off the Core Driller dildo.  I wasn’t even finished with the orgasm and he cradled me, carrying me from the workshop and into what passed as his personal bedroom, just across the hall.  There was a queen sized bed that took up most of the space and he laid me down on the sheets, wrapping his arms around me tightly.  I trembled and shuddered, tears streaming down my cheeks until I finally calmed down.  
 
    
 
   It was almost thirty minutes later when I rolled and looked at him.  I still hurt, mostly my nipples, but my legs were cramped and my calves ached horribly.  His eyes were clear and bright and his hand came up to cup my breast, though he stayed away from the nipple.  
 
    
 
   “How long was I on?” I asked, my voice thin and thready.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “I didn’t get the time for the last orgasm, but I think it happened just after the last motivational punishment.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “That was pretty intense,” I said. “Who came up with those ‘motivational punishments’?”
 
    
 
   Mike had the decency to look embarrassed.  “It was a joint effort between me and Kari,” he admitted.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath.  God my nipples ached….  then a thought occurred to me.
 
    
 
   “What would have happened had I taken another fifteen minutes do to the last explosion?” I asked, suddenly curious.
 
    
 
   Mike’s eyebrow went up.   “What makes you think I had something planned for that eventuality?”
 
    
 
   I grinned. “Because you’re you.  So what would have happened?” I pressed.
 
    
 
   Mike’s finger moved down to my nipple and he lightly tweaked it, which garnered a pretty impressive gasp from me.  I was tender and sore, so it wasn’t unexpected.  Finally Mike replied.
 
    
 
   “If you want to know what I would have done to you all you have to do is ride the pony again.”  He gave me a tight hug.  “And deliberately take longer next time.”
 
    
 
   I twisted in his arms.  “You want me to deliberately let you torture me?” I asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   He gave me a queer look.  “Breanne, you always deliberately let me torture you.  I thought that was the point?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Oh.  Right.”  I settled down in his arms, quiet and warm.  We stayed like that for a while longer until he finally moved his hand down and I felt him cup my sex.  I opened my legs, surprised to find myself wet as he slipped a finger into my slit.  I half rolled and his mouth found mine as he gently, softly caressed me.  
 
    
 
   “So,” he asked me between kisses. “Are you going to try again?”
 
    
 
   I let out a soft moan, my back arching as he touched me.  A number of responses flitted through my brain, and you may be disappointed to hear this from me, a genuine nympho humiliation pain slut, and a girl who gets off on all sorts of psychotic, deviant, dastardly things being done to her.  At that moment, all I wanted was what the porcupine couldn’t provide.
 
    
 
   I reached down and felt Mike’s hard cock and I began stroking it, squeezing him gently.  “Not today,” I whispered.  “I want you instead.”
 
    
 
   Mike grinned and in seconds he was pushing me into the mattress, the tip of his hardening cock against my slick petals.  Just as he was about to slide into me, I put my hands on his chest and looked him in the eye.
 
    
 
   “But I’m free tomorrow,” I said wickedly, the surprised look on his face delightful. “And you can deliberately torture me then.”
 
   


 
 
   [bookmark: resistance]Resistance
 
    
 
   It was relatively early and the sun was barely up as I stood stock still in the middle of the barn, trying to distance myself from the overpowering sensation.  Most cowgirls who spend their mornings taking care of  assorted livestock, sloping pigs, feeding goats, and making sure the horses are turned out to pasture rarely have to deal with the same sort of morning I’d already had.  Tucked into a pair of tight blue jeans, a regular tee shirt covering up my rather plain and boring bra, I was dressed for work, rather than to please the senses. Dresses and skirts are all well and good, but for running a farm they’re rather impractical.  Of course I’m me, which means that not everything was as it seemed.
 
   The sensation that was disturbing me was rather intense and I began to tremble, reaching out to grab hold of a pillar in order to steady myself.  The core was centered between my legs, the result of being both stuffed and vibrated by a diabolical toy called a “Rotating Venus Penis,” a battery operated contraption that consisted of a four inch long, plastic dildo that corkscrewed around in a swirling movement, as well as a base, that sent vibrations, not only through the cock, but also along my entire slit, pressed tightly against my clitoris.
 
   I’d already been wearing the RVP for an hour; sixty minutes of non-stop, mind numbing sexual stimulation, only made worse by the requirement that for fifteen minutes I’d been told to turn up one of the functions; either the rotation or the vibration, to full power. That had set me off in an instant and I’d shaken myself through a powerful orgasm of panty wetting proportions. 
 
   The fact that I’d exploded was not lost on me and since that was sort of the point, I retrieved the printed list I’d made of the repercussions for orgasm.  I wasn’t really looking forward to any of it, since the list wasn’t exactly about rewarding me for my masturbatory prowess.  Quite the contrary, and now that I’d had my first climax, it was time to accept the consequences of... how did Brandon put it?  Oh yes.  The consequences of resistance.  Evidently that was what I supposed to do - resist the orgasm.  Yeah. Right.
 
   “Twenty spanks to your bare bottom,” I read aloud, then groaned.  Master Brandon had been quite specific with his instructions and I only had thirty minutes to get the appropriate punishment, which meant that I had to find someone to spank me.  That’s not exactly easy at six ten in the morning on a farm in the middle of Nowhere, Texas.  The main problem was that there was actually a punishment for not doing the punishments, which seems overly complicated to me, but was a factor nonetheless.  Which meant I had a choice; delay the immediate punishment in favor of getting my chores done, thus earning something even worse later, or go and find someone who would be willing to give my cute derriere the smacking it deserved.
 
   I know what you’re thinking. You want to know what Master Brandon had detailed as the punishment for not doing my punishments.  You are wondering what could possibly be so bad that I would find it motivation to actually interrupt my work that morning in favor of going out to get a spanking.  But guess what?  It wasn’t my motivation.  Want to know what my motivation was?
 
   Driving.  I’m allowed to turn off any and all vibrators while driving.  Which meant I’d get a break from the RVP buzzing and spinning inside me.  And that… well that was worth getting a spanking!
 
   So leaving my chores half-done I hurried out to my truck, cranked the engine, and turned off the sex toy spinning and shaking inside me.  The relief was palpable, a sense of peace washing over me and I put the truck in gear.  I had thirty minutes to find someone to take their hand to my ass so it was time to get a move on.
 
   I ended up at John’s place.  He was awake when I called, close enough for the time frame, and had been more than willing to give me satisfaction.  In short order I found myself unbuttoning my jeans and pulling them down while standing in his living room, presenting my very cute bottom, the straps of the RVP wrapped around my waist and thighs, black Velcro against white skin.  Of course the little toy inside me was already spinning and vibrating again.  I had turned it on the moment I’d gotten to John’s place. As I laid myself down across his lap I turned up the rotation function, feeling the small but thick phallus swirl inside me.  Aroused and totally wet, I didn’t even squirm as John began by kneading my buttocks, his strong fingers digging into the muscle.  Then the strokes began to fall and a sharp sting, followed by burning heat, exploded through my bottom.  I ground myself down into his lap, feeling the edge of the RVP dig into his leg, which just put more pressure on my clit.  Wow. Did that feel good.  So much for “resistance.”  
 
   I made it to the sixteenth stroke of his hard hand against my soft ass before I exploded.  Not cool.  Only I could manage to earn another punishment in the middle of taking the first one.  John waited, cruelly, for me to come down from my orgasmic heights before landing the last four blows, making both butt cheeks smart.  I slid off his lap and to my knees, and with my bottom still bare and hurting, I grabbed hold of his exposed dick and began sucking on it.  There are prices and consequences for everything and part of my agreement with John was something of a barter.  He got to spank me stupid while he got a blowjob from me as well.
 
   Wait a moment...
 
   I tried to go as quickly as possible since I technically only had another thirty minutes to find a totally new person willing to apply the next punishment.  But trying to rush a blowjob is a recipe for failure.  I hadn’t told John about the time frame, which was probably a good thing because knowing him, he’d have deliberately tried to hold off cumming in order to make me earn Master Brandon’s little “motivational help.”
 
   When John popped I swallowed eagerly, getting practically every last drop down my throat.  He leaned back, closing his eyes with a huge smile on his face, so he didn’t see me yank up my pants.  I gave him a quick peck on the cheek, and hurried back out to the truck, listening to his laughing protest at me having to “blow and run.” At the truck the only thing I took my time to do was turn off the RVP, then rushed to get to Julie’s apartment. With less than eight minutes to go before I’d blown my time limit, I didn’t have a moment to lose.  I knew she’d be getting ready for work,  but she was the only person I could think of that was both close and more than willing to handle the next item on Master Brandon’s list.  Besides, the list had been specific about what I’d earn with my second orgasm and I have to say that Julie was perfect to met out the second punishment for orgasm.
 
   I parked the truck, turned the RVP back up and realized I was also at my fifteen minute point.  So I turned the vibrator function up to full power, clenching and gasping, and hurried toward Julie’s apartment, weaving my way past huge potholes, dried mud slurries, and the worst landscaping job in Katy.  She had no idea I was coming and I pounded on the door hard.  A minute later she appeared, bleary-eyed, with no makeup, and looking just a little bit frazzled.  It was still early, not even eight, and she wouldn’t need to be at work for another hour and a half.  
 
   Before she could even say anything I stepped into her foyer, baring my beautiful breasts, my shirt and bra yanked upward. Julie isn’t the sort of girl to turn down a free lunch and the sight of my breasts did exactly what I suspected it would.  Even surprised, with no idea what was going on, Julie responded just as expected. She immediately slapped me across the chest.  I gasped as the pain slid through me and then she went sort of nuts, smacking my breasts back and forth violently, turning the soft, white curves into heavy, hot globes of pink.
 
   It hurt, despite the insane buzzing between my legs and it was difficult just to keep breathing.  Finally Julie stopped and looked up at me with an accepting grin.  “Good morning, slut.”
 
   “Thank you,” I managed to say whisper, then tugged down my bra and shirt and turned back to the door. Julie’s mouth fell open in shock as I left, hurrying down the path.  She darted out of her apartment, but her bare feet kept her from following me.  Only an idiot walks barefoot through her complex. 
 
   “Hey! What the fuck?” she yelled at me, hanging onto the stairs right by her door.
 
   “Assignment!” I yelled back to her, hurrying to my truck. I wanted the RVP off before I exploded again. Or before half her neighbors came out to see what the commotion was all about.
 
   “Damn you, Breanne! You used me!” she shouted, shaking her fist.  I didn’t hear the other things she said to me.  I was already in the truck, the RVP off, driving away.
 
   ***
 
   I made it home feeling just a bit tender, especially across my bottom and boobs, but I also felt refreshed and ready to take on more.  As soon as I parked the truck I checked the times and realized it was time to turn the RVP back on, as well as up.  This time I selected the twirling function, set it to high, and felt myself ripening fast as the motorized sex toy churned between my legs.  Even with my jeans tightly buttoned up I could feel the gentle motion of the RVP’s base caressing my petals, spreading them ever so slightly, all while the majority of the sensorial smorgasbord focused on my clitoris.
 
   I only barely made it through that fifteen minutes and I can credit my success with the fact that I was taking care of chores, focusing on some of the more unpleasant tasks cowgirls are required to do.  It didn’t change the fact that I was desperate, horny, wet, and dealing with the steady churn and burn of the RVP rattling and rolling along and in my very moist and needy slit.  I made it only about an hour after getting back to the farm before I was bucking my hips wildly, gripping a thick metal irrigation pipe, while the RVP forced waves of pleasure soaked cries out of me.  My loins tightened around the spinning, vibrating cock and I throttled it sexually until I was lost in the grip of orgasm.  Resistance Breanne? I thought an hour was damned decent of me.   After cumming I tugged out the list.
 
   “Third Orgasm - Twenty rubber band snaps to each sole.”
 
   Sighing, I headed back to the barn and once more climbed into my truck. Breakfast wouldn’t be with family that morning and after I turned off the RVP and headed back into town, I stopped at a fast food joint, still dressed in my cowboy boots, jeans, tee shirt, and oxford. The RVP controls were once again adjusted to “broil Breanne” and food was on my mind when I actually went in, but with the thirty minute time frame already down to just five or ten minutes, with no good options on the table, I decided to be a bit more open minded.
 
   Glancing around I looked for the right sort of guy.  That one over there was too dumpy and would probably turn me down, thinking I was too good for him, regardless of my request.  The one over there?  Too high strung.  Look at him drink his coffee!  And it’s in a bucket instead of a cup!  And that one?  Businessman.  Probably will resist.  My eyes moved on and that’s when I saw him.  He was just finishing up. College age, short hair, blue jeans and a polo shirt, and the look he was giving me made his interest clear.  I got my breakfast to go and caught up with him just as he was leaving.
 
   “Hi!” I said brightly. “Got a second?” I asked him.
 
   Had he tires instead of legs he’d have screeched to a halt with smoke coming up from both tires.  
 
   “Sure,” he said with interest. “What’s up?”
 
   Oh my God, to be handed an opening like that…  I grinned like a Cheshire cat, the RVP spinning and shaking inside me.  “You wouldn’t believe me,” I assured him.  “But I was hoping you might give me a hand with something,” I told him easily.  I’ve got this way about me that either sets men at their ease or makes them salivate.  Dressed like I was, South Texas redhead cowgirl, it was more of the former.
 
   “Sure.  What do you need?” he asked, now more curious than baffled as to why a cute redhead-next-door-cowgirl wanted to speak to him.
 
   I cocked my head to the side. “You sure?  It’s a bit kinky,” I warned him.
 
   Wow. You should have seen his eyes brighten at THAT remark.  “I can handle it,” he said, wondering where this conversation was headed. I smiled and leaned in close, putting my lips to his ear, and told him.
 
   His eyes widened and….
 
   What?  You want to know what I said?  How I broached the subject?  You want the nitty-gritty details?  The sweet words I whispered into his ear?  Really?  Sigh… Fine.
 
   “I accidentally had an orgasm I wasn’t supposed to have and the punishment is having a rubber band snapped against the soles of my feet twenty times each.  Think you could handle that in exchange for the best blowjob of your life?”
 
   His eyes widened and his head jerked back in shock.  You could see the wheels turning, trying to decide if I were being serious and I let my eyes flash to match my smile.  “Told you it was kinky!” I said wickedly.
 
   “No shit!” he replied.  Then he glanced around as if confused.  “Where would we…” his voice trailed off, but I knew what he was talking about. I’m a pretty smart girl.
 
   “Well we can do the snaps right out by my truck, but I’m guessing you’d like something more private for the other thing, right?” I asked.
 
   He nodded eagerly. “Do you live around here?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, but we can’t go there,” he said.  
 
   I reached out and grabbed his hand. “We’ll work it out. I promise.”  Then I dragged him out of the restaurant.  Leading him across the parking lot I pulled him to my truck.  He followed me right up to the driver’s seat and then gave me a curious look as I pulled the rubber bands out of my jean’s pocket.
 
   “You’re serious, aren’t you?” he asked.
 
   I nodded. “I sure am.  I’ve been a bad girl this morning. I’m on my third orgasm!” I said, now that we were away from anyone who might be listening.  
 
   He blinked. “What happens if you have a fourth?” 
 
   “Alligator clamps,” I replied.  “And I’m not terribly looking forward to that,” I assured him.  I sat down in the seat and began pulling off my boot and sock.  I stuck my right foot out toward him, the pretty, painted toenails perfectly pink.
 
   “Go on.  Put the rubber band on me.”
 
   He did, but he gave me a cautious look as well. “I’m trying to understand why you want me to do this.”
 
   My eyebrow went up. “I told you. It’s a punishment.”
 
   “For having an orgasm,” he said, still wrapping his mind around the idea.
 
   I nodded. “That’s right.  Oh… no. Slide it down so that it’s right on the arch.  Yeah. Right there.  That’s where it will hurt the most.”
 
   “You want to be hurt?” he asked incredulously.
 
   I laughed. “Ever hear of BDSM?” I replied.
 
   He had the decency to blush. “Guess that’s a yes,” I said teasingly.  “Well I’m pretty big into it.  So far this morning I’ve been spanked and had my breasts slapped.”
 
   That certainly interested him. “Really?  Can I see?” he asked.  I’m guessing he thought it was a long shot, but with a quick glance around, I determined I could get away with a little flash, so I tugged up both my shirt and bra and showed him the flushed skin of my bosom.  Of course his eyes were more drawn to the little gold hoop that was piercing my right nipple, not to mention the small, charm-sized padlock dangling from it.  That certainly got his attention and assured him that my “kinkiness” claim was on the level.
 
   He grinned and I couldn’t help smiling back.  “Put your ear down by my pussy,” I said earnestly.
 
   “What?” he exclaimed, shocked by the suggestion.  
 
   I giggled. “I want you to hear something!” I said.  He did, leaning forward, putting his hand on my thigh as I spread my denim clad legs.  I know the moment he got close he finally heard it - the RVP purring on low.  He straightened up, a shocked expression on his face.
 
   “What the hell is that?” he asked. 
 
   “RVP,” I replied. “Rotating Venus Penis.  That’s what set me off and made me cum.  Now, are you ready to snap that rubber band?”  I pulled my shirt and bra back down over my boobs and held up my foot.
 
   “You really want me to do this?” he asked, still somewhat concerned.
 
   I nodded. “I know it will hurt, but I’m a bit of a masochist.  Trust me.” I said. “Just twenty snaps.
 
   “In exchange for a blowjob,” he repeated, as if he were afraid I’d gyp him.  I grinned.  “Do a good job and I’ll give you a blowjob AND go on a date with you.”  I paused. “What’s your name, anyway?”
 
   “Ted,” he replied and slid his hand down my leg to my heel. He cupped my foot and his fingers tugged the elastic outward.  
 
   “That’s right, Ted.  Pull it out as far as it will go,” I said, watching as he stretched the rubber band.  He got to about five inches and then, with our eyes meeting, he let go.
 
   My reaction was typical.  My leg jerked slightly. My toes curled, and I said “oww.”  Ted looked up at me as if needing permission to continue. I nodded. “Just nineteen left,” I said.
 
   So Ted started snapping.  Each fresh strike of the elastic left a tiny red mark and by the time we got to fifteen I was having just a bit of an issue holding it together.  Worse, the RVP was combining with the pain and I was getting close to another orgasm, which was bad because I was also a few minutes away from having to turn up the damn thing.  
 
   “You okay?” Ted asked.  I nodded, my chest heaving.  “It just smarts,” I said, hissing as he snapped again and my entire foot twitched, jerking in his hand.  “Just go fast.  I want this foot done.”
 
   He shook his head in wonder and yanked on the elastic again.  “I can’t imagine how much this hurts,” he said, letting the rubber band snap back against my tender arch.
 
   I let out a tiny cry that morphed into a hiccup and a laugh. “You should see me when I’m in my heels, trying to walk!” 
 
   Ted grinned. “I can imagine!” he said.
 
   “Or what the bottoms of my feet look like if they’ve been sapped, or caned!” I exclaimed as he snapped the rubber band again.
 
   “What’s a sap?” he asked.  I looked up, hissing again.  “It’s a little leather paddle, about as big as my hand.  If I’m going to be hit with it though, I’d rather have it on my clit,” I admitted as he did the last snap.  It seemed to hurt twice as much.
 
   “You let people whip your pussy?” he asked, stunned.
 
   I was breathing hard, and not all of it was from the snapping of the rubber band on my foot.  “If you’re good I’ll let you try it on our date.”
 
   “Damn girl, you are kinky!” he laughed.  I pulled my bare foot out of his grasp and began pulling the boot off my left leg.  He grabbed hold, helping out and in short order he was snapping away at my other foot.
 
   “Soooo,” he asked while pulling the rubber band outward. “What do you do for a living?””
 
   I yelped a little when he let go and then gave him a quirky grimace.  “Honestly? Farming.  But I sort of have a side job too.”
 
   “And what’s that?” he asked, pulling the rubber band back out. Way out.  I waited for him to let go, wincing painfully as the sting burned through my sole and pain shot up my leg, straight to the RVP where it was churned into sexual need.
 
   “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut who gets sex assignments, does them, and then writes about them,” I hissed.
 
   Ted’s mouth fell open. “You’re kidding,” he said, totally forgetting to snap the rubber band.
 
   “Nope,” I said, my voice strained. “In a couple of days you’ll be a character in a blog post and eventually be in a book.”
 
   His eyes widened in alarm and I laughed through the burning sensation in my left foot. I waved my hand. “Don’t worry. I change everyone’s name.  No one will know it was you.”  He seemed to relax a bit at that, then pulled the rubber band out and let it go.  I jerked again and yelped.
 
   “Nympho humiliation pain slut,” he said, repeating it as he drew the rubber band outward once again.
 
   I nodded, then flinched, then hissed as the rubber band cut into my delicate sole.  Ted looked at me and my clothing. “What does that mean exactly?” he asked.
 
   “Sexy or slutty?” I asked instead as his fingertips slid across the soft part of my foot and once again pulled on the elastic strip.  
 
   “Excuse me?”
 
   “Our date. Do you want me dressed sexy or slutty?” 
 
   He laughed. “There’s a difference?”
 
   Now I chuckled. “Yes, dummy. Slutty is me in a little school girl outfit with half my ass showing and my boobs practically hanging out.”
 
   That description certainly made him think and his grin certainly made it clear he wouldn’t mind me showing up in just that getup.
 
   “Sexy is me in a little black dress sporting a low collar and a high hemline, with every curve on intimate display.”
 
   Ted looked interested and thoughtful, then let the rubber band go.
 
   “Oww!” I protested. 
 
   “Gotta go with slutty,” he admitted.
 
   I shrugged. “Okay. Slutty it is.”
 
   “One more,” he told me.  “That last one was nineteen.”
 
   I nodded. “I’m ready.”  He pulled the rubber band outward, stretching it as far as it could go and my eyes widened.  He held it there for a moment and then cut loose, letting it strike the now quite reddened center of my foot.
 
   “Oww!” I squealed, grabbing my foot, yanking it away from him. “Damn!”
 
   “Hurts?” he asked. 
 
   “Damn right it does!” I hissed, rubbing at the sole with my fingers. It didn’t really help.  Finally I took a deep breath and looked at him.  “You ready for that blowjob?” I asked, grabbing my socks and slipping my feet back into them one at a time.
 
   “Really? You mean that?”
 
   I nodded and then straightened in my seat.  I took a quick look around, spotting the perfect place a second later.  There was a Mexican restaurant just on the other side of the McDonald’s and both a little fence, alley, and dumpster.  I jammed my foot into a boot, then did the other one, sliding to the pavement a moment later.
 
   “Come with me,” I said, grabbing his hand.
 
   It took some clever maneuvering, and we had to walk out to the road first, but eventually we were tucked in behind the dumpster. We could see my truck from our vantage point, at least until I ducked down and began unbuttoning his pants.
 
   “This seems awkward,” he said.
 
   I looked up at him. “Enjoy it.  Think of it as a preview of our date.”  I reached in and found his shaft, very stiff, pleasingly thick, and long enough to be considered slightly above average.  I gave it an experimental slurp and even liked the flavor.  
 
   “Oh my God,” he whispered. 
 
   As I began sucking my other hand went down to my pocket, fishing the controller of the RVP out.  For kicks, I pushed it into his hand. A second later both the rotation and the vibrating functions were jacked up to full power and my entire body spasmed with desperate need.  I groaned, my head bobbing frantically on his shaft, wishing Ted’s cock was in my pussy instead of my mouth.  He groaned and I tried to focus on what was right in front of me, instead of what was deep inside of me.  Too bad they were too close in nature, because I was cumming half a moment later even as Ted was jerking his hips back and forth, filling my mouth with loads of cream. I swallowed obediently, taking his load, grinning and cumming, moaning and twitching.  Ted fell back against the wall and I followed, leaning against him, my hips grinding wetly beneath my denim jeans.  We were both breathless.  I felt fantastic, at least until my sex-soaked brain realized that I’d just done what I wasn't’ supposed to do.  What I was supposed to resist.
 
   Shit.
 
   I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth to make sure I’d gotten everything and helped Ted get himself squared away.  The clock was already ticking and that thirty minute window in which to start the next punishment was getting smaller.  Ted sensed my urgency and was a bit put off by it until we got back to my truck and exchanged phone numbers.  I made him promise to call me that evening and we set our date time for Saturday evening.  So with him all squared away, I climbed back into the truck, turned off the RVP and pulled out the punishment list.
 
   “Alligator clamps, applied by someone else, on the nipples, worn till your next orgasm.”
 
   Ouch.
 
   ***
 
   I was getting tired.  Sexually tired, which is a pretty amazing thing for me.  These assignment where there is non-stop cumming, well… I’m not as young as I used to be.  Why couldn’t this stuff have happened to me when I was sixteen?  Or eighteen? Or hell… twenty-two?  I may look just shy of twenty-five, but trust me - I feel those extra years and it’s hard to imagine me being thirty in just two more.  Part of me wants to know when I’m going to grow up, constantly asking the question about “age appropriateness”.  It’s tough to be a nympho humiliation pain slut when your paramours are only half your age.  It looks a bit more predatory at that point and one thing I like about being me is that I’m the prey, not the hunter.  I sort of wonder what will happen when I’m no longer the desirable target, with fresher, more nubile teenyboppers wanting sex and abuse.
 
   I took a deep breath, relishing the fact that my nipples were no longer sporting the vicious bite of the alligator clamps.  They’d been attached by a very nice gentleman who I’d seen watering his garden and had absolutely no problem with me baring my breasts in his backyard and allowing him to see what kind of mischief his twisting might do after the little toothed monstrosities were chewing on my nipples.  Having to leave them on until my next orgasm wasn’t much of a problem.  I’ve developed a bit of a tolerance to that sort of thing so I gave him a big smile and continued on, getting back into my truck, turning off the RVP and heading back to the farm.  
 
   The hiatus in direct stimulation was welcome, but it only lasted about twenty minutes.  Once I parked the truck in front of the barn I once again was forced to turn the RVP on, both functions to low, rotating and rumbling inside me and against my sex, so that as I went out to set up the irrigator I was in a state of sexual flux.  I tried to focus on my work, but it was practically impossible, and by the time another hour and a half had rolled around, I was having issues.  Granted, most of those also stemmed from the fact that I still had to turn the RVP to full torment mode for fifteen minutes out of every hours, swirling, spinning, vibrating, buzzing - you name it, all between my legs.  My clit was swollen and ripe, my slit itself was slippery and hot, and adding in the alligator clamps just made everything worse.
 
   Or better. Depending on your point of view.
 
   To be honest, I was resisting. I was at a point where I only had four more minutes to go before the fifteen minute “boosted” time frame was up and I could turn the RVP down to a more reasonable level. I wondered if I could make it, but then realized that even if I survived the next four minutes without screaming out in orgasmic pleasure, I’d only grant myself a few extra moments by turning the power down.  I looked back at the bike I was using to get to the south field and wondered if I could get back to my truck quick enough to grant myself peace.  I shook my head. Too much to do.  Instead I focused on my breathing. On relaxing. On not giving in. On resistance.
 
   That’s when I exploded.
 
   It took me four or five minutes to get my sanity back and frankly the RVP was starting to get to me.  That much vibration is going to have an effect on you regardless of what you want, need, or can handle.  Most women, when they get over-sensitized, pull away from the pain.  Me?  I’m sick.  I can’t say I like it, but I can say that it turns me on.  I actually get more aroused when my clit feels like it’s gone through a haboob (that’s what a sandstorm is called guys, not some sort of strange form of breast sex), coated in lemon juice, and then chewed on.  So by the time I was finished with the irrigation stuff, I was already aroused again, closing in on the edge, with two minutes to go before I had to START the punishment I’d earned for cumming a fifth time.
 
   I knew I wasn’t going to make it.
 
   The only male within five miles was my dad, and while I’m sure he’d have been absolutely fine with sticking his dick up my ass and pumping until he was empty and I was sore, the reality is that it’s tough to arrange that when your mother is also home and your six year old daughter is expected to come marching down the drive on her way back from first grade.  It’s just not done.
 
   And that meant Brandon’s punishment for not getting punished.  I sighed.  It didn’t mean I could skip the other orgasm punishments. It just meant that I’d have to have them all done at the same time, then go ahead and do the punishment punishment. God. That even sounds stupid.  Punishment punishment?  What have I come to when I need a punishment for not doing my punishments in a timely manner?
 
   But it also left open other possibilities.  See, Brandon just said that if I missed a punishment, I’d have to do a knotted rope walk across my barn.  But that’s it.  He never said what would happen if I missed more than one punishment!
 
   So that set me up.  I ignored the burning need between my legs as long as I could and orgasm number six rumbled through me about twenty minutes later.  I meandered back to the house, said hello to everyone, went and got a few more chores done, orgasmed a seventh time, and then finally sought the peace of the truck again, heading toward Kari’s condo.
 
   I arrived relatively early and I knew Kari wouldn’t be there, so I did something daring. I knocked on the door full dressed.  As I suspected, the door opened a few minutes later and Robert stood there, dressed in tight exercise shorts and a tee shirt that showed off his rippling pectorals.  Oh my…
 
   “Breanne?”
 
   I grinned. “When’s she due home?” I asked, glancing in.
 
   Robert laughed. “In about two hours,” he replied as he stepped aside and let me in.
 
   “Good. I could use a favor,” I told him.
 
   He hesitated. “Normally I’d say ‘anything’, but it’s you and frankly there are some things I just can’t help you with.”
 
   I gave him a rueful glare, then pulled out my phone.  In seconds I’d dialed Kari.
 
   “What’s up sweetheart?” she asked me in lieu of greeting.
 
   “Hey, Kari.  I was wondering if it would be okay for Robert to fuck me up the ass.”
 
   There was a pause. Kari approves the “assignments” I go on, so she was well aware of what I was doing.  “You’re only on your fifth orgasm?” she asked suspiciously.
 
   I laughed. “Hell no. I’m on my seventh.  I know… I still will have to do the knotted rope walk, but it got to be a little difficult always running out to find someone. I had stuff I had to do.”
 
   Kari was silent for a moment.  “I see.  That does makes sense, though it breaks the spirit of the assignment, if not the letter.”
 
   I grinned.  “Pre-law major, remember?  It’s all about the letter.”
 
   “It won’t be when I take a sap to your cunt,” she replied.
 
   That sent a delicious shiver through me and my sex tightened around the RVP, which I had turned back on the moment I’d gotten out of the truck.  I wasn’t close to exploding, not yet, but the idea of her standing there above me, with my legs spread, her wielding that little black leather paddle, well… it made me very, very wet.
 
   “Very well.  But while you’re getting your bottom drilled, call Alissa and Madeline and invite them and Sara and Isobel over for dinner.  Then you can make dinner.”
 
   I blinked.  Call… while getting fucked?
 
   “Um, Kari?  That sounds…” I started to say.
 
   “There should be everything you need for a chicken dish, but if you can’t find everything you want let me know and I’ll get take out from Hungry’s.”
 
   My stomach rumbled almost as hard as the RVP.  Gyros… oh my.  
 
   “Just get Hungry’s,” I told her.
 
   Kari laughed.  “You are a great cook,” she replied.
 
   “Who is terribly distracted right now, and it’s already four twenty,” I protested. “I don’t have time to get a dinner together.”
 
   “All right.  And if you get any apologies about tonight, call one of the other members,” Kari told me.
 
   She was talking about members of the Society of the Golden Rose, an upscale, lesbian, BDSM club for some of Houston’s elite.  Kari and I were members.  Well, Kari was.  I was her official “slave”, though submissive would be the more appropriate word.  No one was there unwillingly.  The Society created some interesting dynamics sexually and provided opportunity.  Oh… and the orgies are amazing.  Really, you haven’t had sex until you’re in a room with wall to wall mattresses, with over twenty squirming, naked, wet, women, all with their legs open and their tongues out.  
 
   But I digress.
 
   We said our goodbyes and I turned back to Robert, who had his arms crossed and was looking at me with a grin on his face.
 
   “Satisfied?” I asked, waving the phone at him.
 
   “I didn’t think you liked anal,” he replied.
 
   I shrugged. “I don’t.  It’s not about cumming. It’s about punishment.”
 
   Robert’s face darkened.  He’s not a sadist and doesn’t really care to be involved in anything that actually abuses me.  Yet he was also a guy, and whether or not he got to stick his dick in the front or the back, he’d gladly take it.  And so when I grabbed his hand and lead him back to the master bedroom, passing the “dungeon” and the guest bath, he willingly complied.
 
   I stripped, completely, taking off the bra, the tee shirt, the boots, socks, and jeans, and then turned toward Robert.  He peeled off his clothes, revealing a semi-hard, thickening cock that was about seven inches long.  I pushed him down onto the bed, much to his surprise, and with the RVP still buzzing inside me, swirling in my depths, I put my mouth on his cock and began sucking.
 
   Sure, I was trying to be nice, and maybe Robert thought of it that way, but I wasn’t being friendly, or gracious or anything like that.  Oh no. I was being selfish and manipulative.  See, if I gave him a near orgasm blowjob, before he fucked me in the ass, two things would happen. One, he would be better lubricated to go in, and two - close to orgasm - he’d only be in there for a short period of time before letting rip.  That would reduce the amount of time I’d have something thick, hard, and long shoved up my ass.
 
   And while I accept everyone else’s interpretation, Breanne’s personal rule is that the anus is an exit, not an entrance.
 
   So as soon as Robert was pushing my head away, clearly near the edge and frightened I’d make him pop, we exchanged places. I dragged a pillow under my hips to elevate my bottom and Robert knelt behind me as I moved to all four.  He probed lightly, the RVP preventing him from getting in the wrong hole. I also knew the vibrations were getting to him.  He moaned and then found the right spot, pushing steadily.
 
   I tried to relax, but there is just something about getting butt fucked that makes it unpleasant.  At least for me.  So in order to get his tip in Robert had to push hard, forcing himself into my back door.  I let out a pained whimper, my sphincter stretching as he pushed, and then I managed to relax.  One inch became two, then three, then four, and by that time I was open enough I could take his full length.  Robert drove in as I rocked my hips and then, when he was all the way to the hilt, I clenched tightly.
 
   He groaned and tried to pull out but couldn’t. I kept him like that for maybe four or five seconds, then let loose.  He began thrusting, pounding his hips into my derriere, his long cock splitting my ass and with a wicked sigh, I grabbed hold of the RVP remote and turned up both functions.  That certainly changed the dynamics and Robert seemed to like it to.  Unfortunately, he was the one who came first, spending less than five minutes in my bottom.  He pulled out, rolled over, and then looked at me.
 
   “Weren’t you supposed to make a phone call?” he asked.
 
   My eyes widened. “Shit!”
 
   Robert laughed.  “That’s what you get for being distracted.”
 
   I glanced down at his cock.  It was as limp as a wet noodle.  I groaned.
 
   “She’s going to kill me,” I protested.
 
   Robert smiled and patted my rump.  “That’s the way it is.”
 
   I sat up. “Wait. We can fake this,” I said hurriedly.
 
   Robert’s eyebrow went up as I reached for Kari’s nightstand drawer.  I knew what would be in there, but I was just a little shocked when I opened the drawer.  The damn thing looked like my toy box!  Dildos, vibrators, clamps, cock locks, rings, bondage stuff.  Wow.  I rooted around until I found the smallest dildo and handed it to Robert.  
 
   “Here.  Straddle me, put this in my ass, and pump it.”
 
   Robert rolled his eyes. “I don’t want any part of this,” he protested.  
 
   “I’ll take the blame and the punishment if we’re caught,” I told him.
 
   “Sure you will, except you’ll also write it down.  Then Kari will read it.  And then I’ll spend six hours with my cock locked in the punishment box.”
 
   I blinked. “You spend hours with your cock locked in that thing anyway,” I said, confused.
 
   “So? Why give her another reason to do it?” he said.
 
   I glared at him. “Grow up.  She’s going to torture you regardless.  So what if you give her an actual reason.”
 
   Robert sighed and took the dildo. “Roll over,” he said sullenly.
 
   I did and spread my legs.  He put the tip of the dildo against my ass and it slid in easily, thanks to Robert’s cream seeping out of my crack.  As soon as he began to pump I dialed Alissa. She answered on the third ring.  Since I was still very much close to the edge because of the RVP, you can imagine that my voice was wavering, just a bit.
 
   “Hey Alissa, this is Bre!” I said breathlessly.  Robert gave me a particularly hard thrust of the dildo and I let out an involuntary groan.
 
   “Hi Bre.  What’s up? You sound like…” she paused. “Are you getting fucked?”
 
   I let out another whimper. “In the ass. By Robert.”
 
   “Wow.  Wish I could get Robert to take me in the ass,” she said wistfully.  Alissa was bi-sexual like me, but she’d given herself to Mistress Sara, who was a dedicated lesbian.  Sara didn’t hate men or anything like that, but she had little use for them.  Alissa was only rarely given the opportunity to have cock and I sort of felt bad for her.
 
   Anyway,” I said, followed by another loan grunt. “Kari wanted me to invite you and Sara for dinner tonight. 
 
   “Oh.  Okay.  I’ll have to call Sara about that, but I think we’re free.  Can I call you back with confirmation?”
 
   “Uhhh…” I groaned again. “Sure.”  Robert began thrusting fast and my little moan came out all vibrato.
 
   “What time?” Alissa asked, giggling at my antics.
 
   Kari hadn’t said so I plucked a time frame out of my a… um…. head.  Definitely head. My ass was otherwise occupied.  “Six thirty?” I asked.
 
   “We can do that.  Enjoy the anal,” Alissa replied, then hung up.
 
   I twisted and looked back at Robert who was still diddling me in the butt. “Did you have to do that?” I protested.
 
   “What?  You wanted this to seem realistic, right?” he asked, gently and slowly drawing the dildo almost completely out before sliding it back in.  His other hand reached beneath me and cupped the RVP, shaking it.  I almost blew a gasket right then.
 
   “Wait!” I exclaimed. “Let me call Madeline!” 
 
   Robert chuckled and stopped rocking the RVP, but he kept his hand down there as I dialed, one number for every thrust of the dildo in my ass.
 
   Madeline didn’t pick up. Isobel did. 
 
   “Hello?” Mistress Isobel said into the phone and I think I stammered something incoherent.  I wasn’t expecting Isobel to answer Madeline’s phone.  Robert thrust a bit harder and I gasped something.
 
   “Is that you Breanne?” Isobel asked.  I managed to gasp out a coherent reply.
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said, strained as Robert began rocking the RVP again.  “Kari wanted me to invite you and…” I tried to say it fast, but at that moment the orgasm that had been building decided that right then would be a good time to rear its massive head.  I clenched my teeth even as I struggled to keep from screaming.
 
   “...Madeline,” I gasped.  “Dinner,” followed by a groan. “Our place… uhhhh…. six-thirty… ooohhhhh.”
 
   There was a long pause as I shuddered and whimpered.  Behind me, Robert was either drilling for oil in all the wrong places, or attempting to dig a tunnel between my ass and my pussy.  
 
   “Are you cumming, Bre?” Isobel asked curiously.
 
   I let out a whiney acknowledgement.  “Yes Mistress.  Robert is fucking me up the ass and I have the RVP in,” I managed to say.
 
   “I see.  And why were you calling Madeline instead of me with this invitation?” she pressed.
 
   Coming down from the orgasm was sweet, but Robert was still working the dildo in and out and it made my voice waver.  At least I had a good answer.
 
   “I presumed you’d be working, Mistress and didn’t want to disturb you.  I figured Madeline would be free.”
 
   “She’s tied up at the moment,” Isobel told me.
 
   I blinked.  She said it so artfully, so level-toned, that I didn’t know if she was being facetious or literal.  My mind treated me to this image of the little French maid, her brunette hair in rings around her face, bound naked except for the frilly little apron, spread open, her bottom scarlet from Isobel’s spanking, her sex dripping wet, a red rubber ball gag in her mouth.
 
   All tied up indeed.
 
   “Are you cooking?” Isobel asked next.  
 
   “No ma’am.  Kari is getting take-out.”
 
   “Hungry’s?” 
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
   “I’ll call her with our order,” Isobel said, then hung up.  Robert pulled the dildo out of my ass and I scrambled for the RVP controller, turning it down to a tolerable level. I flipped over and looked at him kneeling above me.
 
   “That was intense,” I said.
 
   Robert shook his head and got up off the bed, heading toward the bathroom.  He washed the dildo, dried it, and returned it to the nightstand drawer.  I noticed he’d cleaned himself too and while he was putting on his shorts, my phone rang again.  It was Alissa.
 
   “Okay, we’re on for tonight, but Sara said that if it’s also about punishing you, she gets to cane your tits.”
 
   “Uh… that’s technically not on the punishment list,” I protested.
 
   “It’s not a punishment. It’s the cost of us coming over.”
 
   “I have to get caned across my breasts?” I demanded.
 
   There was a chuckle. “Yep.  And I might have said that you offered to let her cane you in exchange for letting me have Robert up the ass.”
 
   I sighed. “Girl, what’s wrong with you?  No one should want it up the ass,” I said.  I’d rolled over onto the bed and didn’t see Robert come up behind me. Just as I said the word he stuck his forefinger into my butt and pushed all the way up to the knuckle.  I let out a sharp squeal and twisted.
 
   “Robert!” I half-shouted.
 
   Alissa chuckled on the phone.  “Seems like you’re busy.  Go ahead.  Take it Bre.  See you later!”
 
   I squirmed away from the penetration and Robert grinned as he held up his finger. “Sorry. Couldn’t resist the way that conversation was going.”  Then he went back to the bathroom.  I grabbed the RVP controller, stuck it through one of the straps, and headed back out into the living room.
 
   Robert came out a few minutes later to find me setting the dining room table. He was still buck naked and despite having cum in my bottom not forty minutes before, was already semi-hard.  
 
   “So what punishments are you getting tonight?” He asked.
 
   I put down a few plates. “Sapping to my clit, twenty strokes,” I said.  “Followed by the weighted bell clover clamps and a dozen NHPS jumping jacks.  Then I’ll have to present and get my clit and pussy waxed and flogged clean.” I paused dramatically.  “And if I have another orgasm it will mean having my ass permanently stuffed, for the remainder of the day, with my Titanmen Wonder Plug.  Vibrator on full power.”
 
   Robert blinked. “You don’t do things by halves do you?”
 
   I ignored him. ‘A tenth orgasm means the RVP needs to go to full power, both functions, for twenty minutes while I give someone a blowjob,” and after that, if I’m still cumming, I get to endure a twenty stroke caning to the soles of both feet.”
 
   And I didn’t even mention, that regardless of what time I got home, or what I’d had done to me, I’d have to strip naked, stretch a rope across the full length of the barn, straddle it, clamp my wrists to my nipples, and gingerly walk the entire length, letting each knot tear at my clit.
 
   Robert sighed and stepped forward.  Tenderly he wrapped his arms around me and I felt his cock against my buttocks.  A thousand thoughts rushed through my mind, every one of them darkly perverted. My loins tightened around the RVP.
 
   “Is there anything I can do to help you?” he asked sweetly.
 
   I nodded. “Put on some clothes and let me go,” I said. “I already want to fuck you again and you’re not making this easier.”
 
   Robert let go, laughing, and disappeared, leaving me to set the table.
 
   ***
 
   I tried to shut the door quietly, but Ford F-150’s aren’t the kind of vehicle you can do anything quietly in.  I looked up at the farm house.  The place was dark and quiet and I could sense that everyone inside was asleep.  That was a good thing.  It was already eleven o’clock and it meant that no one would be waiting up.  Even the living room window was dark, meaning my dad wasn’t in his easy chair with the television on.
 
   Gingerly I stepped over to the barn. I wasn’t wearing any clothes, nor did I have any in the barn or truck.  Isobel, in a fit of pique at my response to her request that I provide her a rimjob had kindly ordered me to leave naked and drive home unattired.  Kari hadn’t objected, mostly because I think she was embarrassed at the way I refused Isobel’s order, rather than the order itself.  In any event, wearing only the RVP (which I’d just turned on again), wrist cuffs, and my high heels, I stepped over to the barn door and went in.
 
   Turning on the lights, I surveyed my surroundings.  The barn was about sixty feet long, two levels in some places, and housed stalls for about fifteen horses (though only four were occupied), a half pen for pigs, and a sort of workshop/tractor housing in the back right hand corner.  It’s also where we kept the rope locker.
 
   I wrapped my arms around my welted breasts, wincing as the lingering pain of Sara’s caning seeped up through me.  I’d be sporting the marks for days, each one set in place with a thin, wooden rod she’d brought to dinner.  My ass was also vibrating, stuffed thoroughly with my Titanmen Vibrating Inflatable Wonder Plug, a massive toy that was not combining well with the RVP.  Or should I say, it was combining too well? I was on the verge of another orgasm, which meant I needed to get a move on.
 
   I winced as I walked across the floor.  My breasts weren’t the only parts of me caned.  Over the reddish soreness of the rubber band snaps were twenty darker lines, placed there by Isobel with Sara’s cane.  As if heels weren’t hard enough, or painful enough to walk in, now the soles of my feet felt like I’d had them branded.
 
   I made it to the rope locker and dug around for a few minutes.  Eventually I found the knotted rope and pulled it out.  It was almost a half inch thick line, the knots heavy and spaced every eight to twelve inches. I also grabbed the strap winch and hook and then hobbled to the back wall.  It didn’t take me long to get the rope attached, level with my belly button, dragging it heavily across the barn.  I made it to the other end and hooked it in place, only then starting the heavy cranking needed to force the rope into a taut line.
 
   There wasn’t much play in the rope and for the second time that evening I took off the RVP.  The relief of having the tumbling, twirling, terrible torment stop was almost worth what I was about to do to my clit.  Of course the first time I’d removed the RVP that evening, I’d been lying naked on the floor of Kari’s living room, my legs spread and held open by Alissa and Madeline, while Kari straddled my chest, her fingers gripping the small leather sap.  I’d been tingling already, so close to orgasm that my petals glistened with moisture.  Kari laid the soft leather down on my folds and I jumped, only to feel her pull back and leave a sharp stroke on the wet and tender bits of my sex.  My clitoris, swollen and red, felt scaled by the blow and I cried out, bucking, my bottom coming up off the floor.  Kari hit me again and Alissa had to shift her grip on my foot.  I started shuddering as the hammer like blows fell, my sex flattening, mashed into a soaked pulp.  My hips rolled, meeting the sap, kissing it with desperation and Kari counted out loud, working me into a froth.
 
   It was hard not to remember that moment as the hemp line bit into my sex, rubbing its way through my folds and cutting into my clitoris.  The first knot was only inches away and I plucked the two alligator clamps from off the wrist cuffs, where I’d attached them earlier.  Taking a deep breath, I set both metal vices at the tips of my breasts, letting them bite down as I gasped in pain.  Then it was only a matter of two simple clips to secure my wrists to the opposite clamp.  It meant I could still free myself, but it also prevented me from moving my arms too much, since any kind of pull resulted in shards of agony thanks to the nipple clamps.  And it was also something of a timer.  My arms would get heavy and not being able to drop them or swing them meant I needed to move fast across the rope or suffer the consequences.
 
   I took the first step, already up on tiptoe, the soles of my caned and bare feet aching.  The thick rope slid through my slit like a saw through wood, the scratchy and abrasive material scouring me.  I hit the first knot, feeling the impact on my clit like another blow of the sap.  Already my nipples were hurting, the weight of my arms tugging on the toothed monstrosities chewing on the tips of my breasts.  I rocked my hips, the Titanmen Vibrating Inflatable Wonder Plug still providing a tenuous sexual connotation to my actions.  I felt the knot against my clitoris, dragging along it, and then with a soft cry I was able to surmount it, feeling it scratch its way through my folds and pop into the opening of my sex, settling deep.  Another forward step forced the knot outward and along my perineum, only to strike the bottom of the Titanmen Plug instead of chaffing my bottom. First time in my life I’ve ever been grateful to have a butt plug in my ass. Then I was past it.  Another step, and another knot.  The heat built up between my legs as I moved, step by agonizing step, my folds swelling, ripening, lubrication building up, trying to protect the delicate flesh.  A line of perspiration crossed my brow and I felt the temperature of my loins rise as the burning started.
 
   And suddenly I was back in Kari’s living room, the hot wax of the candle being dripped down on my sex, covering and coating me with a soft white glow.  It stung of course, especially since I’d only recently taken the twenty strokes of the sap.  Sure, the clover clamps and the NHPS jumping jacks spaced out the two torments, but it didn’t matter. I was being scorched and I knew it. Isobel stood nearby, her hand tightly gripping the flogger, since she had won the right to whip the melted paraffin from my loins.  I cried out, twisting, but the two girls holding my legs were ready for it and kept me from moving out from under the burning shower.  Up my torso the red drops fell upon my oiled skin until they found my breasts.  Had Robert not been holding my arms I would have covered my nipples.
 
   “That’s right, Breanne.  Burn,” whispered Kari, holding the candle above me.  The heat scalded me to the bone and then Kari stepped back and I looked down. Both breasts were dark red, but only from the covering of hot wax that Kari had poured upon my curves.  Both nipples were completely covered, nothing but turgid bumps under a smooth and melted covering.  The heat was incredible and I looked past my “wax bra” down my torso, I could see the line of paraffin splatter, ending in another mass of melted wax.  My entire crotch was coated, hot and heavy, and I could tell that paraffin had actually seeped into my pussy.  Isobel moved up between my outstretched knees and with a hungry expression of pure delight, she began swinging the whip.  None of the strokes hit me until she snapped her arm forward and the full force of her blow impacted upon the wax covered sweetness of my sex.
 
   The rope between my legs burned and I found another knot.  My feet ached, far beyond what they should considering I’d barely made it a quarter of the way across my barn.  In the back of my mind I knew that walking on tiptoe, straining both my calves and my soles, especially in the state they were in, was stupid.  There was no way for me to lighten the pressure of my body against the rope.  I could only endure it.  But still my instincts said “rise up,” and I did, though it mattered not.  I pushed forward, crying out, my hips bucking as I forced my way up and over the knot.  It tore at my clit, scratching the skin and then burning its way through my slit.  I let out a choked sob, my arms trembling from my piss poor attempt to keep the weight off my nipple clamps.  Shards of pain exploded at the tips of my breasts as I couldn’t hold my hands up any longer and let the cruel teeth of the alligator clamps bite deeper and stronger, pulling on me.  Each breast was already swollen and red, with dark lines stretching across them, some directly above the nipples.  I could feel the welts, those heavy marks marring my skin.
 
   “Stand still,” Sara warned me.  I stood in Kari’s living room, my legs spread, up on tiptoe, my hands behind my neck, both breasts exposed and ready. Tears were already wetting my cheeks, and she hadn’t even hit me yet.  The clover clamps, with their heavy weights and terrible bells lay on the floor by my feet, having been removed after I’d laboriously, and painfully, jumped ten times.  My nipples were beyond tender.  They ached horribly and the last thing I wanted was for some cruel sadist to take a thin birch branch and lay two dozen or so thin lines of fire across those turgid points.  
 
   It didn’t help that Alissa, in all her naked glory, her own breasts heavily marked with cane welts, knelt between my outstretched legs, her hands on my knees, her head tilted back, her tongue pressed to my clit, licking madly.  Her shoulder length brunette hair, with blond highlights, dipped and swung as she tried desperately to work me into another orgasm.  The RVP, which I’d been wearing before I’d been laid out, legs spread, for twenty strokes of my sap, was in Kari’s lap, getting a fresh set of batteries. Kari was taking her time and I was trembling with pain.
 
   The cane flashed forward, striking my right breast, just beneath my pierced nipple.  The bite marks of the clamps I’d been wearing just minutes before were still visible. The padlock, sporting the black enameled golden rose of the Society, bounced and jittered as the impact wave forced my breast to ripple.  I gasped, pain flooding through my bosom, but Sara didn’t give me the time to deal with it. Instead she hit me again, this time on the left side.  It was so hard to hold myself in position, but I had to. I knew it.  The punishment for breaking position would be twice as worse.  
 
   “Oh, how I love caning your tits,” Sara whispered, letting the narrow tip of her branch slide over my left nipple, teasing it.  My chest heaved with the stress of it and that only made what Alissa was doing to my clit that much more difficult to bear.  As much as I couldn’t break positions, cumming would be worse.  So much worse.  They’d make me lay down, spread my legs, holding me open.  And then the red candle burning on the coffee table would be held above me, pouring down onto my…
 
   Focus Breanne. The cane.
 
   It struck again, biting into both breasts this time, drawing a line of excoriating agony from right to left.  I sucked in a hard breath, rocking from the blow and Sara once again rubbed the tip of the cane against a nipple.  Then she began tapping, lightly at first, but with increasingly harder snaps of the wrist, using just the tip of the birch branch to strike the tip of my breast.  I whimpered.  Then I moaned.  Then I flinched, unable to take the sharp staccato taps to my nipple.  Finally I couldn’t bear it and twisted.  Sara pulled back the cane and aimed a full throttle stroke at my right breast.  The birch branch landed, cutting deep and I cried out, my hands coming off my head as my body screamed “cover yourself!”
 
   A burning line of fire appeared across my ass and my hands flew backward, which is what Sara wanted.  The moment I was no longer covering my breasts the cane smashed back into them.  Alissa reached up, grabbing hold of my buttocks, pulling them wide as she forced her face into my sex.  I trembled under the strain.
 
   “Hold very still, Breanne.”  Sara took hold of my wrist and pulled my hands away from my bottom, bringing them back up to my neck.  “Alissa, pull her buttocks apart,”   I felt Alissa’s grip shift even more and suddenly she was tugging my cheeks outward, exposing the delicate little button in back.  Sara moved around behind me and poked me with the tip of the cane, right in the delicate spot.  I didn’t like it, but I didn’t dare move.  Besides, do you have any idea how close I was to cumming?
 
   Sara waited, continuing the maddening torment while Alissa pushed me to the edge. Then, just as I was about to jump into sexual nirvana, exploding with wild abandon, Sara’s cane snapped down with a lighting strike, blistering a single finger length’s worth of flesh.  My mouth opened as I screamed and this time I couldn’t hold still, dancing away, the scarlet fire burning through my buttocks as the welt appeared through my crack, instead of across it, centering on the tiny button of my bottom.
 
   I blinked, my vision swimming.  I was halfway across the rope.  My nipples were throbbing with ungracious heat and you could see the red indentations of the teeth digging into the tips of my breasts.  My arms ached horribly from trying to hold them up, but it was my clitoris and labia that hurt the worst, burning as the rope scored the sides of my sex, tearing at the soft flesh.  With each knot I surmounted I felt my clit catch, dragged down and under me, a perversion of the wooden horse, except so much more terrible in its own way.   I struggled forward, tearing myself even more on the rope, glancing back, half sure I was bleeding.  But no, only the wet smear of my own sexual lubrication darkened the hemp behind me. I found the next knot and when my clit pressed against it I felt the surge of arousal, the need to actually hump the little terrible bulge.  What the hell is wrong with me?  Why would I want this torment?  Could I stand more?  Rows of knots were there before me, almost twenty of them, if not more.  No. I couldn’t press myself here. Not now.  I had to use the arousal to get to the end.  So I rose up on tip toe and dragged myself once more over the twisted rope.
 
   Inch by laborious inch I moved down the line and I found myself rocking my hips.  Each knot was no longer this horrible thing I had to surmount, but a lifeline of sensation, the caress my clit needed.  I’d hit it, pull back, and then strike it again, then again, surprised when I’d accidentally manage to work my way over it.  The knot would force my petals apart, scouring the sides of my slit before literally popping into my vaginal entrance with force.  I’d have to rock my hips once more to get the bump out of my well, and then it would tear its way through my bottom, gliding over the anal plug base.  I began to want it, each knot like a tiny cock hitting my clitoris, sliding through me and into me.  I wanted it so bad I could taste it.
 
   Robert pulled his shaft out of Alissa, its full length wet with her cum and she lay in a daze on the carpet, her legs spread wide, her petals swollen and wet.  From the smile on her face you could tell she’d enjoyed her second fuck of the night.  The first had been in her bottom, a floor show while I’d struggled to do the jumping jacks.  Now I had the RVP back inside me, the vibrations on low but the rotation function at its highest setting.  Desperate, I moved over to Robert’s rigid member and put my mouth on him.
 
   He tasted like Alissa.
 
   Laying back, he let me swallow him, bobbing my head as Kari moved down and plucked the controller from where I’d tucked it in the strap of the RVP.  Suddenly the vibrations picked up strength as well, everything set to maximum as I swallowed, licked, and sucked every little bit of Alissa left on Robert’s shaft.  Then I tried to go deeper, sucking every last drop of fluid from Robert himself.  I knew it would be difficult to get him to explode. He’d already been relieved of his fluids several times that evening, with various partners and it was a healthy dose of drugs that had him hard and ready again.  But while Viagra and Cialis might make a man hard, it won’t always make him ready to cum.  And so I bobbed and licked and sucked until my jaw was hurting.  Of course that didn’t change the fact that the RVP was doing things to my sex that had me bucking and whimpering in excited revelation.  I could feel the vibrations on my clit, inside me, and down the full length of my slit.  And don’t even get me started on the swirling fingertip stirring my insides.  On full power there was no way to resist it. I was going to cum. Again.  Resist.  Resist. Resist.  
 
   I couldn’t resist. I was going to cum.  The rope was too intense, cutting against my clit and I began jerking my hips wildly, multiple knots still ahead of me, rocking myself on the thick hemp line digging its way through my loins.  The pain of the rope merged with my arousal, ramping up into a full throated orgasm as I stared forward.  Five more knots.  Just five.  Don’t cum. Resist. Resist. Resist! It was a mantra I repeated over and over as I managed to get over the knot, desperate and on fire.  Everything hurt and everything felt wonderful.  My nipples throbbed, my ass clenched tightly around the vibrating plug in my ass.  My feet burned. My calves trembled and all I could think about was the next knot, cumming and cumming and cumming.
 
   “Oh, you came again?  Naughty girl!” exclaimed Sara as I twisted, moaning and groaning, my head impaled on Robert’s still granite like cock.  She grabbed my right foot and held it out, lifting the birch branch. I was still bent over, my lips wrapped around Robert’s shaft when she struck my sole, making me jerk as my teeth grazed his solid rod.  Robert winced and I tried to let out a knowing cry, but Robert thrust just at that moment as well and all that came out was mangled sob.  Sara, still gripping my ankle, swung the switch again, adding a second red welt to my arch.  Fire burned along my soul and even though I kicked involuntarily, she was ready for it.  Then my other foot was locked in a vice like grip and I knew someone else had moved up to help Sara.  With both feet in the air, perched on just my knees, my head still face down in Robert’s lap, sucking cock.  Sara laid another stroke down, this time managing to catch both feet.  I’d have jumped if I could and instead reached back with my hands, unable to tolerate the torment.
 
   They caught my hands immediately and I suddenly found myself supported on only three points.  Leaning me forward, the only thing that kept me from falling was Robert’s dick.  The pressure of the torment, the RVP still spinning and rumbling inside me and along my sex, combined with the fiery pain of the bastinado, forced me to translate the excess energy and I began bobbing and sucking in hyper-mode, going crazy on Robert’s cock.  My brain, fried with arousal and orgasm and pain, somehow believed that if I made Robert explode, they’d stop hurting my feet.
 
   Another welt, another red line.  My toes curled and my ankles wildly twisted despite their iron-like grips.  It didn’t matter.  Sara’s skill with the cane was legendary and she hit me perfectly, over and over until the bottoms of my feet burned with a heat that matched my welted and caned breasts.  It would be days before I’d be able to tolerate high heels.  And God help me if I had to rise up on tiptoe!  Suddenly Robert grabbed my head, skull-fucking me with abandon and I gagged as he thrust his shaft deep into my body.  My vision swam as oxygen was cut off and it was just at that moment that Sara let loose with a rapid collection of strikes against my feet that left every muscle tense, my pussy locked tight around the RVP’s rumble and tumble.  I was frozen in place, held by the feet and wrists, bent over, with a cock blocking my air, and there was nothing I could.  Pain blossomed in the soles of my feet and then Robert’s shaft pulsed.  There was a shake and then he began erupting, squirting fresh loads of cum down my throat.  I caught a single breath of air as he pulled out and thrust again, more cum deposited in my mouth and all I could think about as I swallowed was the lancing burn of my soles.
 
   My God my feet hurt!  Standing on tip toe, even with the edge of orgasm right there, the rope cutting through my slit, my clit rubbing frantically against the last knot, I could feel the fresh agony of the welts as I stretched upward, my body trying to decrease the pressure on my sex.  To no avail I might add.  I bucked, waves of exquisite agony slipping through my slit.  My arms felt leaden, weighed down, each pulling hard on the nipple clamps and making it all hurt even more.  The metal teeth tore into my nipples and my head felt as if wrapped in cotton.  I was so tired, so aroused, and hurting so much!  How could I?  But my hips rocked of their own accord and I felt it, finally, and as I burst I lifted myself over the knot and slid it painfully through my slit, letting it pop into the little opening of my depths.  I came.
 
   “That’s unfortunate,” Kari said, looking at me with a wicked grin. “You came from a punishment for cumming. You just can’t learn, can you?” she asked.  I lay breathless on the ground, my legs spread, my sex brightly colored from the strokes of the sap she’d just used to beat my clitoris into a paper-thin wafer.  The petals were wet and glistening and my chest heaved, ample evidence of my orgasmic climax.  Kari clicked her tongue *tisk tisk* and then I was pulled to my feet.  I swayed for a moment until I managed to get my brains rearranged so that the neurons could fire correctly.  
 
   “Time for some exercise if I’m correct,” said Kari.  “Right Breanne?”
 
   I blinked. I had no idea what she was talking about, or what punishment was coming next.  That was on the list.  In my defense, I was sort of out of it, ricocheting from one torment to another, cumming and wanting and hurting and needing at speeds that made coherent thought something of a luxury.  What can I say?  I’m the ultimate physical hedonist.  So it was wide eyes that I watched Kari approaching with my weighted clover bell clamps.
 
   The brainchild of Master Phil, it was Mike the Hardware Guy who created the two monstrous clamps.  Starting with a pair of vanilla clover clamps (as if those things could possibly be considered vanilla!) he added plier-like ridges to the smooth pincers.  Fastenings, a small spring, a four ounce lead weight, and a silver bell finished the row of hardware, leaving me with approximately a third of a pound of weight hanging from my nipples, using clamps unlikely to slip and that were designed to tighten the more you pulled on them.  And just for fun, they rang like a church bell, two clear tones with every breath, step, or spank I received.  
 
   I remembered the punishment and Kari stepped right up to me as I tried not to flinch and step back.  The urge to run was strong.
 
   “Hands behind your head, Breanne.”  I did as Kari asked, my chest heaving more from the anticipation than anything else.  My sex still throbbed from the heat of the sapping I’d received, practically the moment Kari had gotten home.  And now, now it was my breasts turn to take the torment.  Her hands came up and with delicate finesse she attached the clover clamps, letting them bite deeply into my bosom, way behind the nipples.  My piercing and padlock on the right side stuck out at an odd angle thanks to the pressure and I clenched my teeth, trying to deal with the pain.
 
   “Ten NHPS jumping jacks,” Kari said simply, though the only difference between regular jumping jacks and the NHPS kind was the hardware dangling from my breasts.  I braced myself, took a deep breath and then got into the opening position, preparing to leap high into the air and clamp my hands.  Trembling with trepidation, I leapt high, my legs and arms closing.  I felt a massive weight on my nipples, followed by a brief tug in the opposite direction as I reached the apex of my jump and began coming down.  Landing jolted me and the weights on my breasts pulled so hard I almost bent in half, crying out in agony. The bells rang madly. The spring jumped, sending sharp little tugs and I stopped right there, crying.
 
   “Jump!” Kari scolded me.  Her hand slammed into my ass, shocking me and I jumped again.  The hardware struck my rips, hurting me in a very different way even as my nipple tried to tell my brain that they were being ripped off.  I landed again, once more experiencing the agony at the tips of my breasts. 
 
   “Jump,” Isobel whispered.  Another slap on my ass came from Kari and I jumped again, this one only half as high, my legs buckling, everything hurting.  I tried again, barely getting air.  Kari’s hand caressed my bottom and then struck me once more.  
 
   “You don’t want to have to wear those all night do you?” Kari asked, running her hands over my body.  Then she slipped her fingers between my legs.  “Do I need to put the RVP back in right now?”  I shook my head as her fingers found my clit, rubbing and pinching. I was too sensitive to tolerate that RVP.  I knew that.  
 
   “Then jump, Bre.” 
 
   I jumped again, and then again. Tears streaming down my cheeks. And then, on the ninth jump, the unthinkable happened.  The clamp on my left nipple slipped off.  It shouldn’t have been able to, what with the tightness and the ridges, but it did.  Everyone stopped and stared and I let go of my neck, unable to control myself as I cupped my breasts, crying out as the blood rushed back into the crushed nub.  Kari stared at the weight for a moment.
 
   “Pick it up, Breanne.”  Her voice was heavy.  I looked at her, wincing. “Pick it up and put it back on.”  My nipples throbbed and I looked up at her.  
 
   “Please!  Kari!  Anything put that!” 
 
   Her eyes narrowed.  “If you don’t put that clamp back on and do your final jump, Sara’s caning of your breasts will be next.”
 
   I swallowed.  One type of breast pain in exchange for another?  Fine.  I just wanted my nipples to stop hurting!  I straightened up, looking Kari defiantly in the eye.  Then with my lips pressed tightly together, I jumped. One last jack.  
 
   When I came to my senses I was on the floor.  There was a throbbing burn in my left nipple and I looked down to see a trickle of blood seeping from the tip of my breast.  My left arm was still attached to the nipple clamp, which was dangling downward from my wrist.  Fortunately my right arm hadn’t pulled the other clamp free.  I sat up and unclipped the other alligator clamp, whimpering as the pain shot through me.  I looked down.  My loins were raw and scratched, sporting tiny red lines along my thighs, my slit, and even over my clitoris, which was swollen to twice the size.
 
   Gingerly I climbed to my feet, wincing.  The bottoms of my feet felt as if I were walking on crushed glass and I limped toward the barn door.  For a moment I thought about taking down the rope, but I was too exhausted, too hurting to do it then. I’d handle it in the morning.  I bit my lip, wishing I had my clothes, but they were still at Kari’s place.  So naked I began the humiliating and painful crossing of the gravel circle between the barn and the house.  I made it to the door without crying and slowly turned the lock.  Everything was dark, the kitchen, even the entryway to the living room, and I padded in, barefoot and buck naked.  I made it halfway across the living room when the small table lamp next to my father’s easy chair snapped on.
 
   I jumped in shock as my father’s face was illuminated and I froze, wrapping one arm across my breasts, the other draped down between my legs.
 
   “Getting in a little late, aren’t you?” he asked.
 
   I glanced at the clock.  It was one o’clock in the morning. I nodded.
 
   “How many times today?” 
 
   I blinked. “Time what?”
 
   “Orgasms.”
 
   I did the math in my head.  “Twelve, I think.”
 
   He grinned.  “And you were properly punished for each one?”
 
   I nodded.  “Yes sir.” I sighed wearily.
 
   “Good.  You look exhausted.”
 
   “I am.”
 
   He didn’t say anything and I took that as a dismissal and started for the stairs.  Then I heard his voice.
 
   “Breanne?  Would you care for one more?”
 
   My foot froze, poised above the first step, my mind a flurry.  I was tired, sore, psychologically and physically hurt.  There was no way I could tolerate another orgasm, with or without punishment.  Right?  I thought about it, NHPS rules, of always being ready and available. Did I really have grounds for refusal?  If it were Zach, or Mike, or John, or Kari, or Isobel, or Sara, would I refuse?  I closed my eyes, the conflict raging within me.  Resistance. Don’t cum.  Resist.  Hold off.  Always aroused.
 
   I looked back at him. “I’m supposed to resist,” I said.
 
   “You can only resist, if you have something opposing you.”
 
   Resistance. 
 
   “Come on. You know you want it,” he said. “And if you can keep from cumming, then there won’t be a need to punish you.”
 
   Resistance. The word echoed in the empty chambers of my mind and my foot came back down, a twinge of pain as it settled on the floor instead of the stairs.  I turned and looked at him, my arms dropping as he pulled out the tiny bottle of oil he kept in the table drawer.  
 
   Resistance.
 
   Crumbled.
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
   Your assignment today is about resistance.  The assignment starts the moment you wake up. You will dress in whatever clothing you would like.  Your toy of the day will be the RVP (Rotating Venus Penis).  I am aware that there are two functions: a rotation action with three settings, and a vibration function, also with three settings.  At no point during the day will either function be turned off.  For fifteen minutes of every hour one of the functions must be turned to high.  For the remainder of the time you may adjust the settings as you see fit, provided both functions not be turned off.  I suspect you will cum frequently and often.  Waves count. 
 
   However there are repercussions for orgasm.  With a thirty minute time period, with a different person each time, with no repeats, you will seek and accept the following punishments. Some will require you to remove the RVP, which should be immediately put back in once you’ve been suitably chastised.  If the punishment does not require the removal, the RVP stays in – and on.  Should you fail to   complete the required punishment, you will complete a single knotted rope walk, stretched at the height of your naval, across your barn, wearing your alligator nipple clamps, with your wrist cuffs connected crosswise to the clamps across your chest.  Have fun.
 
   First Orgasm – Twenty spanks to your bare bottom.
 
   Second Orgasm – Hard breast slapping
 
   Third Orgasm – Twenty rubber band snaps to each sole
 
   Fourth Orgasm – Alligator clamps, applied by someone else, on your nipples, worn till your next orgasm.
 
   Fifth Orgasm – Fucked up the ass
 
   Sixth Orgasm – Twenty strokes of the sap to your clitoris.
 
   Seventh Orgasm – Weighted Bell Clover Clamps, applied by someone else, worn till you complete a dozen NHPS Jumping Jacks
 
   Eighth Orgasm – Clit and pussy hot waxed, removed via flogger.
 
   Ninth Orgasm – Your Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Wonderplug, lubricated with Stinging O, stuffed up your bottom, turned to maximum, and left there for the remainder of the day.
 
   Tenth Orgasm – Both functions of the RVP turned to high for twenty minutes while giving a blowjob.
 
   Eleventh Orgasm - Have someone cane the bottoms of your feet.
 
   Any additional orgasms can be punished as Kari sees fit.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: tenminutes]Ten Minutes
 
    
 
   “You ready?” Zach asked as he fiddled with his phone.  We were sitting in his car, an ancient black Chevy Blazer that was older than my Ford F-150.  It was dark, but only because we were parked in a multilevel garage adjacent to the Galleria, one of Houston’s more fancy malls.  I glanced over at him, just a tad bit nervous.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked suspiciously.  Zach was something of a tech guy and knew his way around gizmos and gadgets.  
 
    
 
   “Setting up my phone to give me ten minute alerts,” he said wickedly, looking back at me with a grin.  “I don’t want to screw up and not give you what you have coming.”
 
    
 
   I sighed.  He would do something like that, though honestly I had never imagined being able to skip out or anything.  I’d agreed to Master Brandon’s assignment, willingly and with excitement. It’s just that when you’re horny as hell, having just woken up after sleeping with ben wa balls, or a vibrator (off of course) buried inside you, it is sort of hard to be cautious with assignment suggestions. I’d run a finger through my incredibly wet slit that morning, moaned at the thought of doing the task, and fired it off to Kari for approval.  She’d agreed immediately, and here I was.
 
    
 
   Zach was the facilitator, making sure that everything happened the way it was supposed to, and by necessity an important part.  I waited as he finished programming his phone and the moment he tucked it back into his case I gave him a very fake impatient glare and asked him if he was ready.
 
    
 
   “Totally,” he agreed genially, opening the door.  I waited on the other side as he rounded the Blazer and then, like a total gentleman, opened my door as well.  I climbed out, knowing that I was flashing quite a bit at him, which he seemed to appreciate.
 
    
 
   “Love that skirt,” he commented.  I grinned. I knew he liked it.  It was blue denim, with a little flared ruffle, and the best thing about it was the length.  It was short.  Like, “don’t sit down with your knees apart” short.  Or “don’t skip” short.  It only barely covered my bottom and was loose enough that you could grab any portion of the hem and just pull it up, exposing my cute but totally bare bottom.  I was also wearing one of the blouses that Kari had bought me a year ago, a tight fitting number that left one shoulder and arm completely bare, and emphasized my breasts quite nicely.  No bra of course, not that I needed one for this kind of thing.  I knew the shirt would be perfect for the assignment because all it would need is a half-hearted tug downward at the collar and both of my tightly encased boobs would be free of the stretchy material.
 
    
 
   Oh.  And they matched.  The skirt and the shirt.  And yes, that matters.
 
    
 
   “Wish you had worn the heels,” Zach said as I climbed out of his car, smoothing down the skirt and making sure that the remote to the vibroballs was securely tucked into my waistband.  The two motor encased, egg shaped toys, which were stuffed up inside me, were already purring, set to low and I could feel both the wetness of my sex and the tension of arousal building steadily.  I wasn’t anywhere close to orgasm, but I knew that it wouldn’t be long considering what was going to happen next.  I glanced down at my feet.  I’d chosen to wear flip flops since Master Brandon had forgotten to specify footwear, and honestly - I’d be there for three hours, walking the mall.  The last thing I wanted to do was call for a medical out because my feet hurt due to flouncing about in stripper shoes.  
 
    
 
   “If you don’t like these, feel free to buy me shoes you’d prefer,” I replied tartly, wiggling my cute, red painted toenails.  They matched my hair. I knew Zach, as a graduate student at the University of Houston, my own alma mater, couldn’t afford women’s shoes.  Hell, I can’t afford them either.  If Kari hadn’t been my willing and rich supplier, I’d be wearing Wal-mart brand heels.
 
    
 
   And to be honest, that’s where I bought the flip-flops.
 
    
 
   He shook his head, eyes flashing at my rapier like wit, or perhaps it was irritation at my spunk.  I’m known to be one of those submissives who has a mouth, constantly speaking her mind, even when it would probably be best to shut the hell up.  I realized it just a bit too late, as usual, and shrugged the canvas bag over my shoulder.  
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I’m ready.”
 
    
 
   Zach nodded. “Vibroballs on low?” he asked intensely.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Yes. Of course.”
 
    
 
   “Good.  Then lift your skirt and present.”
 
    
 
   I looked around the garage, just a tad bit shocked. “Here? Now?” I exclaimed.  Granted, there didn’t seem to be anyone around, but now that I was starting the assignment, the whole thing just seemed… risky.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Here and now.  Then I start the timer.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and took a deep breath.  We were between his Blazer and another car so we were mostly concealed.  I swallowed the lump in my throat, that little ball of humiliation and fear, the risk of being observed minimal but still present.  That lump went straight to the field of butterflies swarming in my stomach, then dropped like a rock to settle right inside my pussy, next to the vibroballs.  My sex clenched tightly and suddenly I wanted it.  Or… my body wanted it. My brain was saying, “Are you fucking nuts?  Anyone could come up and see you!”
 
    
 
   I lifted the front of my skirt and spread my legs, just a little bit.  My slick, shaved pussy came into view as I dragged the hem up to my waist and I tilted backward against the Blazer as I bent my knees and spread my legs.  Zach’s eyes lit up and he moved to my side, the wrong side, making it possible for anyone walking by to catch a glimpse of my honeyed privates.  Then with his right hand, he reached down, cupped my wet snatch, and slipped a single finger in.  I groaned.  Then Zach pulled his hand a few inches outward.  I waited, holding my breath, knowing what was coming.
 
    
 
   He spanked my pussy.  Oh, not that hard.  Just enough to make me yelp a little.  A soft whimper escaped my lips as he delivered five, even-handed strokes.  It stung only a little and the pain melted away instantly.  It wasn’t supposed to be a blistering spanking.  It was just a little series of love taps.  He pulled his hand away and to my silent fury, wiped his fingers on my skirt as he pulled down the hem.  I knew better than to protest.  Besides, it was my fault his hand was wet, right?
 
    
 
   He tugged out his phone, pressed a few buttons, and then slid the device back into his pocket.  “Ten minutes,” he said pleasantly.  “Ready to go?”  He offered me his arm.
 
    
 
   I took it and fell in beside him, a confusing mix of sensations coming up from between my legs.  I was wet. I was aroused.  And there was the light heat of the five spanks.  It wasn’t enough to drive me over the edge into orgasm.  Hell, it wasn’t enough by itself to really push me up the mountain toward climax.  But overall, the humiliation, combined with the heat of the spanking, and the vibroballs - well, I couldn’t help but wonder how long it would be before I was popping like an over-inflated balloon.
 
    
 
   We crossed the bridge over into the mall proper and began walking.  Instantly I was grateful for my decision to wear flip-flops.  There weren’t that many people around, thanks to my brilliance of doing the assignment on a weekday, after the lunch rush, so we really didn’t attract any attention.  I was just a beautiful, redhead college co-ed, on the arm of her boyfriend.  Sure, my skirt was cute, and possibly a few people, mostly men, wondered about that pink wire that stretched from the little controller stuck into my waistband that also disappeared under my skirt, but no one really starred.  Too much.
 
    
 
   We’d made it only eight or nine stores down, ambling slowly, when there was a soft chime, clearly audible, coming from Zach’s pocket.  He turned and looked at me, then tugged me into the store.  It was a clothing place.
 
    
 
   “Hurry,” he whispered.  “Skirt up!”
 
    
 
   I blinked but felt the insistence he expressed.  We were between two racks of clothes and a quick glance around made me feel a tad bit more comfortable as I pulled up the front of my skirt and widened my stance.  No one was immediately around.  He moved straight to it and didn’t waste any time.  Unlike the spanking in the garage, there was no fingering, no cupping, and no long wait between strokes.  This time it just happened bam, bam, bam.  Rapid, hard spanks right on my clit and labia.  My mouth opened in a loud gasp as I rocked from the spanking and again I tightened hard around the vibroballs, squeezing the vibrators with urgency.  The sting became heat and just as I was about to let out a little yelp, Zach pulled his hand away and yanked down my skirt.
 
    
 
   I shuddered, more from the rapid assault than from overwhelming arousal, though I did notice that I was way more bothered now than I’d been ten minutes ago.  My pussy was convulsing around the vibroballs and my clit was actually telling my brain that the spanking was kind of fun, and could it please have more. My legs spasmed as I adjusted to the new level of sexual arousal and then Zach was pulling me back into the mall proper, once more on our way.  I could feel moisture on my thighs.  It had all taken less than a minute.
 
    
 
   We repeated the whole process two more times, both spankings taking place in clothing stores, tucked into corners, before I couldn’t take it.  You have to understand that each spanking created entirely fresh opportunities for humiliating me, for embarrassing me.  I could SEE PEOPLE LOOKING.  Were they wondering about me?  Did they know what Zach was doing to me?  Could they tell I was desperately aroused?  Could they see the glistening moisture leaking down my thighs?  Were the stains on my skirt, the ones deposited there by Zach cleaning off his hand after each spanking obvious?  My mind raced. My heart thudded. The vibroballs churned slowly and the spankings… oh God… the spankings!
 
    
 
   I grabbed hold of Zach as he finished the fourth set, his hand soaked with my juices and I trembled.  
 
    
 
   “Are you cumming?” he whispered in shock.
 
    
 
   I nodded hard, my lips pressed tightly together.  We were still alone in the back corner and he grinned, glancing around once before putting his hand back down between my legs.  He pushed in under my skirt, found my clit, and started squeezing it gently.  That made me gasp and grind my hips forward.  I whimpered next and then he kissed me.  I felt like melting in his grasp and when I came up for air I was panting.  Zach pulled his hand back out and showed it to me.  It was covered with goo. I groaned.  He noticed my wince and instead of wiping his hand on me, he used one of the shirts behind us.
 
    
 
   I know.  Bad, but you should have seen the shirt.  It was god awfully ugly and anyone buying it deserved what they got.  Besides, who doesn’t wash their new clothes?
 
    
 
   Zach took my hand. “Come on,” he said. “We’re starting to attract attention.”  Then he pulled me out of the store.  We’d only moved forward a dozen more steps down the mall’s common area when he gave me a wink. “I’ll need a pair of clamps please.”
 
    
 
   I gave him a shocked look, then flushed with embarrassment.  I’d totally forgotten.  I wasn’t supposed to cum.  I mean, really, it would be better if I didn’t cum.  I took a deep breath and took the canvas bag off my shoulder.  Rooting around for only a moment I found the pair of clothespins I’d packed and gave them to him.  He palmed both pegs and then looked around.  Taking my hand, he led me over to this alcove in the corridor, a quiet, out of the way spot that had my back to the walkway. 
 
    
 
   “Shirt,” he said.  I looked over my shoulder. No one was watching and we were in this out of the way spot.  I could do this, despite what my nerves were telling me.  Of course my pussy was shouting “go for it!”  I reached up to the elastic neckline of my blouse and tugged it down, freeing both bare and pretty breasts.  Zach took a moment to look at the small gold padlock which hung from my right nipple piercing, and then without another word he quickly brought up the clothespins and pinched them open.  Both went on from the bottom, and I can’t even begin to say how grateful I was for that.  Zach managed to get one behind my piercing while the other bit deep on my left nipple.  Then, in less than ten seconds, I was bringing my shirt back up, covering breasts, nipples, and clothespins.
 
    
 
   It felt... amazing actually. I mean sure the clothespins were hurting me, my elastic shirt pressing down on the wooden clamps, a slight throbbing ache building at the tip of each breast, but it totally changed the satisfied glow of orgasmic completion into a rekindled fire.  We turned, started walking, this time with a pair of clothespins obviously chewing on my nipples, the outlines clear under my shirt, and Zach's ten minute timer went off again. My heart thudded painfully as he pulled me into another store and pulled up my skirt. I spread my legs, my chest heaving with excitement and twin points of pain as his hand cupped my soaked slit. He swung his hand, his palm smacking my swollen petals, making me tremble. Three, four, five, then six, seven, eight, nine, and ten.  I gasped, pussy stinging and hot, grabbing hold of his arms. I'd forgotten. The other punishment for cumming was for Zach to increase the number of spanks I was to receive by five.
 
    
 
   To my shock, the combination of buzzing vibroballs, still on low, the bite of the clothespins on my nipples, and the flurry of spanks against my pussy almost drove me into a second orgasm.  And it wasn’t just the physical aspect of it.  I was wet, dripping, and you could see, and I mean see and KNOW what was clinging to my nipples under my shirt.  The increase in spanks only made things more intense.
 
    
 
   Now as we walked I clung to him as if I were about to collapse.  Step by step we moved forward, I with one arm draped casually across my chest, trying to block anyone else’s view.  We made it to the first of the inset department stores when the timer rang again.  Zach pulled me behind another set of shelves and I spread my legs.  Instead of spanking me however, he pulled out the controller leading to the vibroballs.  I bit my lip, knowing that with the first hour up, I had two more to go, with the second sixty minutes set at medium.  
 
    
 
   As the vibroballs increased in tempo dramatically, Zach stuck the controller back into my waistband and then motioned for me to lift the hem of my skirt.  I did and rose up on tip toe as he gave ten, sharp, firm slaps, spanking my entire sex.  The sound of his palm striking the soaked petals and swollen nub was unmistakable and I could just imagine everyone within listening distance stopping, looking around, seeing my flushed and panting face, and knowing without a doubt that I’d just been pussy spanked.  I’m shocked I didn’t explode again.
 
    
 
   Just like the other times we hurried off before attracting attention and I struggled with the sensations billowing inside me.  There were the clothespins on my nipples, the vibroballs now set to medium, and the overwhelming urge to just give in and let Zach, anyone, take me.  I can’t even describe how horny I was!  And that was AFTER a previous orgasm!  
 
    
 
   Our walk was slow and torturous thanks to the sex toy and when the timer beeped again it took Zach a moment to find a spot for me.  In the privacy of another little alcove, surrounded by clothing racks, I lifted my skirt and pushed my hips forward.  Zach leaned down, and this time, since there was decent privacy, ran his fingers through my slit a few times before pulling his hand back in preparation for the spanks.  And that was all it took.  As soon as he began slapping my pussy my mouth opened, I let out a sharp squeal, and I began squirting.  The orgasm hit me like a freight train and my vocal exclamations were what brought the attention. Zach looked around wide-eyed as a curious clerk headed our way and he yanked my skirt down as I swooned in his arms.  He half carried me from the store and found a quiet corner for me to collect myself.  By the time I felt even remotely capable of standing straight, no longer dazed from sexual epiphany, his timer was beeping again.
 
    
 
   “Damn girl.  Fifteen spanks and we need to swap out the clothespins for another set of clamps,” Zach said wickedly, but clearly liking the idea.  He looked around and then dragged me into another clothing store.  In a back corner he glanced around, seemed happy with our semi-privacy, and told me to expose my breasts.  
 
    
 
   I tugged down the shirt and Zach deftly removed the clothespins.  Gritting my teeth as the blood rushed back into my crushed tips, I swayed slightly and that’s when he grabbed my skirt himself and pulled it up.  I was still clutching my boobs when he began smacking my sex, first five, then ten, then fifteen strokes.  The sting of each slap turned to heat and by the time he reached the end I was panting, my legs spread lewdly, wet marks marring both thighs.  My petals were turning a colorful and deep pink and my clit was exposed, sticking out like a moray eel emerging from its hole.  I could barely take it.  And Zach wasn’t even hitting me that hard!  It was just having it done so much and so often!
 
    
 
   “Pick out a new set of clamps, Breanne.”  Zach handed me the clothespin which I put back into the canvas bag, drawing out the clover clamps.  
 
    
 
   “Here,” I said, handing them to him.  Once more he glanced around and then turned me so that my back would be to the clerks.  I tugged down the front of my shirt, both boobs popping out, the tips hard and ready.  I tried to steady my breathing but I was honestly just a little tense.  Zach lifted the clover clamps, both connected by a steel chain, and in seconds they were on.  He gave the metal chain a sharp tug and set the clamps perfectly, far back from the tip, sending waves of hard pressure through my hurting breasts.  He took my hand, a strained look on his own face as he adjusted the quite obvious and growing hard-on in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Come on.  Let’s find a place for you to give me a blow-job,” he said. I grinned in reply. I liked that idea!
 
    
 
   We ended up in a bathroom, the men’s room of course, and in the handicap stall I bared both my clamped breasts and my hot, steaming, spanked sex.  The timer had chimed again and Zach stepped up behind me wrapping both arms around my torso, one high the other low. I leaned back against him, spreading my legs wide apart. I felt his left hand take hold of my left breast, while his right hand moved down between my legs and begin rubbing my clit. I let out a soft gasp, moaning as waves of pleasure ran through my body. Then he pulled his hand back and with a sharp, hard slap hit my sex.
 
    
 
   I jerked, the shock more than enough to push me right to the edge, but then Zach slid his fingers through my slit, stroking and caressing me. It felt amazing and sent waves of pleasure through me.  I couldn’t help it. My body wanted to be fucked. And the moment my hips swung forward he spanked my open sex again, the sound of my sopping wet petals getting spanked filling the bathroom. I cried out through clenched teeth, trying to keep the sounds of my desperation from being noticed. Zach alternated between caressing and tweaking my clitoris and serving up my fifteen spanks.  You can imagine my state.  The only reason I didn’t cum was because I’d just had an orgasm not twenty minutes before.
 
    
 
   When my spanking was done, my pussy tender, red, and so wet you could have planted rice and used it for a paddy, Zach pushed me down to my knees.  In seconds his hardened cock was out and in my hands, followed by my mouth and I did my very best to bring him to climax, well aware that the timer was still ticking and that Zach had in all likelihood used up over half of the minutes between schedule pussy spankings.  My head bobbed and I slurped and sucked and stroked, and even doing my very best, the timer went off again before Zach climaxed.  I half expected him to ignore it, but instead he pushed my face away from his throbbing manhood and told me to stand up.
 
    
 
   “Turn around, Bre.  Put one foot up on the toilet.”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: h.gjdgxs]Ewww. Yuck. I hate having sex in bathrooms.  But I did what he said, leaning up against the wall, spreading my legs, my right foot up on the commode while my left stretched out to the other side supporting most of my weight.  Zach reached out, gave my clitoris a soft little pinch and twist, then began fifteen of the fastest, hardest spanks I’d yet to receive.  It stung horribly, my petals flattened and smashed under his hand, my clit pulsing with need.  I grabbed hold of the handicap bar, bracing myself, rising up on tiptoe as he punished me.  Again I came close to orgasm, my nipples hard and aching under the pressure of the clover clamps.  I squeezed hard on the vibroballs shaking inside me, unable to match the oscillation of the vibrators with the trembling caused by my own nerves.
 
    
 
   Then Zach was grabbing hold of me, bending me over.  He forced me over the toilet, making me put my hands on the plumbing, and I felt him press against my backside.  I suddenly realized what he intended, but only seconds before his cock pressed against my slit.  He rubbed himself vigorously through my slippery petals, coating the tip of his rod, before moving back up to my bottom.  I groaned as he grabbed hold of my waist, pulling me back against him, even as he thrust himself up into my bottom.
 
    
 
   Zach didn’t notice the precarious position I was in and I had to concentrate on bracing myself in order to keep my forehead from repeatedly being banged against the tile wall.  That sort of ruined any bit of sexual pleasure I might have received from having a thick, real cock being slipped through my insides.  Granted, I would have preferred it up front, rather than in back.  But there might have been something about it I would have enjoyed.  Instead I just bore it, keeping my grunts and groans to a minimum.  Zach exploded in my ass a minute or two later and pulled out with a sigh of relief.  I was about to turn and clean him off, but he did it himself, grabbing a handful of toilet paper and scrubbing at his shaft.
 
    
 
   “Come on,” he said as he pulled up his trousers and zipped the fly.  “Let’s go before I have to give you another spanking.”  I nodded obediently, letting him leave first to give me the all clear signal.  Everything was going our way and it didn’t take long for us to emerge back into the mall, window shopping, hand in hand, my body tense and trembling from the sexual pressures, which now included a familiar ache in my bottom.  We passed maybe four more stores before I heard the tell-tale chime of the ten minute mark and let out a whimper.  With my hand in his, Zach pulled me into another store and behind one of the racks near the front corner, I pulled up the front of my skirt, both of us watching the clerks at the far side, while he began delivering short, hard strokes to my sex.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t take it.  Not any longer.  We were maybe three quarters of the way through when I suddenly shook and grabbed his hand, cumming with a quiet and pained gasp.  I could feel the flow of cum on my thighs and Zach wrapped his arms around me as if giving me a hug, but technically muffling my soft cries.  Of course he put his wet hand on my sex, cupping me, slipping a finger in to fiddle with the vibroballs.  That didn’t go well and my orgasm merely slipped into another wave of pleasure, this one making my knees buckle.
 
    
 
   “Can I help you?” a clerk suddenly said from nearby.  Zach jerked his hand out from under my skirt and I looked up with a flushed face, my body shaking as the waves of pleasure continued.  Zach smiled.
 
    
 
   “Oh no.  We’re fine.  Just looking.  My girlfriend wants a new outfit and I was just telling her I’d be happy to provide,” he said.
 
    
 
   The clerk looked at me with deep suspicion.  I didn’t look like a girlfriend who’d just been told she’d be getting a new outfit. I looked like one who had just been fingerfucked.  I clung to Zach, scared that the clerk would see the outline of my clover clamps and make a fuss.  Zach stared at her for a moment, still wrapped around me, and I was shocked to feel his right hand slip back down my side to the bottom of my skirt.  With the clerk still suspicious, he moved his hand under my skirt and slid his fingers up my thigh. I pressed harder against him, to keep him from touching my sex.
 
    
 
   “If you need anything, I’ll be right over here,” the clerk said, still not satisfied.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Zach said politely, still trying to work his fingers in between our pressed bodies.  The moment the clerk turned away he let go of me and his fingertips hit my clitoris.  I jerked back, my hands flying down to the skirt, pushing it down with wide and shocked eyes.
 
    
 
   “Zach!” I hissed quietly, glancing back at the clerk who had looked over at us again.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Come on.  It’s time to change out clamps,” he said brightly. He took my hand and I could feel my own wetness in his palm as he pulled me out of the store. I felt exhausted and just a little overwhelmed.  Another orgasm? Really?  What the hell was wrong with me?  Why was I cumming like this?
 
    
 
   We immediately turned into the next store and browsed our way to the back corner.  With my back to the rest of the place, I pulled down my shirt and exposed both clamped breasts.  Zach grinned and took off the clover clamps as I whimpered, cupping my bosom and squeezing my nipples, trying to mitigate the pain.  He opened my canvas bag, looked in and drew out my vibrating clamps.
 
    
 
   “No! Not those,” I whispered, tossing a worried glance over my shoulder.  No one had approached or even cared about us, but I didn’t want to create a scene either.
 
    
 
   Zach’s eyebrow went up. “Why not?  You brought them, right?”  
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “Please.  They’ll make it harder.”
 
    
 
   “I thought that was the point?” Zach observed.  He lifted the clamps up.
 
    
 
   “Zach! They’ll make me cum more!” I said, taking a step back.
 
    
 
   “Good!  I want you cumming more!” he grinned.  Then I hit a clothing rack and he was on me.  I couldn’t do anything else but let him clamp my nipples again.  Then he flipped the little switches that activated the vibrators and as I pulled down my shirt my world became that much more difficult to handle.  Talk about intense.  It’s one thing to have your nipples clamped. It’s another thing to have them clamped and vibrating.  I’m delicate there and you can’t even imagine how much those damn clamp vibrators turned me on.  Then I heard the chime on Zach’s phone.
 
    
 
   “Ohh. Spanking time,” Zach said. “And hour number three!”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened as he grabbed the vibroballs remote from my hip. I shook my head, not wanting him to do it, but that wasn’t going to happen and I felt the two vibroballs inside me change tempo, increasing dramatically.  It was more than I could handle, trembling again, and Zach pushed my hands down to the hem of my skirt.
 
    
 
   “Now be a good girl and show me your pussy,” he ordered softly.  I whimpered and tugged up the material, realizing only at that moment that my hips were grinding and I was thrusting involuntarily.  
 
    
 
   “Twenty spanks now,” he said and moved to my side.  I rose up on tiptoe and then his hand came up between my legs, giving me a flurry of rapid, sharp little strokes that took my breath away. I closed my eyes and let out a whine as he finished the last five and then felt him shove my skirt down and stiffen.  I opened my eyes.  We’d finally attracted attention, most likely due to my noises.  Zach didn’t say anything, but merely took me by the arm and the waist and escorted me out.  
 
    
 
   I was in a state.  Sure, I’d just cum, but my pussy tingled in ways that it’s tough to describe and my breasts felt like I’d both caught them in a vice and was having them licked constantly in erotic waves of pleasure.  My steps faltered as we moved along and I was glad I wasn’t wearing flip flops.  Time seemed so fast and then the timer beeped again and I was pulled into an entrance siding leading out to a parking garage.  Zach kept my back to the common area, but since no one was coming, he just lifted my skirt and reached between my legs.  Again I whimpered and moaned, my face clearly expressing my tension, pain, and lust.  Twenty slaps followed, Zach’s eyes darting around cautiously, but giving me time to absorb what he was doing.  Then, still wet, needy, and burning, my pussy was covered back up and Zach wiped his hand on my skirt again.  
 
    
 
   Three more spanking sessions were all that I needed before I finally couldn’t take it anymore.  The world spun as the vibroballs, the vibrating clamps, the abject humiliation of my situation, the constant fear of discovery, and yes - even the spanking of my clit and sex, merged to push me over the edge once more.  We were in a store when it happened and Zach again held me as I put my face into his shoulder and used it to mute my cries.  I felt his hands against me and while I was cumming, he lifted the back of my skirt and stuck his wet finger into my bottom.  That did not help.  The next wave was even stronger.  
 
    
 
   At least he wiped his hand off on some of the clothes instead of my skirt.
 
    
 
   “Time to change out the clamps,” he said softly. I nodded, catching sight of my face in a nearby mirror. I looked horrible.  My cheeks were flushed and blotchy, as if I’d been crying and my hair seemed ruffled.  I turned back toward him and lifted my shirt, my eyes darting around to make sure we were relatively unobserved.  Zach turned off the vibrating clamps first, then removed them from my nipples.  They were dropped back in the bag and Zach dug back through my collection.  He pulled out my alligator clamps and I frowned.
 
    
 
   “The clover bell clamps!” I said in protest.
 
    
 
   Zach shook his head. “You don’t want those on right now.”
 
    
 
   I grimaced. “They hurt less than the alligator clamps!” I said quietly, but intensely.
 
    
 
   Zach gave me an impatient look.  “But if you wear the clover bell clamps, then that shirt has to be pulled up so they ring.  Do you really want to spend the last,” he glanced at his watch, “twenty minutes here with your boobs hanging out?” 
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “Zach!  Brandon didn’t say anything about me going around like that!” I objected.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “Brandon would agree with me if he were here, wouldn’t he?” 
 
    
 
   I struggled to find something smart to reply with, but couldn’t.  He was right. Brandon would want my nipples painfully hurting between the toothed jaws of the nipple clamps, hoping I’d have another orgasm before leaving in which to force me into baring my breasts in public. So I nodded in acceptance, wincing as the sharp little vices bit down and began chewing on my nipples.  Zach pulled my shirt down over the clamps, which hurt horribly and helped me focus.  He led me from the store and back out into the mall.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t realized it, but we weren’t that far from the parking garage where Zach’s Blazer was parked.  The only problem was that Zach dawdled, and when his phone chime beeped again, he pulled me into a store that was small, male oriented, and staffed with a single guy.  There were also few places to hide from sight and get my spanking.  Wondering what the hell Zach intended, he led me by the hand straight up to the clerk, whose badge stated his name was Cary.  
 
    
 
   “Can I help you?” Cary asked Zach, though his eyes were on me.  I realized that the alligator clamps were still somewhat visible through the shirt, at least in outline and I put an arm across my chest.
 
    
 
   “Actually, yes.”  Zach smiled. “My girlfriend here is something of a slut, as you can see from the clamps on her tits.  She’s been a bit bad and I need to give her cunt a thorough spanking and I was wondering if you’d be interested in watching.”
 
    
 
   I’m not sure who was more shocked, me or Cary.  I looked at Zach in something akin to horror, but it was Cary who recovered first.
 
    
 
   “You serious?” he asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   Zach nodded.  “She’s been getting spanked on her pussy every twenty minutes and she’s stuffed with vibroballs too.  Want to see?”
 
    
 
   Cary nodded and then they both looked at me.  I gave Zach one of those looks, the kind that said, “how could you do this to me?” and then with trembling fingers, took a step back from the counter, made sure my back was the mall, and lifted the front of my skirt and spread my legs.
 
    
 
   “Damn, she’s wet!” exclaimed Cary as I stood there shaking.  He came around the counter and leaned down for a better look.
 
    
 
   Zach smiled. “Dude, you should feel her pussy.  It’s soaked.”
 
    
 
   “You don't’ mind?” Cary asked oddly.
 
    
 
   Zach snorted. “She’s a nympho humiliation pain slut.  She’s fucked more guys in the last two months than I’ve got fingers and toes.  Trust me.”
 
    
 
   And that was all it took for Cary to put his fingers in me. He stroked my clit and labia, pinching the thick folds between his pads.  I moaned, closing my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Like that slut, huh?” Cary said, still playing with my pussy.
 
    
 
   “So, mind if I spank her?” Zach asked. “Or would you like to handle it?”
 
    
 
   Cary, with his hand still between my legs, looked back at Zach. “Really?”
 
    
 
   Zach nodded.  “At this rate, by the time you’re done, it will be time to give her another twenty strokes.
 
    
 
   Cary nodded.  “Um… I’d really like too, but…”
 
    
 
   “And I’m sure Breanne wouldn’t mind giving you a blowjob too, just as a way of saying thanks,” Zach finished.
 
    
 
   Cary pulled his hand out from between my legs, looked at the goo covering his fingers and then pushed them up against my lips. I obediently opened my mouth and sucked.  As soon as his fingers were clean he stepped back and reached over to the counter.  He grabbed a set of keys, marched to the front of the store, and then began lowering the gate.  Moments later the steel front of the store was closed and Cary was leading us into the back room.
 
    
 
   I’m trying not to identify the store because I don’t want Cary in trouble, so all I will say about the back room was that it held boxes and boxes of stock.  And the moment we were all three in private, Zach turned to me with an evil grin.
 
    
 
   “Strip Breanne.”  
 
    
 
   With only half a moment’s hesitation and I worried glance at Cary, I peeled my shirt off.  You should have seen Cary’s eyes when he got his first real look at the alligator clamps chewing on my nipples.  And let me tell you that taking off my shirt hurt too.  Those clamps were pulled upward and the tips of my breasts got all twisted, so you can imagine what that felt like.  Tossing my shirt to the side, I pushed my skirt down my hips, catching hold of the vibroballs remote at the same time.  I stepped out of the fallen clothing and trembling, stood in front of both men, not covering anything, one hand gripping the controller, and feeling somewhere between utter humiliation and so aroused I’d be willing to fuck anything.
 
    
 
   Or maybe I was feeling both extremes.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs, Breanne.  Cary is going to handle this spanking,” Zach said, more for Cary’s benefit than mine.  I nodded obediently and then leaned back against the nearby wall.  I opened my thighs, exposing my flushed, wet, and swollen flower, then lifted my hands above my head, presenting as best I could.  
 
    
 
   Cary quickly moved up next to me and I felt his hand between my legs, a rushing exhilaration flooding through me.  He’d barely touched me and already I was close to dropping to my knees, sucking him to the edge of orgasm, and then begging him to fuck me stupid.  My chest heaved, more from excitement than anything else and then he pulled back and patted my sex.
 
    
 
   Yes. I used the correct word. He “patted” my sex.  A couple of times.  I didn’t jump. I didn’t gasp. I didn’t cry out loud or even wince.  It was like he was patting my arm.
 
    
 
   “No, no, no,” interrupted Zach.  “She needs her pussy spanked,” he said.  “Like this.”  Then Zach came up to my hip as Cary yanked his hand out of the way and Zach slapped my slit with a flurry of hard, sharp strokes.  I gasped, rising up on my toes, my knees buckling slightly as the pain hit me.  Cary had no doubts after Zach was done.  It took me a moment to realize that Zach had just managed to work in an extra ten strokes for free.  
 
    
 
   “Now, hit her just like that.  Twenty full strokes. Aim for her clit,” Zach said.
 
    
 
   This time Cary did a better job, though he still didn’t do it quite as hard as Zach had.  Still, it left me a bit breathless, my hips thrusting forward as a sufficient cacophony of cries, wheezes, gasps, and moans came from my mouth.  Twenty strokes left my pussy tingling in ways that made me want to both douse myself with cold water and fuck the nearest person with cock.  The moment Cary moved away though Zach stepped up. He didn’t hit me again, but he did jam two fingers into my sex, the tips grazing the vibroballs, and with a pumping hand, quickly took me from Defcon Three to full scale nuclear war.  I exploded with a cry, and he drew his hand back and began slapping my alligator clamped breasts with little swings as I began squirting enough cum onto Cary’s back room floor to need a mop.
 
    
 
   Cary stood there in absolute shock, but the grin on his face made it clear how he felt.  As soon as it appeared I was recovered, Zach pulled me upright and then pushed me toward Cary.  
 
    
 
   “Now suck that man’s dick until his balls are blue,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   I reached up to Cary’s jeans and feeling the hardness of his shaft beneath the denim, I knew it wouldn’t be long before he was spurting.  I freed his cock and took it in my mouth, bobbing my head as I knelt in front of him.  Cary groaned and Zach sidestepped the splatter I’d left on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Got a rubber dude?” Zach asked Cary.
 
    
 
   Cary opened his eyes, his hips rocking back and forth. “Uh… no.  Not on me.”
 
    
 
   Zach frowned. “Damn.  Me neither.”  Then Zach looked down at me and asked “what about you Breanne?  Got an extra condom?”
 
    
 
   I looked up at Zach, my mouth full of cock and gave him an exasperated look.  I pulled back and off Cary’s manhood long enough to nod and point to my canvas bag, saying “in there.  There’s plenty.”
 
    
 
   What? So? I carry condoms around with me.  If you were me, wouldn’t you?
 
    
 
   Zach, who had certainly known about the condoms since he’d been in my bag in the first place, laughed and pulled a rubber out.
 
    
 
   “Don’t give him satisfaction, Bre.  If he cums, I want it to be inside you,” Zach said next.
 
    
 
   Cary’s eyes got even bigger.  “Really man? You don’t mind?”
 
    
 
   Zach shrugged. “Dude, I’m just her handler.  I’m betting you aren’t the first, or even the second guy she’s blown today.”
 
    
 
   Oookay.  That was probably a good bet.  I’d actually had a little non-orgasmic fun that morning, but how did Zach know I’d already given two blowjobs that morning before I even met up with him? It’s not like I advertised it.   Does he just know me that well?
 
    
 
   I went back to slurping on Cary who handled it as best he could and when I felt him start to really jam himself into my mouth, I reached out and let Zach hand me the condom.  I tore open the package and to Cary’s shock, popped the whole thing into my mouth like a stick of gum.  I kept up the pressure with my hand, rubbing the base of the cock as I got the condom positioned correctly in my mouth.  Then, with my teeth open and my lips in a circle, I put my mouth back on the tip of Cary’s cock.  Slowly, steadily, I worked the prophylactic downward, covering his manhood.  He groaned, his rod pulsing in my mouth, but I still managed to get him totally covered.  
 
    
 
   “Where do you want it?” asked Zach.  “Her ass or her pussy?”
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes, my mouth still on Cary’s shaft.  All I could think was “please, please, please pick my pussy!”  
 
    
 
   “She’ll take it in the ass?” Cary asked, surprised, still pumping his cock through my throat.  I kept my teeth far away from the condom, not wanting to tear it.
 
    
 
   “Yes she will, but it’s up to you. We can take the vibroballs out and…” Zach started to say, but then his phone chimed.  With cock still in my mouth, I looked up at him, just a little wide-eyed.  He glanced down at me with a grin.  “We’ll get to it,” he said to me.
 
    
 
   Cary suddenly had a pained expression on his face.  “I need…” he began to say.  I took matters into my own hands and pulled back, only to stand up and turn around.  I put my hands on the wall, arching my back.  My heavy breasts swung beneath me, the two alligator clamps brightly shining in the direct light. I let the controller to the vibroballs drop, making sure the option of pulling free the two tumbling, rumbling, swirling sex toys was available.  Unfortunately, Cary just stepped right up to my backside, pressed his trembling, needy cock against me, and began thrusting.  The first few attempts slid halfway into my sex, jamming hard against the vibroballs, which must have felt pretty damn good to Cary, because he kept doing it, but merely felt cramped to me.  But then he got lucky, and I got unlucky, because the tip of his shaft nailed my bottom with one, solid, perfectly angled thrust, and his full length went straight into my ass.
 
    
 
   I let out a groan that folks in China probably heard.
 
    
 
   Cary pumped and I squeezed, our bodies moving in rhythm as I concentrated on not squealing like a stuck pig with seven inches of hard cock in my butt, as well as not allowing the hard thrusts of our itinerant shoe salesman to use my head in breaking a round hole in the wall.  Seriously, I should bring a hardhat on these kinds of assignments.  It would save me either a lot of work or a bashed skull.  Everything was going well though because suddenly Cary let go of my hips and grabbed my breasts, kneading them and flicking the alligator clamps.  I let out a whimper, my entire body twisting as shards of pain shot through my globes.  Cary loved it and pounded harder.
 
    
 
   Either tongue lashing or my pain-induced whimpering must have been better than I thought because Cary only took three or four minutes before unleashing a geyser of cum that shot up through his shaft and filled the condom.  To be honest, I enjoyed the sensation, even if it was up my rear end.  I’ve always had a soft spot for guys who cum because of me.  It’s like a badge of honor. I gave them something sweet and wonderful and they liked me.  That makes a difference.
 
    
 
   Cary pulled out and staggered backward, a look of utter bliss on his face.  I turned and glanced back and saw Zach nod, so I quickly moved over to Cary, stripped the condom from his softening dick and tossed the rubber to the ground.  Then I once more dropped to my knees and to Cary’s delighted surprise, I began sucking on him again, this time cleaning the remnants of his explosion from this shaft.  
 
    
 
   I like to think of my post-orgasmic blowjobs as a sort of Breanne specialty.  A signature if you will.  The idea is simple - it’s not a sexual pleasure at that point, but just a simple one. And if by some miracle you suddenly get it up again, well… I’m always ready for round two.  And if you merely get semi-rigid then I count that as a success.  
 
    
 
   It was me who ended the blowjob.  My knees were starting to hurt and no one said I needed to stay down there.  So I stood up, looked over at Zach, and then went to pick up my skirt and shirt.
 
    
 
   “Hey, what are you doing?” Zach demanded.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Getting dressed?” I said, wondering what I’d done wrong.
 
    
 
   Zach shook his head. “You came, which means switching out the clamps.  Not only that, but you still have another twenty five spanks to endure,” he said looking at his watch. “And if I’m right, you’ll have another twenty five in about two minutes.”
 
    
 
   I must have wilted right there.  Fifty more spanks?  Seriously?  I looked at him in desperation, and not the kind I usually feel. “Aren’t we past the third hour?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Zach nodded. “Yeah, you’re done with the time, but until you are sitting in my car, with your skirt up and your legs spread, you get the ten minute spankings.”
 
    
 
   Cary watched the exchange with a growing smile.
 
    
 
   “Or, if you’d like, you can put on the next set of nipple clamps and open up for thirty strokes now and I won’t require anymore spankings.”
 
    
 
   Well duh.  That was a deal.  I nodded immediately, forgetting in my haste to reduce the number of spanks coming to check the fine print.  He said “strokes” not “spanks.”  I went straight for my canvas bag, pulled out the two sets of weighted bell clover clamps and held them out in my palms.
 
    
 
   “Cary?” Zach asked, motioning toward either my clamps or my chest. I couldn’t tell.  Cary came forward and I spread my arms to the sides, presenting my chest to him.  I grit my teeth, knowing what was coming as he reached out to my nipples and began squeezing open the alligator clamps.  Blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts and the throbbing pain threatened to overwhelm me.  Then he plucked the weighted, bell tipped clover clamps from my palms, traded them out with the alligator clamps, and then began the process of attaching the heavy hardware to my breasts.
 
    
 
   If you don’t know about my weighted, bell-tipped clover clamps, they were inspired by Master Phil, who wanted me to have something a little more obvious hanging from my boobs.  My friend Mike the Hardware Guy started with a vanilla set of Japanese Clover clamps, adding plier-like ridges to the flat pincers. Then he removed the steel chain, followed by adding attachment rings, similar to the kind you see on your keys.  Beneath the ring hung a four ounce lead weight, meant for deep sea fishing. Connected to the bottom of all the other hardware were two silver bells with clear and loud tones.  
 
   
  
 

 
 
   I sucked in a breath as Cary began attaching the first clamp behind my piercing and the pain rushed through my bosom again.  I felt the weight, around a third of a pound, dangling from the tips of my breasts and bore it as well as I could.  Cary stepped back, admiring his handiwork, and the clamp on my left nipple fell off.  It missed breaking my toe by about an inch.
 
    
 
   “Oops,” Zach said, hurrying forward and scooping up the clamp.  In seconds he had it securely locked on my breast, far enough back to prevent another case of missed broken toe.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” Cary said.  
 
    
 
   Zach nodded with a shrug and then looked at me.  “Down on the floor, Bre.  Legs wide apart, hands under your ass.  Make sure you’re presenting.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Why couldn’t we do the forty spanks standing up, like all the others?  But my boobs were hurting too much for me to care and I just wanted it to be over. I knew that all I’d have to do after the forty strokes would be walk out to Zach’s Blazer, and we weren’t that far away.  Sure, Zach wouldn’t turn down the vibroballs, which were still buzzing away on high inside me, and yes, I’d have to walk out through the mall, in public, with my shirt only barely covering my nipples, so that everyone could see the clamps hanging down.  But still… we were talking four or five minutes of abject humiliation. I could handle that.  Right?
 
    
 
   Which is why I was so surprised when Zach began removing his belt.  I still didn’t realize what was coming until he doubled it up. I thought he was going to fuck me or something.  Instead he straddled me, held the leather belt tightly in his hand, and brought it down between my legs with a solid, but tender swing.
 
    
 
   My legs jerked but I managed to stay open as the leather belt smashed my petals apart and my clitoris shrank from the sting.  My body writhed as he pulled back and hit me again, the leather impacting wetly on my slit.  Heat blossomed between my legs and my bottom came up off the floor as my toes curled.  The vibroballs swirled inside me as my sex tightened and relaxed in spasms and then the third stroke landed.  This time I cried out, bucking my hips upward to meet the licking strap of his belt and the first waves of exquisite, horrible, painful pleasure began to blast through me.
 
    
 
   Five, six, seven, and I lost count.  Part of it was because Zach was going fast, or at least fast enough to make me senseless to anything except the stinging heat between my legs.  My petals felt like someone had grabbed hold of them, scalded them with boiling water, and then licked my clit until I was near the breaking point, all in under a second.  Do you have any idea of what that really feels like?  Everything began to meld, to melt even, the pain at the tips of my breasts, the arousal, the vibrations, the humiliation of being on the floor of the backroom of a shoe store while the sales clerk watched in morbid fascination as I was whipped between the legs.  At some point the pain began to overwhelm me and my legs closed, though I forced myself to open them again and Zach pointed at Cary, who quickly came forward.   Zach grabbed my left ankle, moving to my side rather than straddling me, while Cary grabbed my right foot.  Zach slashed downward again with the belt, striking me, and this time I twisted so hard one of my flip flops flew off.  Barefoot in Cary’s hand, he began tickling my sole as Zach swung the belt down upon my slit again.
 
    
 
   I didn’t know if I should laugh, cry, scream, or cum.  I wanted to do all three.  Cary kept hold of my leg, which was kicking wildly, my buttocks off the ground, my hips swinging and the next few strokes of the belt clipped my inner thighs as well as my sex.  I suspect that either Zach wasn’t bothering to count, or he decided that my antics deserved a few extra licks in there.  Finally he stopped and let me go, giving me enough leeway to yank my foot away from Cary.  The shoe salesman almost fell on me as I rolled over and curled up into a tiny ball.
 
    
 
   What hurt?  What didn’t hurt you mean.  All I knew was that my breasts seemed to have huge needles shoved deep into them and my clit felt like I’d ripped it off, chewed it up, and sewn it back on.  My labia stung as if I’d let someone sandblast my pussy and my ass ached from where I’d been screwed, twice, in the back door.  And you know what?  The only thing that went through my mind was the question of whether I’d get in trouble for reaching down between my legs and rubbing myself into orgasm.  I was so aroused, so horny, that I was having trouble breathing.
 
    
 
   I didn’t do it of course. Are you kidding me?  Zach would have whipped me again and so I lay there, collecting myself, resisting the urge to masturbate, or worse - beg for relief.  The guys gave me maybe a minute or two, and then I was pulled to my feet and given my skirt.  The floor was cold on my one bare foot, the uncarpeted concrete smooth.  I tugged the skirt back over my hips, moving slowly, almost like a zombie, and then Zach handed me my shirt.  I stuck my head into it, then the one arm, and pulled it down over my body.  Without thinking I covered my breasts, only to have Zach come right back at me, his right hand swinging sharply.  He struck the side of my left boob hard and I reeled from the blow, gasping.
 
    
 
   “Bare your tits, Breanne.”  His voice was hard.  So I pulled up the shirt again, exposing both breasts and the accompanying hardware completely.  I looked around for my flip flop, but Zach had picked it up and stuck it in my canvas bag.
 
    
 
   “Can I have my flip flop back?” I asked timidly.
 
    
 
   He shook his head. “No, you’ll walk back with one foot bare, to further emphasize your submissive nature and humiliate you.” He leaned forward. “And next time you’ll wear appropriate shoes for a slut.”
 
    
 
   Cary grinned and leaned forward. “I probably have some, if you’d like to see a collection.”
 
    
 
   My eyes flashed with triumph as I looked at Zach, mentally daring him to buy me new shoes.  He shook his head.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry Cary, another time perhaps,” he replied. “We’ve got things to do.”
 
    
 
   That was a lie. I had nothing on my plate after the assignment, though admittedly for all I knew Zach had a hot date scheduled for that evening.  Cary nodded and then looked at my breasts again.
 
    
 
   “Um, shouldn’t she cover up?” he asked Zach.
 
    
 
   Zach looked at me for a long moment, clearly weighing the risks of forcing me to go bare breasted out into the mall and then finally nodded. “I suppose you’re right.”  He stepped forward, grabbed my elastic style shirt, and pulled it down five more inches.  This covered the majority of my breasts, leaving a bunched up band of material crossing my chest.  He only pulled the shirt down far enough to keep my nipples solidly covered and I’ll be honest - you could actually see the bottoms of the clover clamps, not to mention the rest of the hardware dangling from the tips of my breasts.  Cary clearly liked it. I was mortified.  Zach plucked the remote to the vibroballs off the floor and stuck it back in my waistband, not bothering to turn it down.  Shuddering from need, I shambled forward after him as Cary led us back into the store.  He went straight to the gate and used his keys to lift it and I hid behind Zach as people who were walking by looked in.  
 
    
 
   But finally there was nothing else to be done.  The gate was open, Cary was satisfied, Zach was ready to move and I needed something.  Zach took my hand and led me out into the mall’s corridor, my face scarlet, my eyes downcast, scared to see what other people would think of me.  We turned and Zach walked slowly, holding my hand, keeping me from hurrying.  I didn’t mind, though part of me was screaming “run!”  Every step caused the bells hanging from the weighted nipple clamps to ring and jiggle.  If people weren’t already looking at the cute redhead, wearing a short skirt and only one flip flop, with two large and obvious bells hanging clamped from her nipples, her hips swinging as if she were stuffed with vibrating bullets, their attention was immediately drawn to her.
 
    
 
   And I felt it. The stares. The glares. The hungry looks. All of it.  I shriveled inside, my stomach doing backflips.  And lower, deep down between my thighs, my sex tightened around the vibroballs and I became so wet that I could feel the juices leaking from me, soaking my legs.  I wanted to collapse, to curl up, to find a place to hide and Zach kept a firm hand on my arm, propelling me forward, each step ringing loud and clear, my throbbing nipples keeping time with my steps.
 
    
 
   And then we were on the bridge leading to the parking garage.  Only a few more steps to go.  Zach kept me moving even as I felt a sense of relief.  We only saw two or three more people, each who stared at me, at my breasts specifically, until we made it to the quiet solitude of Zach’s Blazer.
 
    
 
   “Get in the back,” he ordered me.  The back seat was down, leaving the large cargo space only and Zach cracked the passenger side window before climbing in behind me, closing the door.  It was just in time too.  A security vehicle drove past us just then, no doubt responding to a call concerning an improperly clad young woman.  
 
    
 
   I opened myself up, spreading my legs and my arms, drawing my skirt upward even as I lifted the shirt above my clamped breasts.  Zach stared down at me.  
 
    
 
   “Please?” I begged.  He knew what I wanted, what I needed, what he’d engineered for me to desire.  He slipped his hand between my legs and rubbed, leaving me both breathless and panting at the same time.  I groaned and then suddenly I knew what I had to do.  I yanked the vibroballs out of me, tossing them to buzz loudly in the front seat. I twisted under his hand, my fingers grabbing for his trousers.  His buckle came open before he could protest or approve.  I moved fast, tugging down his trousers, moving on top of him, straddling him sweetly.  I rocked my hips, lubricating his tip thoroughly. And then, when his granite pillar was sticking straight up, I impaled myself, driving his rod up into my body with a force that made Zach gasp.
 
    
 
   The Blazer rocked violently as I bounced upon Zach’s body, finally giving in to what my body was demanding. I was free of the humiliation, but the memory of it gave me the needed boost and I clamped down on him so hard that if his cock had been his neck he’d have choked to death.  I made love to him.  Hard and violent and let me be honest, he couldn’t have stopped me. Not really. I was too far gone.  I took him.  Had he not been willing I’d have used force.  As it was I controlled depth, speed, angle, penetration and as the bells of our coupling rang upon my breast I knew that it would be me cumming first.  I felt the pressure build, our faces contorting with need, our skin covered in perspiration and then my toes curled as I threw back my head and cried out, exploding as his hands tugged upon the clover clamps.  I collapsed forward, every last bit of energy sucked out of me by the climax and I fell upon him, his shaft still between my petals.  He rolled me over and pumped as I lay there senseless, his cock driving through me until he too exploded, leaving a wet trail of cum across my belly.
 
    
 
   Zach cuddled me, holding me close, when we both heard it.  It was the chime on his phone sounding the alarm.  It was time.  One sixth of an hour, six hundred seconds.  Ten minutes.  Zach propped his head up on his arm and ran his hand down my body until he cupped my reddened, swollen, soaked sex.
 
    
 
   “So.  Ten minutes.  How should we handle this?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I looked at him with a level gaze. “You said that if I let you whip me there would be no more spankings.”
 
    
 
   He nodded.  “I know. But I actually said that I wouldn’t require any more spankings.”
 
    
 
   My mouth went dry and I thought about it. “Vibroballs?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Yep.”
 
    
 
   “Clamps?” I queried.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and nodded. “Ten minutes,” I said, and I spread my legs wide.
 
    
 
   Zach slipped his hand downward once more, touching me.  Then he raised his hand and with strong and fast strokes, delivered thirty-five sharp little blows to my naked, wet, and pulsing sex.  It stung. It hurt. It made me wetter.  When he was done I was panting and he reached over the front seat and got my vibroballs. He turned them off, then slipped them down in between my legs. I moaned when he turned them on again.  Next he removed the clover clamps, holding me as I cried out in agony as the blood rushed back into my nipples.  He tossed them in the canvas bag and then pulled out the clothespins.  I put them on, the burning ache leaving me trembling and breathless.  I watched as he pulled his clothes back together, finally grabbing my skirt and holding it out to me.
 
    
 
   “You want me dressed?” I asked, still lost in the waves of adrenaline and exhaustion, of the amazing hormonal soup that left me in a sexual daze.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Hardly, but it will be easier to move around if you aren’t arrested for public indecency.  I grinned and let him slip the skirt up my legs, lifting my bottom up so he could get the waistband around me.  Everything worked well and we climbed back into the front seat, my bare breasts still sporting the clothespins.  Zach had just slid into the driver’s seat when the phone chimed again.  He looked at me, eyes wide.  I couldn’t help it. I put my bare right foot up on the dash and spread my legs, my skirt sliding up to expose my slit.
 
    
 
   “Ten minutes,” I reminded him, working my hips.
 
    
 
   Zach looked down at my sex and put his hand over it.  “Ten minutes,” he replied.
 
    
 
   And then he spanked me.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes.
 
    
 
   Breanne, for your next assignment you will dress in a short but loose skirt and a blouse that can easily be pulled down, up, or aside to display your breasts. You will not wear panties or a bra. You will stuff yourself with your vibroballs, set to low. Bring clover clamps, a pair of clothespins, vibrator clamps, the weighted bell clovers and your alligator clamps. Ask a dom or domme to accompany you to handle the torment portions of the assignment.
 
    
 
   You and your Dom will go out, into any public venue. Every ten minutes, regardless of your location, you will lift the front of your skirt, spread your legs, and receive 5 solid spanks to your pussy. After the first hour, turn the vibroballs to medium and continue the spanks every ten minutes. After the second hour, turn the vibroballs to high and endure a third hour, again with spanks coming at ten minute intervals. Do not cum. Should you cum, your Dom is to increase the number of spanks you receive by five ( for each unauthorized orgasm, so if you cum three times, you'll be receiving twenty spanks each ten minute interval,) as well as apply nipple clamps of his choice to your breasts.
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: threeoclocksnack]Three O’clock Snack
 
    
 
   I stared up at the ceiling of my bedroom, feeling oddly alert.  Generally, even if you go to bed at 9pm almost every night, you usually don’t feel alert at three o’clock in the morning.  It was still dark outside my bedroom window and I was over two and a half hours away from having to get up and start my day, feeding goats, pigs, chickens, two turkeys, and some horses.  Even worse, I wasn’t feeling horny, despite the fact that I had a pair of ben wa balls nestled quietly between my legs.  I wanted sex, but didn’t need it. To be honest, that’s unusual for me. Usually it’s the other way around.  Most of the time I need sex and don’t want it.
 
    
 
   Uh… okay.  So I usually want it too.
 
    
 
   The problem with me waking up at three in the morning was that there was no way I was going back to sleep.  It just wasn’t going to happen.  Once my mind starts moving there is little to stop it, except possibly having an orgasm so powerful that I’m no longer capable of coherent, rational thought.  I flipped over, naked between the sheets, feeling the shift of the ben wa balls and grabbed my phone.  Quickly I typed out an email, sending it out to an entire group of people, people known to be sympathetic to my needs, my whims, my strange hours, and most importantly, my desires.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long.  Ten minutes maybe?  I love the internet!  I read the assignment, felt the first stirrings of sexual arousal between my legs, and hopped out of bed.  The first thing on the agenda was to remove the ben wa balls, a simple procedure that required me to slip my fingers through my damp slit, grasp the string connecting the two golf-ball sized spheres, and pull.  I groaned a bit as they came out and deposited them gently in the little bowl I keep on my desk for just this sort of thing.  Then the vibroballs went in.  I had to roll them around a bit, rubbing my clit and petals in order to get sufficient lubrication, but it didn’t take long. The idea of what I’d be doing in just a few minutes was more than enough to get me excited.
 
    
 
   Normally in the mornings I dress for work: blue jeans, tube socks, boots, a pair of white cotton bikini cut panties, full bra, tee shirt, and if it’s chilly - a long sleeve over shirt.  I still got all this out, but I shoved it deeply into my canvas bag before getting out the attire I’d been told to wear.  A black, stretchy skirt that barely covered my bottom was first and I slipped it up my legs.  I left the wire along the outside, pink on black and highly obvious, tucking the vibroballs remote into my waistband with a grin.  For a top I selected one of the faded, stretched, and slightly too tight halter tops Kari had bought me in college, over a decade ago.  This one declared that I was a naughty girl and sported a stick figure in a symbolic looking dress, being spanked over the knees of a stick figure man.
 
    
 
   And that’s it.  No bra. No panties. Nothing else.  I peeked at myself in the floor length mirror hanging on my closet door.  A little eye shadow and eyeliner around the eyes, a bit of pink lipstick, and there… whorible.
 
    
 
   Sorry.  Please excuse the bad pun.  Or send me a punishment assignment. Whichever you prefer.
 
    
 
   I slipped my bare feet into my stripper shoes, two crystal colored nine inch platforms that did wonders for my height and shit for my sense of balance.  Dressed to kill, or at least to fuck, I grabbed my canvas bag and headed downstairs through the darkness and the sleeping halls of my house.  
 
    
 
   I took my Saturn, instead of the truck, because when you start the Ford F-150 it sounds like the Incredible Hulk stalking through an acre of fortune cookies and I didn’t want a parent wondering where the hell I was going at three-thirty in the morning.  The Saturn is much quieter and the loudest thing I heard was the crunch of the tires on the gravel of our drive.  In seconds I was speeding north along the farm to market road that borders our property, heading to the one place I’d be able to purchase Master Mark’s list of indecent items at a similarly matching indecent hour.
 
    
 
   You know where I went, don’t you?  It’s not like a ton of places are open at four in the morning.  I pulled into the lot and made sure I parked way out in the boonies, in between parking lot light illumination.  As much darkness as possible is something of a motto for me.  When everyone you know is trying to humiliate you, shadow becomes a friend.  It limits exposure.
 
    
 
   That changed the moment I walked into the store though.  The fluorescent flood lights were on and the place was white washed in light.  Instantly I became the center of attention, four or five people up at the front all turning to get a look at the slut walking in.  I flushed crimson as I felt the familiar dance of goose bumps rise upon my arms, then my spine.  Butterflies took wing in my tummy and my sex tightened with little spasms around the two bullets of the vibroballs.  I concentrated on my breathing, not wanting to hyperventilate and draw even more attention to the fact that my shirt didn’t really fit and my boobs were half hanging out.  My bared midriff was bad enough.
 
    
 
   I didn’t need a list, since there were only five items I needed, so I headed over to the housewares department first.  I moved slowly, trying to avoid the restockers, a motivated and somewhat ant like group of people in blue, moving pallets of product around the store or busily putting things on shelves.  Every time I encountered one there would come this wide-eyed stare and if I were lucky I’d move on out of sight.  If not, then I could feel their eyes burning holes in my clothing.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath as I found the first item and plucked the package of clothespins off the shelf.  The smallest set was a full dozen, way more than I needed.  Putting them in the small basket I’d liberated from the front of the store, I knew the next step was simple.  I plucked the vibroballs controller out of my waistband and with trembling fingers, turned it up just enough to start both little bullets inside me rumbling.
 
    
 
   Oh my God.  Ever want something and you get a tiny taste of it?  Like… craving chocolate.  You want some bad and then you get a single chocolate chip, or a Hershey’s Kiss.  And all it does, instead of satisfying you, is make you want more?  Yeah.  That’s how that little vibration inside me felt.  Oh did I want more.
 
    
 
   I headed toward the produce section, technically jumping around on Master Mark’s list, but limiting the amount of exposure I was going to get considering what I still needed in my basket.  More stockers were over on the grocery aisles than housewares and I had to concentrate to keep moving forward and not freeze like a deer in the headlights.  Swallowing down my discomfort and hoping my face wasn’t scarlet, I moved through the various fruits and vegetables until I found what I was looking for.  Selection was easy.  All of the cucumbers were thick and long, but I was a good girl, or a bad one, depending on your point of view, and picked one that was super long, very thick, and overly curved.  I like the curved ones.  Again, I pulled the remote out of my waistband, and with a quick glance around, turned up the vibroballs just a tad, not even to medium.  Then I moved down and selected a bag full of unpeeled carrots.  Again I turned up my vibroballs, feeling them buzz right around medium.  Then, finished with my vegetable shopping, I headed back to the pharmaceutical area, trembling from embarrassment and the fresh shaking of my loins.
 
    
 
   The next item on my list was a box of condoms, ribbed ones.  I turned the vibroballs up another notch as I dumped the box into my basket.  Then I found the small tube of icy hot.  The aisle wasn’t being restocked either, which meant that I had a modicum of privacy when I turned the vibroballs up to full power.  Normally I can handle the vibroballs for extended periods of time, even on high.  But this time, combined with everything else, I was going just a tad bit stir crazy.  Mental images of me masturbating in the middle of the aisle, on my back, my shirt around my neck, breasts bared, my legs spread open, while a crowd of restockers cheered me on flashed through my sex soaked brain.  I bit my lip, struggling to keep control, and then I went looking for the right stocker.
 
    
 
   I found him just a minute later.  He was tall, muscular, and had dusky skin and dark hair.  A well-trimmed goatee covered his chin and his eyes were bright and playful when he saw me.  I approached him, trying to imagine what exactly he was seeing.  Scantily clad redhead, mid-twenties, stripper shoes, red painted toe nails, beautiful eyes, lush, lots and lots of cleavage, black mini-mini skirt, pink wire… going to? Are her hips actually shaking?  Buzzing?  The halter top… naughty girl? Hell yes!  And his eyes made those exact same logic train thoughts evident.  
 
    
 
   “Hi, I was wondering if you could help me find something,” I said simply, hoping the tremor in my voice wasn’t too noticeable.
 
    
 
   “Sure, what can I help you find?” He asked pleasantly, staring at my boobs.
 
    
 
   “I need,” I started to say, totally humiliated.  My throat closed up and I felt like I was going to cry.  Either that or go screaming down the aisle.  I took a deep breath, then another as he waited expectantly, wondering what the hell my problem was.
 
    
 
   “Some…” I bit my lip, then finally just summoned the courage to do it, my pussy tightening around the vibroballs.  “I need some KY Jelly Personal Lubricant.”  I blushed right down to the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   You should have seen his eyes widen though.  Pretty funny.  Except neither of us were laughing.  He glanced down to my mini skirt then looked back up at me.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure you really need lube, girlie.”
 
    
 
   I glanced down, horrified to see he was right.  My thighs, exposed almost too where they met my torso, were both glistening with moisture.
 
    
 
   “Please?” I begged him, pressing my legs together and turning so hot in the cheeks I thought I might be running a fever.  
 
    
 
   He smiled, stood up, and then made a motion for me to precede him down the aisle.  I’m sure he was looking at my ass, or the contents of my basket.  We weren’t far away and half a moment later he took me right past the condoms and there, right where I knew they were, was the sex gels and lubricants.  He plucked a BIG bottle down for me, which seemed odd since he’d already said I didn’t need it, and gently put it down in my basket.
 
    
 
   “Looks like you’re planning on having some fun,” he said in a friendly tone.
 
    
 
   I nodded, scarlet heat going up my throat and cheeks.  “I’m going to masturbate in the parking lot,” I admitted, in a hushed, frightened, whispered tone.  I didn’t want to say it, but Master Mark had insisted that if anyone asked, or made a comment, I was to tell them up front what I was doing.
 
    
 
   “Well have fun,” he said wistfully.  “Too bad you’re into veggies.  Meat can be better for you,” he said.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “I like meat,” I stammered.  Then to my shock I said two words I hadn’t expected to hear out of my mouth. “Silver Saturn.”
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up and then he grinned.  Now I could really feel the fluids leaking down my thighs and I took my basket and headed for the front of the store.  There I had a choice between the self-serve checkout line and going to the register staffed by this grumpy looking middle aged woman who scowled at me.  She didn’t say anything as she rang up my purchases, but you could see the outrage in her eyes. Or was it scandal?  It didn’t matter.  It made me feel small and worthless.  I cringed when our eyes met and right after I paid and she handed me my receipt, she leaned forward.
 
    
 
   “You should be ashamed of yourself,” she hissed at me.  “You look like a whore!”
 
    
 
   I snatched the receipt, grabbed my stuff, and fled.  What she didn’t know, what she wouldn’t have understood, was that I WAS ashamed of myself.  I couldn’t believe I was dressed like a cheap hooker, walking around a grocery store, clearly stuffed with a sex toy, buying items obviously intended for sexual use.  If I hadn’t been wearing those stupid stripper shoes, I’d have RUN.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I hurried through the parking lot all the way out to my car.  I climbed in, feeling a sense of relief for the first time, though things were just technically starting.  As I unrolled the window, fresh air blowing in and cooling my face, I realized that I’d blown it already, and not the kind of blow I usually like to give. I was supposed to go into the restroom at the front of the store, uncap the Icy Hot, and delicately dab my nipples, clit, bottom, and oddly enough, the arches of my feet. I looked over at the store. Go back in and use the restroom?  No way. They’d call the police on me for public indecency, and while I wouldn’t go to jail, it would mean the end of the assignment.  I was in the car now, and that meant I was going to have to stay.  
 
    
 
   Glancing around to make sure no one was nearby or loitering, I rifled through the plastic bag and pulled out the package of clothespins and the Icy Hot.  First things first.  With darting eyes constantly scanning the lot, I pulled the front of my halter top up until both breasts were bare, the cloth wrapped around my collar bone and was in a good spot to easily pull back down if I needed too.  Next I did some judicious wiggling, which had the desired effect of pushing my skirt higher and exposing my very wet and pulsing slit.  The vibroballs were still rocketing inside me and my hips were rolling almost constantly, trying to fuck the stupid little bullets rattling around in there.  I twisted open the cap of muscle relaxant cream and with generous daubs, ran my finger across the tips of my breasts.  I rubbed the Icy Hot in, behind my piercing, getting the entire areola, feeling the tingle of cold as my nipples puckered, then the building heat.  Another little squirt on my finger made me tremble, and just as Master Mark had ordered, I rolled in my seat, stuck my hand up my skirt and gently anointed my bottom with the cream.  It felt awkward, then cold, then hot. It burned, just like my nipples and I moaned and then put a fresh dollop of Icy Hot on my finger. Delicately, gently even, I ran my finger through my folds and up to my clit, careful not to put any inside me.  Icy Hot isn’t good for that, trust me. 
 
    
 
   I’d been jittery before, just from sexual pressure, nerves, and abject humiliation.  Now I was doing it from an overload of chemical stimulant applied to prurient parts of my anatomy. My eyes constantly darted left and right, through the open driver’s side window and windshield, looking for anyone approaching who would see my antic. I couldn’t keep still, which is what I think Master Mark was going for. I bent down slightly and slipped the fuck me heels off my feet and then applied fresh smears of Icy Hot to the soles of my feet, which I’d never done before.  I could feel it; cold and hot, but it was nothing compared to what was happening on my rump, or on my clit.  It just couldn’t hold a candle.  I sat there panting, trying to get a grip as I fumbled with the carrot bag and extracted one of the larger, but still tapered roots.
 
    
 
   It took a few minutes, but I managed to put a condom on the carrot and then give it a nice dose of the fresh personal lubricant I bought but clearly didn’t need.  Bringing it down between my legs, I pressed the tip against my burning clit, rubbing it up and down, and felt lightning like pleasure shoot up through me.  With a loud gasp I closed my eyes and pushed the carrot in deep, driving it with one hand while the other came up to my left breast and began pinching and squeezing my nipple.
 
    
 
   I’d been told to masturbate right to the edge, but not cum.  That was hard because I really, really wanted to cum.  Like - a lot.  But as I felt my body ripening, tensing up from the embarrassment, the memory of walking the store, the fact my boobs were hanging out, visible right then, not to mention the discomfort of the Icy Hot, and you can imagine how difficult it was for me. Just as I was about to jump from the cliff of orgasm, I yanked the carrot out, tilted my hips even farther, and without a thought of the consequence jammed the orange colored root into my own bottom.
 
    
 
   In hindsight that might not have been the right thing to do.  Pain shot up through my ass, but I was too close to cumming to really care.  I pushed and pushed until I had way too much of the carrot in there.  I realized I was uncomfortable from the position and tilted the seat back.  Way back.  My chest was heaving but I grabbed the tube of muscle cream and put a fresh coating on each nipple, my hips still thrusting up and down as my bottom tightened around the carrot and my sex did its best to throttle the vibroballs.  
 
    
 
   I grabbed the bag of clothespins, desperately horny. The clothespin package almost defeated me but I finally lost my patience with the thing and used my teeth, spilling wooden pegs all over myself.  Master Mark had been specific about the clothespins. I was to put as many on my boobs as possible.  So with a determined expression I began placing the wooden pegs on my left breast in a wide circle around my nipple.  I managed five, the pain shooting up through my chest and into my arm.  Then I did the same to the other side, the burning heat of the Icy Hot making it all much, much worse.  As I held up the last two clothespins I started giggling.  Maybe a dozen WASN’T too much!  Master Mark had told me to put any extra pins on my clit and labia.  For a moment I waffled.  Then I grinned.  One of the clothespins went on my left nipple.  I left the right nipple, my pierced and padlocked right side, free.
 
    
 
   And that left one extra peg.  I lifted my right leg and stuck my bare foot up on the dash, stretching out as I held up the last clothespin.  Delicately I pinched it open and held it over my clitoris.  I felt the shuddering vibrations rumbling through me, the stretch of my bottom and the steady burn of the Icy Hot.  I let the clothespin close and the pressure bit into me, swirling through my depths as my body cried out in need.  Shaking, I grabbed the cucumber and another condom and began trying to get the vegetable covered as quickly as possible.  I didn’t even need lubrication.  With my left hand I turned off the vibroballs and yanked out the two spheres inside me, leaving my sex a wet, gaping hole.  I placed the massive tip of the condom clad cucumber against my opening and began to push.
 
    
 
   “Damn, looks like I missed half the fun,” the voice at my window said.  
 
    
 
   I gasped and jerked, my arm going up to cover my clothespin covered boobs while the other tried to cover up my stuffed and aching loins.  Then I realized it was him, the stocker.  I let out a groan of relief and realized that my arm was causing shooting pains to come from my breasts.  I moved it, exposing myself again and once more picked up the cucumber.  He looked down on me as I rammed the thick vegetable up into my sex, my entire body shuddering.  As I pumped I used my left hand to squeeze and cup my breast.  He reached in and began flicking the clothespin on my nipple and that was that.  I came in seconds, gasping and arching my back.
 
    
 
   Finally I came down to earth, eyes glazed, parts of me hurting, parts of me floating in sexual euphoria.  It was an exquisite feeling.  I looked up at him, a wry smile on my lips.
 
    
 
   “Take off the clamps for me?” I asked, my speech slurred.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Why would I want to do that?” he asked, actually surprised.  He flicked the clothespin on my nipple again.  “I like them this way.”  Then he frowned. “I’ve got a raging hard-on from watching you.  Do you want meat, or are you just a vegetarian?”
 
    
 
   I admit, my brain was just a little confused by that until I realized he was talking about phallic shaped objects, and not my personal dietary requirements.  I laughed.  “Are you on the menu?”
 
    
 
   He grinned. “I am now,”
 
    
 
   “Know a place we can go?”
 
    
 
   He nodded, then reached down between my legs and took hold of the cucumber.  “And I’ll be good to you.”  He began pumping the cucumber in and out, revving my engine for a second time.  I nodded, moaning and closing my eyes.  Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. He was going to make me cum again!  I reached down and grabbed his wrist and looked at him.
 
    
 
   “I’m about to cum!” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “Good,” he replied.
 
    
 
   “But I want to make you cum!” I told him.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “Good.  But you’re multi-orgasmic, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I admitted.
 
    
 
   “Good.”  And he went back to driving the cucumber back through my slit with rapid, hard pumps.  I shuddered and exploded.  Lost in the sensorial daze of orgasm, I barely recognized what was happening when he opened the car door.  
 
    
 
   “Get out. Get in the passenger seat.  We’ll go to my place.”
 
    
 
   I rolled to my left, almost falling out of the car, letting him catch me.  I was too lost in the daze of climax to remember my clothespinned breasts were hanging out, and I’m pretty sure I didn’t roll down my skirt either.  He walked me around the car, barefoot, clothespins jiggling, to the passenger seat, which he then had to unlock by leaving me there, standing mostly naked in the parking lot, the false light of dawn brightening the sky along the eastern edge, while he went back to the driver’s side, reached in, and unlocked the door. I climbed in and he moved behind the wheel.  He fixed the seat, then started the engine.  
 
    
 
   “You sure about this?” he asked as the car started to move.
 
    
 
   I smiled. “I’ve got nothing else to do until six,” I said, then reached over to his lap, squeezing his cock.  “And I’m hungry for some meat.”
 
    
 
   “Good.”
 
    
 
   Breanne - 
 
    
 
   A three in the morning assignment? Really? You can't sleep, huh? Too bad. I think some humiliation is in order. Please dress in you shortest spandex style skirt and your skimpiest, hopefully see-thru halter top. Wear your stripper shoes, no bra or panties. Put your vibroballs in, wire outside your skirt, and go to any open grocery store. Purchase the following items, turning up the vibroballs incrementally as you put each item in your basket. 
 
    
 
   Package of clothespins
 
   KY jelly personal lubricant
 
   Box of ribbed condoms
 
   A thick, long cucumber
 
   A carrot
 
    
 
   Once you have these items, find a male employee and ask him to help you find a tube of icy hot cream. Explain you are horny and going to masturbate out in your truck. Then go buy the items. Take them into the restroom and apply icy hot to your nipples, clit, and anus.  Then put Icy Hot on the arches of both feet. Go out to your truck. Unroll the window. Prepare the carrot with a condom and lubrication. Masturbate to the edge, remove the carrot and put it in your ass. Open the package of clothespins, expose your breasts, add more icy hot, and put as many clothespins on your tits as possible. Any leftover pegs must go on your clit and labia. Prepare the cucumber with a condom and lubricant. Masturbate to orgasm. If you have an audience (I.e. the male employee), ask them to remove the clothespins before you leave.
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: burn]Burn
 
    
 
   The truck was in gear before I even dialed the number, the back wheels of my Ford F-150 spitting gravel as my foot pressed down on the accelerator.  The tension I felt was palpable, a literal force that tore at both my body and my psyche, demanding action.  Fortunately the man I was calling happened to be on my speed dial for just this sort of emergency.  My knuckles were white upon the steering wheel as the connection was made and I heard his voice, cheerful and pleased that I had called.
 
    
 
   “Hello Bre!” Zach said into the phone.
 
    
 
   I didn’t mince words when I told him what I needed.  Not at that point.  I slammed the wheel to the right and took off down the farm to market road, racing toward I-10 with an intensity and speed that would have alarmed my parents, disturbed Kari, and interested the police.  But I didn’t care. 
 
    
 
   “I’m coming over,” I had told Zach. That was all I said.  It was all that I needed to say.  There was a momentary silence as Zach dealt with my pronouncement.  He had seen my tweets for the last few days and no doubt had a pretty good idea what was going on. Five days of denial does some rather strange things to me and it wasn’t good.
 
    
 
   “Do I need to run up the flag?” He asked.  I snorted into the phone.  Zach was grasping at straws, hoping I was coming over to see him, or talk to him about an upcoming assignment.  
 
    
 
   “Hell yes, run up the flag.”  
 
    
 
   Zack’s tone was answer enough.  “Sweet or spicy?” 
 
    
 
   I pushed the pedal to the metal.  “Five alarm chili, Zach.  With pepper spray.” I paused. “But I’ll need to be able to walk out.  Kari wants to take me out on Sunday.”
 
    
 
   He let out a sigh.  “All right.  I’ll see you when you get here.”
 
    
 
   And that was that.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I pulled up in front of the fraternity house thirty minutes later, shocked that I’d managed the drive from Katy all the way to the university without attracting the attention of the police.  It was around seven in the evening and as I climbed out of my truck I felt the Husky dildo, a nine inch rubber shaft that was stuffed up inside my pussy, shift diabolically.  I was wearing a skirt and panties, a combination that wasn’t optimal for keeping large rubber sex toys embedded in wet, slippery holes, but at least the panties kept it from falling completely out and landing on the ground.  And that was the point.  Every time I’d stand up five or so inches of that phallus would slip out of my box, a combination of gravity and excessive lube.  And then, every time I sat down, I’d get the full length slammed back into me.  And that was it.  I wasn’t allowed to masturbate except by standing and sitting, and I hadn’t cum all day.  My nerves were on fire with need, every part of me demanding attention.
 
    
 
   Of course the day before that I’d been told to endure the shifting, rolling, ringing swirl of my ben wa balls, two golf-ball sized spheres that did little to drive me over the edge into orgasm, and lots to drive me up a fucking wall.  And on Wednesday?  Wednesday I’d been stuffed to the brim with my twelve inch CoreDriller dildo, a massive rocket-ship looking toy that had been held in tightly with jeans, leaving me wet, aching, and desperate.  And Tuesday?  Tuesday was the damn ben wa balls… AGAIN!  Monday was just as bad.  I’d had the vibroballs in there on Monday, purring away on low, tormenting me.  No orgasms.  Just denial. For days.  At one point I actually made the claim that I was horny enough to fuck a cactus.
 
    
 
   I don’t handle denial very well.
 
    
 
   I marched up to the front door with dark thoughts and needs swirling inside me, my sex trying to tighten around the Husky dildo constantly, but only succeeding in pushing it a bit further out before it slipped back in.  It was maddening - by centimeters.  I pounded my fist against the door and glanced down at myself.  Short but respectable skirt, flip flops, tee shirt.  I was even wearing a rather plain bra and panties.  I was hardly dressed as a slut and could have been any redheaded college co-ed looking for a party.
 
    
 
   Zach opened the door and I stepped in.  There was a crowd waiting in the hall.  Well, maybe not a crowd.  Ten?  A dozen? I didn’t stop and count.  I glanced to the left, into the common room and couldn’t help grinning.  There against the far wall was a red flag flying near the ceiling.  I knew what the crimson cloth symbolized, as had everyone who had seen it.  Breanne was cumming.
 
    
 
   That was not a pun.
 
    
 
   Even before the front door closed behind me I began.  The shirt came first but I kicked off the flip flops at almost the same time.  Eyes bored into me as I unclasped my bra, baring my breasts and I could see the arousal on some of the guys’ faces and yes, possibly in a few large lumps at the front of a few trousers.  I felt it too; a tangible need that was forcing me to move.  I pushed the skirt down over my rump, baring my panty clad bottom and the real problem; the dildo.  The gold piercing at my right nipple flashed as I bent down, stepping out of the skirt, and I grabbed hold of both the panties and the dildo.  I pulled both downward, groaning as the thick phallus was finally extracted from my grasping, wanting, desperately soaked sex.  My panties reeked of my juices, and I kicked aside the cloth as I brought the dildo up to my mouth and with one swift movement, drove the entire thing down my throat as if I were giving the synthetic cock the best blowjob in the world.
 
    
 
   Yes. I am not above using jealousy as a motivator.  I didn’t lick that damn thing clean.  I blowjobbed it clean. I sucked on it, bobbing my head, jamming it down my gullet until my lips touched the synthetic half balls the designers had seen fit to add.  There were murmurs of appreciation from my aroused audience and then I pulled the thing out, wet with saliva, and tossed it to one of the guys.  He caught it and put it on the nearby side table with a grin.  For a long moment no one moved. I stood there naked, one leg cocked so that the arch of my foot was exposed and I pushed my breasts forward.  The silence stretched on and then Zach nodded.
 
    
 
   Several of the guys moved with a speed that shocked me.  I was roughly grabbed and manhandled into the common room, dragged forward so that my toes literally scrambled along the wood floor. It was violent and forceful. I loved it. I was thrown down upon one of the couches and the swarm of fraternity guys moved in.  My wrists and ankles were caught and I was pulled open, my wet sex on display.  One of the guys shoved a number of throw pillows behind my back, bending me in half.  Zach moved behind the couch and I looked up so I could see him.  His hand went high, then flashed downward.
 
    
 
   It caught my breast with a stinging slap that made me gasp.  And he didn’t stop.  Using both hands, back and forth, fast and hard, he delivered a beating to my boobs that left them bright pink, hot, and heavy.  My nipples were rock hard and I was groaning.  Of course part of that might have been the fact that one of the other fraternity guys was kneeling between my outstretched legs, licking and biting at my clit with a frenzy of movement.  As soon as Zach seemed done with my breasts, the guy on his knees moved and another young man stepped into his place.  This one however stood, wielding the leather belt extracted from his jeans.  It was doubled up and he gripped it about ten inches back from the fold.  His first stroke landed wetly on my slit, biting into my clit and I cried out, my rump coming up off the couch as my body rose to meet the impact.  Had they not been holding my legs I would have kicked wildly.
 
    
 
   The belt stung and the heat built as it landed again, a little farther to the right.  Red lines appeared on my inner thighs, but faded slightly as my tormentor moved back inward, landing several more blistering strokes against my labia.  I grit my teeth, the pressure inside me building in ways that a simple fucking could never handle and I couldn’t help myself.
 
    
 
   “Oh God! Yes! Hurt me!” I cried out.  They liked that.
 
    
 
   Zach moved away from my breasts and someone else stepped up to the plate and suddenly I was getting both halves nailed at the same time.  Another belt was produced, the last five or six inches used to slap my nipples, back and forth, while the doubled leather strap bit into the crevasse between my thighs. I began to thrash and it took the concerted effort of the men holding me down to keep me from closing my legs, or bringing my hands in to cover my breasts. My chest heaved and my toes curled and then, crazily, the fire inside me exploded brightly and I lost myself in the wave of pain-induced orgasm that any normal girl would never have experienced.  My vision swam and went red, the beating continuing between my legs and at my breasts, totally regardless of my orgasmic ecstasy.  I shuddered, eyes closed, mouth open in a wail that filled the massive room.  I’m not sure when Zach stopped them, but he did and I was only barely cognizant of his commanding voice, telling them to take me upstairs.
 
    
 
   I have my own room at the fraternity house. I know because the nameplate on the door says “Breanne.”  Most of the rooms in that corridor are decorated exactly as you would expect from a collection of horny college men.  But my room?  My room looked like Mattel’s Barbie had puked on Hello Kitty, followed by some serious bestiality sex.  It was pink, with white furniture, a simple white desk and chair in which a massive pink teddy bear sat.  The lamp had a pink shade.  It was… disgusting actually.  But what was neat was the bed.  It was a full, rather than a twin, and this one came with all sorts of interesting accessories.  They’d gone to the trouble of using fraternity funds to outfit the place and they’d even bought white leather cuffs.  I’d walked up the stairs willingly, held upright by two of the fraternity guys, one who liked to cop a feel of my breast as we climbed.
 
    
 
   “Which way?” Zach asked me as I looked down at the bed.
 
    
 
   “On my back,” I said, knowing that I’d just doubled the available target areas.  He nodded and the three of them quickly laid me down and began securing me spread-eagled to the mattress.  I wasn’t exactly pulled tight, but the bondage cuffs allowed little enough movement.  Zach produced a giant glass vase, filled with little white folded papers, and set it on the desk.  The single pillar candle, red in color, was lit.  I lifted my head.  The line in the hall was already forming.  He looked at me, shook his head, and walked out of the room, tapping the first in line on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   I didn’t even know his name and he looked young.  He walked in and reached into the glass container and extracted a piece of paper. He unfolded it, nodded and then let me read it.  I said it aloud, knowing that there would be an audience at the doorway.
 
    
 
   “Zipline,” I whispered, shuddering at the thought.
 
    
 
   He opened the top drawer of the bureau.  Most girls keep their panties and socks there.  But in this room, that was just one drawer filled with naughty things.  He drew out the collection of clothespins, a full dozen of them, each connected with a string.  It didn’t take him long and I yelped as he began putting the clothespins on.  He started at my right nipple, then circled around my breast, only to move to my left side.  I winced and whimpered as two more clothespins pinched flesh along my abdomen and then he placed a clothespin on my clit.  The last three went on my labia and I groaned, twisting with the pain.
 
    
 
   “Three, two, one.”  His words were hardly preparation, or even warning, and then he yanked the pull string.  I screamed.  Actually screamed as the clothespins went flying, leaving my vulnerable skin and body thrumming with pain.  Sexualized pain mind you.  And before I was done he was on top of me, his condom clad cock probing at my pulsing pussy.  I was so wet, so ready, that he slipped in on the first thrust, driving deep to the hilt as his mouth came down to my hardened nipples, biting at me.  I lifted my hips, grinding into him and he let out a low groan. We pumped energetically. I felt his shaft turn to granite, then pulse.  He collapsed on me, leaving me wanting.
 
    
 
   The first became the second and another slip of paper was drawn from the vase. I read it aloud as it was held in front of me.
 
    
 
   “Clover clamps,” I said loudly.
 
    
 
   The second guy produced a pair of steel clover clamps and placed them on my breasts.  Then, giving them a series of stiff pulls, he climbed up between my legs, gripped his penis at the base, and then slammed it home between my thighs.  We worked ourselves into a frantic rhythm, the chain between the clamps caught between his teeth, pulling on my nipples with every thrust.  Again, I was dangerously close to a second orgasm when he popped, leaving me breathless and still needy.
 
    
 
   The parade continued as the line moved forward.  Each of the guys in the hall came in one at a time, picked a piece of paper from the vase, tormented me and screwed me.  Ten strokes of the leather sap to my clit and a thorough fucking.  A light caning of my breasts followed by a deep and intense screwing.  Hot wax on my clit, whipped off with a flogger, then a gentle but maddening slow coitus.  A vibrator shoved up my ass so that both holes were filled when he took me.  A pussy spanking that left me tense and breathless before he slid his shaft in.  Rubber bands on my boobs, my nipples tweaked between thrusts of his manhood.  My thighs were whipped and I was plowed.  The soles of my feet were beaten with a cane until my toes curled, followed by a thick cock sliding through my petals.  Some things were repeated with different amounts or times of torture.  And after each five or six minutes of agony, there was the fucking, the non-stop fucking, that just went on and on.
 
    
 
   I saw Zach checking in on me occasionally.  I asked to be let up somewhere around ten o’clock, but it was just to use the bathroom, take a quick shower to sluice the perspiration and sweet musk of arousal from my skin, before allowing them to take me back, paraded naked through the house, to my bedroom.  This time I was laid face down and Zach replaced the vase with a different container with pink slips of paper and it was my ass that was now the main target.  Spanks, butt plugs, a caning, hot wax, getting screwed in both holes, a vibrator pushed underneath me, against my clit.  All sorts of things. And I came again and again, though not as often as each of the fresh faced fraternity guys who took me.
 
    
 
   It was around one o’clock in the morning when Zach came in.  I was barely awake, despite the fact that certain parts of me were still hurting.  He slipped two fingers into my sex and pushed on my shoulder. I’m not sure which woke me.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?” he said simply, shaking me with both hands.  I let out a low moan of pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?  It’s one o’clock in the morning,” he said, knowing that I’m an early riser and probably had critters to take care of back on the farm.
 
    
 
   I groaned, loving what his hand was doing between my legs.  “Is there still a line?” I mumbled.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “As long as you are here there will be a line on the off chance you’re taking cock.  Granted, right now there’s only three out there but you should see the hall.  There are little yellow sticky notes with names for thirty feet.  In fact, some of them were bright enough to put their names up twice. But I figured you needed to know the time.  Should I let you up?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head, though it came out as more of a long roll. “Called Jake before coming over,” I said sleepily.  
 
    
 
   Zach grinned. “So you have nowhere to be tomorrow morning?”
 
    
 
   “Thasss right…” my mush-mouthed tiredness managed to mangle.  
 
    
 
   “So you want me to leave you here? Tied up and fucked?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said, feeling a fresh surge of arousal from his hand.  “I want you to do something else for me.”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Flip me over.  I’m done on this side.”
 
    
 
   Zach laughed and began releasing my arms and legs.  Finally I was able to roll over and he whistled as he caught sight of my breasts, thighs, and loins.  Even as he began cuffing me again he shook his head. 
 
    
 
   “Do you have any idea how you look?”
 
    
 
   “Scrumptious?” I asked tiredly.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Well used,” he said.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Good.”  I glanced over at the vase with the paper slips in it. “How many slips are left?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Zach looked. “Maybe twenty or so? “
 
    
 
   “Refill it.”
 
    
 
   “What?”  The shock and surprise in his voice was perfect.
 
    
 
   “I will stay right here until every single slip of paper is gone,” I told him.  “Though I may sleep through some of it.” 
 
    
 
   “Breanne, there are over fifty torments, over a dozen of which you’ve already done.  It will take you the rest of the day. And I mean today, Saturday.  Not Friday.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at him, arms above my head, bound to the bed, my legs spread, my body laid out like a buffet.  “Then you better get started,” I said with a grin. “Pick a piece of paper,” I told him.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed and shook his head in disbelief. “You are fucking amazing,” he said, turning to the bureau and grabbing out a slip of paper. He held it out to me after reading it.  I saw the words: clamps on her nipples, and I read it aloud, but then I added something.
 
    
 
   “And hold a vibrator to her clit until she’s so sensitive and tender she’s screaming as she cums.” I said.  Zach’s eyebrow went up and I just kept going.  “And then, after she’s done cumming, put your dick into her and pump until you’re satisfied.”
 
    
 
   He leaned down and gave me a soft kiss.  “Sounds good to me.”
 
    
 
   It was better than a cactus.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: secondstory]Second Story
 
    
 
   The looks I was already getting bordered on sexual harassment, but I guess it was to be expected.  After all, I might as well have been naked standing there.  I took a deep breath and instantly regretted it as the air swirled along the underside of my breasts, the short peasant blouse swinging in response to filling my lungs.  The shirt, if you could call it that, was nothing more than a cream colored drape running from shoulder to shoulder, the collar just above my breasts.  The problem was that the curtain covering my bosom was only seven or so inches long, which as far as dressings go barely kept my breasts covered and since there was no contour to the blouse and it ended literally just at the bottom of my boobs, every man within ten feet tried desperately to look up my shirt, which admittedly was a little different. Usually men try to look down.  
 
    
 
   My midriff was startlingly bare, at least until you got down past my navel, and I mean way past my navel.  The skirt I had slung around my hips was a low rider, loose and blue in color.  The hem flared nicely, so while it hugged my butt I had the freedom of movement needed to do stupid slutty things, like spread my legs without having the damn thing roll up my thighs. I had nothing on underneath; no bra or panties, and the butterflies inside me were going nuts as I stepped closer to the rail, toward humiliating exposure.  My thumb went to my waistband where the remote control for the vibroballs was quietly tucked while at the same time I glanced down at the silver watch on my left wrist.  A moment later I felt the soft rumble of the two ovoid pellets inside me come to life.  I let out a soft gasp as my pussy clenched around the vibrating toys. Reaching out, I took hold of the rail and looked down.  The railing itself was nothing but glass with a wooden top.  Quite a few people were walking beneath me and as I spread my legs slightly I blushed crimson, knowing that all anyone needed to do was look up.
 
    
 
   It was nerve wracking and I quivered; not from sexual need but from fright.  Here I was, standing in public, people on my own level staring at the barely dressed redhead girl standing at the railing. I leaned forward, trying to look comfortable, my elbows resting on the rail.  The folks below seemed to be oblivious, despite the fact that a single glance upward would give them the opportunity to look right up my skirt and definitely up my blouse.  That thought made my sex tighten around the vibroballs again and I bit my lip, restraining my urge to flee.
 
    
 
   I was wearing high heels too, though they weren’t my stripper shoes.  Sporting three inch heels, they were strap sandals that had a pretty intense arch and according to Kari, who had bought them for me, made my feet look delicate and scrumptious.  Whatever the hell that means. They weren’t any more comfortable than my stripper shoes, but I had better balance in them and didn’t have to wear a red light on my head in order alert low flying aircraft that I was a good nine inches taller than usual.
 
    
 
   The minutes ticked by and I couldn’t help squirming. I just couldn’t settle.  Each little jerk of my hips seemed to set the hem of my skirt swinging and it took me only five minutes to realize that my slightly bent over position made the exposure of my breasts even more evident, while actually lifting the back of my skirt slightly.  I could feel the wetness of my sex trembling around the vibroballs and I realized that I was approaching the whole thing with the wrong mindset. I should be trying to cum.  I mean, that was the point.  I had ten minutes to set myself up for an explosion.  And if it happened, I’d be done. Finished. No longer required to humiliate myself in public.  All I needed to do was climax.
 
    
 
   And so with three minutes left and still far enough away from the edge, I tried to swing my hips slightly. It was a lewd gesture that left little to the imagination and made it clear that I was sexually stimulated.  The movement made the vibroballs inside me roll and clatter and I began taking short steps along the railing, hoping that the prurient roll of my hips would be enough to drive me over the edge. There were repercussions for not cumming and a bit of obvious sexuality now would spare me loads of embarrassment later.
 
    
 
   But there are limits.  As much as I wanted to sling my hips, or reach down between my legs and rub lightly at my clit, or hell - even find a bench arm to hump, I wasn’t about to be so blatantly obvious.  It just went against every fiber of my being.  So as I whimpered in distress, both sexual and embarrassing, the seconds passed and there was little I could do to drive myself into the welcoming embrace of orgasmic release.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes were suddenly up and I fled, hurrying into a nearby store, still somewhat shaken.  I ducked into a back corner, concealed by racks of clothing and took care of the first order of business; the vibroballs.  I turned them off, reveling in the quiet stillness inside my sex.  I sighed in relief, happy to be out of sight, struggling to gather the courage for round two.  Of course, there would be one thing different the next time I was forced to go to the railing.  I pushed my hand into my small canvas bag and rooted around for just a few seconds before finding what I was looking for.  The silver chain that connected the two alligator clamps found my fingertips and I pulled out the cruel jewelry.
 
    
 
   Flipping up my blouse was so ridiculously easy that it was almost frightening.  Glancing down I saw that my nipples were hard as rocks, pointed and ready for clamping.  Was I cold? I didn’t think so.  A shiver went up my spine and I pinched the first little steel toothed clamp open and set it deep on my left nipple.  A shard of discomforting pain went deep and I let out a small whimper.  Then I did the same thing to my other breast, fitting the metal toothed jaws behind my piercing and the gold padlock that dangled from my right nipple.  It hurt, though the pressure wasn’t as bad as say clothespins.  Still, I could feel a throbbing ache almost immediately as my heart labored to pump blood into the crushed tips of my breasts.  I thought I could feel the little dull teeth chewing at my nipples and I lowered the blouse.
 
    
 
   The chain connecting the clamps was totally visible, but so were the clamps themselves.  The gunmetal gray of the steel were two dark shapes underneath the thin cream of the peasant blouse and since the tips of my breasts were the furthest points they made the clamps the new defining aspect.  The hell with the ruffles. They made little difference and between the chain and the dark and obvious shapes along my front there was little doubt that not only was I clamped, but that they were hanging from my nipples.  
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and this time, not only did the blouse swing, but so did the chain.  Pain sparked along my bosom and bracing myself, I left the store, ignoring the look of the clerk, who stared at me in shock.  In less than a minute I was back at the rail, my fingers sliding the vibroballs back on to their lowest setting, my breasts hurting as I once again adopted my legs apart pose and tilted position at the rail.
 
    
 
   The first few minutes seemed to crawl as my body began to gear back up.  There was the prerequisite tightening of my stomach as my nerves set that flurry of butterflies awing again.  And of course with the vibroballs once more tumbling inside me my sex locked down as well.  There were constant urges to pump my hips, to virtually fuck whatever it was and now, thanks to the alligator clamps, there were two points of acute discomfort nibbling at the tips of my breasts.  As far as stimulation goes I could hardly ask for more.  There was something buzzing between my legs, my nipples ached with just the right amount of pain laced pressure, and there I was standing exposed at the glass railing of a fucking mall and…
 
    
 
   Oh my God. 
 
    
 
   There was a man staring up at me.  I blushed crimson so fast I could feel the heat rising off my cheeks.  I looked away, my belly twisting in nauseating waves.  I knew he could see the bottoms of both my breasts, the nipple clamps and the chain dangling from the tips.  God knows what he could see under my skirt.  Was the light good enough for him to see the wet petals of my sex, or worse - the wire of the vibroballs coiled up and disappearing into my waistband? I fought the urge to flee, to run away and instead did the unthinkable. I leaned forward more and added another eight inches of space between my knees.
 
    
 
   He took a few steps forward and I closed my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. I knew what he was doing.  He was going for a better angle, trying to get that glimpse up my skirt.  Me? I was just making it easier for him and he crossed the main floor of the mall until he was almost directly beneath me.  I glanced down. He had his cell phone out. I checked the time.  Four more minutes.  Four agonizingly long minutes.  How could I stand there, on display for so long, so desperate?  Was I desperate?  I took stock.  My pussy was going nuts around the vibroballs, but on low there just wasn’t enough to push me onward. I was stuck on a plateau and even knowing that I was being watched, possibly videoed or photographed, was not enough.  I hid my face behind my hair and realized that I was already twitching, swinging my hips in a prurient fashion as my loins tried to jack me into the orgasmic ecstasy I really longed for.  I wanted to tug on the chain between my breasts, or touch my clit. Could I get away with it?  What if he saw?  Would he care? I could feel the juices leaking down my thigh, but there just wasn’t enough stimulation!  
 
    
 
   The terrible line between wanton abandon and abject humiliation worried at me constantly.  I didn’t know which way to go.  I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. Another ten minutes like this would destroy me, but no… there was no way I could swing my hips like I needed to, or press my aching pussy against the rail.  I couldn’t reach down and lift the front of my skirt and touch my wet slit, or pinch my clit or anything.  And I knew, in my heart of hearts, that the man below me could see the dark pink slit within the shadow of my skirt.  He could see the moisture leaking from my sex, my need, my desire.  And my breasts, oh they ached so much! I wanted to pull on the chain, or twist the clamps, or let someone else do it.  
 
    
 
   Trembling I stood there the last minute until my watch again showed my time was up.  I straightened and closed my legs, shocked that I was so wet, so horny, so desperate.  I turned the vibroballs off as I scurried along, disappearing into another clothing store, moving to the back until I was able to find a somewhat hidden spot, terrified of being seen or caught or cumming.  
 
    
 
   Cumming. I didn’t cum. I closed my eyes, fighting back the tears.  My God! What would it take?  I shook my head.  I’d let loose the previous day, experiencing orgasm after orgasm thanks to these very vibroballs.  Kari had made me wear them, on low for the first thirty minutes, but then turning them up to medium for the next fifteen, only to blast my frail sexual stability for the last quarter of an hour.  The entire day was like that, with the only moments of sexual sobriety when I was closeted with my family or using the restroom.  And with no limits on the number of orgasms I could have, I’d sort of gone a little nuts.  
 
    
 
   And of course, I’d masturbated to orgasm in the truck right before going into the mall.  I knew it would make it harder, but Master Matt had insisted, knowing it would make it harder on me to accomplish something as natural to me as cumming.  So I’d sat in my truck, my legs spread wide, my fingers slipping through my folds, the vibroballs humming softly inside me, as I plucked and twisted my clit until I couldn’t contain myself anymore.  
 
    
 
   Now, half-hidden behind another rack of clothes, drawing only the suspicious ire of the clerk watching me, I fished through my canvas bag and pulled out the next assigned punishment. Nestled inside a rubber sheath were the bright metal teeth of the third alligator clamp, a monster compared to the two that were chewing on the tips of my breasts.  The larger model had a slightly harder bite, and the teeth weren’t quite as dull.  I pinched it open, once again trembling, this time in frightened anticipation.  What would this do to me?  When those metal teeth closed on my clitoral hood, crushing it and my clit, would the pain floor me, or would it be the catalyst that finally pushed me into orgasmic ecstasy?  There was one last punishment in my bag, a final torment so I wanted this to be the last ten minutes there at the rail.  I was wet. I was needy. I wanted it.  So I lifted the hem of my skirt.  My petals were pink and soft and glistening. The wire to the vibroballs disappeared into my depths and I set the open, spring-loaded jaws on either side of my clitoris.  The sharp edges grazed against my flesh and a shiver ran up my spine, giving me goose bumps.  And then I let the clamp close.
 
    
 
   Agony blossomed between my legs and I doubled over as the pain shot up from my clit. Had the vibroballs been eggs I’d have crushed them with the tightened pressure of my pain-wracked pussy.  But then as I took a step the weight of the vibroballs moved inside me and the smoldering wreckage of my libido burst into flame.  I marched out of the store, ignoring the look of astonishment from the clerk, whose eyes focused on my clamped breasts, until I found my way to the rail once more. I thumbed up the vibroballs, until they only barely began to rumble and I spread my legs wide, my pussy pressed to the glass of the rail wall, with only my blue skirt between the transparent surface and my dripping, pulsing, hurting wanting sex.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes. I can do ten minutes.  It’s a whisper in my mind as my body responds to the torments, the pain and pleasure, the mixture of sensations that make them both and neither.  It’s the wet, stentorian cry of desperation, of querulous wants that take you, wringing out the very substance of our being in one glorious moment where the ends meet the beginnings.  It’s the spark of life and damn it… I wanted to cum.
 
    
 
   The third time at the rail was harder.  My clitoris hurt, throbbing pulses of hot, wet heat added to the mix.  I felt like my breasts had been perforated with sharp pins, shoved through my tender nipples, the pain deep and aching.  And underneath it all, the want and need of my libido, steadily massaged and churned into a simmering want by the vibroballs, the low intensity rumble combining with my acute discomposure. Half of me wanted to grind and bump, thrusting my hips wildly to make the jumbo alligator clamp wiggle, driving me into orgasmic bliss, while the other half of me couldn’t take the thought of shaking my derriere in such an explicit manner while perched on the second story rail, strutting my stuff.  Was it not enough that anyone looking up at me could see, almost perfectly, the soft curves of my bosom?  Or that under my skirt was nothing but the pink petals of a pussy wanting cock?
 
    
 
   I’m not sure which of those things kept me from cumming; the shame of my predicament or the pain at the tips of my breasts and my clitoris.  But despite my best efforts (without being blatantly risqué) orgasm eluded me. Again.  And so with a whimper of relief as the timer went off I escaped from the rail, turning the vibroballs off and finding yet another clothing store to duck into.  Except this time I grabbed something to try on.
 
    
 
   I have no idea what it was I took.  Probably a shirt or a dress or something, but I needed it as an excuse. The punishment for failing to cum on the third round was probably the most extreme. I knew that I’d be reeling from a powerful orgasm in just minutes, and so when I pulled the vibrating anal beads out of my bag and began the process of lubricating them with girl goo there wasn’t much of a mystery about what was coming.  I put one high heel up on the bench and reached behind me, rubbing the smallest of the beads against the puckered opening of my ass. Pushing gently, I felt the disturbing sensation of my sphincter spreading, the unnatural feeling of something going in instead of coming out.  I pushed more, managing to get the second bead embedded as my rear end protested the growing pressure of the first bead as it went deeper.  The third bead was harder to get in and I let out a soft cry as I tried very hard to relax.  
 
    
 
   It took almost ten minutes for me to get the vibrating anal beads fully set and when I was done I studied myself in the mirror.  Don’t get me wrong. I was hot. I was smoking hot. I was a vision of sexual delight, a lush redhead who literally dripped sex.  And I mean that.  I was dripping.  I ran the wire of the vibrating anal beads up underneath my skirt and tucked the remote into my waistband.  With a deep breath and the matching ache from the alligator clamps, I prepared myself mentally and physically to face the approaching challenge.  I opened the changing room door, dropped off the shirt I’d wanted to try on, and stepped back out into the common mall area.
 
    
 
   I turned the vibroballs back on, except this time I pumped the wheel to maximum, eliciting a groan from my own throat as my sex tightened spasmodically around the shaking bullets.  A moment later the vibrating anal beads added their spunk to the mix and in short order my entire lower half was experiencing its own 9.8 earthquake.  I stepped up to the rail, looked down on the people below me, spreading my legs enough to ensure that even a casual glance would get an unimpeded view of my now boiling cauldron.  The vibrations were what had been missing. I knew it. I could feel it.  
 
    
 
   The clock started the moment I touched the rail and within a minute I knew I was going to make it. I could feel the freight train of orgasm rattling straight at me, the horn blaring loudly. I couldn’t control the twitching of my hips, though I did manage to clamp down enough to make it look more like I was having a seizure than an orgasm. My chest heaved and I bit my lip, willing myself into silence.  
 
    
 
   Then I caught sight of the man with the phone. He was standing beneath me, eyes focused upward and I found my sex instantly reacting to his penetrating gaze. I knew with absolute certainty he was looking up my skirt, his sharp eyes digging into the swollen, wet, and shaking petals.  I shuddered again and leaned forward just a bit, making sure my boobs were hanging over the rail. He brought up the phone and I turned my head to make sure my face was covered by red hair.  He quickly moved away, heading for the escalator nearby.  Me?  I realized the orgasm was happening.  I gripped the rail and locked my jaw as I let out a soft, low moan.  Everything between my legs sort of melted into this one massive sensation, a bubbling stew of pain, ecstasy, humiliation, arousal, need, desperation, and wanton abandon.  Now I couldn’t control my hips and I jerked forward and back, fucking the vibroballs inside me, making the jumbo alligator clamps swing.  And just as the urge to throw back my head and pop the man who had stood beneath me just a minute before suddenly appeared at my elbow.
 
    
 
   “Hi. Are you cumming?” he asked me, his expression tense.
 
    
 
   I gasped, turning.  He was in his mid to late twenties, brown short hair, a bit of beard, sharp blue eyes.  He was clearly pleased and instead of answering him I merely twisted, grabbed him with both arms, and buried my face in his shoulder.  The orgasm climaxed and I let out a cry that ended in his shoulder.  He wrapped his arms around me as I trembled and shook, the orgasm ripping its way through every vein.
 
    
 
   When I was finally done I wiped a tear from my eye and straightened up.  My hands fumbled for the controllers and I found them, turning them off.  Only then did I make eye-contact with the man who had his hands on my waist.  The expression of curiosity in his face, the arousal of my predicament - it made him very attractive.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.  “Now take me somewhere private so I can suck your cock and fuck your brains out.” My voice was ragged and tense. I grabbed his hand and slid it up under the peasant blouse so he could feel the alligator clamp and squeeze my breast. His eyes widened and the grin on his face was so huge I thought it might go beyond his cheeks.  He tugged once on the clamp and then took my hand.  
 
    
 
   “Is that what you want?” he asked sincerely.
 
    
 
   I nodded and slipped the remotes out of my waistband, handing them to him.  “Here, you might need these.”  He blinked and turned the vibroballs up, making me gasp and sending another shiver down my spine.  He smiled and turned on the vibrating anal beads.  I groaned. Then he hung both remotes on the chain dangling between my nipples.  Fresh pain burst through me as he took my hand.
 
    
 
   “I can handle that,” he said, and led me away from the mall, from the utter and abject humiliation of standing there, exposed at the rail, everything on display, at the second story.
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne, for this assignment you will dress in your short peasant blouse and your loose, flared blue skirt.  You will bring your vibroballs, all three alligator clamps, and vibrating anal beads with you.  You will drive to any mall that has two stories, insert the vibroballs, and then position yourself on the second story, right next to the railing.  You will then turn the vibroballs to low.  You have ten minutes to cum. You are not allowed to touch yourself.  Should you fail to orgasm you will turn off the vibroballs, find a private spot and attach the alligator nipple clamps to your breasts.  You will then return to the railing and again spend ten minutes trying to cum.  Should you again fail to achieve climax, you will turn off the vibroballs, again find a quiet spot, and attach the jumbo alligator clamp to your clit.  You again will try to cum, with the vibroballs still on low, within a ten minute time span.  Should you fail a third time, you will turn off the vibroballs, find a private spot, and insert the vibrating anal beads.  For your fourth attempt you will turn both the beads and the vibroballs to their maximum setting for the ten minute duration.  Should you fail to cum you are to find a willing partner who will deliver twenty spanks to your bottom and breasts.  If you are successful, you may turn off the vibroballs and beads.
 
    
 
   You will however, leave all the clamps and toys attached or in.  In order to remove them, regardless of your success at cumming, you will need to suck one cock for each item. Have Fun.
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: anightout1]A Night Out – Part One
 
    
 
   I was naked when I rang the doorbell.
 
    
 
   What? Don’t look at me as if you’re shocked.  There are a dozen good reasons why I might have been strutting my stuff.  Perhaps it was an assignment, demanding that I march up to a stranger’s door in the buff, asking for donations for PETA.  Or perhaps it was a scavenger hunt where I had to go residence to residence, begging for just the right article of clothing.  Or perhaps I was at Kari’s condo, my truck parked out front, while I cowered half-hidden behind a massive oleander bush and surrounded by bromeliads and painter’s plants hoping the local UPS driver wasn’t about to make a delivery.  
 
    
 
   Sigh… okay you got me. It was the last one.
 
    
 
   But that didn’t change the fact that my gym shorts, the tee shirt, bra, panties, and flip flops that I’d been wearing just a few minutes before were now rolled up into a tight little bundle, tucked up under one arm.  Of course I still had my jewelry on.  Dangling from my right nipple was a small gold hoop which sported a similarly sized padlock, the sigil of the Society of the Golden Rose firmly emblazoned on the side.  A bit lower, nestled in the soft “v” of my slit and only barely visible, was a thin string which led to a pair of rubber coated spheres, both buried deep inside my sex.  As still as I was, they weren’t rolling around inside me, but I’d been wearing the ben wa balls all day and even though it was barely past lunch I was so aroused from the incessant caress that moisture leaked down my thighs.
 
    
 
   The door swung open just as I was about to knock and my mouth dropped open, my eyes wide as Kari answered the door.  That in itself was strange.  Usually she had Robert answer the doorbell and I was accustomed to having the sexy hunk appear naked, his cock usually in a state of arousal.  For fun I would grab him, give him a good squeeze and a kiss, and then enter. But this time that was out of the question, because Kari stood there.
 
    
 
   She was dressed in just a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, but her skin glowed with health, her makeup was done, and her hair looked freshly curled.  Normally Kari keeps her hair straight, so the curled look was definitely something special.  My eyebrow went up as she looked at my naked body with a curious expression.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” I said, just a tad bit impressed with her hair. “What’s up?” I asked as I fidgeted slightly under her gaze.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne Erickson,” she said with a breathy voice. “What have you done to yourself?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I looked down at my body self-consciously.  I knew exactly what she was talking about since the marks of my Friday night and Saturday roast were still quite evident against my skin.  Both breasts sported a number of finely drawn welts, delivered with a thin birch cane. These matched a number of similar red lines that spanned both my inner thighs and buttocks.  Thank God she couldn’t see the bottoms of my feet because both arches had been targeted a few times as well.  And welts weren’t all.  I had bruises on both ass cheeks, along my vulnerable labia, and on both breasts.  Nothing too bad.  It didn’t quite look like I was the victim of domestic violence or anything.  It just appeared that I’d had a really, really fun time. 
 
    
 
   And I had.
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson.  “I uh… well… I went to Zach’s place Friday night,” I admitted.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes widened slightly and her mouth turned up slightly at the corners.  “And you look like you spent all of Saturday there as well,” she said, shaking her head.  She let out a sigh. “I suppose it is to be expected.  Hopefully the dress covers most of it.”  She took a step back and let me into the condo.
 
    
 
   I put my clothing down on the key table and kicked my flip flops underneath, straightening them with my toe to keep her high and mightiness, the queen of obsessive compulsive disorders, from deciding that my not quite straight footwear required me to receive a brutal spanking.
 
    
 
   Kari had ignored my question, turning away and walking into the living room.  As usual, it was decorated in a mixture so totally Kari that it took my breath away.  Old world elegance combined with a modern flair, with rich woods and dark crimsons dominated the room.  The leather sofa was empty, and so was the rest of the living room, Robert nowhere to be seen.  
 
    
 
   “Do you need to shower?” she asked, her eyes catching sight of my abused rump.
 
    
 
   Good question.  I’d worked all morning on my parent’s farm and normally if I arrive just after lunch it would have been a good bet that I needed to get the stench of horse shit off me.  But this time I shook my head.
 
    
 
   “You said we’d be out all evening, so I cleaned up first,” I said brightly, hoping she’d be pleased.
 
    
 
   She was.  “Good.  That means we can spend more time on makeup.”
 
    
 
   I groaned. “Kari? Please?”  I’m not a makeup girl.  Oh sure, I’ll put on some eyeshadow and liner when I’m going out on a date or something, but I hate lipstick and usually just go with gloss.  Base always feels like I’m wearing a mask, and my freckles are cute anyway, and across my nose, so it’s not really necessary.  Rouge always seems a little too red on me, and usually if I want color I just have to get embarrassed, which happens rather frequently to me anyway.  Hell, you should see me blush when I’m dressed conservatively and someone comes up to me and says “hey Bre! Remember me? We fucked about two years ago in that bathroom on Main! How you been?  Can I have another round?”
 
    
 
   That also seems to be happening more frequently.
 
    
 
   Kari took my hand and led me toward her bedroom, passing the permanent dungeon in the second bedroom. I was grateful. I had honestly thought she’d called me over to spend a few hours riding the wooden horse, or stretched out on the iBench, getting my clit shocked by her TENS unit.  Not that I would have minded.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, remember.  I would have gladly submitted to that kind of torment.
 
    
 
   It took Kari an hour. Makeup. Hair. Toe and fingernails.  Everything.  I was spritzed with a fruity scented perfume.  And when I was done I looked at myself in the mirror and gaped.
 
    
 
   I was beautiful.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong, I’m not ugly.  But I’m not model pretty either and I know it.  It’s why I’m a farm girl instead of a pornstar.  I’m cute, yes.  But pretty as Cherry Torn or Kendra James?  Nope. Not even close.  And yet…
 
    
 
   I could have given both those starlets a run for their money with the girl I saw in the mirror.  My red locks were curled adorably around my face.  Kari had put darker eyeliner on than I usually wore, making my eyes big and exotic.  The eyeshadow was this gradient between midnight and crimson and my lashes looked twice as long as usual.  My lips were glistening with the strawberry flavored gloss she kept for me and my ears, both pierced, sported these huge rubies that dangled from silver chains.  The rest of me was pretty good too.  Kari had covered some of the more obvious marks on my breasts and bottom with a light covering of base and I was almost good enough to take pictures of.
 
    
 
   “Let’s get dressed,” Kari said next. “Robert will be by with the car to pick us up in about thirty minutes.  Then she went to the closet and brought out two outfits.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t hard to figure out which was mine.  One outfit was this amazing deep blue color, with a low cut collar and an angled hem that almost went from mid-thigh to heel.  It flared exotically and beautifully.  The other outfit was a slut’s dress.  Black, and barely designed to cover the necessities, there were slits and mesh covered whorls in it all over.  I knew in a flash that I could forget about sexy underwear, or a bra for that matter, since such articles of clothing would be instantly and awkwardly visible in such an outfit.  The neckline was so low that I’d be forced to constantly worry about my breasts falling out and the hemline was so high that sitting down would no doubt flash my goods as well. I gave Kari a long, hard stare.  She grinned and tossed me the dress.
 
    
 
   Admittedly it wasn’t hard to get into, though it was uncomfortably tight in certain places.  Most of it was made of some sort of stretchy material and the dress clung to my boobs as if it had been painted on.  Thank God it was black, because if it had been white it would have been transparent.  Even so, half my chest was still exposed and I had to constantly adjust my left side to keep the nipple from being seen through one of the mesh “windows” in the dress.  It was also itchy, too short, and made me look more like a whore than a fashion model.
 
    
 
   Kari brought out a new pair of shoes for me and my heart sank even more.  Not quite as bad as my stripper shoes, these still sported an overly tall heel, as well as a blown up sole that screamed “showgirl” rather than sensible sweetheart dressing up.  Black straps wrapped around my ankle and despite my arches, toes and heel all being exposed, there was a definite “bondage” vibe coming from the shoes.  It looked like something a collared sex slut would be wearing.  Finally Kari came over and put a necklace on me, one that sported a matching vermilion stone at the throat. I was not pleased. The necklace drew the eye straight to my cleavage, which the dress made into this impressive gully that looked deep and long.  Hell, you could see the wash through one of the mesh windows as well!  
 
    
 
   And then we were done.  Kari picked up a small clutch as well as this expensive mink shawl, then nodded to me.  
 
    
 
   “Let’s go, Bre.”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: anightout2]A Night Out - Part Two
 
    
 
   We stepped to the curb and for the second time that afternoon my jaw dropped open and I stared in wide-eyed astonishment.  There was a limousine parked in front of Kari’s condo. An actual limo, black and long, and not the cheap for rent kind. Oh no.  This one belonged to someone.  I could tell.  The driver was standing next to the door wearing a dark suit and a cap.  After a moment I recognized him.
 
    
 
   “Robert?”
 
    
 
   He grinned at me and then winked, opening the door.  He held out his hand to Kari, who climbed in, then me and I bent down and struggled to get into the vehicle without my boobs or ass falling out.  That required one hand to hold onto the front of my dress while the other clung to the back side. I was relatively unsuccessful and Robert got a great look at my bare bottom as well as my shaved, pink, moist slit.  The inside of the limo was cream colored, and my middle-class farm girl eyes looked around in shock.  There was a flat screen television, a fully stocked wet bar, a Blu-ray DVD player, radio, a Wi-Fi tablet with Bluetooth and hot spot internet.  Robert had the window between the driver’s and passenger compartments open and he got in behind the wheel and we started to drive.
 
    
 
   “Where are we going?” I asked Kari curiously, settling down into one of the seats.  My dress had ridden up and my wet pussy, still stuffed with the ben wa balls, was on full display, but I decided that unless Kari said something, I was going to force her to deal with it.  She’s the one who picked the dress. I sat in a posture that was very unlady-like and practically screamed “look at me!” 
 
    
 
   “We have other guests to collect,” Kari explained, her eyes going to the wet slit between my legs.
 
    
 
   I blinked at that.  Other guests?  And where were we going?  I glanced out the window, but Kari touched my arm, drawing my attention.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs and edge for me.  But do not cum or I’ll punish you.”
 
    
 
   “My legs are spread,” I retorted.  Kari just stared at me so I licked my lips once and followed orders.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later, when the limo stopped and the door opened, Mistress Isobel and her maid/submissive Madeline climbed in to see me with my legs obscenely spread, two fingers soaked all the way to the knuckle, while I moaned and quivered in what could only be described as self-indulgent bliss.  But I hadn’t cum.  
 
    
 
   Isobel was dressed in a beige dress that was all light material and seemed to float around her amazing bust.  Nothing was revealed except shape and my God what an amazing shape!  Isobel’s dark Mediterranean roots were so obvious.  Madeline on the other hand was this cute little brunette who looked as French as her name.  She was also dressed to the nines in this little red dress that accentuated her curves and showed a tremendous amount of skin, but wasn’t quite as revealing as mine.  Madeline grinned at me and sat down on the bench seat next to Isobel.
 
    
 
   I ignored the conversation, which was mostly about which Society slave girl was going to be providing the exhibition at the next monthly meeting.  I didn’t care.  Even if Kari had decided I’d be on display, there was little I’d be doing except suffering sexually, so instead I concentrated on the slow, maddening circles of my fingertips along my exposed petals.  I had to stop to keep from cumming every so often, but I managed to stay right on edge the entire time.
 
    
 
   The limo stopped again and this time Mistress Sara and Alissa climbed in.  They too were dressed much nicer than me, even Alissa, who looked like a teenager going to prom.  Sara was in an elegant black dress, but one that complimented her full figure and clung to her like wet gauze.  It was quite nice.  Alissa sported this beautiful blue, strapless number that emphasized her cleavage and had a ruffled hem that only came down mid-thigh.  
 
    
 
   I started to stop my self-pleasuring and sit up straighter as Sara’s eyes roamed over my body, but Kari shot me an angry look.  “Did I say you could stop?  Spread your legs wide and keep edging!”
 
    
 
   I flushed crimson in humiliation.  Neither Alissa nor Madeline were being forced to masturbate in front of everyone else.  In fact both had their knees together, were quietly talking to each other, and looked like they were going to a dinner party.  I started to feel awkward and out of place, which just made me wetter.  
 
    
 
   We drove for almost another fifteen minutes and then Robert stopped the limo again.  This time it was Kylie and her mistress, Savannah who climbed into the limousine.  They didn’t even show surprise at my exposed and humiliated state, stepping over my outstretched legs as if it were a common, everyday occurrence to climb into a limousine occupied by a nympho humiliation pain slut slowly masturbating.  Kylie glittered in this sleeveless dress that went right up to her throat, covered in glittering rhinestones, belted narrowly at the waist, which flared out into a wavy bottom with an angle hem similar to Kari’s outfit.  I couldn’t tell the color of the material, but I’m guessing taupe or some other light tone.  Still, I was sensing a pattern.  Four Society submissives in the car, yet only one of them wearing something slutty.  Only one of them with her legs spread, her fingers swirling wetly through her sex.  I sensed conspiracy.
 
    
 
   Mistress Savannah wore a dark red dress that complimented her blond hair perfectly. She wore floor length satin and it rustled lightly in the confines of the limo.  I swear, she could have stepped out of “Gone with the Wind” if she really wanted too, right down to the southern accent.  Still, her beauty and poise just made me even more aware of the fact that I was the only one doing the naughty.
 
    
 
   I was momentarily taking a break from my slow torment of masturbation, mostly because I knew just a bit more would drive me over the edge, when I realized they were all ignoring me.  All of them.  Kari was engaged in conversation with Isobel, Savannah, and Sara, while Madeline, Alissa, and Kylie chatted quietly across from me.  I cleared my throat, and tried to jump into the conversation.
 
    
 
   “So, Alissa.  How are things going?” I said, my voice tight and strained.  
 
    
 
   Alissa glanced over at me, her eyes going down to my exposed slit, the wet petals, and my still lightly rubbing fingers.  Then she turned away, and continued on with her conversation with Kylie.  
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Hey,” I said, just a touch irritated.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Kari reached out and flicked her hand against my breast, slapping it hard enough to make both boobs pop out of the black material of my bodice.  I cried out and reached up to cover my breasts when she gave me a dark look.
 
    
 
   “You will stay quiet unless you are moaning.  Since you insist on displaying your breasts, leave them out.  And I want to see how close you are to orgasm on your face.”
 
    
 
   And that was that.  So much for conversation.
 
    
 
   Now with my breasts hanging out, my legs spread, and my society sisters pointedly ignoring me, I had little to do but caress the pink and wet folds of my sex.  I didn’t realize it at the time, but the humiliation of being treated like that in front of the people I liked and knew made me twice as wet and horny as I had been before.  I had to stop again, my face flushed with need, my chest heaving, my nipples hard and so wanting to be touched, tweaked or sucked on.  Oh my God how I wanted to crawl across the cab to Madeline, or Alissa, or Kylie, and slip up underneath their skirts and do naughty things to their clits with my tongue. I wanted their hands on me.  But they were ignoring me, treating me like something almost unwanted.  I didn’t realize I was closing my legs unconsciously, trying to be just a tad bit less conspicuous, until Mistress Isobel suddenly leaned forward and smacked her hand across my thigh with a stinging slap.
 
    
 
   “Oww!” I cried out, my eyes snapping up to her face in shock.  It had hurt more than it probably should have since she’d smacked me in almost exactly the same spot I’d gotten sapped on Friday night.
 
    
 
   “You are to keep your legs open, Breanne.  Sluts like you don’t deserve to be allowed to close your legs.  If I see you closing again I’ll have you locked into a spreader bar.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and opened my legs much farther than I had before.  My thighs ached I had them so wide.
 
    
 
   “Now get your fingers back in that slit and work yourself right to the edge,” Isobel hissed angrily.
 
    
 
   I put my fingers back in my slit and began pumping fast, two fingers buried deep, but there were tears in my eyes.  Everything about my situation seemed wrong to me.  Why was I the only one being treated like this? Where were we going?  Why was everyone dressed nicely but me?  Why weren’t Alissa, Madeline, and Kylie talking to me?
 
    
 
   And then I came.  I couldn’t help it.  There was just too much happening.  I was too messed up, humiliated and feeling worthless, my sex tight and wet and so desperate. My fingers curled inside me as I shuddered in ecstasy and everyone stopped talking and stared at me like I was some sort of monster, cumming in the limousine like that.
 
    
 
   The wave of pleasure I felt shriveled and died under those stares and had there been a rock nearby I would have fled and crawled under it.  Seven women all looked at me like I’d just committed the most horrible social faux pas in history, as if half of them hadn’t done anything similar ever!  My humiliation suddenly turned to anger and my eyes flashed dangerously and my mouth puckered into a frown.
 
    
 
   “You slut,” Isobel said quietly in response.  Kari twisted in her seat and began fidgeting along one of the compartments.  A moment later she produced a thick, glass-looking anal plug, with a crimson jewel on the end.  Without a word she tossed it to me.  It landed in my lap and tumbled down between my thighs to land in the puddle of girl goo I’d sort of accidentally deliberately deposited on the expensive leather seat.
 
    
 
   “Clearly you won’t be needing any lubricant,” Kari said acidly.
 
    
 
   I blinked and my hand went down to the plug.  I picked it up. It was hard as a rock and I realized it was made of some sort of glass like plastic. Or maybe Pyrex. Everyone was staring at me, looks of disdain, but I could also see a glimmer of excitement in a few half-lidded eyes.  I bit my lip and ran the tapered end of the jewel plug through my sex, swirling it around and rubbing it against my clit a few times.  Then, with my stomach still in tense knots, I rotated in the seat and knelt on the cushion, the wet spot between my knees.  The ben wa balls slipped and twirled inside me, making me gasp.  Houston flew past just outside the window and I reached back and pulled up the elastic hem of my dress, exposing my ass.  Trust me, I didn’t have to pull very much.
 
    
 
   I placed the plug at the entrance of my bottom and began pushing it in with little thrusts, my wrist going back and forth.  Isobel leaned forward and slapped my ass, hard.
 
    
 
   “You’re a slut.  Sluts put things inside them fast and hard,” she reprimanded me.  “Now shove that plug in your ass now.”
 
    
 
   And just to make sure I did it, her hand grabbed mine and pushed.  The glass tip went deep and I let out a groan as my sphincter was rammed open, the jeweled plug slipping in just the way Mistress Isobel wanted.  As soon as it was buried deep and I was whimpering from the sudden penetration, Isobel began spanking me.  They swats were solid, hard, and moved from one buttock to the other.  This continued until my hips were churning, making the ben wa balls inside me move all the more.  
 
    
 
   “Press your tits against the window,” Isobel ordered.  I arched my back and did the best I could, but the curve of the limousine interior did not encourage one to kneel on the side bench seat and mash your chest to the glass.  I contorted myself a bit more and managed, the padlock on my right nipple clicking against the transparent, but thankfully tinted surface.
 
    
 
   Isobel delivered maybe another fifteen or so spanks and then told me to sit back down.  I did and this time my body tightened up as my weight pressed the plug in deeper.  I wrapped my arms around my bared breasts and tried to be as small and unnoticeable as possible.  I glanced up and all four of the mistresses in the limo were giving me one of those looks and I knew I’d done something wrong.  My brain, which admittedly wasn’t working as well as it should be tried to figure out what was wrong, but it was catching an urgent look from Kylie, who glanced down at my legs, that gave me what I needed.
 
    
 
   I trembled as I spread my legs again, tilting back in the seat in such a lewd, obscene, prurient position that it screamed slut.  Isobel nodded in acquiescence, as if opening my legs had forestalled her immediate correction.  Kari said nothing, a sardonic smirk on her face.  I sat there for a moment and then Sara sighed.
 
    
 
   “Slut, did Kari tell you to stop masturbating?” the only other redhead in the limo asked me.  I gave Sara a startled look and immediately put my hand back down between my legs, my fingertips dipping lightly into my well sauced hole.  Now they were all staring at me as I rubbed, up and down, then in light circles over my clit.  A shiver went through me as my sex tightened, then my bottom, squeezing the ben wa balls and the plug. I closed my eyes and just gave myself over to the sensation.  I’m not sure how long we drove, but I was getting close to another orgasm when Robert exited the freeway and we were suddenly in Downtown.  I saw the Aquarium and then Kari placed a hand on my shoulder.  She had a small slip of paper in her hand and was holding it out.
 
    
 
   “Here is your ticket, slut.  You will follow us no closer than twenty feet, but will stay within eyesight of us.  You will wait outside our box until we are all seated.  So cover up and clean those fingers off in your mouth before we get out.”
 
    
 
   I started to close my legs but Kari gave me a sharp glare. “You will not close your legs until we exit the limo. Do you understand, slut?”
 
    
 
   I widened my legs again, feeling so awkward and embarrassed that I’m surprised I could even function. I took the paper and glanced at it, my heart thumping in sudden fright.
 
    
 
   It was a ticket.  
 
    
 
   My heart thumped even harder.  Evidently we were going to the theatre, the opera in fact.  That explained the elegance.  But what really got me was that we were going to the Wortham.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: anightout3]A Night Out - Part Three
 
    
 
   The Wortham Theater in Houston is one of those places where rich people go to appreciate the arts, or more importantly, wish to be seen appreciating the arts.  Today we were going to listen to Otello, an opera by Rossini based on Shakespeare’s “Othello”.  Now I’m going to say this just once.  I’m not an opera fan.  Don’t get me wrong, I can nod my head to it and even enjoy an aria or two.  But in general I’m a country and pop rock sort of girl.  I listen to Christina Perri, Taylor Swift, Martina McBride, John Ondrasik, Walk off the Earth, the Piano Guys, with a smattering of James Blunt. I have a copy of Disney’s “Frozen” soundtrack in my truck, sitting right next to the soundtrack of Tarzan, Phantom of the Opera, and an old battered copy of the Eagle’s Greatest Hits.    Now don’t go knocking my music tastes.  We’re all different and thank God, right?  I like to think I’m eclectic in my musical tastes, but I’m also open minded.
 
    
 
   The limousine came to a stop and I blinked as Robert put the car in park and got out, swinging around to open the door.  As the full strength of daylight streamed into the vehicle, illuminating my wet and exposed slit, as well as the jewel in my ass, I let out a little yelp and finally closed my legs without anyone objecting.  As I dragged my dress back up over my tits everyone else got out, each give a helping hand by our masculine chauffeur.  They didn’t wait for me either.  All seven of them began walking up to the Wortham, leaving me behind.  I climbed awkwardly out of the limo, the ben wa balls and the plug making me feel less than graceful.  I reached out for Robert’s hand, but it was nowhere to be found. I looked up at him and he was looking away, as if I didn’t exist.
 
    
 
   And that hurt.
 
    
 
   I’m absolutely positive that I must have flashed half the planet as I crawled out of the limo.  I wasn’t graceful. I couldn’t be.  The stupid heels I was wearing made things difficult and without a helping hand I had to cling to the door frame.  Finally I managed to get my feet under me and I smoothed my dress down as low as it would go, though that wasn’t much.  Robert shut the door and I glared at him angrily as he walked away.  Then I turned back toward the ladies, my ticket clutched in my hand, and began to follow them.
 
    
 
   The Wortham is this massive building with an arched window along the front and looks somewhat like the Arc de Triumph in Paris.  As Kari and company crossed the circular tile in the front courtyard I noticed something about my friends and mistresses.  Every single one of the mistresses wore outfits that flattered their figures, but were mostly solid and elegant, even conservative.  Kylie, Madeline, and Alissa were all in outfits that were more risqué. The mistresses were all wearing closed toe heels.  The submissives, like me, were in open toed shoes.  Hem lines on the mistresses weren’t any higher than the knee and several of them went down to the ankle.  Alissa, Madeline, and Kylie were all wearing dresses that didn’t go lower than mid-thigh.  There was also a bit of an age differential, with Mistress Sara and her submissive Alissa being both the oldest and youngest.  Kari and I had the honor of being the pair closest in age.  I stood there, just a little shocked.  It was so apparent!    You could literally tell who was dominant and who was submissive just by looking at what they were wearing!  Each stood next to their partner except for Kari, her natural Nordic beauty striking next to Isobel’s Mediterranean coloring. Savannah looked every inch the regal southern belle, with Kylie resembling her kid sister, except with chestnut colored hair instead of blond.  And Sara?  Sara was a full bodied auburn beauty who looked like a slightly older version of the actress Christina Hendricks, except with sharper features to her face.  Alissa clung to her, eyes bright and excited, her almost teenage enthusiasm infectious.  
 
    
 
   They were gorgeous.
 
    
 
   I followed along behind them, acutely aware that I was drawing some rather awkward stares from my fellow theater-goers.  Suddenly I understood why Kari hadn’t wanted me walking with them.  The looks I was getting made it clear that my dress was inappropriate for the venue.  I may have looked like a million bucks, but the problem was that the outfit made it appear that I was also for sale. Think “escort.”  The over-exaggerated, hip slinging walk I was forced to adopt by certain internal forces (the plug and the ben wa balls) combined with the shoes, which were better suited for swinging around a pole than a casual stroll, drew attention to my every step.  I took a deep breath, steeled my shoulders, tried to suppress the fluttering nerves I felt, and entered the Wortham Theatre.
 
    
 
   I’m a country girl who spends the vast majority of her days sweaty, stinky, covered in mud, dust, and dirt, reeking of cow dung and horse shit, who drives tractors, rides horses (the real kind and not just the wooden ones), feeds pigs and chickens and goats, and basically does the work of three hands trying to make a traditional ranch work.  I’m used to handmade quilted blankets, fresh vegetables from the garden, and a simple lifestyle that treasures things for their utility rather than for their opulence.  I know that doesn’t sound sexy, and if I’ve destroyed the mood, please forgive me. I needed you to understand how I felt when I stepped, for the first time, into the Wortham’s lobby.
 
    
 
   I was unprepared for the richness of it, from the scarlet flooring to the live trees inside.  Gold and diamond colors were everywhere and the place was filled with Houston’s elite. Glitter and gemstones flashed and suddenly I was lost in the crowd, which was a good feeling, though also a little frightening as I only caught occasional glimpses of Kari and her entourage.  I squeezed my way through, not wanting to be left behind, and saw that my friends were heading toward a stairway. Before I could get to them they had shown their passes to a man who was clearly some sort of seater or major domo or whatever the hell they call them.  Usher.  Usher right?  Whatever.  I watched from half a world away as the seven of them climbed the stairs, grinning brightly, Alissa holding on to Sara romantically, their sexual orientation so obvious that even I couldn’t help smiling.
 
    
 
   And then it was my turn.  I arrived at the usher slightly breathless, my chest heaving nicely.  I held out my ticket to the man, who eyed me suspiciously.  I bit my lip and glanced up the stairs.  Kari was gone and I had no idea which way they had gone.  The usher stared at my ticket for what seemed like an eternity, clearly trying to see if it were fake or something. I don’t know why. I didn’t look like I was trying to cage a free opera.  I mean, who does?  Right? But evidently there was something about me that set him on edge.
 
    
 
   That’s okay. I was on edge myself.  
 
    
 
   Finally he nodded. “Up the stairs and to the right, miss.”  The inflection on the word “miss” made me think he hadn’t wanted to say it. I thanked him profusely and then started to climb, gripping the rail tightly, not wanting to fall thanks to the heels.  I was almost to the top when I happened to glance back down.  The usher was looking up at me with this expression of shock and I blinked in surprise, trying to figure out what was going on.  My first thought was that my dress had slipped up or something and I ran my hand down my flank.  It was only then that I realized that the angles were just right for him to see a bit up my dress and I knew, without a doubt, that he could see the red gem that capped the anal plug.  
 
    
 
   Broken ankles be damned, I sprinted up the last few steps and disappeared from view, my cheeks matching the ruby color of that jewel.
 
    
 
   I wheeled to the right and began walking around the founder’s box circle.  There were still dozens of people moving around, taking advantage of the various bars and other refreshments.  I glanced down at my ticket, memorized the box number, and started to walk.  It took me a bit to find the correct spot and when I did the door to the box was closed. I almost went up and knocked, wanting to get out of the hallway, where the lower number of people made me much more visible and some of the looks I was getting ran the gauntlet between salacious and downright vitriolic.  Suddenly I understood why Kari had wanted me to wait outside the box.  She wanted to humiliate me even longer, and as the hallway emptied I became more and more obvious.  Finally it was just me and one rather conspicuously staring bartender. I shifted back and forth, feeling the ben wa balls roll around inside me, my bottom squeezing the gem studded plug.  Then the door behind me opened and Kari let me in.
 
    
 
   The “box” was actually a circle with a low railing, covered in crimson carpet, and sporting eight very comfortable looking seats.  Small lights illuminated the floor and the sound of the orchestra warming up filled the theater.  I gasped as I looked out.  We were beneath the main balcony, above the orchestra seats, and close enough that I felt like I could jump to the stage.  A whole series of boxes like ours hung in a row along the edge of the theater and I could clearly see the folks in the next “founder’s box.”  
 
    
 
   In our own little private area Alissa, Sara, Madeline and Isobel were sitting in the front seats of the box, while Savannah and Kylie occupied the two rear seats to the left.  That left two more seats available for Kari and myself.  The lights started to dim and Kari pushed me forward and we sat down.  
 
    
 
   I felt a flush of excitement.  Opera, right?  Cool!  I’d never been to an opera!  The orchestra was already playing something light and easy and my eyes darted around the Wortham.  It was impressive.  Red velvet was everywhere and gold was the second color of the night.  Sitting there with Houston’s upper crust just made my mouth go dry as I tried to ignore the fact that I was dressed like a two bit whore compared to every other woman in the place.  The director of the orchestra came in a moment later and there was a round of applause.  He bowed to us, then turned and motioned to the orchestra. Half a moment later the lights in the theater dimmed Kari leaned over, grabbed hold of the front of my dress, and yanked it down.
 
    
 
   I let out a tiny squeal that made a few heads turn, fortunately only those right in front of us and as I clapped my arm to my breasts, Kari put her mouth against my ear as the overture began.
 
    
 
   “You will get down on your knees, where you will remain till the intermission.  You will go to each of the ladies in this box and offer them pleasure.  Each one will cum on you.  Be gentle, since I don’t want a disruption, but be thorough.”
 
    
 
   I blinked in shock but then my mouth moved of its own volition. “Does that include you?” I asked hopefully.  I rarely was allowed the treat of pleasuring Kari.  She doesn’t get turned on like other women.  For her, the aphrodisiac of love is hurting someone.  She’s a sadist, and a sensitive one at that.  It takes forever to get her to the point where she can orgasm and usually it’s only after brutally abusing someone sexually before she pops.  
 
    
 
   “No.  But return to me when you’re done.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and slipped to the floor on my knees, my bared breasts low.  Don’t get me wrong - I was nervous and frightened as heck of being seen, but at least the lights were off.  I could barely see Kari and on close to the floor I knew that I was practically invisible myself.  So I rounded the first row of seats and found myself in front of Madeline.  She looked down at me with a grin and then with a wicked gleam in her eye, spread her legs and lifted the front of her dress just a bit.  She wasn’t wearing panties and as I rose up enough to press my cheeks against her thighs, I could smell the scent of her arousal.  She may have been acting like a haughty socialite embarrassed to be seen with me, but it was just that - an act.  She was horny as hell and loving it!
 
    
 
   I pressed in tightly and my tongue found her clitoris.  She spread herself even wider and the music behind me was lost in the sweet sensation of what I was doing.  I heard Madeline gasp even as the first voices joined the orchestra. I wish I could tell you what was happening on stage, but the lyrics were in Italian and it wasn’t like I had a good view either.  Finally Madeline grasped my head, locks of my hair tight in her fingers and she pushed me deeper, grinding her soaked and sugared slit onto my mouth with desperate little breaths.  I felt the surge of wetness drip down my chin and I knew in an instant that she’d achieved orgasm.
 
    
 
   Madeline pushed me away almost as soon as she had managed to exert some control over her own body’s reactions.  I grinned wickedly as she closed her legs and straightened her skirt, knowing that both her thighs were soaked and that I’d done a good job. I moved to my right, placing my hand on Mistress Isobel’s knee, and she too raised her dress so that I could slip beneath the material and once more use my tongue to bring another woman to climax.
 
    
 
   I’m very good at oral sex, be it a man or woman I’m using my mouth upon and it didn’t take me all that long before Isobel stiffened in her seat, thrusting her hips forward, grinding herself on my face.  I felt the rush of wetness down my chin and seeping toward my throat.  I would have backed off and wiped at myself, except with what?  I hadn’t brought paper towels and it wasn’t like I could use my dress.  For half a second I contemplated the rich folds of Isobel’s attire, but I realized at the last moment that doing such a crass thing would net me punishments so strict that even I wasn’t enthusiastic about the idea.  And Isobel would be cross.  A cross Mistress Isobel is something to be avoided. Trust me on that issue.
 
    
 
   So with my face and neck still glistening from Isobel’s release, I crawled my way into the front row of our box.  Next up was Savannah and as Otello and the other characters sang she lifted the front of her dress, spread her knees, and let me in.  Like the others, she wasn’t wearing panties and I suppressed a little giggle at the thought. And I was the one considered a slut!  Savannah twisted beneath my little mouth and I focused on her clit with gusto.  Then, with a little daring, I brought my left hand up and slipped two fingers into Savannah’s sex.  That made her gasp, which I heard through the dress and over the singing.  Suddenly Savannah closed her legs, her hand pushing at my head.  I resisted of course, but it was clear she wanted me to stop and so I did, though I didn’t come out from beneath her dress.  I could tell she was stressed and waited patiently.  Finally she took her hand off me, the rustle of the fabric loud in my ears and slowly, almost timidly, she opened back up.
 
    
 
   I took it a bit easier on her this time, avoiding the deep penetration, though I still licked and sucked her clit while my fingers played with the folds of her sex.  This time I focused more of my attention on her reactions and I built her up slowly, rather than all at once.  When Savannah’s orgasm came it was like letting the air out of a balloon slowly, rather than just popping the damn thing.  Savannah’s sigh of relief was almost audible. 
 
    
 
   My knees were starting to hurt and I sort of wished I’d thought to bring one of my foam knee pads.  But I still had three more women to bring to orgasm and aching knees were sort of par for the course for me.  I slipped out from under Savannah’s red satin dress and moved over to Kylie, where I ran into my first problem of the evening.  Kylie’s rhinestone covered attire didn’t exactly cover me when she spread her legs and it became even more apparent when I bent down that anyone glancing down into the box from above would be able to see.  That meant the entire upper balcony on the opposite side would see a redhead woman, kneeling, with her face between the spread legs of a cute brunette, her hair cut in a pageboy style, neither of whom were watching the opera.  
 
    
 
   I glanced upward and bit my lip, the tension of my position getting to me.  Would everyone see?  Who would be looking?  Would we get in trouble?  Would I be politely asked to leave?  Would it create a scene?  I felt a little shiver of absolute fear rush through me and my pussy tightened around the ben wa balls even as my bottom clenched around the jeweled anal plug.  Talk about a turn on! Then I swallowed my fears, trusted in Kari to handle things, and pressed my face into Kylie’s sweet slit.
 
    
 
   She came fast, which frustrated me since I had decided that my left hand could have more fun between my own legs than Kylie’s and I was just about to cum when she let out a stressed whimper and half rose out of her seat, pressing herself hard against my mouth and nose.  There was a fresh burst of moisture and then I was drinking her down, so close to cumming myself that I tried to latch on to her clit and keep her going.  But she pushed me away, clearly afraid of drawing attention to herself.  I fell backward, sprawled on the floor, my back against the edge of the box, my bare breasts bobbing in the dimly lit theatre, the hem of my dress now rolled up just above my loins.  Had anyone been looking at that moment there’d have been no doubt that I was the sexual plaything of the others.
 
    
 
   Savannah tapped my knee and pointed over at Alissa, who was sitting in the next seat, opposite Kylie and I straightened up, got back on all fours, and then crawled over to Alissa.  Her blue ruffled hemline seemed to stretch and even though her dress didn’t even cover my head, I focused solely on her pleasure, ignoring the deepening ache in my knees, my tiring tongue, and my needy sex.  Eventually though I couldn’t stand it. I needed satisfaction.  I put my own hand between my legs and before I managed to make Alissa groan I experienced my own little rush of slippery wonder.  My fingertips delved deeply, tapping the ben wa balls still rolling around inside me and I almost wished someone would grab the bottom plug and pump it in and out of my behind.
 
    
 
   Instead I kept diddling away, even after cumming, my tongue still swirling around Alissa’s clit until the poor girl was almost hyperventilating.  I have to admit that my own arousal was almost as powerful and I felt Sara put a quieting hand on my head, pushing me out from between Alissa’s legs for just a moment.  She leaned forward and put her mouth against my ear.
 
    
 
   “Not so fast, Breanne.  Take your time with her or I swear to God I’ll cane your breasts tonight.”
 
    
 
   I blinked at the threat and felt a tingle across my nipples.  I’d been on the receiving end of Mistress Sara’s cane a number of times before and always left her bearing welts and feeling like I’d dipped my bosom in molten lead.  For some reason, Sara liked focusing on this one particular part of a submissive’s anatomy and I’ve always felt a bit sorry for Alissa.  Sara’s submissive was relatively well endowed and I couldn’t help but wonder if Alissa’s breasts already sported those welts Sara was threatening me with.  It wouldn’t have surprised me.  I’d frequently seen Alissa at Society meetings with dark looking bruises on her bosom, along with vivid crimson lines.
 
    
 
   I nodded in acceptance and since Alissa looked like she’d gained back a modicum of control, I leaned forward again and once more began running my tongue up and down through the girl’s folds.  My God she tasted good!  I nibbled at her clit and within two or three minutes had her right back to the hyperventilation stage.  So I backed off again, teasing my fellow submissive mercilessly.  And that’s what kept me going for the next ten minutes. Teasing.  I focused all of my energy and mind on seeing how close I could get Alissa to the edge, then backing off horribly.  Talk about a power rush.  I had that poor girl trembling for almost twenty minutes, writhing in her seat, legs obscenely spread open, the music of Rossini swirling just like my tongue.  I would have kept going to except I suddenly felt Sara reach down at one particularly dramatic moment, the music in crescendo around us, to pinch my nipple hard.  I got the message, mostly because Alissa was shaking violently, clenching her armrests as if she were being electrocuted.  So I nipped at Alissa’s clit and pushed two fingers into her with a single, knuckle jarring thrust.
 
    
 
   Thank God the music was loud.
 
    
 
   Then I moved to Sara.  She lifted her dress and allowed me beneath it, spreading her legs only enough for me to wedge my face against her loins.  There was a heavy floral scent to her, of soap and lavender that had my mouth watering.  I started slowly, teasingly and I wrapped my arms underneath Sarah’s legs and pulled gently, trying to get her to come forward.  Evidently the light touch of my tongue got her to agree to my manipulation and I practically pulled her off the seat.  I couldn’t help grinning as I spread her legs just a bit more, putty in my hands.  Don’t get me wrong. I like being submissive.  But sometimes, especially with the more strict dommes, I like a little rebellion.  So when I began pleasuring Mistress Sara, I did to her the exact same thing I’d done to Alissa.  She wanted me to go slowly?  Then let’s go slowly.
 
    
 
   I ignored the ache in my knees, in my back, and my jaw and instead zeroed in on her clit with little darting passes of my tongue.  I slipped a single finger into my own slit, then once it was appropriately lubricated, I brought it up to Sara’s bottom and began lightly caressing her back entrance.  Slowly I pushed at the same time I suckled her clitoris and you should have seen the effect that had on her.  If Alissa was having trouble controlling herself, Sara was way beyond that.  I ran my tongue up and down through her folds and with my pinkie in her bottom, I slipped my forefinger into her depths, I went to work on her clit.  Then, just as her entire body was shuddering with intense desire, I pulled away from her, hearing her groan over the music and singing.  The music rose and I was just about to push my fingers back up inside her when applause suddenly broke out.
 
    
 
   Sara pushed me away and I fell backward with a thud, my eyes widening as I realized the lights were coming back on.  My hands shot to my dress and yanked the material up over my breasts just in time, because the folks in the boxes to both our right and left were starting to stand and I was in plain sight.  I glanced over at Sara who was clearly distracted and just a little agitated.  She reached down and grabbed me with one hand by the arm and yanked me up.  This wasn’t all that brilliant of a plan since my dress was made of elastic and was still bunched up around my middle.  I scrambled like a crazy woman trying to get my ass and my pussy covered and it was only Sara’s shove that forced me toward the back of the box that kept my assets from being an encore act.
 
    
 
   Oh… who am I kidding?  I was seen. I know it.  There were some wild looks from some of the other patrons, staring at me, both later and over the edges of the box.  The men looked at me with this sort of astonished hunger, while most of them women gave me hot glares of haughty disgust, as if none of them would be willing to spread their legs for my talented mouth.  In the back of the box I managed to get my dress looking somewhat appropriate and watched with quiet subservience as my companions all rose.  I felt a surge of satisfaction at seeing the looks of satisfaction on everyone’s faces but Kari’s and Sara’s.  Mistress Sara was clearly frustrated and I gave her a little disobedient smile as she stormed past me.  Everyone but Kari left and I looked at my mistress with a little grin of triumph.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “You’re going to pay for that later,” she warned me with a shake of her head.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “If that’s what she wants, I’m ready.”
 
    
 
   Kari let out a deep breath and then pushed me toward the door.  “Let’s go get some refreshments.”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: anightout4]A Night Out - Part Four
 
    
 
   I followed everyone else out of the box and out onto the floor.  There were a number of bars, each surrounded by men and women in beautiful dresses and even a few tuxedos.  I thought that rather silly, but hey - who am I to judge what a man wears to the opera?  I would have thought business casual was more appropriate, but look what I was wearing.  Stripper heels and a Spandex dress that barely covered me.
 
    
 
   I spotted Alissa and Sara at one of the bars, both with champagne glasses.  They moved off, back to the Founder’s box even as I followed Kari to the bar to order.  As Kari was getting her drink, along with a diet Coke for me, there was suddenly a nice looking gentlemen in his late forties who stepped right up to Kari with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Ms. Anders, it’s a pleasure to see you here,” he acknowledged, then turned to me with an appreciative smile. “And this must be the infamous Breanne Erickson.”
 
    
 
   Infamous.  I’m infamous?  I’m going to admit that I had to look up the word later that night.  At the time I thought it was just a naughty version of being famous.  You know, not just famous, but infamous.  I was offended actually, but then I remembered the inflection in his tone.  So my initial interpretation had been right.  When he meant that I was well known for being bad, he meant bad as in naughty. I do naughty very well.
 
    
 
   Kari’s smile faltered slightly but she inclined her head toward me.  “Breanne, this is Jerome.” I got the feeling she deliberately didn’t tell me his last name.
 
    
 
   Jerome gave me a smile that felt more like his hands touching me at inappropriate times and places.  It made me tingle and I admit that had I not just had an orgasm, I would have willingly followed him into a dark corner to let him see just how infamous I could actually be.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t know you were a fan of opera,” he said, though to me or Kari I wasn’t sure. He was looking at me. I didn’t quite know how to respond and for half a second I was scared he was going to ask me how I’d enjoyed the performance so far.  I’d have to temporize because I hadn’t seen any of it, what with the fact that I’d spent the entire time on my knees with my face buried in pussy the whole time.
 
    
 
   Kari noticed too and her smile became even more wooden.  “Just taking in a bit of culture,” Kari responded.  Jerome tore his eyes away from me and once I had this feeling like I’d just been groped.  Hell, I wish I had been groped.  
 
    
 
   “I’ve been thinking about doing some redecorating at the offices. Perhaps you and Breanne could come by sometime to give me an assessment?”
 
    
 
   And suddenly Kari’s wooden smile disappeared and I actually got the sense that if we had been living in the thirteenth century, Jerome would have just been impaled on the ice goddess’ sword, writhing in agony.  Kari’s eyes flashed with barely contained fury.
 
    
 
   “Breanne is a friend, not an employee.  If you wish to discuss redecorating your office, feel free to call and set an appointment.”  Then Kari turned away, leaving me standing there just a little shocked.  Jerome’s eyes were wide too.
 
    
 
   “Whoa,” he said, physically rocking back from the sudden exchange.  “Did I just piss her off or something?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, trying to figure out how to patch things up.  “I think you connected wanting to see me with hiring her for her artistic talent,” I said, still just a little sandblasted myself.
 
    
 
   “Ahh…” he said as if it made sense.  “So you aren’t her assistant?”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Me?  I’m not artistic,” I said simply.  “My talents lie in other areas.”
 
    
 
   He looked me up and down again and I felt a surge between my legs that was only somewhat related to my ben wa balls.  It made me tighten around them.  “And your talents?”
 
    
 
   I grinned. “I think you know,” I replied infamously.
 
    
 
   “We should find a time to explore those,” Jerome said, a bit more seriously, but with a definite undercurrent of sensuality.  
 
    
 
   I smiled, “I’m afraid I’m not quite available at the moment,” I began but he waved his hand.
 
    
 
   “Not right now, but perhaps you can call me?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Why don’t you email me your contact information,” I said softly, leaning forward and making sure my spandex clad breast pushed into his arm.  “My email is easy to find,” I assured him.
 
    
 
   “Alright, I’ll do that,” he said, clearly pleased at the way the conversation was going.  I was about to ask him what kind of things he liked to do when suddenly Kylie appeared at my elbow.
 
    
 
   “Sara wants you, Bre.”  She gave Jerome a cool look and he raised his hands in an accommodating gesture.
 
    
 
   “I’ll catch up with you some other time, Breanne.  Enjoy the performance,” he said, then turned and left me with Kylie.
 
    
 
   The crowd was beginning to thin, though I’m not sure I should call it a crowd.  Maybe seventy or eighty people hardly constitute a crowd, yet it felt that way in the hallway.  I followed Kylie back to our Founder’s Box and she opened the door letting me in. The theater lights were still on and the hall was noisy.  I’d barely taken a step before Mistress Sara grabbed hold of my arm and yanked me sideways into the corner.
 
    
 
   The first thing I noticed was that I was in a technical blind spot.  The only thing I could see from the back corner was the massive curtain.  The other girls were gathered around me and both Alissa and Kylie moved to either side and grabbed one of my arms.  Isobel stepped up and with an empty hand yanked the front of my dress down, baring both breasts. I gasped as I was exposed, and that when I caught sight of Sara with the collapsible cane.
 
    
 
   I’m pretty sure it didn’t start off as a collapsible cane, or was marketed as such, but it sure as hell worked for that purpose.  I’m guessing it was a pointer stick for use by college lecturers at one point, but it was thin and narrow and about three feet long.
 
    
 
   “You were a bit naughty there, weren’t you?” Sara said quietly, just barely loud enough for me to hear her over the drone of conversation in the theatre. My chest heaved with anticipation and my mouth moved before my brain kicked in.
 
    
 
   “I’m infamous,” I replied honestly.
 
    
 
   Sara’s widened and her mouth opened into this soundless circle of shock and then she just shook her head at the same time her eyes narrowed.  I glanced off to my right.  Kari was sitting in her chair, pretending to read the playbill.  Sara motioned for Alissa to turn me slightly and suddenly my right arm was behind my back and I was looking at the door of the box.  Sara stood off to my right and she gently placed her pointer stick against both of my breasts, directly even with my nipples.
 
    
 
   “Not a word,” she whispered, then pulled back and let the collapsible cane strike.
 
    
 
   I didn’t speak. I may be snarky, but I’m not stupid.  Instead I let out this soft little gasp followed by a sigh. Sara hit me hard enough to let me know I’d been smacked, but the stroke didn’t leave a mark.  My nipples hardened instantly and my sex tightened again around the ben wa balls.  The jeweled anal plug in my backside seemed to jump on its own. Sara pulled back and snapped her wrist forward once more, this time with a bit more force and my response was to suck in a sharp breath and wince.  Alissa and Kylie held tight to me.  Sara was just about to hit me again when the door opened and almost clipped her.  
 
    
 
   “Oops, sorry Sara,” said Isobel as she and Madeline entered.  Both of them were holding champagne glasses.
 
    
 
   Sara nodded, but as the door shut behind them once more she merely looked back at me, focused on my breasts, and hit me a third time.  
 
    
 
   Ow.
 
    
 
   All in all I received maybe fifteen strokes, each one just a touch harder and by the time Sara was done I was sporting some nice rose colored lines across my bosom, over half of which intersected my nipples. These blended in with the damage I’d received the previous day at the fraternity house. Sara is a goddess when it comes to the cane and she can leave exactly the kind of welts she means to with little to no effort.  It was nice to be held in place by Alissa and Kylie, since it relieved me of some of the pressure of holding still.  Nothing is as hard as being told to tense for a caning.  The cool thing was that through the whole thing I hadn’t said a word.  Instead I’d whined, yelped, gasped, groaned, whimpered, and eventually cried out.  I think Sara would have given me a few more strokes but then the lights started to dim.  I was left alone at the back of the box, cradling my now stinging and hot bosom, chest heaving as the music started.  Slowly I moved up to Kari’s chair, covering my boobs with my elastic dress.
 
    
 
   “There’s snarky and then there’s stupid,” Kari said caustically.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “I did snarky,” I said protesting.
 
    
 
   She gave me a confused look and then shook her head with a quiet laugh. “I meant Jerome,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Oh.”
 
    
 
   “As if the tease of hiring me to do his business lobby wasn’t just a pretense to get me to let him have his way with you.”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “You should have let him,” I said, sitting down with my arms across my chest.  I felt the anal plug drive in just a bit deeper.  I was a bit petulant. My breasts hurt and I was horny.  Never a good combination to get my willing obedience.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes narrowed.  “People should hire me because I’m a great interior decorator, not because my work comes with a sex prize.”
 
    
 
   “You have to admit, I’d be great at marketing,” I said teasingly, my arms wrapped under my bosom.   
 
    
 
   Kari ignored that as the lights went even darker.  The music picked up in volume and I looked out on the stage.  A moment later act two began and as the cast of characters paraded out onto the stage and the singing started, Kari reached over, grabbed hold of the front of my dress, and once more bared my breasts.
 
    
 
   “On the ground slut,” she whispered in my ear.  “Go and finish Sara off and when you’re done with her you’ll check to see if anyone else wants an encore performance.  Then come back to me.”
 
    
 
   I’m not sure if she saw my face but I slithered down onto the floor and as I began crawling on all fours across the box, I felt her nails graze my bottom, flipping up the lowermost portion of my dress.  Now with my lightly welted boobs hanging free beneath me, the gold padlock on my right breast almost touching the floor, and the jewel of my bottom plug glittering in the soft ambient light, I knew I had to stay as low as possible.  I hurried over toward Sara, who was obviously waiting for me, her dress hiked up and her legs spread.  I disappeared underneath the material and instead of teasing her, dove right in and devoured her clit.  In fact, I might have been just a little intense in my ministrations, because she began fidgeting quickly and finally she put her hand on my head, the material of the dress between us, pushing me away as her legs came to a close. I could smell her arousal and had little doubt that she had just exploded.
 
    
 
   So I moved on.  Alissa was next and she spread her legs with a lazy smile.  Once again I settled in for the long haul of licking and worked my tongue across her clit.  Fifteen minutes later she was squirming in her seat as well.  Then I moved down the row, beautiful legs and pretty dresses and needy women.
 
    
 
   Kylie accepted a second round. Savannah declined.  Both Isobel and Madeline kept me on my knees between their legs and Isobel took a long time to cum.  When I was finished my face, throat and even my cleavage was soaked with girl goo, my knees hurt, my jaw ached, and my tongue felt like it was going to fall off.  On the flip side I’d had two more orgasms by my own hand, so I was feeling pretty good.  I moved back to Kari and stayed on the ground, kneeling and looking up at her like an excited and playful puppy. She produced a vibrator from her bag and handed it to me, then leaned down.  Over the music I could barely hear her words.  
 
    
 
   “You will completely remove your dress and take the ben wa balls out of your pussy.  Then go to the rear of the box, where you will lay on the floor, hopefully out of sight, and you will spread yourself wide, turn on the vibrator, and masturbate.”  Then she pressed something else into my hand and I realized I was holding about half a dozen wooden clothespins.  She must have brought them in her little clutch with the vibrator. “For every orgasm you have you will put a clothespin on a body part.  I expect all the clothespins to be on your torso by the time the show ends. Unused clothespins equal punishment.”
 
    
 
   I blinked at that.  I had no idea how much more of Otello there was.  Certainly no more than thirty minutes. I’d just spent over an hour licking pussy!  There was no way I’d manage six orgasm in the amount of time left!    I didn’t grumble but I’m sort of hoping Kari didn’t see my face as I hurried to the back of the box.  When all I could see was the backs of my own companions and a bit of upper stage, I stripped out of my dress and rolled it up.  My questing fingers found the ben wa balls and tugged them free with a groan.  I licked them clean, then set them down on the floor next to my dress.  Lying down with my head on the little bit of spandex, I spread my legs wide and pressed the active vibrator to my clit.
 
    
 
   It’s amazing what goes through your head when you are lying naked on the floor of a private box, in a fancy theatre, with opera being sung not a hundred feet away.  The first thing I thought about was the fact that I no longer had the meager protection of the dress.  You have to understand that there is a psychological difference between being exposed and being naked.  Exposed means that someone might catch a glimpse of your breasts, or bottom, or slick petals and then you’re covered back up, cheeks scarlet, suffering from the humiliation of the exposure but not much else.  Naked means that there isn’t the option of an instant cover-up.  You can’t just conceal the parts.  It’s all there, ready to be seen, touched, tasted, and wanted.  I laid down on the scratchy carpet, just a little disappointed in the theatre.  You’d think that as expensive as those boxes must be, they’d install decent carpet.  But then I realized they had to have a floor covering that would withstand thousands of feet, night after night.  The vibrator felt good, but since I’d already had two more self-granted orgasms, just since the intermission, it seemed more difficult to get myself worked up.  Granted, my total nudity helped.  The idea of someone coming into the box made it easy to get my libido up and Kari knew that.
 
    
 
   I had my first orgasm, but it was a small, pitiful thing.  I looked over at Kari. She wasn’t watching.  So I did a little mental math.  What if I counted the two previous orgasms as well?  That would reduce by almost half the number of clothespins I’d have to work my way through.  Quickly I grabbed three of the clothespins.  I put one on each nipple, far back and biting, straight on, and then put the third on my clitoris. Aching but responding well to the extra stimulation, I brought the vibrator back down between my legs, twisting it to a higher setting, but then slipping it deep into my sex.  The extra stimulation felt amazing and I groaned, my neck and back arching as I spread my legs even wider and jammed the vibrator in time with the beat of the music.  I couldn’t help tightening my bottom around the plug either. Sound and blood thundered in my ears and I knew I was just another minute away when suddenly the entire chorus burst out in song and then the theatre was thundering with applause.
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes in shock and half sat up.  The lights were starting to come back up and Kari turned and looked back at me.  The first thing her gaze locked onto where the clothespins and instantly I knew my little ruse had backfired. She knew I hadn’t achieved three orgasms.  There hadn’t been enough time. I think I blushed, but then Isobel was there, grabbing my dress out from under my head and taking my hand.  She pulled me to my feet and then instantly shoved me back into the same corner by the door where Sara had caned my breasts.  I knew why.  I’d have been totally visible had I stood where I was masturbating.  I reached out for my dress, but Isobel turned and took it back with her to the front of the box.
 
    
 
   My nakedness kept me from following or even moving, a better restraint than manacles.  I watched in nervous anticipation, a vibrator in one hand and positioned haphazardly above my clothespin clamped clitoris, while the other was crossed across my breasts, trying not to mash the other two wooden pegs.  Why was I covering up?  No idea. It was instinct, nothing I even realized I was doing until Kari looked over at me.
 
    
 
   “I thought I told you to masturbate,” she said.  
 
    
 
   I blinked and stammered “the show is over,” I said somewhat bewildered.
 
    
 
   Isobel snorted at that comment.  She’d picked up her purse and taken Madeline’s arm, moving toward the door of the box.  I gave her a glare as she passed, but only when she wasn’t looking.
 
    
 
   “I did not say you could quit when the show was over.  I said you were to have six orgasms before the opera ended,” Kari reiterated.
 
    
 
   I didn’t quite see the difference, but I wasn’t about to argue with her.  So I bit my lip, turned the vibrator back on, and then slipped it back into my sex, leaning against the box wall with my legs spread apart.  It was difficult to get back into the proper mindset though.  I watched as Savannah and Kylie left the box, following Isobel and Madeline.  Then Sara walked by with Alissa, and the redhead mistress gave both clothespins sticking out from my nipples hard slaps.  That hurt too, leaving me half bent over and gasping.  Then they left and I was alone with Kari.  She had her small purse and bent down to pick up the ben wa balls.  Once she had them tucked away she looked at me.
 
    
 
   “You will remain here, masturbating until you receive different orders.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, the vibrations and the ache of the clothespins and just the total humiliation of it all getting to me.  I was getting close to cumming again.  Kari gave me an intense sort of look and then left.  I watched her go, so beautiful in that stunning dress, holding only her little satchel.  I wish my dress looked like hers instead of stupid, slinky, slutty, span….
 
    
 
   Oh shit.  Where was my dress?
 
    
 
   My eyes widened as the door closed behind Kari and I glanced around frantically.  Isobel had picked it up and then returned to her seat, right?  So did she put my dress on one of the chairs?  I edged as far forward as I thought I could risk, still holding the vibrator inside me, but now a hell of a lot more concerned about being arrested for public nudity than I was about my closing orgasm.  I couldn’t get a good view and instead dropped down on all fours and attempted to crawl to Isobel’s seat.  To my horror, my dress wasn’t there.  Nor was it on Madeline’s chair.  I risked being seen and stood, leaning forward to scan the front row.  My dress was gone.  I slumped back down, actual fear flushing through me and I swung back to the corner by the door, the vibrator forgotten as I tried to consider my options.
 
    
 
   I had no phone, no clothes, no money and the extent of my possessions included a pair of nine inch platform heels, a necklace, a faux jeweled hard plastic anal plug shoved up my ass, six clothespins (three of which were hanging off my nipples and clit), and a nine inch long, bright pink vibrator.  
 
    
 
   And that’s it.
 
    
 
   My hair wasn’t long enough to do a Lady Godiva impersonation, or more accurately, to do a half assed job, since only my boobs would be covered.  I thought about trying to rip material from one of the seats, but realized that would be next to impossible without a knife of some kind.  My chest heaved, the clothespins bobbing up and down and I closed my eyes, close to tears.
 
    
 
   “Wait here for different orders,” Kari had said. The memory came to me in a flash. I hadn’t been abandoned.  They were probably all at the restroom, having a good laugh at my expense!  They hadn’t left me!  Tears filled my eyes as the relief settled in and I put the vibrator back against my clit, the wooden peg trembling violently.  I slid the tool back in and groaned loudly as I began to work my panicked-self back into a state of sublime, sexual peace.
 
    
 
   And the door opened.
 
    
 
   I was expecting Alissa, or Kylie, or even Madeline.  Hell, Sara and her cane would have been a grateful sight at that point.  Instead I got a handsome looking man in his mid-twenties, holding my dress, staring at me in absolute shock.  He was wearing black pants and a white shirt, along with a bow tie and I immediately identified him as one of the theatre employees. I’d seen a number of them working around the edges.
 
    
 
   I froze, my eyes just as wide as his, the vibrator buried to the hilt inside me, my sex clenched tight.  Nothing was said for a moment and then he cleared his throat and let go of the door.  It closed behind him.
 
    
 
   “I was asked to bring you this,” he said, holding up my dress.  “Ms. Anders also said that you shouldn’t take anything off.”  His voice trailed down into silence as he suddenly understood what Kari had meant, his eyes locked on the clothespins.  He coughed lightly again, as if embarrassed.  “She said that you would handle tipping me,” he explained.
 
    
 
   Well duh.  Of course. I had no money.  
 
    
 
   “Do you have a condom?” I asked.  Hey! Safety is important. Remember that!
 
    
 
   He blinked and shook his head.  I gave him a rueful smile.
 
    
 
   “So all you get is a blowjob in exchange for my dress.”
 
    
 
   He nodded eagerly. “I can go for that.”
 
    
 
   He handed me my dress and for half a second I considered putting it on, but then he was unbuckling his trousers.  I went down on my knees and a half second later there was cock in my mouth.  I’m relatively good at sucking cock and so it wasn’t longer than ten or fifteen minutes before he was unloading a full tablespoon’s worth of cream into my mouth. I swallowed as fast I could, but it had clearly been some time for him and enough spilled down my chin and onto my boobs to leave an impressive wet smear.  He pulled back and we both gave each other a warm smile.
 
    
 
   “That was… uh… amazing,” he said, still a little stunned.  I laughed and stood, my thighs still pressed together to keep the vibrator in.  I was so close.  Finally I decided that I couldn’t hold off and I leaned back against the wall and opened my thighs.  He watched, getting his uniform in order as I reached down between my legs, grabbed hold of the vibrator, and finished myself off.
 
    
 
   Orgasm Five.
 
    
 
   He helped me get back into the dress, which I appreciated since it was more like stuffing meat into a sausage casing.  He was very concerned about the clothespins, but I explained the meaning of Kari’s little command about taking anything off.  So with the two clothespins on my nipples pressed downward, twisting the tips of my breasts painfully, I managed to get covered and ready to go.  And then I was just left with two small problems: the remaining clothespins, and the vibrator.  It wasn’t like I could walk out of the theater with one or both in my hand!
 
    
 
   The obvious solution was to put the vibrator back in.  I slid the narrow sex toy back into my slit, pressing my thighs together tightly in order to hold it in place, thankful that it wasn’t on and buzzing.  I palmed the rest of the clothespins and when I was ready, I followed my recent paramour out of the box.
 
    
 
   Things were already quieting down and the crowd had mostly dispersed. I glanced around and felt a momentary flood of relief.  Isobel and Madeline were right there, just down the hall, waiting for me.  I hurried over, taking small steps to keep the vibrator in place.  Isobel’s haughty look was almost penetrative.
 
    
 
   “You have cum on your chest, slut.”  Her words were like ice.  I glanced down.  I hadn’t had anything to wipe it up with and she damn well knew it. Madeline wasn’t looking at me, trying to stay apart a bit, but she at least cringed slightly and looked sympathetic.
 
    
 
   “If I could please stop at the restroom?” I asked pleadingly.
 
    
 
   Mistress Isobel shook her head.  “We have no time and other engagements.  Is the vibrator in your cunt?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, still trembling from embarrassment.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, but is it on?” Isobel pressed and this time I was forced to shake my head.
 
    
 
   Isobel sighed and looked at me with irritation. “Well, turn it on.  All the way up.  Then follow us,” she commanded and turned heel.  Madeline gave me this incredible smile the moment Isobel’s back was turned and I quickly reached down between my legs, snagged the base of the vibrator and twisted it up to maximum.  The vibrator roared to life and the jeweled anal plug did its own little dance in my ass as I struggled to keep up, the vibrations making it tough to walk.  Isobel took the stairs of course and that was even worse on me as every step threatened to send me over the edge.  We weaved our way through the festive theatre goers in the lobby, my tiny steps as I kept my thighs pressed tightly together hindering our speed.  If anyone noticed my trembling gait or the fact I was holding my arm across my breasts in a peculiar manner, they didn’t stop me or say anything.  And then I was through it.  We walked to the loading circle and there was the limousine, with Robert standing at attention in his black suit and chauffeur's hat.  He greeted Isobel warmly, Madeline with respect, and then gave me a long look that made me feel disgustingly naked.  No greeting either and I gave him a little glare.  Back to the “you’re a slut” psychological torment, yes?
 
    
 
   I climbed into the limousine and the door shut behind me.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: anightout5]A Night Out - Part Five
 
    
 
   The moment the door shut someone grabbed hold of the front of my dress and yanked it down, which also had the effect of knocking me off balance and making me fall face first into the limo.  I managed to catch myself sufficiently with my arms to keep from driving my face into the floor, but both boobs and the clothespins attached to my nipples got mashed nicely against the carpet.  I started to rise, but someone put a hand on my back, holding me down, which sent shards of pain through both breasts. More fingers touched me and I felt the back of my dress being yanked up, exposing my bottom.  Evidently the sight of my exposed derriere was an invitation to squeeze, slap, and spank because a number of different hands did just that as I moaned and wriggled, my face an inch away from someone’s shoe.  Hands grabbed at my ankles, pulling my legs upward and outward and then the fingers found something else to play with.
 
    
 
   Someone took hold of the base of the vibrator and began pulling its shaking length out of me.  I didn’t object, though I made some soft noises to go with the effort. I didn’t want them to think I wasn’t appreciative.  As soon as my pussy was empty I was rolled over and pushed toward the side seat.  Once again, as soon as I was upright and staring at my companions, my legs were jerked out to the sides.  Kylie and Alissa were seated next to me, both of them with firm holds on my ankles.  Isobel sat across from me and with a look of mischievous daring she slid forward until she was barely on the seat.
 
    
 
   “I think she needs a hand,” Isobel said as the limo started to move. “To prepare.”  I gasped as she pushed two of her fingers into my slit and began pumping them in and out. It was an intense sensation and she worked rapidly, her thumb constantly grazing my clit.  I let out a moan and let my head roll back as the pleasure exploded between my legs, though it wasn’t technically orgasmic.  Two fingers became three, filling me even more and I began to twitch as the sensations began to push me toward climax.  Then Isobel jammed her pinky in as well, folding her hand into a chisel that she drove into the wet mush between my legs.  I bucked as the pressure and heat increased and the she tried to get her thumb in there as well.
 
    
 
   I still had the jeweled butt plug in and it dug painfully into my soft insides as Isobel pushed.  She had medium sized hands and I winced as she forced me open.  Despite the fact that I’m a voracious nympho humiliation pain slut, I’m generally considered to have a small pussy.  Don’t get me wrong - I can take length.  I’m not a novice.  But you have to understand I’m more of a cucumber and zucchini girl and not so much into butternut squash.  The largest item I’ve ever had force its way through my lower half was my daughter’s head and that was helped along by an epidural and some massive internal rearrangement of my bone structure due to pregnancy. 
 
    
 
   Okay, sure.  Isobel’s hand wasn’t anywhere as big, but it was still thick enough across the palm to make it hard to accept.  She had to pump her arm hard and fast.  Pain flickered across my face, translated up my spine from between my legs and then suddenly my slit gave way and Isobel’s hand disappeared between my legs, almost up to the elbow.  I’ve been “fisted” before, but never by someone like Isobel.  She was a master of it and the moment her right hand was buried in my slippery depths she began clenching her hand repeatedly, creating these amazing pressure waves inside me.  I groaned and rolled my hips, changing the angle of her penetration, feeling like I was fucking a tree trunk.  Her fingers opened inside me, swirling around and she began massaging my insides, her hand moving through me.  She found the bulge of the anal plug and began rubbing it, with my internal walls between her fingers and the toy.  All in all I was going nuts, and when she took her other hand and started delivering a series of hard pinches, slaps, and twists to my clothespinned clit it was over.  I couldn’t keep myself from crying out, bucking, or reaching down with both hands to grab hold of Isobel’s wrist.  It was just that intense.
 
    
 
   Except Isobel didn’t like me grabbing hold of her arm.  A short barked command, not to me but to Alissa and Kylie resulted in both of my own wrists being taken hold of and my arms following the path of my legs.  Now I was being completely held open and Isobel renewed her pumping arm thrusts, fingers whirling inside me, even after I’d popped like a grenade on a battlefield.
 
    
 
   It had to have been a sight to see, me stretched out like that, with Isobel using me like a sex puppet, her hand jammed up inside me, making me dance to her tune.  My breasts heaved as my body reacted to everything going on in there and Isobel continued to torment my clit, twisting the clothespin repeatedly as I jerked.  Finally we both settled down again when she let go of my clit.  Talk about strange and sexually awkward.  We drove for miles with her wearing me like a glove.  Or… as a glove.  Whatever.  All I know is that as the girls talked about the opera and other diverse and various things, while I was laid out on the bench seat with my legs held apart. I spent the next twenty minutes with the forearm of a beautiful brunette buried in my slit.
 
    
 
   Do you have any idea what that’s like?  
 
    
 
   Suddenly the limo’s intercom activated and I heard Robert’s voice. “Kari?  We’ve arrived at our first destination.”
 
    
 
   “Alright Robert. Thank you,” she said, then nodded at Isobel.  Isobel gave one more hard push into my sex with her arm and then pulled her hand free. I groaned as the wide part once more moved through my narrow slit.  Madeline handed her a towel and Isobel wiped off her entire forearm, the scent of my juice filling the interior of the limousine.
 
    
 
   “Let her go,” Kari ordered and Alissa and Kylie let me loose.  I sagged down for a moment, the tension of restraint gone, before pushing myself back up and sitting down normally.  I didn’t dare straighten my dress to cover my breasts, much less my wet and widened sex.  In fact, even seated, I kept my knees far apart, sitting in such a way that if Isobel had wanted to try putting her foot into my pussy next, it wouldn’t have been a stretch.  Yet that was clearly not what Kari had in mind.  The limo came to a stop and then I heard the hiss of the overhead sunroof retracting.  The scent of food and the noise of music wafted into the limo and Kari pointed at me.
 
    
 
   “Take those clothespins off your tits.  Pull your dress back up to cover your breasts, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, but took advantage of her order.  Are you kidding me?  I may have been horribly turned on but my other half; the shy, South Texas cowgirl who dresses in conservative clothing and blushes when she hears the word sex was grasping at straws.  Hell yes I’d cover up.
 
    
 
   I plucked the clothespins off, though the one on my clit stayed. A feeling of relief slid over me when my breasts were no longer hanging out.  The black, skintight dress clung to my chest and despite the fact that little was left to the imagination I felt a profound sense of relief.  I even managed to cover up my slit, though I still kept my knees apart.  Why risk punishment, right?
 
    
 
   “Good. Now stand up,” Kari said.  Isobel snickered and I glanced up at the sunroof, gaping.
 
    
 
   “Stand up?” I repeated, dumbfounded.  She wanted me to stand?  Kari nodded and pointed at the sunroof.
 
    
 
   Slowly I clawed my way upward, grabbing hold of the edge of the sunroof frame and pulling.  The late afternoon air hit me and I saw that the sun was close to setting.  We were in a parking lot and there was a restaurant or a bar or a club nearby. I don’t know which.  There was a band and to my shock, a ton of people standing in line.  Many of them were looking at me and I blanched.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the sun roof began to close and I jerked and tried to duck back into the car, but it caught me halfway up my back, mashing my boobs into the frame.
 
    
 
   “No!” Kari said to me. “Stand up straight.  Don’t come back down until I tell you!”
 
    
 
   And that was that.  I was now visible from the waist up, standing upright in the limo.  I couldn’t see what was going on inside the car accept for two narrow strips along my sides and that only provided a flash of movement and once they turned the lights down, not even that.  But I felt it.  
 
    
 
   Someone was lifting my dress, tying it into a knot at my hip.  Hands touched my legs, and then my stance was widened as they pulled my feet apart.  The flooring was uneven, so I didn’t know what I was standing on. A seat?  Fingers slid up my thighs and spread me even more.  I jumped, flushing in shame as I felt fingers touch my sex while I was in plain view of the crowd.  I’ve had to deal with the consequences of being aroused in public, but when someone grabbed the clothespin on my clit and gave it a freaking three hundred and sixty degree turn it was all I could do not to scream.
 
    
 
   I twisted my hips in pain even as those probing fingers continued.  Evidently someone down there didn’t like that because they began to slap the clothespin, sending shards of agony exploding up from between my legs.  I gasped, mouth wide and eyes glazed as the pain made breathing difficult.  Then something hard, narrow, and solid was pushed hard and fast into my pussy.  An onslaught of shaking from the toy made it clear that it was the vibrator I’d just recently endured in the theatre.  
 
    
 
   Since I had an audience staring at me outside the limo I tried my best to keep my face impassive, despite the scarlet blush that crept up my cheeks.  I put my hands flat on the roof of the limo and struggled to deal with what my tormentors below were doing to me.  Pain and pleasure mixed together as the vibrator was repeatedly drawn from inside me and then slipped back in, pumped with speed through my petals.  On top of that, someone was flicking, twisting and pushing on the clothespin, sending jolts of acute discomfort into my clitoris.  The combination was beyond distracting and went on for several minutes.  
 
    
 
   I was starting to feel just a little strained when suddenly the clothespin was removed.  I gasped out loud, my eyes wide.
 
    
 
   “Hey darling, if you’re looking for some fun, we’d love to have you!” someone shouted from the line near the club.  I ignored it.  Then suddenly the crowd went nuts, cheering and pointing at me.  I couldn’t understand why, but they seemed to know exactly what was going on and were cheering me on.  A few cell phones came out and I turned my face away, scared they were taking pictures.
 
    
 
   There were some other snide remarks but I was just a little distracted by what was happening beneath me.  Something soft, wet, and moving touched my clit and I realized that someone was licking me. I could feel her warm breath.  Orgasm approached and I began whimpering, unable to contain myself as my hips began to jerk.  She wrapped her hands around my waist and held her face to my slit and as I let out a wild cry and began exploding, a series of hard, sharp spanks landed on my ass.
 
    
 
   It was too much. I couldn’t handle it and the resulting explosion was wet, intense, and vocal.  I’m pretty sure that the hoots and hollers from the guys watching made it clear that they were very aware that the twitching redhead standing in the limo sun roof was getting screwed. And as my legs turned to jelly I felt the sun roof open enough to allow me to drop back down.  My legs gave out and the limousine started to move.  I looked around.  Kylie was sitting there, eyes wide, her mouth and chin covered with glistening moisture.  I looked left and suddenly gasped.  The tinted window was open.  All the way down.
 
    
 
   Kari rolled it up as the limo picked up speed and I was allowed to resume my place on the bench seat, though Isobel roughly pushed my legs open again and slipped her foot out of her shoe. I bit my lip as she started playing footsie with my sex, rubbing my clitoris with her toe and even digging inward, literally fucking me with her foot.  She didn’t get as much in as she had with her hand, but it kept me whimpering, hips churning, my clit tingling as we drove.
 
    
 
   Again the limo lurched to a stop and Kari looked out the window.  “We’re here,” she announced and once more the sunroof opened.  Isobel pulled her foot out from between my legs and held up her gooey toes.
 
    
 
   “Lick them clean, slut.”
 
    
 
   They all looked expectantly at me and I struggled to do as she asked. I’m not into foot worship. I don’t like licking feet.  But I supposed it really wasn't different than sucking on a finger, so I opened my mouth and tasted my own juices.  I’m not sure I did a good job cleaning her off, but everyone seemed satisfied, especially Kari, who pressed some controls.  The sunroof opened.
 
    
 
   “Stand up, Bre.”
 
    
 
   Relieved I no longer had to munch on Isobel’s toes, I climbed to my feet and looked around.  This time there was more music. Loud music. And there was an actual band playing.  It was a restaurant of some kind and there was a whole outdoor area and while no one was specifically watching me, I was in plain view if they looked away from the band for just a moment.
 
    
 
   Again the sunroof closed, inhibiting both my movement and vision and I could feel the pressure of the glass against my back.  I waited, not knowing what was coming, until I felt them spreading my legs again.  I felt movement against my clit, only to realize that someone was blowing across my wet folds and sensitive nub.  And as I was adjusting to that, a single line of agonizing fire sliced my clit in two.  I had no idea what had struck me, but it came again and I realized that one of the ladies below, probably Sara, was snapping something flexible and thin against my clit.  It stung horribly and I bucked, my lower lip caught between my teeth.  The stinging strokes moved down, impacting against my folds before going back up to my tender nub.
 
    
 
   Talk about torture.  You should try it sometime.  I was painfully aroused, wet and open and between my legs someone was snapping a something against my clitoris and labia, the stinging heat burning me deeply.  I wriggled, trying to get away but they held my legs and the pain just increased. Just when I thought I couldn’t handle any more, twisting and thrusting my hips wildly, knuckles white against the roof, the torture stopped, only to be replaced by the soft swirl of a tongue.  In seconds my libido went from a dead stop to a hundred miles an hour, shaking with need.  Maybe it was the way I was tenderized, or the mixture of pain and heat and pleasure. I have no idea, but I headed toward the cliffs of orgasmic ecstasy with every intention of jumping wildly off.
 
    
 
   And they let me.  I had my arms wrapped around myself as the overwhelming surge of adrenaline hit me and again my knees buckled as I was licked and sucked into sexual delight.  I felt hands grab hold of my dress, and just as I was about to cum, they pulled.  The elastic material hugging my frame slipped down my body and my breasts popped out and into full view.  I cried out and moved my arms across my boobs.  I didn’t know if people were looking, but I felt as if they were staring and all of it, the lingering heat of the micro-caning, the tongue against my clitoris, the fingers touching my slit and the humiliation, combined and significantly increased the power of the orgasm that practically blasted me into orbit and made my knees buckle. 
 
    
 
   It’s a little tough to cum at the same time someone is sucking on your clitoris, standing up in a limousine, with half of your naked body exposed, caught between the sunroof window and its frame.  But I managed.  Still, it wasn’t as bad as the first stop we’d been on, since no one seemed to be paying attention to the naked redhead exposing herself and moaning in ecstasy. Me?  I just went with the flow.
 
    
 
   I tumbled back into the limo when they retracted the roof and suddenly we were off again.  I was exhausted, tired and felt just a little wrung out.  But what really shocked me was the fact that when I got back into the limo Alissa, Kylie, and Madeline were all naked.  There was an orgy going on and it looked like the set of one of those high dollar lesbian porn shoots.  Sara had her dress hiked up around her waist and Madeline’s nose was buried in between the redhead’s legs.  Savannah was also bare from the waist down, her dress a rumpled bundle to her side, with Madeline draped across her lap, getting a spanking, while Alissa was doing her best to force her nose up under Madeline’s body. It was… well… damn.  I felt left out.
 
    
 
   Kylie was sitting next to me and the moment I settled and spread my legs she reached out and put her hands on the sides of my face.  To my shock, she pulled me downward and I slipped to the floor, my body pressed up against Alissa as Kylie lifted her hips.  Suddenly I was again sucking on the cute little brunette’s clitoris and the moans of pleasure that filled the car were pretty impressive.  I felt a hand on my hips and then realized Alissa had slipped a hand between my legs, even as she was licking on Savannah. Two fingers drilled into me and then she began pumping, not even looking as her arm moved in syncopated rhythm to all the sex.
 
    
 
   It felt amazing, but I wasn’t anywhere close to being ready to cum again, so despite Alissa’s fingers slipping in and out of me, reigniting the smoldering flames of earlier, I concentrated on Kylie.  She deserved a third orgasm, right?  And things were going very well for that when the limousine again lurched to a stop.  Kylie groaned in disappointment as Isobel tapped me on the shoulder and I popped up to see the sunroof once more retracting.  I glanced at Kari who nodded at me and I quickly pulled my dress back up over my breasts.  No one protested or stopped me and with one hand I wiped away Kylie’s moisture and rose up to see where we were.
 
    
 
   We were again in a parking lot, this time in front of a bar.  There were rows of motorcycles along the open front of the building, which at one time was clearly a garage of some type.  There were already a number of men looking at me, a pretty distraction from the beer and pool tables that were illuminated from within the bar.  As I felt hands on my knees, pulling my legs apart, I blanched at the hungry stares.  Fingers delved into my sex again and then the driver’s side door of the limousine opened and Robert climbed out.  He ignored the growing audience and instead held out his hand to me above him. I looked down and saw a small bottle and something silver.  
 
    
 
   “Kari would like you oiled and clamped,” he said simply, but loud enough that I think a few of the guys watching heard him.  I flushed crimson even as I felt someone from beneath me tug on my dress and I squealed as things fell apart.  Robert handed me the bottle and a set of alligator clamps while my boobs exploded out of the black elastic material encasing my chest.  I scrambled but was unable to juggle two C cup sized breasts, a bottle of oil, and my alligator clamps all at the same time. The hoots and hollers dramatically increased as I was forced to let a few things slip as I put down the oil and the clamps on the roof.
 
    
 
   “Oil them up, babe!” someone shouted.   Blinking back tears of shame and still dealing with the lower level penetration of someone’s fingers into my sex, I opened the bottle and liberally poured the contents across the tops of both breasts.  I put the bottle down and with both hands began rubbing the slick baby oil all over my bosom.
 
    
 
   I know some of you were hoping for Stinging O, but that would have been cruel and I could tell it was the generic stuff immediately, mostly by scent.  I rubbed the slick fluid across my breasts and did a pretty good job getting all the nooks and crannies, even going so far as to lift and make sure that I did some of my stomach as well.  And then, when my boobs were glistening in the lamplights, I picked up the alligator clamps, pinched each one open, and set them onto my hard and needy nipples.
 
    
 
   The crowd hollered which is why I missed the noise.  Inside the limousine someone lifted my left leg and swung it outward, taking off my shoe in the process, until it was resting on some part of the limo itself.  The crowd came closer and cameras came out so I turned away, which is when the first stroke of the sap fell.  It landed on my clitoris, hard and sharp, only to be repeated instantly.  Whomever was wielding the sap had her hand between my legs, her middle and forefingers buried in my slit while someone else was tugging on the anal plug jewel. I tightened spasmodically, crying out in both pain and pleasure as my pussy was flattened with sharp little blows.  It was technically a spanking and it wasn’t until I reeled a bit, the crowd closer, that I realized that my foot was on the fucking door, the window open with my bent leg spread so that everyone around us could see my pussy getting walloped.  
 
    
 
   Talk about embarrassing.
 
    
 
   I cried out, my nipples throbbing, my hands cupping my breasts as my pussy contracted under the dual onslaught of the probing fingers and the harsh impact of the leather sap.  The jeweled plug in my ass merely added its own pressure and all I could think of was getting away from being a public spectacle.  My hips jerked wildly as I was both spanked and fucked at the same time.  The guys outside the limo were cheering and Robert was running interference, keeping them back a ways as I cried out, my hips bucking wildly as Isobel slammed the sap into me.  I felt a sudden surge, everything coming together in a wild, mind-bending screwball situation, my stupid foot hanging out of the limo while I gyrated like a tabletop dancer with my clamped breasts on display and my squirting sex bright red.  My foot slipped, or it was jerked back and then the window was going up.
 
    
 
   Robert jumped back into the limo and despite the shouted complaints we were suddenly moving, with me still hanging out of the sunroof, bare breasted, oiled and clamped.  As we hit the street the glass retracted and I fell downward, into the waiting arms of Kylie, pressed to the seat as her body slid across mine.  I cried out as the alligator clamps got pulled on and then everything devolved.  Dresses came off and I’ve got no idea whose clit my mouth was on.  Oil got smeared all over the place, fingers and tongues and toes were dipped into every moist and wet place imaginable and I think I came again in sensuous pleasure.   
 
    
 
   Ever seen eight women having an oil slicked orgy in a moving limo?  
 
    
 
   I have.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: anightout6]A Night Out - Part Six
 
    
 
   An hour later Kari kissed Isobel on the cheek.  Her dress was just a little askew, with some questionable dark spots, undoubtedly stained from oil, but she still looked like a million bucks.  
 
    
 
   “That was fun. We should do it more often,” Isobel observed.  Madeline stood on the curb looking even more rumpled than Isobel.  I suspect it was the baby oil.  Baby oil and nice dresses don’t mix very well.  
 
    
 
   “I agree, though next time it should be Madeline who gets the attention,” Kari said with a polite smile.
 
    
 
   I was about to protest but Isobel beat me to it. 
 
    
 
   “I think Breanne would be jealous, but I definitely think Madie should be involved next time,” Isobel agreed.  She straightened and allowed Robert to close the door and I watched through the tinted windows as the couple returned to Isobel’s luxury apartment.  To my surprise and delight there was a tender moment when Isobel wrapped one arm around Madeline and they hugged, walking forward with their arms around each other.  I looked over at Kari and smiled.
 
    
 
   I was a wreck.  First of all I was covered in baby oil, and more than just on my breasts.  My buttocks, legs, arms, and even some of my back and been greased.  My sex was bright pink and my clit was swollen, mostly from having been beaten and sucked on. Light welts crisscrossed my skin in multiple areas and I knew I’d have a couple of fresh bruises.  I had no clue where my dress was and even one of my shoes seemed to be missing.  I plucked the single remaining high heel off and tossed it aside.
 
    
 
   “So,” Kari asked, straightening her dress. “What did you think?”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and wrapped my arms across my bare torso. “That was Master Matt’s assignment wasn’t it?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “We didn’t follow it exactly, but I think I hit the main points.”
 
    
 
   I sighed and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t even remember what was supposed to happen. I got it so long ago.  It was a surprise.”
 
    
 
   Kari let out a light laugh.  “You were supposed to be embarrassed and cum multiple times.”  
 
    
 
   I snorted, and not in a very lady-like manner. “I think I accomplished that,” I said, settling back into the seat.
 
    
 
   “Good.  That was the point.  And did you enjoy the opera?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I stared at her silently and she started to giggle.  A moment later the infectiousness of her laugh caught me up in it and I broke into laughter as well.  Kari tossed me a towel and I started to wipe some of the slick oil off my body.
 
    
 
   “Now, I’ve got to ask,” Kari began.  “It’s still early.  Only eight o’clock.  Would you care for another round back in your bedroom at my place, or do you need to head for home?  And I’ve got to warn you.  If you come back to my place to stay, it’s going to be intense.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. That was an unusually kind offer from Kari.  She knew I’d need to be up at five am on Monday and was letting me walk.  And to be honest, I felt tired. I’d had multiple orgasms, was sore in places that would take a gynecologist to catalog, and sported some unusual and quite interesting welts.  I wasn’t even following NHPS Rule #1.  The vibrator had been pulled out and replaced with fingers at some point.   I glanced around the limousine.  It was a wreck.  There were dildoes, a dead vibrator, empty bottles of liquor, the jeweled bottom plug, paper towels, my ben wa balls, all scattered around the floor.  
 
    
 
   I looked away from her and didn’t answer. Slowly, I moved my naked body across the limo and picked up the jeweled anal plug.  Turning around and presenting my bottom to Kari, I placed the tapered tip against my rear end and began pushing.  It was slick with oil - and before you ask - yes, both my ass and the plug.  It went in, though not easily.  And once it was fully embedded in my ass I picked up the fallen dildo.  I had no idea who had brought it, and only guesses about where it had been that evening.  It was still slick and I’m not sure it was just oil.  But I took it and then turned and faced Kari.  I was kneeling between the bench seats on either side of the limo, spreading my legs, adopting a subservient pose.  I kept my eyes down, but took a deep breath, presenting my breasts as I brought the dildo up to my tender, sore, well used slit.  I wasn’t even technically wet - just slick with oil.  I rubbed the tip through my petals once, just once, and then pushed it in.
 
    
 
   Mentally I might have been ready for that thick, seven inch long rubber cock, but physically I wasn’t.  My bottom ached too. I whimpered and almost folded as the dildo shoved the membranes of my sex apart, forcing its way deep.  But I kept pushing, groaning and wincing as I took the full length.  And then, close to panting from the discomfort, I spread my legs even wider and dropped down, my thighs stretching, pressing my petals and more importantly - the base of the dildo, against the floor of the limousine.
 
    
 
   “I’m yours to do with as you please,” I said.  I tried to say it steadily, with no emotion except acceptance.  But it came out wavering and just a little vulnerable.  Kari looked at me darkly, a gleam in her eye.  She reached down into the little crevasse beside her seat and pulled out my alligator clamps.  She moved forward and began attaching them to my nipples.  I groaned as the pain hit me, sinking deep into my chest.
 
    
 
   “Who are you?” Kari asked me softly once the hurt had really gotten to me.  I was breathing fast, the clamps and the chain between them almost bouncing.
 
    
 
   “Your slave, mistress,” I whispered, totally lost in what was happening.
 
    
 
   “And what is your purpose?” Kari asked.
 
    
 
   “To suffer for your pleasure,” I replied, aching with a sudden surge of renewed need.  My sex tightened around the dildo and I realized the moisture I felt wasn’t oil. Not anymore.  I bounced, ever so slowly.
 
    
 
   “And if I want to hurt you?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Mistress, please hurt me!” I said sharply, my body began going up and down even more vigorously.  
 
    
 
   “And if I want you to cum?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Please mistress? May I cum for you?” I begged her, waves of agony and ecstasy rolling up through my hips and into my little brain.
 
    
 
   “Not yet, little one.  But I’ll ask again.  Who are you?” Kari demanded, her voice taking a stern tone.  She grabbed hold of the chain connecting the alligator clamps and pulled me forward. I cried out and cupped my breasts, shards of agony spearing both nipples.
 
    
 
   “I’m Breanne Erickson!” I almost screamed.
 
    
 
   “AND WHAT ARE YOU?” Kari shouted at me, her foot coming up between my legs, snagging the dildo and pushing it until the top of her bare foot touched my petals.  I groaned, shaking under the strain.
 
    
 
   “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut!” I whispered, my throat barely able to utter the words, my body was so fucked up. I couldn’t tell if I wanted to cum or beg for the pain to end.
 
    
 
   “Yes you are. Always and forever,” Kari whispered in my ear as she let go of the chain and gathered me up in her arms.  I sobbed in relief, but couldn’t help grinding my pussy against her bare leg.  Kari reached over to the intercom while the other hand caressed my head, my back, and my buttock.  I trembled in her arms.
 
    
 
   “Robert?  Home please.  And Breanne will be staying.”  Kari looked down at me with fondness.  “Seems she still is a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
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