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   [bookmark: answers]Answers - A Foreword
 
   Hi. My name is Breanne and we should probably start with a personal description in order to give you the proper frame of reference. I’m five foot four and spare change, weigh about a hundred and seventeen pounds soaking wet, which means I’m short and relatively skinny. I’ve got freckles across my nose giving me a sort of bewildered “Pollyanna” expression, a distinct farmer’s tan that leaves the lower halves my arms a darker color than the rest of me and long, shoulder length locks dyed the color of a fire engine. I’m not pretty in the classic sense, with finely chiseled features, the heart shaped face, or large beautiful eyes. Instead I am considered “adorably cute.” My face is a circle and I’ve got chubby cheeks, an easy grin, and laughing eyes. I play piano, enjoy discussing politics, am a decent shot with both a pistol and rifle, am a fantastic cook, and can change the oil in your car, tractor, or combine, which would probably save you plenty of money as well as giving you the opportunity to see me covered in grease stains. Trust me. Nothing is as sexy to a guy as seeing a naked girl sliding out from under his car with grease stains smeared across certain portions of her anatomy. I live near Houston, Texas, spend most of time working my parents’ ranch where we raise a pigs, goats, chickens, ride horses and even grow a few rotational crops like soybeans and rye. There’s an emu running around the farm I can’t catch. And last but not least, I have a secret. A big secret. Well, it’s actually not that big a secret. A ton of people know.
 
   I like sex.
 
   Okay, so that really isn’t exactly newsworthy, is it? No. Not really. But the fact that Breanne Erickson likes sex isn’t actually the secret. Oh it’s part of it! But not all of it. Who doesn’t like sex? Practically everyone does. We all want it. So me coming out and saying “I like sex,” is sort of like a monkey declaring “I like bananas.” Yeah. Real news huh?  But it’s not the real secret. The real secret is disturbing. It’s something not many would admit to. It’s something you go and see a psychologist or a therapist about. Or maybe a priest, hoping for an exorcism. Look out in that field. You see that cute, redhead cowgirl, dressed in her blue jeans and boots, a tee shirt under the button up, long sleeve oxford? The one wearing the dark brown hat? Yeah, that one.  That girl?  Well, deep inside, if you start peeling off those layers, you’re going to find this dark, deep, very wet secret.
 
   I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
   [bookmark: h.gjdgxs]Admitting it here on these pages is actually easy. You probably don’t actually know me, and even if you saw me, unless it was in the middle of one of my “sex assignments” you might only think “wow, that redhead is kinda cute!” As for the title itself, it’s quite a mouthful in a variety of ways. There are a ton of meanings in there, so the easiest way to understand my unique and very disturbing psychosis is to dissect it. So let’s start off at the beginning, which also brings us back to my very first declaration; I like sex. I like sex so much that it’s even possible, probably likely, perhaps even certain, that I’m addicted to orgasm like a cocaine addict to crack, or that grumpy old woman who isn’t even remotely human until she’s had her third cup of caffeinated coffee each morning. I’m one of those people that if left to my own devices, would find the time and privacy to masturbate three, four, maybe even five times a day and let me assure you, I could handle a few extras on a regular basis. And partners? Oh hell yes. I love getting intimate. Men or women, I don’t even care. As long as I’ve got something slipping wetly inside me, thrusting and pumping, driving me toward that incredible release of pent up energy we call orgasm, I’m good to go. Fingers. Cock. Toys. Whatever. You know there are words to describe a girl like me. In classic sexual tradition, a person like me is called after the mythological nymph, a creature known for their beauty and insatiable sexual appetites. Me? I’m not mythological. I’m a nymphomaniac; a girl so predisposed toward sexual activity that the usual social morays mean nothing to her. She must be satisfied.
 
   I was in high school when I discovered another peculiar aspect to my sexuality. Under normal circumstances I’m a wallflower, shy and unassuming, content to be quiet and unnoticed. I’m one of those girls who dresses modestly and doesn’t feel the need to flaunt their body every ten seconds. The red hair? Not my idea I assure you. Naturally I’m a mousy brown. Sure, I’ve got great boobs and a well-rounded butt, but when I shop for clothes, all you’ll get is a hint of what’s under there. But even with all that, my sexuality seemed to pour out of me and it was certainly noticed. One day, while walking through the halls of my school, dressed in an outfit foisted upon me by someone else, with a pair of golf balls stuffed up inside me, rolling around wetly, I discovered that embarrassment, humiliation, the utter horror of being watched and observed was itself a turn-on. The orgasms I’d given myself in the solitude of my bedroom were nothing compared to the one I had in the high school bathroom after having one of the balls fall out from between my legs and go clattering across the floor leaving wet sex marks on the tile. It opened a door to being watched. To being observed. To the sensation of utter abasement. Part of me hated the idea of people knowing, whispering behind my back, the looks I was getting. But then, in the midst of that surge, that buildup of lust, that knowledge was an aphrodisiac. The humiliation turned me on like nothing else did! And if this was directed by someone other than myself? My God… the orgasms I had! It was like upgrading from a bicycle to a Lamborghini! 
 
   I was twelve when I discovered sexual pleasure and for a long time my partners were me, myself, and I. Eventually through exploration and the very intimate friendship with another girl named Kari, who lived just a mile or two away, I learned about my own sexuality, my peculiar needs, and discovered the fact that I seemed about five times more sexually active than other girls my age. Kari, my best friend, took it upon herself to introduce me to her father’s videotape collection after he inadvertently left it behind during her parents’ separation. Kari didn’t spare me either. It wasn’t vanilla porn. Her dad had some unusual tastes and I found myself watching in riveted shock as some poor peroxide blonde with 1980’s hair was bound naked to a rack and sexually tormented, penetrated, and even whipped. I was in a daze. But right from the first, Kari knew that what I’d seen resonated with me. Three months later we weren’t just watching tapes. We were acting them out, me as the bound submissive, Kari as the strong-willed dominant. For me, the self-induced orgasms I’d given myself before suddenly became ten, twenty, thirty times stronger when inflicted upon my person with a bit of constructive sadism. Being tied up, out of control, was just as arousing as being humiliated. Then I discovered something else; the pain. It was that little spark that appealed to me and I discovered what it meant to be sexually masochistic. It was a dark and scary place too, knowing that I could be in the middle of a masturbation session and that the simple act of putting a clothespin on a nipple, or snapping a rubber band against the sole of my foot, or taking a plastic ruler and actually slapping it against my wet petals and swollen clit would make the impending sexual explosion so much stronger. Kari and I experimented. Spankings, hot wax, ice, the cane, a flogger, objects… you name it. We discovered that I responded best when I was tied down, unable to stop whatever was being done to me, especially with my legs tied apart, spread so wide that my thighs rippled with discomfort…
 
   There’s a cruel analogy I’ve heard applied to girls like me. It starts off with a key, a key designed legitimately to open any lock. What do we call such a key? A MASTER key. But what about the lock? What do we call a lock that will open to any key? Broken.  By the same token, a man who can have his pick of any girl is called a master. And a girl willing to fuck any man is called a slut. A girl opening her legs willingly, frequently, with no expectation but the sensorial bliss of having herself used, taken, and screwed until her brain is sloshing around in her skull, soaked in endorphins and oxytocin, the pleasure centers overloaded is a slut. You don’t have to pay her. She wants it.
 
   And that is what makes me a nympho humiliation pain slut. I’m constantly wet and wanting it. I also hate every second of being humiliated and publicly used, but I know it makes the orgasm stronger and so I deal with it. Being hurt is the icing on the cake, the spark that starts the ignition, the nitro in the fuel line. And all of the above makes me recognize the absolute truth: that under those blue jeans and boots, under the tee shirt and oxford, under that hat and long flowing red hair, is a slut, a slut stuffed with a twelve inch long, multi-tiered dildo shifting around in her hot, wet, slippery slit, who wants to be taken, used, abused, presented, and forced into orgasm.
 
   So how did I end up writing? Complicated story. I never intended on becoming a writer. It was accidental. In fact, my first story was totally fiction, just an image in my mind. But it sort of evolved over the years. Eventually my friend and fellow author Michael Alexander asked me to help him with his blog. All he wanted was a daily paragraph or two, sexually charged, telling about how I’d screwed around with a sex toy, or did some other damn thing that fit the description of nympho humiliation pain slut. Those early “assignments,” as he called them, were simple. Keep a vibrator inside yourself all day. Put clothespins on your nipples and masturbate in a parking lot. Fuck a banana. Stupid stuff like that. But you know what? I loved it. I loved it and hated it all at the same time. It was erotic, exciting, and me having to sit there, usually with a vibrator stuffed up inside me, writing out what I did, and where, and how it felt, became a sort of catharsis. It became part of the experience. Those silly little paragraphs became longer. Within a month or two those assignments became adventures, full-fledged experiences that I found myself wanting to share with folks.  Of course I was a terrible writer back then and there was a learning process involved. Michael could only help me so much, editing and helping me. But people liked me. They liked what I was doing, and how I was doing it.  Michael recognized it and helped me put it all together. I was a year in by that point and he gathered up all those initial daily assignments, put them together in a single book, and called it “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut”. 
 
   Volume 1.
 
   Volume 2 followed almost immediately because we discovered that I’d written more material than we initially thought. It was novel length. Actually, it was longer than novel length. I didn’t make much money off of it, but it was there, my first book. I felt… awesome actually. I was doing something I loved, making a little bit of money on it (about ten dollars a month for that first year!) and sharing some important experiences with others.  Granted, the writing sucked, but hey… it was a start!
 
   Today, as I write this, there are eleven volumes of the “Tales” series. There are also three stand-alone novels, though “Denial & Consequences” probably should be included in the “Tales” series. All of them are important though, and if you really want to know about my formative years and those “things” Kari did to me, you need to read “Coming of Age - A BDSM Romance.”  It’s probably my best book so far and like the rest of my work, is confessional erotica mixed with a healthy dose of humor, self-deprecation, and embarrassing situations.
 
   Still, there are some caveats. Some people have asked me uncomfortable questions. Are you really doing this stuff?  How do you get the courage for some of the things you do?  Can you really endure that much?  Why no pictures? 
 
   When I first started this I remembered back to my days sitting in front of the computer, my webcam showing everything from the chin down and even the rare occasion when I’d flash a smile or a lock of red hair at someone I trusted. Years ago, I wanted to become a successful criminal attorney. I even have a degree in criminal justice! I thought maybe one day running for office; a District Attorney maybe. So I put in place some pretty hardcore rules about NOT having my picture taken. Don’t want to provide ammunition to a political opponent, right?  
 
   But there is a reason I like to write. It is a moment where I can speak my mind and show you, the reader, something that you can’t get when you watch a peroxide blond strapped down to a rack, getting whipped and fucked. To me, there is so much more to erotica than just the visual. I’m trying to create something beautiful, something deep and emotional. When you see those BDSM porn starlets tied up, you know they’re enjoying themselves, but you also know that deep down, somewhere, the money is the motivation. And you don’t know what they’re feeling, bound and staring up at the dominant above them. You can’t share in their experience. You can’t know what they’re thinking, what they’re feeling, or what it truly feels like. You can only watch it. And that’s the difference between what I do and visual erotica.
 
   Yes. I’m doing the things I write about. Or at least, a version of them. It’s not like I make recordings or take notes in the middle of this stuff. I have to remember it all, and sometimes my memory isn’t that good. Or you know how some women can’t remember exactly how painful childbirth is? They just tell you it hurt? Well, exactly. How the hell can I really explain how much having someone slap a leather paddle into my sex hurt? And does that pain get mitigated if I’m so insanely aroused that I want to get spanked like that?  And how do I describe it? Was I slapped? Swatted? Spanked? Hit? Walloped? Each word means something slightly different to both you and me, but describes the same sort of action. It’s a subjective description. So you know what? It means what you want it to mean. If you imagine me with my legs bound open while someone resembling Paul Bunyan comes up and delivers these jackhammer like swings of a sledge to my nether region, well… that’s your prerogative. Or you can picture a nice looking guy, of average height and build, wielding a small leather sap, hitting me not as hard as he can, but as hard as I can take. The latter would be closer to the mark. So let your imagination run wild. That’s the beauty of the written word.
 
   My computer has a file folder on it called “Oops.”  This folder is filled with half written assignments that got aborted for one reason or another. The cops showed up. I pulled a muscle. I broke down into hysterics. I just couldn’t go through with it. I wanted to take a picture of a guy’s license plate before he drove off with me and he got pissed and left me standing on a street corner alone. The condom tore. I couldn’t find a condom. I ran OUT of condoms. I was ejected into the street and criminally trespassed from the business. I’ve got TONS of those. Some are funny. Some are sad. Almost all of them aren’t worth finishing or even reading about.
 
   How do I get the courage for some of the things I do? I don’t. I’m terrified almost all the time and the only way I can even tolerate it is to be insanely, horribly, desperately aroused. It helps if I’m with someone, which is why you find me escorted by my cadre of regular doms during the more intense adventures. Mike the Hardware Guy, Nick, Zach, John, David, Robert, Kari, and now my current mistress Julie. These people are not only my shield, but my motivation. They push me to reach that sexual epiphany my messed up brain wants, when the rest of me quails in fear and would run like hell. And then beneath it all, is this overwhelming desire to relieve that built up pressure inside me, the wanton nature of my soul. 
 
   I’m not asking anyone to emulate me. I’m not some sort of “sexuality leader” or anything. I’ve gotten letters from women all over the country who share some of the same attributes, women who have wanted to embrace their sexuality, and they’ve let me know I’m an inspiration. I’m glad, though I don’t feel like I’m someone to look up to. I’m just me; a south Texas cowgirl with an itch. And I do what makes me feel good. If that means I can make someone else feel good in the process, then that makes me happy too. So sit back, enjoy my writing, and come with me on a sex-capade.
 
   That’s me in a nutshell. Some people say I’m crazy. They’re right. I’ll be sitting there, panting with desire, chest heaving as the clover clamps dangling from my nipples throb with every beat of my heart. My hips roll as I bounce vigorously on some thick phallus, waiting for the cane to whistle through the air, the impact leaving a crimson line across my rump, and I’ll think suddenly “what the fuck am I doing?”  Then the pain will combine with the pleasure and all the lines become blurry. That broken place inside my head will swell and I won’t be able to control it. I’ll want it even more. My mouth will open and the soft sounds of agonized bliss will escape, the words “please, more… hurt me more…” will come hissing out. Something is not stable inside my head and I’m scared to death it will only get worse. Then a little voice inside my head says “yes… and can you imagine the orgasms?”
 
   I wish I had the guts to tell you to start at the beginning, to open up Volume One of Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, and then go in order, but really I can’t. Not in good faith. Those early tales were so bad… not in content, but in style. Even I cringe when I go back and reread them. So only the most dedicated fans might be interested in that stuff. But I hope you stay with me, here and now, to enjoy something a little deeper, more intense, and a hell of a lot more intimate than anything you might see on your computer screen or television. This is our time together and I want you next to me, a smile on your face, seeing what I see, knowing what I think, how it turns me on, hearing and sensing each and every little thing that moves me. Take my hand and slip into the soft and silky pages, the delights and desires, the agony and the ecstasy...
 
   I’m Breanne. And I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: chainintheass][bookmark: V]Chain In The Ass
 
   
              I glanced backward over my shoulder and looked at the studious face of Mike the Hardware Guy as he stared at my bottom.  Granted, I have a particularly lovely bottom, so I can completely understand how men, and even some women, like to contemplate it.  It’s well rounded, creamy white, and perfect for spanking, paddling, caning, and despite my personal preferences, stuffing.  After all, I am a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
   I’d met Mike one sunny afternoon while on an assignment that required me to do some particularly naughty things inside a hardware store. Fortunately for me, the manager was someone who could appreciate the sort of girl I am and a long, interesting, and fun filled relationship began. Mike is physically imposing. He’s the size of an American football linebacker, with a strong, beard covered jaw, sharp intelligent eyes, and massive muscles. He’s just… big. His house is a single story bungalow that’s decorated in “bachelor,” mostly because Mike is a widower and ten or so years alone will do that to a man. Here and there I can see the remnants of a woman’s touch but it’s lost.
 
   I was lying on Mike’s king sized bed, one of his pillows tucked up under my chin, while the other was positioned delicately under my hips. My breasts were mashed down on the mattress, both nipples caught tightly in a set of clover clamps. The pillow under my hips lifted my well-oiled bottom up nicely and when Mike had first sat down next to my thigh, his fingers had avoided my derriere and instead focused on caressing the soft folds of my sex.  You should have heard me moan and had I been given the option that would have been both the beginning and end of this little experiment. After a few minutes of mind-numbing caress, he tugged the ben wa balls out of my soft and quite wet pussy, set them aside, and picked up the chain.
 
   Yes. I said chain. A steel chain, with thick links, but only about eight inches long.  Seven hard, solid metal, cold links, smooth as glass (I know, I checked) and brightly shining.  I don’t call Mike the Hardware Guy for nothing.  He’d been kind enough to provide this new toy and he brought the very first link down to my pulsing and wanton sex to run the cold steel circle through my petals.
 
   I gasped.  “Damn!” I said, flinching away from the steel. “That’s cold!” I protested.
 
   Mike let out a tiny laugh. “Sorry. I didn’t think to warm it. But since it’s just going in your pussy anyway it should warm up nicely.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Pussy?  It’s supposed to go in my ass you nitwit.”
 
   That earned me a sharp, single spank to the right side of my buttock and I let out a little squeal.
 
   “No name calling, Bre.  It’s not nice.”  
 
   I sighed and put my head back down on the pillow.  I could feel Mike’s fingers swirling around the outside of my flower, caressing the petals, and more importantly - rolling the edge of that first link through the folds of my sex, coating more and more of the thick metal link in the girl goo that made penetration so much easier.  
 
   I’d never actually fucked a chain before so it wasn’t like I was objecting.  It would just be one more thing to knock off my list.  For a girl who has screwed any number of objects, from corn dogs to baseball bats, you have to understand that the unusual holds a certain attraction. So even though Master Matt hadn’t specified that I needed eight inches of thick steel chain stuffed up my pussy as part of this assignment, it was something I didn’t exactly mind.
 
   Plus there was enough room.  That’s a big issue.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m not one of those girls who is overly roomy. I’m not virginal tight either, but it’s not like you can drive a bus up between my legs and have room to park a pickup truck in there too.  Let me put it this way: if you have small hands you can get one pushed up into me without that much trouble.  You’ll have to work at it, but it’s not like you’ll strain yourself or stretch me beyond my limits.  
 
   It wasn’t that hard for Mike to slip that first link into my sopping depths and when the first link went in the second followed.  Soon Mike was poking and prodding, jamming link after link into my body as I tried not to tighten up.  Acceptance is something nympho humiliation pain sluts try to practice, even if it’s eight inches of steel chain.
 
   It felt… weird.  Yeah.  That’s the best I can do.  The coldness disappeared quickly enough that the only thing I felt was the strange shape of it inside me.  And in all fairness, the inside of a woman’s sex is not exactly the most delicate for sensing certain things.  Have you ever played the sex game “guess the object?”  Try it sometime.  The last time I played my hands and feet were bound behind me in this wooden stock thingy, with holes cut in the wood for my ass as well.  This kept me bent over, with my bottom and slit totally exposed, with my face down on the floor.  I was lubed and then stuffed.  I had one chance to guess what was in me, and if I got it right they placed a vibrator against my clit for a minute.  Getting it wrong meant the flogger for a minute.
 
   I tried to guess right as much as possible and I still got spanked more than anything else.
 
   The chain had bunched up inside me and was just this thick, hard metal mass. I could squeeze and feel how hard it was, but I also could feel it shifting, moving around as I pushed.  What a strange sensation.  But then I felt Mike’s fingers again.
 
   “I think that’s sufficiently lubed,” he said, then began to pull it slowly out.
 
   Oh. My. God.  Now THAT’S a sensation.  I would gladly consent to being stuffed with miles of chain if I could have it pulled out slowly and steadily for about twenty minutes.  What a pleasant sensation! It was like a backward fuck.  And since Mike was letting the steel links touch my clitoris as he tugged them out it just made me tense from head to toe as I let out a low pitched groan of need.
 
   Mike laughed. “Like that?” he asked with a chuckle.
 
   “Again,” I mumbled into the pillow, wiggling my bottom.  I felt the end of the chain touch my clit and then Mike began pushing it all back in again.  I sighed and spread my legs a bit farther, lifting my hips and enjoying the very strange and pleasant sensation of having that steel chain slipped into my sex.  Then Mike patted my petals, waiting a ten count, and began the much faster and increasingly arousing process of pulling it out.
 
   I sighed dramatically again, and shook my hips, wiggling my bottom, indicating what I thought was a very explicit invitation to push the chain back in again.  I could do this all afternoon!  Chain gang?
 
   Except Mike decided that it was time to move on to what we were there to do.  So instead of pushing that first, girl-goo covered steel link into my pussy for a third dip in my love nest, he pressed the thick edge against my ass and began pushing.  I gasped and tightened up but realized a moment later that I had to relax.  Open up.  Accept.  Be accepting.  And so I did.  I let the muscles in my buttocks soften, the tense tightness disappearing.  This relaxed my sphincter and before I knew it that first link was actually in me.  Talk about another strange, and just a tad bit unpleasant, feeling.
 
   I’m used to having all sorts of things up my ass.  For a girl who doesn’t like it, my various doms and dommes certainly seem to concentrate on my poor bottom.  I’ve had plugs, dildoes, beads, and balls in there.  I’ve taken cock of all sizes, as well as a number of fruits and vegetables, including freshly peeled ginger root, daikon, and leeks.  And none of it - ever - felt like having that chain, link by link, pushed up my ass.  It was hard, oddly shaped, twisting inside me, folding up, getting caught... just a total pain in the… uh… well it didn’t hurt if that’s what you were wondering, though I’m sure Mike got frustrated.  The problem was that the chain didn’t go in smoothly. It had to be pushed and the links folded and got caught and all in all we both came to the belated realization that chains just don’t really belong in a girl’s bottom.
 
   Twenty minutes later I was wincing.  The chain was embedded deep and not at all comfortable.  Mike was having trouble getting the last link in and he’d already had to pull almost the whole damn thing out in order to straighten it back out before pushing again.  I was getting sore.  The chain was as wide as cock and the hard metal didn’t exactly make things easier to bear. Then Mike patted me on the rump.
 
   “There.  It’s all in.  Want to try to stand?” 
 
   I considered it. I felt like I wanted to go to the bathroom and shit a steel ingot.  I rolled over, exposing the rest of my naked body to him, which included the clover clamps I had clinging to my nipples.  Slowly I sat up.  The steel in my bottom pressed in deeper and I let out a little groan.  I let Mike pull me to my feet, feeling the steel chain shift inside me.
 
   “The things I do…” I muttered as I slipped my foot into the high heel that was waiting for me on the floor.  In moments I was four inches taller and I took a simple step. Again, I felt the chain shift inside me, but at least it didn’t start falling out.  That was a plus.  I took a step.  Ugh.  What a strange sensation!  It shifted inside me. I’m used to lots of things moving in my ass, but it’s always been an in and out sort of thing.  Never this sideways shifting, this rearranging of internal pressures.
 
   “You okay?  You look like you don’t like it,” Mike said cautiously.  He sat on the bed expectantly, watching as I moved my stuffed and cute little ass from side to side.  
 
   I bit my lip. “I’m not sure. It feels...awkward.”
 
   He chuckled. “I think that’s the idea.”
 
   “Well it’s working,” I said sourly.  “It feels like it’s constantly going to fall out, but I can feel it isn’t.”
 
   Mike sat back.  “How contrarily contradictory. I think that means you’re set for the day.”
 
   I sighed. “Until I need to use the bathroom.”
 
   He shrugged. “So… I helped you.  Time for you pay up.”  
 
   I took a deep breath and turned back toward him.  He was wearing just his boxers and I took a step forward, feeling the chain move again inside my bottom.  I reached down and in seconds had my hand inside his waistband. He was already hard. I slowly sank down to my knees as he began to lay back on the bed.  I kissed the tip of his cock, then grinned wickedly.
 
   “Want to know what I’m wondering?” I asked, punctuating my question with this long lick and then a tongue swirl and a soft suckling of just his tip.  Mike groaned as the pleasure washed over him.
 
   “What?” he asked tensely as I began bobbing my head. I didn’t answer.  I tilted my head and began doing some amazing things to his full length. I wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and squeezed while the other played with his balls, lightly caressing. In moments he was groaning, his hips thrusting upward as I swallowed his cock as deeply as possible.
 
   And then, when he was terribly tense, wanting more than just my teasing tongue, I pulled my head off him. I stood up and swung a leg up onto the bed.  His eyes widened as I straddled him.
 
   “I’m wondering what it feels like to have a chain in bottom,” I said as I rocked my hips, letting the slick and glistening tip of his cock slide through my very wet folds.  “While you’re fucking me,” I finished.  Then, without even letting him say yes or no, I dropped down, impaling myself completely on his extended, rock hard pillar.  The chain inside me shifted again, working its way through my ass.  I bounced as he reached up and grabbed hold of the chain that dangled between my clamped nipples.  He pulled me down slightly and our eyes met.  
 
   “Well?” he asked, even as he continued to pump and I continued to bounce.  The waves of pleasure washed over me and even the slight discomfort of the clover clamps just made it all better.  Even the chain.  I laughed and ground my hips, leaving him gasping, his eyelids fluttering in exquisite reaction to the pleasure.
 
   “Chain reaction?” I whispered, almost giggling.  I felt the orgasm begin to build and I picked up the pace, frantic as Mike put one hand down between my legs, his thumb pressing hard against my clit even as I rode him.  It felt amazing and then with a soft cry I lost it, exploding hard, my entire body shuddering.  It took twenty or thirty seconds and then I collapsed down on him, his still hardened prick embedded in my loins.  The chain had stayed in through the entire thing and then he spun, me in his arms, until I was under him, staring up into his dark blue eyes.
 
   “You,” he said breathlessly, hard and tense with need. “Are such a slut.”
 
   I couldn’t help smiling as he began to pump frantically and I felt the steel links in my ass shift as his cock pressed deep.  I pulled him downward until my mouth was near his ear.
 
   “Call me what you will,” I whispered. “Sticks and stones may break my bones, but whips and chains…” I paused dramatically as I tightened my sex around him as much as I possibly could.  He groaned.
 
   “... they excite me.”
 
    
 
   V
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and braced myself. The cool surface of the desk lay under me and I could feel its entire width against my bare skin. The edge closest dug into my upper thighs while my fingers gripped the far side in breathless anticipation.  I’d lifted my shirt before lying down, so my bare breasts were mashed against the faux mahogany veneer of Mike’s desk.  I felt a light draft as the back of my skirt was flipped up by strong fingers, exposing my very bare, panty-less bottom.  This was always the hard part and I heard the light snap of a bottle cap being opened.  The sensation that followed was startling, even if it was expected, and a thin stream of baby oil was poured into the crack of my ass, flowing down to coat both my bottom and my petals before a few solitary drops managed to fall to the tile floor beneath me. I took a deep breath, bracing myself.
 
   I wasn’t expecting the finger though.  I gasped as it touched me, not on my sex, not sliding through my petals, or into my pussy.  No, it circled right there at my brown button, at the back door as a second hand pushed my buttock to the side.  I’m not a fan of anal anything but I admit that the light, soft circles he drew felt amazing.  He pressed so lightly that I couldn’t help relaxing and his forefinger, up to the first knuckle, disappeared into my bottom. I let out a tiny groan of pleasure.
 
   He began to pump his hand, smearing the oil around inside me as each thrust went just a tiny bit deeper. I had to groan and concentrate on staying relaxed.  I probably made a face too, but that’s to be expected when you’ve got four inches of someone’s fore finger jammed up your back end.  I could feel it curling inside me, a unique and somewhat disconcerting sensation.  But then he pulled out, picked up the small paper towel beside me and wiped off his hand.
 
   The sound of his zipper came next and I took another deep breath as the head of his cock began to probe between my buttocks.  The oil was slick and he spent some time rubbing the head of his shaft through the dark crevasse, even going low enough to dip the tip of his rod into my actual pussy.  I moaned and wiggled, hoping that he’d decide to give me that privilege, knowing that he probably wouldn’t.  Instead he tormented me, torturing me through aroused need, dipping into my sex just far enough to make me think I was about to get satisfaction, then pulling out. When the straining purple head of his manhood was ready and coated with a combination of my own personal juice and the baby oil he’d deposited in that general area, he grabbed hold of his shaft and pressed it firmly to the oiled entrance of my ass.
 
   I tried not to cry out, even though the hardware store wasn’t open yet and none of Mike employees had even arrived.  It just wasn’t proper, and though the first thrust penetrating my posterior was a pressurized mixture of discomfort, I didn’t want Mike thinking I couldn’t take it. Besides, I’ve had things going in my ass for years and while I still don’t like it, I can think of worse things to have up my bottom than Mike’s cock.
 
   He grunted. “God you’re tight.  How can you be this tight when you have things in your ass so much?” 
 
   I couldn’t help grinning, knowing he couldn’t see my face.  Just for fun I tightened up all my muscles, locking his cock inside me for a moment.  He pulled, then slapped my ass, making me yelp.
 
   “Ow! Sorry!” I said apologetically even as I loosened back up.  He sighed in relief.
 
   “There we go.  That’s better,” he commented, slowly thrusting. We moved in rhythm for a time and then he picked up the pace. If I’d been able to see his face I’d have known he was getting close. His hips slapped against my bottom and it felt like the whole room was rocking. Or maybe it was just me.
 
   What really sucked was that there was nothing in my pussy. Earlier that morning I’d had the vibroballs in there, two small egg shaped objects that had danced and hummed on the end of their electricity conducting wire. But Master V’s assignment had been specific and my toy of the day had to be removed. I’d taken it out the two vibrating balls before I’d even come into the store. The lack of anything in my pussy made the sex just a bit more one-sided than I’d have liked. To be honest, there is just no way for me to have an orgasm from anal sex alone. I don’t like it. I don’t care for it.  It doesn’t do anything for me sexually.  Well, generally.  There are certain things…
 
   None of which were happening right then anyway.  But while I wasn’t enjoying myself, someone else certainly was. Mike was grunting happily behind me, repeatedly ramming his piston into my cylinder as if he were a Formula One racer with nitro being squirted into the combustion chamber.  It was a pretty intense ride, but I endured it, holding on for the duration. Finally I felt him stiffen, hardening even more inside me, throbbing with need as the built up tension in his loins demanded release.
 
   He exploded inside me and I could feel his cream shooting, even though he was wearing a condom.  I sighed in happiness and he patted me on the shoulder, his breathing hard in my ear, no doubt thinking I’d enjoyed getting drilled from behind.  Actually I was just relieved that the ass fucking was over.  Of course that meant things were about to get serious.  Much, much more serious.
 
   I straightened up and turned to lean against his desk. Mike sighed, a look of bliss on his face, and fell backward into his chair with a controlled collapse.  Being the nice girl I am, I bent down and peeled the condom off his shaft and tossed it in the wastebasket under his desk. Both my shirt and my skirt had fallen back into place and I resumed my place against the desk, crossing my arms as I appreciated his look of satisfaction.
 
   “So,” I drawled.  “Was that worth what I’ve asked you to do?” 
 
   Mike’s still somewhat unfocused eyes moved up from my bare midriff toward my face.  I don’t blame him. I was wearing one of my few rather loose tee shirts. It wasn’t a clingy thing, which is probably why Kari had taken a pair of kitchen shears to the damn thing, cutting it horizontally across the middle. My boobs weren’t exactly showing, but it was close and there was definitely a bit of an overhang, enough shadow to make a man wonder just what might be under there. He nodded sleepily and grinned, shaking off the euphoric afterglow of awesome sex, even if it was with my ass. I’d have laid him out had we done it the traditional way.
 
   “I think I can handle it,” he assured me. “Feel free to get them.” He waved toward the canvas bag I’d brought in with me. It was sitting in the second chair on the other side of the desk so I sidled around to where I’d dumped my stuff and quickly went digging through the contents of my sack until I had what I needed. Master V had not been easy on me, that’s for sure and technically I hadn’t even started the assignment yet. I picked out a number of items and tossed it all out onto the desk. Mike studied the collection with a pragmatic stare, then looked at me in expectation. I bit my lip for half a second, wondering if I was actually nuts, then shucked out of my skirt, leaving it in a puddle of blue and white plaid on the linoleum floor of the office.  I think Mike liked that because he leaned to the side to see the curvature of my freshly fucked fanny.
 
   The first thing that had clattered onto the wooden veneer my half naked body had been recently pressed against was my butterfly clitoral vibrator. It’s not exactly a complicated toy. Shaped like a kid’s cartoon bug, the butterfly has a powerful motor inside with an offset wet attached to the shaft. A number of straps each sewn with Velcro attachments, spool off from the butterfly enabling it to be strapped on, positioned directly over a woman’s clitoris. I’m sure you can imagine what it feels like, the motor spinning wildly, the offset weight making the whole damn thing shake like a Los Angeles skyscraper during a temblor. A single pink wire flows away from the butterfly up to a thick, battery holding controller where a single circular dial controls the speed at which the motor turns. I don’t want to say that whoever wields that controller has ultimate power over me, but it sure feels that way sometimes.
 
     The butterfly vibrator wasn’t alone though. Next to it were two sets of clamps. The first pair were black metal and looked like I’d bought them at an office supply store. Because I had. Binder clamps are actually meant to keep large stacks of paper together. These were sized for a single inch; more than enough to catch a turgid, wanting nipple and keep it painfully crushed. Mike had altered them slightly for me a few months before, bending them so that the jaws didn’t close, leaving a gap of about a centimeter. I was intensely happy with this because otherwise the binder clamps hurt so much I could barely stand them. 
 
   The other clamps sitting on the table were much more standard for someone involved in sexual fun. Both could be called duckbill clamps since the jaws of each were padded with rubber, but the real defining term for these little pincers came not from the type of jaws they sported, but by what was dangling from the opposite end. Motors are de-riggour these days in the sex toy industry and both clamps had small vibrators dangling from the bottoms of the clamps. A simple switch set them to off or on, with no ability to adjust the trembling oscillations. 
 
   There was also a bottle. It was small and made of clear plastic, the contents looking like a sullen and weak cola. The fluid inside didn’t move like soda though. It was thick and oily. I knew exactly what was in the bottle too since I’d been the one to make it. One part cinnamon oil to one part pepper oil to four parts grapeseed oil. That’s not exactly a recipe because you have to be careful with the pepper oil. Sometimes what you get in the bottle has a higher Scoville rating than it should, or it’s weaker than what you regularly use. So you have to be judicious. I always add the pepper last so I can test and judge. Too much and you move beyond hot irritation into something resembling a chemical burn. In fact, I won’t be making Stinging O any longer. There’s a commercial version called On 4 Her which seems to do the same thing with much more regular results. Much safer. But I didn’t have any so Stinging O was going to have to do. 
 
   I’d also brought a washcloth, but that was about being fastidious. I grabbed the bottle of Stinging O first and I came back around the desk, getting close to Mike. As I expected his hand came out, caressing my curves as I slid by him. A light shiver went through me. That usually happens when I’m touched because I love it. The tiniest caress to the harshest spanking; it doesn’t matter. It’s as much a psychological thing as it is physical. Someone touching me is something outside my control.
 
   I turned and faced his desk for the second time that morning. I swung my recently reamed rear right in Mike’s face, just inches away from his nose, and grabbed the bottle of Stinging O. The cap came away in my hand. Then, even knowing what it was going to feel like, I tipped the bottle upside down and then squeezed lightly. The oil mixture seeped out of the nozzle and began trickling down my buttocks. Mike leaned away a bit, cautious. I understood. Getting even a little bit in your nose was as good as snorting pureed chili pepper. Even before I put the bottle down there were rivulets of oil traveling toward the floor. Gravity is a neat thing, isn’t it?  I grabbed the washcloth and began rubbing my own bottom, spreading the Stinging O around though I think I actually mopped up enough of it too.  
 
   The thing about Stinging O is it reacts best to mucus membranes, which are generally also the last place you want Stinging O. Spreading the oil on your finger when you’re about to pick your nose is beyond stupid.  You’ll be lucky if you can breathe when you’re finished. But spread out across your buttocks? On just regular skin? It’s just a heat comparable to the aftermath of a decent spanking.  And since I was using the washcloth, I wasn’t risking a whole lot. In fact, I wouldn’t have even bothered if it hadn’t been part of Master V’s master plan.
 
   Of course some of the oil dripped right down my crack and went straight to the formerly puckered but now somewhat gaping hole where Mike had recently inserted his own personal bolt into my freshly oiled socket. The coating of baby oil spared me some of the heat but there was still enough to elicit a sharp gasp as the burn hit me. I winced, my back arching, teeth clenched tight as I dealt with the fresh discomfort and heat.  I wiggled my rear end around in circles, not that it helped, but I imagine it looked pretty darn good.
 
   With my derriere now glistening hot I straightened back up.  My fingers slid across the desk as my buttocks clenched and loosened constantly, and I dragged the vibrating clitoral butterfly toward myself.  It didn’t take long to put it on.  All I had to do was take a single step into the harness, strap the thing around my waist, and voila; my pussy was now a butterfly garden.  Who would have thunk?  Of course the moment I had the butterfly on I had to grab the two sets of clamps.  I turned back toward Mike as I lifted the first set of binder clamps, offering them in a sort of masochistic cry of assistance.
 
   “Do you want help?” he asked politely.  I nodded.
 
   “I hate putting clamps on myself,” I admitted as he took the two thick binder clamps.
 
   He gave me one of those looks. You know, the kind that makes it look like he doesn’t believe you?  “Really?”
 
   I sighed. “Yes.  I always put them on with the intention of making it hurt as little as possible.”
 
   Mike’s eyebrow went up. “Ah. I see.  But that may not be such a bad thing,” he told me as he lifted the first black metal clamp.  I put my hands behind my back and arched my spine, presenting my bosom for his amusement. My butt was still tingling with chemically induced burn and then there was this sudden agony at the tip of my left breast.  I looked down and sure enough, the black metal vice was doing its very best to crush my nipple. The areola was hard and distended and the bright pink tip seemed swollen. Pain radiated deep into my bosom and wrapped itself around my spine as I groaned.  Mike didn’t waste any time coddling me either. The other binder clamp was placed over my pierced and padlocked nipple.  I whimpered as the now matching pain struck deep.
 
   “I really like these vibrator clamps,” remarked Mike offhandedly.  I looked down, my chest heaving as I adjusted to the lack of circulation going to the furthermost points of my body.  Mike brought up the first of the little motorized jaws and deftly hung it on the metal handles of the right side binder clamp.  The weight was negligible, but detectable and I winced.  The second vibrator clamp was attached and then he turned them on.
 
   My breath caught in my throat.  It’s one thing to have your nipples pinched and throbbing.  It’s another to have both of them subjected to the thrumming hum of tiny offset motors. The vibrations traveled up through the metal binder clamps and into my flesh, radiating outward in circles of excruciating pleasure that instantly ramped up the wetness between my legs. I sucked in a hard breath, trying to focus and deal with the sensation.
 
   “Well?” Mike said with what I could only consider as cruelty. “Jump.”
 
   Jump. I stared at him. I knew exactly what he was talking about. I’d told him what had to happen before he’d oiled my ass. Master V had been quite specific and Mike has always relished his role as a sort of enforcer, making sure that the nympho humiliation pain slut took exactly the right amount of sexual torture. I bit my lip but did a sort of half-hearted, one footed hop that barely made my body move. Of course the vibrating clamps moved. The weight of each of them yanked hard on the binder clamps and my nipples throbbed in agony. I looked over at Mike, hoping for a bit of sympathy, or empathy, or hell, even just some fucking consideration. But his stare was hard. Then it morphed into an expression of disappointment. 
 
   “What?” I demanded.  “It hurts.”
 
   Mike shrugged. “So do it properly. Once. Otherwise you just get to hurt and hurt and hurt as I make you do it over and over,” he told me, crossing his arms.
 
   My eyes widened. I knew I needed him for the next part. That meant I only had one option.  I took a deep breath, let it out, bent my knees, and popped up like a jack in the box on steroids.  My entire body went up at least a foot and before I even reached the apex of my leap I felt the yank on the tips of my breasts.  The good news was that neither of the binder clamps fell off. But then gravity overcame my upward inertia and I went back down, slamming into the ground with one hundred and seventeen pounds of force, plus change. Agony burst up through both nipples and for a second I was absolutely positive that God himself and reached down and grabbed my bosom between thumb and forefinger, and was lifting me up. Then the sharp pain changed into a throbbing heat and I realized that no, it was just physics.  Ah… Isaac Newton would be proud.  At least Mike was. He nodded as I stood there shaking.  He waited almost half a minute before he went over to my canvas bag, rooted around for a moment, and pulled out a paddle.
 
   I know you’re thinking of a large, oblong or rectangular wooden paddle, probably with holes drilled in it, but you’d be wrong.  Sure, I’ve got one of those, but this time I’d gone with something more prosaic.  A quick stop at a sports store, dressed just as inappropriately as I was now, had netted me a pair of ping pong paddles. If you’re not familiar with ping pong, it's a lot like tennis, except instead of doing it on a court, you do it on a table.  And instead of a racket, you use a similarly shaped wooden paddle. And let me be honest, a ping pong paddle doesn’t just have to hit ping pong balls.  My ass evidently is just as an acceptable target according to Master V.
 
   Mike sat back down in his chair as I readied myself.  This was going to be the hard part.  I stood there naked, well aware that the residual heat in my bottom was about to get reignited. Mike gave me an expectant look and I pointed to the butterfly.
 
   “High or low?” he asked.  I let out a frustrated sigh.
 
   “Low, unfortunately.”
 
   Mike’s eyebrow went up.  “And how many orgasms are you supposed to have while bent over my lap?”
 
   “Three,” I replied sullenly. Three was an insane requirement. How the hell was I supposed to manage three orgasms while bent over Mike’s knees, with him slamming a ping paddle into my ass?  Even with the butterfly vibrator on high I didn’t think I could do it in anything resembling a reasonable time. I’m a sexual masochist, yes. But getting spanked is a painful event. Without something fast and intense going on a little deeper there wasn’t going to be much I could do.
 
   “Can you even manage three?” Mike asked, obviously a little credulous. I knew what he was thinking. Setup. I knew it too. Sometimes failure isn’t just an option. It’s the only option you’re given.
 
   I shrugged. “Depends on how fast you spank me,” I told him ruefully.  Mike looked at the ping pong paddle.
 
   “So what’s the punishment if you fail?” he asked.  I hesitated. I hadn’t told him that part. For good reason. If I had explained what was supposed to happen then he could technically help or hinder me depending on his mood. I didn’t really want to leave it up to his whim, so I figured it would be better for both of us if he didn’t know the consequences. I shrugged my shoulders and met him eye to eye. 
 
   “Stuff,” I replied nonchalantly, not feeling confidant.  In fact, I was feeling jittery, and not all of it was from the vibrating clamps sending waves of seismic turbulence through my bosom.  Mike stared at me and I give him credit. He was looking at my face and not my vibrating and clamped boobs.  
 
   “Fine,” he said, then reached out and quickly flicked the small black switch that turned the plastic butterfly hovering over my sex from off to low.  Instantly my pussy tightened as the quaking agitation of my clitoris spiraled upward to combine with the waves of pain coming from my nipples.  Suddenly three orgasms didn’t seem so outrageous.  Perhaps, if he went slowly, I could pull this off. And considering the consequences for NOT achieving three orgasms, it would be a good idea to try. I took a deep breath, which didn’t help my aching nubs, and then laid myself across Mike’s lap.
 
   Ever been spanked before?  Having it done when you’re draped over someone’s legs is a test; a trial if you will, of both your physical and mental selves.  It takes courage to expose yourself, knowing that blistering pain is coming, and that you must stay still.  Sure, Mike held my right arm, pinning it into the small of my back, but that meant little. I may be tiny compared to my hardware guy, but let me tell you that a girl who weighs a hundred and seventeen pounds is still a force to be reckoned with if we get to twisting.  You better be prepared to run us down, lasso us, and then hogtie us if you really want to maintain control.  So me offering my ass up for a whooping wasn’t to be taken lightly.
 
   I felt the ping pong paddle on my buttock, but it was just a light rub; Mike was playing with me.  I stretched out, my toes extended, supporting one half of my body as I put my hands flat on the floor on the other side.  My breasts, still doubly clamped, hung down heavily along his left leg, swinging and shaking as the vibrator clamps sent tremors up through the soft flesh. It wasn’t exactly comfortable.  But there were positives; like the fact that the butterfly vibrator was mashed tight between his thigh and my sex.  Trust me, there is nothing like a little pressure on that one little spot.  Almost immediately I began to wriggle, essentially masturbating myself on his leg.
 
   The first waves of pleasure slipped through me even as Mike pulled back the paddle and I was actually well on my way to the cliffs of orgasm when he slapped my right buttock hard with the rounded, flat instrument.  The rough edge bit into my skin and instantly I felt this hard sting that made me yelp.  It was replaced two seconds later with a latent heat that seemed to infuse my rump with an oven-like glow that melded well with the streams of fluid that were pouring out of my sex and no doubt soaking Mike’s pant leg.
 
   Trust me. At the time I thought that well deserved.  
 
   But even as my hips continued the manic thrusting needed to work myself into a frothing stumble that would send me over the sexual precipice, Mike hauled back on the paddle and targeted the other side of my posterior.  A fresh, and entirely different burst of pain exploded behind me, frying my other buttock.  
 
   “Thank you sir,” I gasped out loud, my bottom shaking, though more from the sexual need than the heat. “May I have another?”
 
   Mike responded to my plea by hitting my right cheek again.  Back and forth we went, my sporadic thanks punctuated by gasps, yelps, moans, and then, around the fifteenth or sixteenth stroke, I jammed my hips forward and whimpered through my first orgasm.
 
   It took a lot out of me and sort of let the wind out of my sails.  I’m a sexual masochist, which means that being hurt in a sexual manner is an aphrodisiac to me. I like it. It turns me on. But my tolerance level to that sort of pain is heavily influenced by just how aroused I am.  There have been times when various dommes or doms have tormented me to the point where I was so horny that I begged them to do things that in my right mind I’d never have asked for. I’ve been so desperate that I’d have accepted needles shoved through my breasts, or cigarette burns, or a Wartenberg Pinwheel and Lemon Juice session. Do you have any idea how sexually aroused you have to be to WANT that sort of torture? And the frightening thing is that for that moment, I would lose my sanity and want these things.
 
   But not at this particular moment. After exploding on Mike’s lap, face down with my tits swinging, clamped, and buzzing, my ass high up in the air, already turning red from the beating, it wasn’t like I was in a position to want more.  I’d exploded; wetly, loudly, and thoroughly. I sagged and just endured the next few strokes of the paddle as the butterfly vibrator on my clit tried to push my swollen and slightly sensitive clit back up the orgasmic mountain. It wasn’t easy either. The beating of my butt continued unabated and I found myself starting to kick just a bit as the heat became something a little too much to bear.  Mike seemed ready for my antics though and it wasn’t hard for a man his size to control such a petite and skinny redhead like me. I’d lost count of the number of times the ping pong paddle had served my derriere a good and solid thump. The good news however was that I was starting to feel it again. Arousal. Need. Want.  My bottom felt like it was being scorched and as I tightened up my clit rubbed hard against the butterfly and then there I was, right near the edge again, trembling with desire.  
 
   The spanking?  It just went on and on.  Thirty strokes to each cheek. Forty. Fifty? Really I had no idea what the score was, except that Mike was probably winning. That’s when I had another explosion and cried out with intensity at the orgasmic climax.  I shuddered as the paddle impacted into my derriere hard and fast.  Pain rippled through me and some of it came from my throbbing nipples, while more were centered on the sensitive clitoral area.  And then of course there was my bottom, which had been thoroughly scalded. The ping pong paddle swatted my bottom again and I realized that I was in trouble. There was no way I could tolerate enough strokes to handle a third orgasm. It just wasn’t feasible. The paddle landed again and I made up my mind. There was no arousal. No need except to make it stop. I was just about to beg Mike to stop when he suddenly said “SIXTY!” and the beating of my poor ass ended.
 
   I let out a pain-wracked sob.
 
   Slowly I stood up and it wasn’t easy. My legs felt like jelly and I wasn’t sure I could support my own weight.  My knees knocked together as my nervous system sent out a request for a fire brigade to come and put out the roaring conflagration of my ass.  A quick glance over a shoulder showed my skin aflame, scarlet and scorched.  There were dark blotches to go with it and I knew that just sitting down would be painful for the next few days.  My clit still felt the slightly acidic sting of the vibrations and my nipple ached abominably.  Worse, I was totally aware of the fact that I hadn’t managed to orgasm the required three times, meaning that my ninety minute clock had just started. Master V had been very specific about the consequences of not reaching a third orgasm. With trembling fingers I reached down and despite the sensitivity of my clit, turned the butterfly to high.
 
   Mike’s eyebrow went up.  “That’s the punishment?” he asked, slightly bewildered.
 
   I shook my head. “I’ve got ninety minutes to have three more orgasms,” I told him, leaving out where I was supposed to have them. I scurried, or limped more likely, over to where my skirt and shirt lay in a puddle.  I grabbed the skirt and pulled it up my legs, wincing as the material felt like a metal rake rolling up my ass.
 
   “Wow. Really?” he asked, rising up and helping me secure the plaid schoolgirl skirt. I gave him a grateful smile and then pulled my shirt down over my head. It covered up my still very clamped and very vibrating boobs.
 
   I nodded. “Yep.  Then I go to Julie’s.”
 
   He winced at that, a look of sympathetic pain in his eyes.  He knew what Julie would do to me.  “You have to leave the clamps on?” he asked, his eyes going to the white lumps visible through the shirt. The vibrator clamps were still buzzing, sending little shivers of delight up through my jugs, though that sensation was still being lost in the hurt streaming from my bottom.  I tried to smile. Really.
 
   “That’s the way it is,” I said.  Then I went around and got my canvas bag and duster, wrapping the latter around me.  It was still cold outside, though later in the day it would warm up into the mid-seventies.  
 
   Mike could only shake his head. “Alright, Bre. Fine. But be careful, okay?” he warned me. “I don’t want to read about you overdoing it and this assignment from Master V sounds like something that is borderline insanity.” I turned back to him, went up on tip toe, and kissed his cheek.
 
   “I know,” I whispered. “But I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut!”
 
   Insanity is what I do.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: V2]V - Part Two
 
   Bright sunlight streamed down on me, matching the heat I was still feeling from my spanked derriere. Traffic was light and very few drivers spared me a second glance as I walked down the street away from the hardware store. There wasn’t a sidewalk which had made my choice in direction simple. My father had taught me early that you walked on the left so that approaching cars could see you and you could see them. I wasn’t too worried about that. Even wrapped up in a denim duster my red hair and stupid high heels were going to be sufficient to slow even the most dedicated speeder. 
 
   To be honest, I wasn’t really focused on the folks driving past or their appreciative glances. I could have cared less if they wondered what I might be hiding under my coat, or whether I looked like a flasher or a hooker or just a cowgirl lost after a particularly fun evening. Most of my attention was on the butterfly vibrator purring against my clit, as well as the throbbing hum of the two vibrator clamps still swinging from my nipples. The pain in my ass had ebbed enough that arousal was a possibility again and before I made it forty feet from where my truck was parked in the gravel lot of the hardware store, I was already wet and wanting. It’s sort of a vicious cycle actually. I get wet, want torture, which turns me on, resulting in an orgasm. This makes me sensitive so that additional torture hurts even more, which also turns me on, resulting in another orgasm. Further stimulation of over sensitized bits blasts me through the sexual roof and… well… let’s just say that you can spend an afternoon testing my limits and still not be done in time for dinner.
 
   Usually.
 
   A quick check of the time told me that I’d already lost fifteen of my allotted ninety minutes.  I wasn’t moving very fast, taking tiny, controlled steps as my brain put more energy into channeling the sexual sensation of the various toys tormenting me than calculating trajectory, velocity, and muscle control. I could already feel the arousal bubbling up, soaking up a bit of the excess power of my punished bottom, vibrated clitoris, and clamped nipples. Within another five minutes I knew I was about to cum, right out there in the open, with cars whizzing by at thirty or forty miles an hour. That was good news. I had three orgasms to force myself through and having one out of the way was a plus.
 
   The bad news was that I’d already had two orgasm before this one. There are finite resources for everything and having already exploded twice left my body a little short on just about everything. It meant my tolerance was shot, my energy was low, and my endurance was on par with a matchstick. I figured I needed to take a more active hands on approach. I turned right and took a cross street in order to stay within the business district and found a quiet, yet still very public spot near an alley entrance. I unbuttoned my duster, spread the flaps open and then facing the road, lifted the hem of my skirt, slipped a finger beneath the butterfly vibrator, and began to quickly and rhythmically rub myself. 
 
   A single finger driven into my wet well, the knuckle chafing under the butterfly, was more than enough to drive me to the edge and a moment later I was scurrying out of my hidey hole to find someone in ear shot. The street was nothing more than a few small businesses but it wasn’t even eight o’clock in the morning yet. Then I spotted a little boutique with an open sign. I pushed my way in after pulling my hand out from between my legs. The register counter was empty so I headed toward the back. A minute later I was quietly cumming between two aisles, one hand back up under my skirt, the other cupping a breast, the fingers twisting the binder clamp.  I shook and trembled, but managed to keep my mouth shut as the clitoral orgasm hammered me.  Then, with a timid and trembling voice, I said clearly “thank you for the orgasm Master V.”
 
   “I’m sorry, can I help you?” a woman’s voice said behind me. I whirled, yanking my hands back up to the front of my duster, a scarlet flush crossing my cheeks. She evidently hadn’t caught me doing anything naughty, and must not have heard me say anything.
 
   “I was in the back and didn’t hear you come in,” she said, smiling brightly. “Can I help you find something?”
 
   I blinked, utterly humiliated but privately glad she hadn’t heard my declaration of thanks. I shook my head, unsure of what to say and then fell back on “I’m just browsing.” It took a few more minutes but then I stumbled out of the store, the vibrations between my legs and at my breasts still rumbling through me. A few more cars were on the roadway and I realized that I needed to button up again after getting a few shocked looks. Redhead girls wearing cut-off tee shirts and short skirts aren’t all that common and I’d rather have them wondering if I were a slut than knowing it from obvious facts. 
 
   To be honest I sort of understood why I was attracting attention. The skirt was only a little bit of the problem. It was too short and with it just barely covering my ass. That sort of exposure merits a second glance. The shirt wasn’t much better. In fact, it wasn’t any better. A loose, almost transparent, white tee shirt, cut off just under my breasts, makes for some intriguing questions. Hang the hardware I had on from those luscious tips as well and it’s like a Christmas tree. So the denim coat was definitely the way to go.
 
   I walked back toward Mike’s store and this time passed it, heading back the other direction. The butterfly was pressed tightly against my clit and my hips were doing this sort of strange, totally involuntary dance, thrusting and pumping as if I were in the midst of coital intercourse. I was a quarter of a mile further down the road and had just enough time to slip into the gas station when the orgasm hit me like a brick. I let out a knuckle muffled moan, eyes closed as I rocked, just a few feet away from a curious clerk. Trembling, I march up to the register just a tad bit breathless, red in the face, just in time to moan loudly, clutch a nearby rack of… whatever the hell it was, and then moan “thank you for the orgasm, Master V.”  I have no idea what the clerk thought because I ran then - as fast as my high heels could carry me.
 
   I checked the time. I’d used about fifty minutes and still had forty or so minutes left. I started trudging back toward Mike’s hardware store, more than a little pleased with myself.  Clearly I had underestimated my capabilities. I’d already had two of the required three orgasms, with forty minutes left to go. And I’d done it all while strutting my stuff in public, with a sore and still aching bottom, my pussy vibrating intensely from the butterfly stimulator, and my nipples caught in a pair of binder clamps, crushed and shaken?  My God, how could I NOT cum?  And with forty minutes to go, I had little doubt I could manage the third required orgasm.
 
   Up ahead Mike’s hardware store loomed and basically camped out by my truck, hiding from the street as I let my fingers do another round. Wet, hot and slippery, with the butterfly buzzing against a knuckle. I moaned, closing my eyes, and then when I was ready I only had one place to go. I didn’t care my duster was unbuttoned. I didn’t care who might see me. I charged through the door with just eight minutes left to spare. Mike’s clerk looked at me in astonishment, eyes focused on my bared midriff, buzzing breasts, and short skirt. I didn’t see Mike anywhere. He might have been in his office. Then with the flush of orgasmic ecstasy flooding through my veins I tilted my head back and practically yelled, “THANK YOU FOR THE ORGASM MASTER V!” 
 
   Heh heh heh… I’m so going to pay for that next time Mike gets his hands on me.  Oh boy… 
 
   I escaped immediately afterward, jamming my hand down between my legs and turning off the vibrator. It was a relief, like getting a cold drink of water on a hot day. My truck was parked outside and I jumped into it and gunned it, half afraid Mike would come running out to shout at me or spank me.  But no one emerged from the store, even as gravel went flying. I stepped on the accelerator and was soon half a mile down the road, grinning like a Cheshire cat and feeling as if I’d just won the lotto. I ran a hand up under my shirt, delicate fingers finding the tiny switches that turned off the two vibrating clamps. A moment later my own personal earthquake stilled.
 
   My bottom hurt. The drive to Julie’s place wasn’t exactly excruciating, but it wasn’t pleasant either. My bottom was terribly tender and without the incessant buzz of the vibrators I lost a bit of the distraction that had been keeping the discomfort at bay.  Now, sitting on it, all I could think about was how soon I could stand up.  I shifted horribly back and forth, but that just spread the hurt around even more.  I pushed down on the accelerator and my truck roared the two or three miles to Julie’s apartment.
 
   I had met Julie a few years previously on another assignment and what had started out as a casual but intimate encounter had become a very close relationship. I was six years her senior but that had meant little to us as our friendship developed, especially since Julie was every inch the dominant. I’d been a little surprised at how easily we fit together, especially since I’d thought that my longtime friend and Mistress Kari had been the perfect match. Julie had been exotic to me. Kari was tall, blond, reserved, and very, very elegant. Julie had been the exact opposite. She’d been into the punk Goth scene, complete with parti-colored dyed hair, strange piercings in strange places, torn black and neon clothing, served up with a sauce of alcohol and pot. She and I had only one common interest: BDSM. I’d introduced her to Kari eventually and that had changed her. Suddenly Julie started looking ahead. She’d gone from twenty something punk rocker to respectable adult in a six month spurt. It had startled me. And now I was heading for her apartment, a broken down but rather cheap affair north of town.
 
   It was already past nine in the morning when I pulled into the dilapidated parking lot of the apartment complex she lived in. I navigated my truck slowly and cautiously down the drive, afraid I might break an axle in some of the smaller potholes until I made it to the inner circle. I parked and climbed out of the truck, watching where I put my feet. The parking lot might once have been asphalt, but it had slowly dissolved into its component pieces and could more accurately be called gravel by that point. I moved cautiously and slowly, though it wasn’t just because the parking lot resembled a mine field after a herd of emus crossed it. I moved slowly because my bottom still stung. 
 
   Before I even shut the door of my truck I took stock of my situation. Master V had been very specific about each aspect of the assignment and I realized that I wasn’t quite prepared to see Julie. The binder clamps were still dangling from my nipples, the steady throb of blood being pushed through the constricted arteries to the tips of my breasts aching with each breath. The silent vibrators hanging from the binder clamps peeked out from under my cut-off tee shirt, emphasizing my slutiness. My skirt was covering me up, but I could feel the butterfly vibrator resting lightly on my clit, the knowledge that a single turn of the controller dial would spin it back into vibrational torment going through my mind. 
 
   I ran back through Master V’s instructions in my mind and dug through my canvas bag, looking for the vibroballs I’d worn that morning. It wasn’t that hard to find them. I put one high heeled foot up on the door frame and then flipped up the front of my skirt. I wasn’t actually surprised to find I was wet and ready. On a normal day I’m pretty much instantly aroused from even the most innocuous things; a smoldering look, a gentle touch, hell - even a little breeze blowing past my bare petals can get me slippery and wet. And to be honest, isn’t that the point of all these NHPS Rules?  To keep me constantly ready? Moist and instantly capable of taking cock, or worse things, up any orifice?  I mean how many girls can just walk into a grocery store, grab a cucumber, and jam it up inside themselves with a single thrust? I used my thumb to push both of the little plastic balls into my slit, letting out a soft moan as they went in. I tucked the controller into the same Velcro strap that held the butterfly remote, but I didn’t turn on the vibroballs. That would have been insane. 
 
   Julie’s apartment complex management calls the parking lot a “functional and spacious parking area.” Had I been wearing sneakers I wouldn’t have moved faster through the cratered expanse. Spacious my ass.  Spacious as in some parts you can park your vehicle in a lower level than the surrounding cars.  The potholes are that big. I was in high heels and traversing what once was an asphalt surface that now resembled a US Army bomb testing range was almost suicidal.  Yet still I managed it, only to almost trip and break my neck when my heel slipped in a dried slurry of dirt that had washed out onto what might have been the sidewalk at one point. Shaking my head in disbelief and irritation, I made it to the end of the building, ducked under the metal stairs, and pounded on Julie’s door.
 
   It only took about five seconds for her to open, bright eyes and cheerful expression greeting me as her mouth curled into a wicked smile.  She was wearing hot pink boy shorts, which were almost a uniform for her when home alone, along with a thin baby blue tank top that did absolutely nothing to disguise the fact that her breasts were just flat pancakes. She doesn’t even need a training bra. Don’t get me wrong.  Julie is pretty.  In fact, she’s very pretty. It’s just that as far as curves go she got gypped at the DNA roulette table. She doesn’t have any curves except at the hip and even then I’d lean more toward bony than curvaceous.  She’s just… cute.  Adorably, amazingly cute. And pretty.
 
   Her hair was brunette, a solid milk chocolate color that just made me purr and her skin was the same luscious, perfect cream that I’d come to know intimately. I stepped into her foyer, our noses only inches apart and she let the door close. I angled to the side to let it go past. By the time the deadbolt turned and clicked behind me I had the buttons of my duster open, exposing my unique attire.  We stared at each other in silence for a moment and I let the heavy denim coat fall off my shoulders and to the floor.
 
   Julie reached up slowly and with delicate fingers took hold of the cut off edge of my shirt.  Slowly she pulled it up, exposing my binder clamped breasts, the vibrator clamps still dangling to the metal clips, though the motors were off.  My nipples still throbbed, but now there was an edge, an expectation.  I took a deep breath and before I could even brace for what was coming. Julie slapped both clamps hard, using both hands.
 
   I’ve known for years that Julie is a hitter. She likes the force of contact that comes from smacking the crap out of me, though only in a sexual way. She’s never once slapped my face. Her standard method of greeting submissive pain sluts like me involves the removal of my shirt, putting my hands behind my head, and bracing myself while she spanks my breasts back and forth until they’re pink, raw, and ache. Of course that’s generally when there aren’t binder clamps hanging from my nipples. A shock of agony flashed through me as the black clamp on my left nipple was knocked plum off and I yelped. Loudly. The binder clamp on my right breast got snagged on my nipple piercing, not to mention the small gold padlock I have hanging from the gold ring, and just bounced. Instinctively I snapped my hands up to my boobs, cupping them as I reeled from the blow, hitting the wall behind me just to right of the door.  Pain made my vision turn red and it took me a moment to realize that Julie had latched onto my wrist and was pulling me forward.  I stumbled into the living room as she managed to yank my arm away from my chest.  She grabbed hold of the binder clamp on my right side and used it to force me around in a circle.  Pain sheared through me and then I was standing by the coffee table. 
 
   “Spread your legs,” Julie ordered. “Straddle the table.”
 
   Julie’s coffee table is almost old enough to be an antique. Made of oak, solid and formidable, the top is scarred and scratched from at least three or four decades of hard and abusive use. It was just wide enough to make straddling it uncomfortably strained and it long enough that you could actually lay on it and just barely have your head and ass on it at the same time. Julie, Kari, Mike, and I could have all stood on it, if there were room, and it would have supported our combined weight. It was a pain in the ass to move around and I had some seriously fucked up memories of that table. I’d been fucked, whipped, tied, caned, sugared, iced, waxed, and just about every other sexually implicit verb you can think of. At one point I was literally screwed to that table. The holes made in the wood are still there. That table and me? We go way back.
 
   I spread my legs wide, feeling the strain in my thighs. The high heels helped, lifting me up a little higher. Had I been barefoot I’d have been forced up on tip toe in order to keep the edges from digging too far into my legs. Julie produced a set of leather bondage cuffs and quickly began attaching them to my wrists.  When she lifted my arms up I cooperated, only to see that the clip set in the stud above the ceiling was already prepared and a moment later a D link carabineer and a small chain suddenly had me stretched tall. I could feel the strain in my arches. I pulled, knowing the damn thing could take my weight and it certainly did.  Julie doesn’t make mistakes like that.
 
   This left me in a precarious position, especially when Julie ran a small length of cord underneath the table, tying it to my calves. As usual I tested my bonds. I’m that sort of girl. I couldn’t lift or move my legs and I was bound open. Of course I was still wearing my skirt and tee shirt, but that wasn’t about to slow her down. She could do practically anything she wanted to me.  There would be nothing I could do.  Sure, I might be able to twist, but it would be from the hip and no further.  No kicking, no swinging of arms.  I had only the movement of my torso from the waist up, which didn’t leave me much room for maneuvering. Another length of cord went from my right ankle to my left, underneath the bottom shelf of the coffee table.  I’m not sure it kept me from moving any more than I already could, but I’m guessing it didn’t hurt. 
 
   Julie stepped up close. “Well now, don’t you look delicious.”  Her hands came up to my shirt. It had fallen back down over my breasts, half covering the single binder clip still pinching my right nipple. Carefully she lifted the shirt again, then with one hand pinched the binder clamp open. I let out a shrill squeak as the blood rushed back into the tip.  The raised bump went rigid around the piercing and pain pumped through me so that I let out a long gasp.  Julie took the binder clamp and used it to secure the bottom of my shirt to the shoulder, making sure that nothing would come between her and my breasts. I wasn’t really paying attention. I longed to cup my breast and was forced to settle for some heavy breathing. Each thump of my heart was accompanied by a corresponding surge of pain as the blood was forced back through the crushed tip of my nipple. I could feel the vibrator clamp, which still dangled from the metal bracket of the binder clips, hanging down along my clavicle.
 
   “We haven’t said hello yet, precious.” Her head dipped down and her soft mouth settled upon my left nipple and she sucked hard on it.
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God. 
 
   My world swirled for a moment as pleasure suddenly became the predominant sensation again. Her hand went down my body as well, her nails half caressing, half scratching me. It was an incredible sensation that left me breathless. Then she popped up, leaving the tip of my breast tingling.  Julie raised her right hand and without another word of warning lashed out, smacking her palm squarely against the spot she’d just tongued. My eyes widened as the sting exploded across my bosom. I twisted to the right, though I think that was more a repercussion of her spank than me trying to get out of the way.  All I know is that the left side of my chest suddenly tried to be where the right side of my chest was currently residing.  As I rebounded from being brought up short by the bondage, Julie decided to knock me back the other way by landing another spank to my right side, smashing my pierced nipple to the side.  The padlock swung violently. Up to that point I’d still been feeling a little bit of heat in my buttocks thanks to the ping pong paddling, but that faded into blissful distance as the immediate hurt of her spanking my bosom became the predominant sensation.
 
   She struck me maybe a dozen times. I’m not sure because I wasn’t counting.  To be honest, it was one of the lighter breast spankings she’s given me.  Probably because she was well aware of what she was required to do next according to Master V’s instructions. Me? I had no choice either. We’d both agreed.
 
   “So? How many orgasms did you have?” Julie asked, sitting down on the table just in front of me. Her hand caressing my side lightly, almost making me laugh. With careful consideration she lifted my skirt up, exposing the butterfly and the straps holding it on. She began tucking the hem into the waistband, getting the material out of her way. Her nails slid across my still excoriated buttocks, raising goose bumps until she got to the Velcro strap holding the butterfly on my pussy. Her fingers found the remote to the vibroballs.  
 
   I took a deep breath.  The fact that I’d managed my three orgasms while parading around in public meant that I hadn’t earned any extra strokes.  But that still meant I was going to get the full thirty hits Master V had required.  I took a deep breath.  Part of the assignment was begging, which I’m never really good at it.
 
   “Please, Mistress Julie? Can I have thirty strokes please?”
 
   “Oh… no extras?  What if I want to hit you more than thirty times?” Julie cooed.  Then she turned the vibroballs on.
 
   My vibroballs are controlled by a simple electrical device called a potentiometer.  You might know it as a rheostat, or if you are like me before using the internet to some basic research, it’s like the volume control knob on your car’s radio. Basically the amount of electricity that goes from the batteries in the remote to the motor can be increased or decreased much like an incandescent light bulb on a dimmer switch, or the volume on your radio. The motor is brushless, which means that it can go faster or slower based upon the amount of juice you give it, rather than controlled by a gear or step that prevents it from keeping a steady pace until you move upward.  Generally stepping motors work with things with switches.  For example, I’m pretty sure my Butterfly Clitoral Vibrator is a stepping motor.  It only has a switch with three settings: off, low, and high.  But my vibroballs? Those are like a dimmer switch.  And Julie didn’t just turn them on.  She cranked the valve wide open and energy poured into the two little bullets nestled in my wet depths.  I gasped as she tucked the remote back into the butterfly strap and before I could wriggle in desperation, the cane appeared.
 
   It was plastic and my guess is that it once was attached to a set of blinds. As thick as a pencil, whippy and flexible, I’ve been struck with that thing a number of times in some pretty delicate spots. It wasn’t going to be pleasant, even with the vibroballs roaring inside of me. Worse, Master V had ordered me to do the exact same thing I’d been forced to do with Mike the Hardware Guy. I was required to work myself into a trio of orgasms during the caning. Failure to meet the three orgasm goal would of course result in additional punishment for me. The problem was that while aroused, I’d also been cumming all morning. I’d technically had five orgasms already. That sort of thing tends to reduce the immediacy of need and even though I was already aroused and wet, I knew that I’d be lucky to cum once, much less three more times.
 
   I half expected her to hit me right away. But instead she decided to up the ante. As she rose her hands went to my side again. She ignored the vibroballs remote and instead went to the butterfly. Her thumb flicked the switch from off to high. Suddenly the plastic bug was rattling against my clit.  She bent over and I whimpered as she pressed hard against the clitoral vibrator.  Suddenly my sexual urgency levels spiked and three orgasms were actually not such a far-fetched concept after all.
 
   “There we go,” Julie said with enthusiasm, standing up. “I think that’s fair, isn’t it? I like the idea of you being tormented like this.” I was still rocking in blissful abandon, my hips churning wildly when Julie swung the cane at my breasts.  It sank deep, right across both nipples, and the sting from that first blow was like a knife being slashed across my chest.  That time I did let out a scream and sagged, the pain in my boobs so hard that I struggled to breath. 
 
   “One,” I gasped. “T-t-thank you Mistress. C-c-can I have another?” I begged.
 
   Julie grinned, her eyes bright with sadistic delight. “Of course!” she said haughtily.  Then she snapped the can down across the slopes of my breasts. Agony shot through me again, though this time her stroke wasn’t quite as bad as the first, since she hadn’t targeted the tips of my bosom.  Still, it hurt and I sucked in another breath as I rocked in place.  
 
   “Two.  Thank you Mistress. Can I have another?” I said, half sobbing.
 
   Julie gleefully applied another stroke, this time hitting my boobs from the underside.  Had I not already been on tiptoe, I would have gone up, hissing with the sting of it.  Of course my movements made a few other things happen. The vibroballs inside me swirled and rolled with my jerking movements, responding to the strokes of Julie’s cane as if someone were tugging hard on my clit. The butterfly continued to purr and my brain slowly seemed to explode. Along with the rest of me. I cried out as the orgasmic waves shot through me and Julie’s third, fourth, and fifth strokes were lost in the soup of adrenaline and endorphins my fragile brain poured into my bloodstream.
 
   Somehow I managed to thank Julie for each of those strokes and pled for her to hit me again.  Then again. And then again.  It didn’t take long for my full and heavy bosom to feel as if Julie had drawn a hot iron across it multiple times and several of the welts were clearly visible; long crimson lines that spanned my chest from one side to the other. The pain mixed with the vibrations, the bondage, the strain on my arches and my thighs. Even as prolific as I am with orgasm, I could feel another one rising to the surface, the physical response to the intense stimulation of my clit and vaginal walls. 
 
   Some girls get terribly sensitive during sex and I’ve always felt sorry for them. I’m no different technically, but instead of a single, intense encounter, I usually can handle multiple events, even cumming a handful of times before feeling anything like pain. Kari, my mistress is one of those girls that get insanely sensitive and our ratio of orgasm is like 260:1. The moment she explodes, even from something as gentle as my tongue, Kari rolls away and acts like I’ve just taken razor blades to her sex and flayed her clitoris. Julie is more normal and can take a bit more. Me? I’m a fucking freak of nature.
 
   I had just gotten to the eleventh stroke when the overwhelming sensation of the butterfly, my position, the vibroballs and the caning of my breasts pushed me over the edge flailing as my body tried to deal with the mixture of sensory overload.  Everything seemed to hurt, and everything seemed to feel so good. I wanted it to continue.  My clit throbbed in time with my nipples and the vibroballs inside me just rolled and buzzed and sent wave after wave of intoxicating bliss up to mingle with the hurt.  I exploded with a gush and a spray of cum splattered down upon the coffee table.  My knees buckled, not that I could go anywhere, held up the way I was, but the tension went out of my legs and straight to my shoulders as my weight was placed upon the bondage cuffs at my wrists.
 
   Julie’s response to my orgasm was to level another stinging stroke of the cane across my breasts, drawing a line from nipple to nipple, and leaving me barely able to breath.  Forget counting. Forget pleading.  Julie didn’t wait.  I sagged as she struck again and then again, each blow of the cane to my boobs mashing the flesh and leaving scarlet lines of pain across my chest.  It hurt so much!  Tears flowed down my cheeks and then, then she pressed the cane to my nipples, rubbing it up and down, as if the movement would arouse me, tease me or something. All I felt was pain.  No orgasmic need.  No arousal.  Nothing.  Just hurt.
 
   “Last stroke, Breanne.  Tell me you want it,” she whispered in my ear.
 
   Want it? I could barely stand. I hurt everywhere. The arches of my feet burned. My shoulders felt as if my arms were about to be torn from their sockets. I felt a twinge in my knees. My bottom still felt raw. And my breasts? My God. I’d be sporting the bruises for a week and the welts would be visible for longer than that! The last thing I wanted to do was beg for Julie to hit me again. I let out a quiet sob and looked away, tears streaming down my cheeks.
 
    
 
   The rubbing went on.  She just used the cane to tease my nipples up and down, pressing them lightly, never hitting but constantly dragging the stick over and along them until I tried to squirm away. 
 
   “Beg Breanne.  Beg me to hit your tits again or what I do to you next will make the caning look like small change!” Her tone was sharp and hard. I sucked in a breath and willed myself to open my mouth.  I had no idea what she’d do to me, but I was absolutely positive that I couldn’t take any more.  Was she bluffing?  She had to be.  She knew what I could stand.  I shuddered in the bondage, literally hanging from the roof, trying to reconcile her orders with what my body wanted.
 
   Suddenly the cane whipped away from my breasts and a hot line of fire appeared across my already paddled behind.  My back arched and my weight again went to my toes as I screeched. Getting caned on your ass after you’ve already been ping pong paddled is not a nice thing.
 
   “Beg me to hit your tits!” Julie hissed, bringing the cane back to my nipples. She rubbed it up and down again.
 
   I let out a choked sob.  Julie moved behind me and this time the cane came up between my legs.  She used sharp, hard strokes, each one impacting against my tender thighs, first one leg then the other. Pain blistered up from between my legs, harder and harder until I threw back my head.
 
   “PLEASE! PLEASE HIT MY BREASTS!” I screamed at her.
 
   She moved fast, whipping around me and swinging the cane like Babe Ruth knocking a curve ball out of the park. The plastic rod slammed into my bosom, flattened both breasts, and drove the air out of my lungs.  I rocked back violently, absolutely sure that she’d just cut me open. My vision swam and went white and then Julie dropped the cane, ripped the butterfly from my loins, and tossed it aside, still vibrating. Her tongue darted up as she wrapped her hands around my legs and pulled herself upward, her back on the coffee table. 
 
   Vibrations and pressure are one thing.  Being actively licked is something else.  Once again my nerves misfired, unable to differentiate as the pleasure and pain came so close, mixing gratuitously within my brain. I couldn’t tell what was happening other than I was still bound, stretched between ceiling and coffee table.  My clit swelled and I felt a sudden surge of insurgent need rush through my loins. Julie jabbed a finger into my sex, touching the vibroballs even as her mouth suckled my clit. I cried out, thrusting my hips forward, my breasts throbbing with heat and pain and then, grinding myself down upon her mouth, held open by the bonds, I exploded with a wild cry of abandon.
 
   I almost passed out. White spots danced in my vision and my legs gave out. If my arms hadn’t been tied above my head I’d have fallen, almost unconscious. Waves of sensation rippled through me, but I couldn’t tell if it felt good or hurt. A surge of exhaustion came a moment later. Julie pulled herself out from under me.  
 
   “That one didn’t count,” she said wickedly as she wiped her face clean of my juice.  She kissed me gently on the nipple and I winced, smarting from the damage she’d inflicted upon me.  The kiss turned into a suckle, then a bite and I let out another whimper as she dragged her tongue down one of the raised welts, all the way to my side.
 
   A few moments later Julie freed me, starting with the rope on my calves. Finally she unbuckled the wrist cuffs and I slumped down into her arms, exhausted and hurting. I didn’t even realize I was crying until I saw the wet marks on her shoulder and she laid me gently on the couch.  The minutes ticked by as I recovered, my brain partially fried. It was only after fifteen minutes that I suddenly realized that I was wasting time. I’d failed to get my three orgasms during the “torment”. That meant I had another “walk” to do, ninety minutes in which to have three more very public orgasms. I struggled to my feet, hiccupping and wiping my face.  Julie handed me a warm, wet washcloth which I used on my cheeks, followed by a glass of cold water. I washed my face, drank some water, and then gingerly wiped myself between the legs. The vibroballs were still buzzing. 
 
   My skirt had fallen back down around my loins and Julie picked up the fallen Butterfly vibrator from the floor. I stood still as she knelt by my feet. Julie looked up at me and I saw the same dark mischief in her orbs that had been there earlier. She wasn’t satisfied. Not by a long shot. She set the Butterfly down again and this time when she reached up she grabbed hold of my skirt and pulled.
 
   “Julie!” I hissed. “What are…”
 
   “Ssshhh,” she said as I was forced to lift my feet one at a time. She pulled the skirt away and tossed it on the couch. The butterfly vibrator came up then, the thick Velcro straps positioned around my thighs and hips, letting the little plastic toy bug nestle on top of my sensitive nodule. I watched as she lifted the vibroballs remote, turned them to maximum, and then tucked the battery pack in the strap of the butterfly. She stood up and helped me get my shirt off my head, instead of just pulled up over my breasts. Naked, she kissed me once on the lips, once on the tip of each breasts, and then without another word, turned the butterfly on again. I stiffened as it went to low, but then she pulled the switch higher and the motor went into overdrive.  I shuddered and sucked in a fresh breath as she went and retrieved my duster. I stared in disbelief as she held it out to me. 
 
   “Have a happy walk,” she said, helping me into my coat. I lacked the mental capacity to inquire about my clothing, but at least I had the brains to button up, concealing my nudity and the very active vibroballs and butterfly tormenting me. The tension I felt was almost overwhelming and I felt like my body was going to fly apart. My bottom and breasts hurt and the stimulation between my legs was borderline. I wasn’t sure if it hurt or not. My fucked up brain has a tendency to interpret sensitivity as arousing. I let Julie push me out the door and I took ten steps down the dirty sidewalk as she grinned in amusement.
 
   “I’m going to hold on to your clothing.  You can have them back at the ‘Abuse Breanne’s Pussy Party’! Hope I hear from you this afternoon!” She said with a chipper smile, sticking her head out the door.  “I’ve got a dozen things we’re going to do to your pussy if you fuck it up.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, only barely recognizing what Julie was talking about. Oh right. Consequences.  More of them. I remembered. More public orgasms and the risk of an “Abuse Breanne’s Pussy Party.” But we weren’t there yet. Not yet.  Not even close. At least, that’s what I told myself.
 
   The door shut behind me and I glanced down at my watch. I’d wasted over twenty minutes of my ninety minute orgasm time and I immediately began walking back to my truck. It wasn’t easy. The vibrators were going nuts inside me and against me, my buttocks wouldn’t stop tightening and my hips kept thrusting involuntarily forward, as if I were trying to virtually fuck someone. My duster was done up tight against my sore and welted breasts and that didn’t help either.
 
    There was no way I was going to parade around Julie’s apartment complex dressed in only a duster, attracting unwholesome attention and no doubt getting dragged off at some point, never to be heard of again. Julie may have liked living in low-income housing where neighborhood amenities included two drug dealers, but I’m not totally stupid. So that meant I had to drive somewhere else. And driving takes time. I hurried as much as I could and climbed into the truck. I turned off the vibroballs and the butterfly, sighing in relief and almost bursting into tears again as the pain in my bottom and breasts once more threatened to overwhelm me. 
 
   Peace from the vibrations meant I had to be driving, and driving meant that I was using up valuable time, so I knew that I was on the clock. I just had to get someplace public, yet sparsely populated. My life frequently seems to be a game of “please don’t get arrested for public nudity.” I threw the truck into gear and left Julie’s apartment complex looking for more appropriate climes and wishing I drove a tank. It would have made it easier and quicker to get out of her parking lot.
 
   The good news is that my drive wasn’t that long but it did put another ten minutes on the clock, leaving me with just short of an hour in which to have my three very public orgasms. The very idea of it was actually ludicrous. Now that I’d been spared the vibrations of the butterfly and vibroballs, I was left with just the hurt and I sort of doubted that I was capable of even a single orgasm, much less three. Still, the last thing I wanted to do was quit, or be accused of quitting, especially in circumstances like this. When you’re a sexual submissive with specific orders, quitting isn’t something you do lightly. So I put a brave face on, parked my truck, and climbed out to face my destiny. This time I was at a strip mall, and not a heavily visited one. That was a plus because I had to unbutton my duster in order to get the butterfly and vibroballs turned back on. The ten minute break had helped only in the sense that the small bit of peace now made it possible for me to accept the fresh rumbles of sexual churning with aplomb instead of wincing cries. I made it to the sidewalk, stumbling along like a drunkard as the vibrations pressed hard against already sensitive flesh.
 
   The vibroballs were definitely not the problem. It was the butterfly. I was already tender and sore and chapped and having that thing, at full power, buzzing against my clit was creating all sorts of difficulties. Walking was something of a challenge, especially in the ridiculously stupid high heel shoes I was wearing. But just in general, I hurt. My breasts hurt. Horribly. My bottom still ached. And now, on top of it all, my clitoris was starting to feel as if a burly carpenter had spent an hour sanding it.  And that… well… to be honest… that was actually a blessing.
 
    
 
   Because I’m me.  Most women when they get sensitive, that’s it.  Leave me alone. Go away. I’m done.  Me?  I’m not only crazy, but I’m a masochist. When my clit get sensitive I ripen. I push the envelope. I arch my back and push my pelvis right up to that grind stone and want more.  And the more it hurts, the more I want to cum.  And the more I want to cum, the more I want it to hurt.  And so ten minutes of walking down the front of the strip mall had barely passed when the sensitivity of my clitoris peaked and I broke down into spasms.  Waves of pain laced pleasure hit me like a bulldozer and I found myself leaning against a brick covered column, panting with exertion as my hips did their own little dance of indiscrete joy.  I glanced down at my watch as my breathing started to settle.  I only had thirty five minutes left.  Not enough time for two orgasms.  I wasn’t allowed to turn down the vibrators; that was part of the punishment of course, but even with them at full power I doubted I could manage it.  I’d lost count of the number of orgasms I’d had that morning.  I was tired, stressed, tense, on edge, and physically sensitive. 
 
   And then I realized I’d forgotten to say “thank you for the orgasm Master V,” in someone’s presence, which meant that even THAT orgasm didn’t count.  I whimpered and started to slide down the pillar with my back to the brick.  Oh my God.  What else could go wrong?  I brought my knees up and slipped a hand through the front of my duster, unbuttoning just one of the metal fasteners.  I found the butterfly and stuck my hand underneath it, relieving my clit of the steady burn.  Of course I was still wet, soaked even, and I used that to slip two fingers deeply into my sex, thrusting with the butterfly still buzzing my knuckles.  I kept my eyes open.  I only saw two people walking by me and I clenched my jaw and tucked my feet together as they eyed me walking past.  Then I went right back to it.
 
   It wasn’t easy.  Let me say that right up front. I was still stuffed with the vibroballs and there wasn’t exactly much room in there.  But between the looks I was getting and the more… um… personalized attention… I was getting down there, spared from the unholy tempest of the butterfly, I was able to get right where I needed to be.  I climbed unsteadily to my feet and pulled my fingers out of my sex.  They glistened with goo and I rocked forward toward the first door.  It was a cell phone place and I stumbled in, the butterfly back against my swollen clit, buzzing away like mad. I stopped, took a wild look around and then, with my duster still half open, my naked body partially exposed, I pushed one hand back down between my legs, pinched my clit under the butterfly, and I went flying off the metaphorical cliffs of orgasm.
 
   The clerk looked up at me in shock and froze, his mouth open as he stared. Only my hips were moving though I’m pretty sure he could see both of my welted and bruised boobs through the gaping top of the duster. I let out this long, loud whine as the orgasm began to fade. It wasn’t as powerful as the others, almost an afterthought, or a secondary wave, but it was an orgasm.  I mewled a bit, then sagged slightly. 
 
   “Thank you for the orgasm Master V,” I said out loud, my breath husky.
 
   “Holy shit!” the clerk exclaimed. I gave him a tired smile, then turned tail and started for the door.
 
   “Wait!” he exclaimed, hurrying out from around the counter. I couldn’t help myself. I stopped and looked back. He hurried forward as I turned back to him. My duster swung open, exposing pretty much everything from the top down and I watched his eyeballs practically pop out of their sockets and hover around his head. For a second time. His jaw dropped and then I blushed the same color as the welts on my tits and quickly closed the duster. 
 
   “My God!  What happened to your tits?” He exclaimed, his eyes filled with horror.
 
   I don’t know if I blanched or blushed but I pushed the door open with my back and hurried away. I hadn’t mean to scare him!  I must have looked like the victim of abuse or something. Julie had certainly done a number on my breasts and I gave myself a little peek the moment I was walking away. Sure enough both sides of my chest was bright red and the welts were almost purple.  It was not pretty. 
 
   I ignored the butterfly and its continued agitation of my clit in favor of heading down the strip mall at a relatively fast pace. This was due partly to the fact that I needed to move on and try for the other two orgasms, though I doubted I’d be successful. But my haste might also have been caused by the fact that the cell phone store clerk had actually followed me outside. He didn’t chase me though he did call out to me. I glanced down at my watch. I had less than fifteen minutes and two orgasms left to go. I turned at the corner and headed toward the back alley.  It was a stupid thing to do, but I was desperate.  The scent of beer and piss and old food assaulted my nostrils as I hurried past the first of several dumpsters.  The concrete was chipped and broken and again, for the second time that morning, I almost broke an ankle.  I hurried along until I found a slight alcove and in seconds I had my coat open, my hand jammed down between the butterfly clitoral stimulator and my clit, with two fingers jammed inside me with the humming vibroballs, trying to masturbate myself to orgasm.
 
   As far as masturbation sessions went though, this one wasn’t very good. I was tired.  I was sensitive. Even the combination of my fingers and the vibroballs weren’t enough to bring me over the edge again. The minutes ticked by until I came to realize that there just wasn’t enough of me left to go around. With a sigh I straightened up and closed my duster.  It didn’t take me long to get back to my truck and the moment I climbed in I turned off the vibroballs and the butterfly.  With a sigh of relief I started up the engine and headed east.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: V3]V - Part Three
 
   Breakfast had not only been light that morning, but early and since it was now almost eleven I was pretty darn hungry. I hit up a drive-thru since I didn’t want to appear to be a flasher, what with the duster and all, and I have to admit that doing it in my truck, with the engine running gave me an excuse to keep the vibrators off. I remember scarfing down a cheeseburger, only to look up at my face, a white smear of mayonnaise across my lips. I ran my tongue around in a circle and scrubbed with a napkin. Satisfied in a multitude of ways, I turned the truck toward Houston proper and settled in for a long drive. I had an hour and a half of peace between the drive to Kari’s place and the meal itself and in hindsight I needed it. I pulled up in front of Kari Ander’s condo, climbed out of my truck and headed up to the front porch. 
 
   Kari’s landscaping style is a combination of jungle and English garden. My favorite plant is the massive oleander bush positioned just in front of her door. This particular foliage meant that anyone standing on that particular section of the porch would be completely concealed from the street, which was a good thing because Kari had made it clear to me that if I were going to ring the bell I’d better be naked while doing it. This had been a policy for years, dating back to our college days. I still have memories of standing naked on the third story walkway of our apartment complex, scared to death someone was going to see me, knocking on the door to our apartment. Kari loved it when I forgot my keys and that was the punishment. Once I moved out it stopped being punishment and became tradition. So I shucked out of my coat, folded and draped it over one arm, and stood there in just my high heels, the butterfly strapped to my loins but silent, with the vibroballs remote tucked into one of the straps.  
 
   I took a moment to study myself. I was a mess. My breasts were the worst, sporting some livid bruises as well as about two dozen raised lines. There were more of course, but a bunch of them had sort of melded into this one massive strip, right across both nipples and it was difficult to discern individual cane strokes.  I twisted slightly, trying to catch sight of my bottom. To be honest, it was barely showing the damage caused by the paddle.  Most of the redness had disappeared and except for a few dark, rose-colored blotches, my ass was fine.  It didn’t even really hurt anymore. 
 
   The rest of me was peachy keen too so I rang the doorbell, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. I didn’t have long to wait. About ten seconds after I’d rung the bell the door opened and a model for Chippendales opened the door in naked glory.
 
   Okay. I jest. Robert is not a model for Chippendales, but he could have been when he was a tad bit younger. Kari’s live in “boy-toy” was in his early thirties and sculpted from pure muscle. Taller than me by an entire foot and a half, his sandy blond hair, sensitive and caring expression, fit and pumped pectorals and abs, all made for the kind of man that most women would be willing to kill for. I’d known him for several years and he had the honor of being the longest lasting male to ever tolerate my mistress Kari for any length of time.
 
   I know that sounds wrong, but you have to understand Kari. She’s a Scandinavian goddess, blond and tall and beautiful. Men have literally fallen over their feet for her. She’s bi-sexual, confidant, personable, elegant, and every inch a dominant personality. We became friends in 6th grade and lovers in 9th. I’ve been asked when we became a D/s couple, but the reality is that if you take sex away from the equation, we’ve always been that way. Even when we were just kids goofing off it was Kari’s whims that guided us. Kari was the leader. I was the follower. And when sex became an issue, nothing changed. All through high school and most of college I stayed under her thumb, yielding to her will. But Kari is like bright sunlight. It can be wonderfully warm, welcoming and perfect - when you’re cold. Or it’s dark. But bask for too long in its light and it becomes difficult to handle. Kari has obsessive compulsive disorder and it manifests itself with a maniacal desire to organize everything. Things must be kept neat and clean. I’m technically not a slob, but I am creatively untidy. By the end of my sophomore year of college I couldn’t take it and I moved out.
 
   It would be years before Robert moved in, one in a long series of men who fell victim to Kari’s looks and sexual appetites before discovering that she didn’t want a partner. She wanted a slave. Robert looks manly, and he is. He is every inch masculine. He’s just also a total submissive like me. I stood there looking at him, admiring his physique, his muscles, and the small, tight leather harness that was wrapped around his cock and testicles. His shaft was hard as a rock and stuck straight out and from the glistening coat of oil on it, I knew that things were already getting interesting in the Ander’s residence. I smiled and reached out, taking his firm length in my hand, squeezing and rubbing the oil that coated his shaft along the length as I stepped in.
 
   “Hi, Bre.” his voice was warm and welcoming. Robert and I have been lovers, but it was a trio rather than a duet. We were both dedicated to Kari. We both loved her. I couldn’t be jealous of him and I know he wasn’t jealous. How could we be? Both of us served her whims. I couldn’t live with Kari anymore. Robert could and for that I was happy. Robert wrapped his arms around me as I did some rather cruel, but wonderful things to his penis. He was hard in my hand and I did more than just squeeze him. I rubbed him. I stroked him. And the only thing preventing me from dropping down to my knees and sucking on him or opening my coat and begging him to take me, was the blond goddess who was watching us from the living room sofa. I saw her turquoise colored eyes focus on me and I felt a tremor of excitement. I let go of Robert.
 
   She was wearing a pair of gray gym shorts and a matching tee shirt, both with the words “PINK” emblazoned upon them, in pink. She was barefoot and both of her feet seemed to glisten with oil. Her long blond hair was straight as a rail and hung halfway down her back. Her nails were painted a soft sapphire and her blue, blue eyes seemed to glitter with amusement. Robert brushed past me and immediately laid down on the floor in front of the couch, his hard cock right beneath Kari. She looked away from me and immediately put her feet back down on Robert, rubbing his shaft with the soles of her feet almost mindlessly. Never mind what I said earlier because I felt a momentary surge of jealousy. And it was a weird bit of emotion too.  Part of me was jealous of Kari for being able to do that to Robert, almost like it was an afterthought, and I couldn’t help thinking how good that would feel on my feet. And the other part of me was jealous of Robert. I’d love to be spread out Kari’s feet, her toes playing with my body, keeping me moist and needy.
 
   I put my coat down and stepped properly into the living room.  Kari has specific ways of doing things so I immediately stepped right in front of her, on the other side of Robert so that he was between us, and knelt.  I spread my legs wide, placed my hands on my thighs, palms up, straightened my back, and presented. Had I been a foot closer, Robert’s face would have been between my legs. Kari ignored me. She continued to rub Robert’s prick with her toes.  The minutes began to creep by and I tried to be patient. It was a test.  A simple test.  I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. This was just giving me more time to recover. That was a good thing. Right?
 
   “Robert?  Turn on the butterfly and vibroballs.  To low please.” Kari’s voice was soft but her declaration made my eyes snap open.  Robert lifted his arms above his head, his face stoic as he ignored the caress of her bare soles against his shaft. His fingers were already digging at the butterfly vibrator set above my clit and a moment later the familiar vibrations above my clitoris started up again. A moment later and a slight tickle along my waist, the rumble of the vibroballs joined with the butterfly, making my loins tighten and spasm in delight. I let out a low groan. It did feel good. 
 
   Kari continued playing footsie with Robert’s cock while I knelt and trembled. It didn’t take me long to sensitize and feel the wetness. I stared at her adorable, delicate toes going up and down Robert’s throbbing shaft with increasing difficulty. I wanted… something.  I wanted his cock inside me. I wanted her foot caressing me. I wanted to cum.
 
   She left me in that state of need until I was actually trembling.  Then she suddenly pulled her feet up, wiped them off with a small towel, and stood. 
 
   “Come, both of you.”  
 
   I had absolutely no doubts about where we were going. When Kari had first moved into the condo I’d been terrified to discover that she deliberately gotten one with a second bedroom. That really hadn’t made any sense since I wasn’t planning on sleeping there and I knew that Robert was a permanent fixture in Kari’s bed. So what was the second bedroom for? When she’d finally shown it to me I’d been aghast. She’d called it “Bre’s Bedroom” and it had been converted into a sadist’s modern torture chamber.
 
   Sexual torture chamber. 
 
   Practically the same dimensions as the master bedroom, the dungeon Kari had created was a mixture of modern art and Spanish Inquisition. There are a number of unique and interesting pieces of furniture, each and every one of them designed to restrain, control, and/or inflict sexual torment. One of the most recognizable pieces was a massive wooden horse made of solid oak that stood immediately to the right of the door. It glistened with oil, something I was acutely cognizant of since Kari’s preferred method of proper maintenance involved squirting the oil on my breasts and then forcing me to rub it in, usually with my hands bound behind my back. Then I’d get to ride the thing. The sharpened edge of the horse had a tiny dip in it, which in retrospect should also frighten me since I’d probably been the one to wear that dip into the angle, forced to straddle the wooden spine, letting the pointed ridge dig up into my soft sex as my feet kicked wildly.
 
   The horse wasn’t the only thing though. Next to it was a metal stool with a double set of black rubber dildos sticking up through the top. The seat was gone and a large electric motor was beneath. I’d ridden it before and it was affectionately called the “Full Bore Machine”, though affection is not how I think of it. I’d been strapped to it, forced to endure a double penetration, and then nearly had my entire body shaken to pieces by the rapid and brutal “full bore” fucking I’d gotten. 
 
   Across from the Full Bore Machine is Kari’s stocks. Similar in function to the wooden ones used by medieval towns for centuries, hers were sleek, modern and made of machined metal on a strangely cantilevered post. The height was adjustable and when matched with the spreader bar and ankle cuffs in the corner, was perfect for securing the squirming, whining target for a flogging. 
 
   A large St. Andrew’s Cross stood in the corner, the wood frame forming a large letter “X”. There were plenty of attachments for cuffs, belts, straps and even rope, but the really cool thing was that it could be spun until whomever she had bound to it was hanging upside down, their feet just a few inches away from the ceiling. Trust me - Kari’s dungeon looks just as intense upside down when someone is using a crop on your exposed bits. Kari’s favorite thing to do was put Robert on it, spin him upside down, and then have me lean forward and give him a blowjob. His mouth would be almost right at my slit and since I’d have to lean forward… well… it’s an interesting way to do a sixty-nine!
 
   In the opposite corner was a metal cart with two shelves. The top shelf was covered by a white cloth, but I knew damned well that an expensive medical device called a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator, or TENS unit, was underneath. It had multiple plugs and if you looked on the bottom shelf you could find a closed box with about a dozen different stim tab options; everything from the typical adhesive and gel pad to wired clamps and dildos. Kari could hang you up to dry and fry you all at the same time. Of course that was also where she kept her violet wand, zapper, and forked cattle prod. Electricity is one of Kari’s fetishes.
 
   Lastly there was the iBench. I had named it at the height of the Apple craze with iPhones and iPods and iPads. It made sense. It was the perverted offspring of a medieval stretching rack and a nautilus machine. Three steel bars had been welded together to form the capital letter “I”, hence “iBench.” Get it? Four upright posts could be fitted into square slots at each of the four corners. There were metal pulleys and steel cable, and the center post had been fitted with the leather pads and supports of a weight bench. The whole thing looked menacing, designed to hold a person not only down, but in whatever position Kari wanted them in. Folded in half? Yep. Bent opposite? Easy. Feet above the head? Doable. Spread-eagled and stretched so wide that she’s basically drawn and about to be quartered?
 
   Hell yes.
 
   As I suspected, she led me to the iBench. She pointed me toward it and I sat down as she led Robert over to the stocks.  As soon as he was bent over, his head and wrists firmly secured, his poor, swollen cock pointing straight down, she returned to me.  I was already laying horizontal and had even taken the liberty of getting one of the ankle cuffs on, which I thought was damned nice of me, all things considered. Kari finished by securing my other ankle, and even before getting my wrists bound above my head, cranked the gear shaft beneath my ass which pulled the metal cables threaded through the pulleys at either end of the bottom of the “I”.  I felt my thighs ripple as my legs were pulled open and a minute later I was literally doing the splits, albeit while laying down on my back.  Kari moved around to my arms and quickly buckled another set of cuffs around my wrists, clipping them above my head and pulling my arms away from my torso and securing me soundly.
 
   Stretched out and still buzzing I felt the waves of pleasure slipping through me.  Kari worked fast, turning off both vibrators.  I groaned as she pulled the vibroballs out of my body, and then sort of sighed in relief when the butterfly was removed as well.  She produced a new toy; a thick black, motorized anal plug along with a bottle of my Stinging O.  I concentrated on not hyperventilating as she first swirled the plug through the sopping wet petals of my sex, and then with almost childlike delight, poured a liberal amount of oil over the plug.  I gasped as she rubbed it lightly against my clitoris, transferring just enough of the Stinging O oil to my little nub give me an idea what a roasted marshmallow feels like. Then she moved the plug lower and pressed the lubricated tip up against my back door. I groaned. I’m not terribly fond of anything being stuck in my ass, even a slicked up anal plug. The one Kari had put into me was also a little wider than the ones I preferred.  We had a little bit of a pushing match as my lower half resisted my brain giving order to relax, but eventually Kari won, forcing the anal plug past my defenses and burying it firmly and thickly in my posterior. It burned, the chemical heat of the chili pepper oil making it feel like a fire had been started down there. Then she started up the vibrations, jacking the controller settings to full power. I felt a steadily growing heat that quickly seemed as if someone had shoved a hot iron up my ass.
 
   Generally vibrations in my bottom don’t do a lot to me.  I’ve had them combine with the vibroballs and have some interesting effects sexually, but by themselves? It just wasn’t happening. Add in the discomfort of the Stinging O, which was searing both my entire rear end as well as my clit, and you can imagine how unsexual I was feeling. Kari stood up and moved back to Robert and I was left in sexual limbo, limbs bound open, my sex on display, a thick rubber vibrator up my ass and my entire colon shaking and burning like someone had rammed a firecracker up inside me. I lifted my head long enough to keep an eye on Kari.  She had put ankle cuffs on Robert, along with a spreader bar, and was now in the process of freshly lubricating his penis. I think she was using my Stinging O, but I’m not sure. She drew up a small stool and sat down, looking for all intents and purposes like a farm girl in the process of milking a cow.
 
   Okay. Just for the record - yes, I have milked cows before.  But it’s not a regular part of my routine because we don’t keep any dairy cows.
 
   And of course Robert doesn’t have an udder, so Kari’s ministrations were all about the downward rubbing and squeezing movement of her hands.  Let me tell you - if Robert HAD been a cow, he’d have been squirting.  Kari kept at him until he was groaning and it was only then that she let go of his cock and moved out of the way so I could see.  Robert’s shaft was a brilliant red with purple highlights and he looked like he was so close to popping that he could taste it.  Even without her touch his cock jerked and bounced, obviously trying to get to climax on its own. Actually that was a little disturbing.  She had him so on edge.
 
   And I could sort of relate to that.  I wasn’t at that particular point. On edge I mean, but I’d been in that position before and it sucks.  Kari again wiped her hands and turned around. She picked up a leather sap from off one of the nearby shelves and stepped right up between my outstretched legs.  My breath caught in my throat.  Was it my turn? 
 
   “Did you miss any?” Kari asked, holding up the leather sap and prolonging the excruciating wait.  I nodded, my chest heaving with frightened anticipation.
 
   “One.  I only had two orgasms,” I admitted to her.  She smiled.  
 
   “So that makes forty strokes,” she murmured, clearly pleased.  Her eyes slid down my body until I thought I could feel her actual gaze on my still burning clit.  I watched as she lifted the square headed leather sap at least a foot above my open groin, breathless with anticipation. And then the sap fell.
 
   I think by now everyone knows how much I actually like getting pussy whipped. I know. Psychotic, right?  I don’t understand it either.  Even Kari once said to me “Breanne! Holy shit girl! No one should like what I’m doing to you, much less get turned on by it and want more!”  But that’s me.  I’ve said over and over that I’m damaged.  Mental.  Warped.  Sick. Deviant.  I mean seriously, what sort of girl wants someone spanking her clitoris and labia with a flexible leather paddle while she’s bound spread open and taut, unable to move, with a fucking anal plug up her ass?
 
   The first impact of the sap flattened both my clitoris and my folds with equal force and immediately I felt this pronounced sting that started at the top of my slit and then radiated outward.  It stung so badly that I managed to get my ass off the bench. When you consider how my legs were stretched out perpendicular to my body and that I was bound so tight that even twisting was a challenge, getting my bottom up should have been quite impressive.  The sting lasted maybe three or four seconds before immediately become a hot burn, scalding away along my skin until it literally felt as if someone had upended a pint of hot wax over my sex.  Then the burn began to subside, being replaced by a deep seated heat that came from under the epidermis, from the muscle tissue beneath, hot enough to fry an egg.
 
   Or so I thought. It sure felt like it. Kari’s response to my initial sapping was to do it again, harder.  The sap bit into me in exactly the same spot and I got to go through it all again. Horrible sting. Scalding heat. Deep tissue broiling.  I surged upward, fighting my bonds, crying out as my toes curled inside my jerking high heels, every nerve on fire.  The buzzing in my ass only complicated the sensations as my derriere tightened around the vibrating plug.  Kari seemed to love the expression on my face so she smacked the sap back down on my sex again, eyes flashing with sadistic and merry delight. 
 
   And that’s when it happened.  The way your mind comprehends outside stimuli is a complex process.  Basically a nerve ending detects one of three sensory inputs; heat, cold, and/or pressure.  The presence and intensity of the stimulus is sent through the nervous system to the spine, where depending on the source of the nerve impulse, determines whether instinctive reaction is necessary.  For example, if you put your hand on a hot burner, your brain never gets the chance to tell your hand it’s fucking stupid and to get off the goddamned stove. Your spinal cord does it, wanting to minimize damage to your hand and not wanting to wait for the signal to get to your brain.  If the stimuli doesn’t provoke an immediate response, then the information goes to the brain, where it is analyzed and categorized and eventually the brain decides how to respond to it.
 
   My spine works just fine, which is why my legs were jerking with the instinctive reaction to close up, to smash my knees together in order to guard my tender privates from the maniacal sadist sapping my sex.  But with my ankles and feet tied to opposite corners of the iBench, there wasn’t much in the way of instinctive response my body was capable of accomplishing.  This meant the fresh sensations of Kari sapping my sex went straight to my brain.  And my brain was fucked up big time.  The sap struck my clit and my brain recognized the pain.  But then, before it could even fizzle, something mixed with that pain sensation and suddenly it wasn’t pain anymore.  Or… yes it was… but it was more. I cried out, bucking.  Something else was there, underneath the hurt.  It wasn’t quite pleasure but it was close enough to it that the signals began to cross, to lose cohesion, to mix and intertwine.  Suddenly the impact of the leather sap on my clit wasn’t just agony. It was ecstasy.  It was both. It was like I was being fucked and whipped at exactly the same time.
 
    
 
   The sound of Kari’s sap striking my petals changed as I gushed wetly, soaking the flexible leather pad with my juices.  My chest heaved with exertion as my body began the journey, climbing the mountain toward climax, heading for the metaphorical cliffs of orgasm. My entire sex tingled madly, flushed with heat and need.  Kari ignored my cries, or the bucking of my hips and struck again, beating my petals downward, the strokes sounding like a spoon hitting fresh pudding. Kari seemed to dig in, as if she were trying to literally smack my poor sex right off my body. 
 
   I let out a very intense scream as the orgasm flashed through me. It was hard and energetic, but terribly short, leaving me breathless. “Twenty-seven,” Kari whispered loudly as I stopped crooning, my body turned to gelatin. I collapsed downward against the padded bench, every muscle feeling like I’d just been stuck in a taffy pulling machine and stretched.  I ached everywhere, especially between my legs.  The effects of orgasm began to subside and the tension that held me motionless and taut between my bonds flowed out of me. 
 
   Kari put the sap down on my tummy and stood up, heading back over to Robert.  A fresh coat of oil was poured into both her hands and she resumed her milking position, rubbing and stroking his cock with steady pulls. I took a deep breath, trying to settle down, and listened to Robert’s groans, savoring the sound of his torment. Don’t get me wrong - I’m not a sadist myself. I don’t get turned on by hurting people. Not ever. But what Kari was doing to him wasn’t technically painful. It was like when we used to tie men down to our bed in college, forcing orgasm after orgasm out of their sore cocks long after they begged for release.  It was sort of like that. I liked the idea of Robert straining, the sight of his muscles bulging with tension. I could close my eyes and imagine seeing his shaft; hard and straight and straining, bright red from the friction of Kari’s hands, the head turning purple. And then I imagined that throbbing member plunging into me, driving home in one single thrust, buried to the hilt. 
 
   She left me alone for ten minutes, working Robert right back up to the edge and she didn’t let go of his shaft until he was begging to be allowed to cum. The second those words left his lips she released his cock, leaving him trembling as she came back over to me. She stood between my outstretched legs, her hands glistening with oil, and she put them down on my thighs. Slowly she began to work the excess oil into my skin, and trust me - there was a lot of it. It felt amazing, even when her fingers went to my pussy, the hot and swollen petals of my sex tender under her touch.  She began rubbing me lightly and waves of pleasure shot up from my sex, straight to my brain, sending shivers through every little nerve. 
 
   It took Kari only about four or five minutes to put me back on the path toward orgasmic release. I’m not even sure why she did it. I still had thirteen strokes of the sap to take and the requirement was for me to cum three times. I had one under my belt, but it had taken twenty-seven spanks. There was no way I was going to be able to cum again two more times.  It just wasn’t physically possible.  Hell, even once was unlikely as…
 
   Kari slipped two fingers into me.
 
   I wasn’t exactly doing the math at that point. All I knew was that I was wet, full, and someone was pumping something through me with a clarity I rarely experience. Honestly, I’m something of a bubblehead and this… this was just intense and sharp and totally real. I let out a soft moan as her oil slick fingers pushed inward, spearing me thoroughly. It felt amazing. I tried to rock my hips again, but there wasn’t enough play in the steel cables that held me spread-eagled. Kari kept going, each push of her hand forcing me a few more steps up the path. Suddenly the idea of another orgasm didn’t seem so far-fetched. 
 
   If I were a cello, then Kari would be a cellist.  If I were a rose, Kari would be a horticulturalist.  If I were a mountain, Kari would be the climber set to conquer my peaks.  But I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, and Kari is my mistress.  And she knows me better than I know myself.  Her hands fluttered between my legs, driving me slowly and completely bananas.  I churned and twisted, needing more than she was giving me, working myself into a froth over her ministrations. When I was right where she wanted me she lifted the sap, kept the two fingers of her right hand buried in my snatch, and proceeded to strike my clitoris with fast, sharp, intense strokes that sent my poor brain into apoplexy. 
 
   I didn’t count but she did, pumping her hand violently through my folds, two fingers becoming three as she slapped my clitoris with the sap. I bucked and twisted and fought and basically tried to break free of the bondage I’d been secured in. It was all involuntary rather than anything meaningful. The point of being tied up is so that you have no control. So that you CAN fight and scream and twist, desperate for relief. Her fingers slammed into me as she peppered my slit with the sap. My toes curled and my high heels wobbled as spasms rocked me. I flung my head back, arching my spine. My fingers curled into fists and all I could think about was the heat and pain and pleasure and oh my God I’m going to fucking cum…
 
   And I did.  Right there.  I think she hit me more than forty times, but I’m not sure.  The blows stopped when I hit the apogee of my climax and all she did was wiggle her fingers inside me. Eventually I began to relax and when I did she pulled her hand out of my pussy and began releasing me. I shuddered. The vibrating anal plug continued to buzz in my bottom by I ignored it. I felt amazing. I felt… loose. My legs were jelly.  My head cotton-swabbed and soaked with sexual release. God knows what endorphins and adrenaline and dopamine contents were in my blood, but it must have been pretty high dosages. I’ve said it once but I’ll say it again. Nothing beats climax. No drug on this planet beats what a good, wholesome, full body, one hundred percent involved orgasm can do for you. I highly recommend it.
 
   As soon as my hands were free I sat up.  I was still in a daze and there was enough lingering hurt from between my legs that I was pretty sure I was done for the evening.  Except… I wasn’t.  I let out a groan as I rose to my feet. Kari had moved back across the room to Robert where she was busily rubbing away at his still rock solid cock. I almost felt bad for him, except I’d just gotten my pussy smacked in order to earn my orgasm.
 
   “Kari?” I said softly, not really wanting to interrupt.  She glanced over at me.
 
   “What?” she asked, one hand starting at the base Robert’s shaft and drawing tightly downward even as her other set of fingers wrapped around at the base. It was like she was pulling with every stroke, a non-stop caress. It must have been driving him mad. I wished she’d ask me to help her. Four hands would do an even better, faster job. But...
 
   “I have to go. I’m supposed to go and have three more orgasms in ninety minutes,” I told her, my dropping away from Robert’s poor tortured cock.
 
   She snorted. “Good luck with that.  You’re pretty much done.”
 
   I nodded. “I know, but I have to try.  At least.”
 
   Kari shrugged. “Do what you want.  I’m happy with what I did to you.” Her eyes went back to Robert and her hands flew.
 
   I couldn’t help grinning. “Me too,” I replied. I paused for just a moment and then with a single finger drew a line from Robert’s exposed anus, along his perineum, and then across his balls. With just my nail. Robert let out a sweet groan. Kari looked up at me, her eyes bright and her gorgeous mouth smiling.  “Okay,” I said.  “I’m going for a walk.  See y’all in an hour and a half.”
 
   “If he hasn’t cum by then you can help,” Kari replied, then nodded.
 
   I grabbed my duster on the way out. Each step felt awkward and uncomfortable, mostly because the anal vibrator that Kari had jammed in my ass earlier was still in there, buzzing away, and I didn’t have the guts to remove it myself or go back and beg. What if she agreed, but at a cost? I just wasn’t up for it. I was exhausted. I’d lost count of the number of orgasms I’d had. A dozen? Fifteen? I was exhausted. My pussy hurt. My breasts hurt. Hell, even my bottom was aching thanks to damned anal vibrator. It was late afternoon, just an hour before dinner. My stomach rumbled and my body told me that there were other demands that needed to be dealt with before I tried for another masturbation session.
 
   I took a deep breath and began walking.  Naked except for the duster, the heels, and the vibrating anal plug, I wandered around the neighborhood like a lost puppy, though I suppose I looked a lot more like a sexual predator to be honest. A number of cars slowed down as they passed me, but this was a gated community. People like me were generally kept outside. I kept the buttons tight and rested frequently, my mind sifting back over the intensity of it all; Mike’s spanking, Julie’s caning, and of course Kari’s sapping. Bottom, tits, and pussy. I thought about it, the demands of the assignment, and the number of orgasms I would have had to actually have had I been able.  A full eighteen.  I hadn’t even counted them before.  How the hell would I have been able to do that many?
 
   An hour later I pulled out my phone and called one particular number.  I wasn’t surprised when she answered after just one ring. 
 
   “I’ve got it all planned, Breanne!  Just make sure you’re here by noon next Saturday,” Julie gushed excitedly.  “I’ve invited everyone!”
 
   I swallowed hard, my pussy already aching and I could hear her eagerness on the phone.
 
   “It’s going to hurt too!”
 
    
 
   Breanne, to start this assignment you will proceed to Mike's location (the store or elsewhere, it doesn't matter) and to begin, offer him payment for services he is about to render by offering him your ass to fuck. Once he has had enough of your scrumptious bottom your day of orgasms can begin. First have Mike attach the binder clamps to your nipples, then hang the vibrating clamps from the binder clamps.  Do ten jumping jacks to make sure they stay on. Mike can be creative to make sure they won’t come off.  Put the butterfly clitoral stimulator on and turn it too low.
 
   Expose your bottom and apply a liberal dose of Stinging O.  Then present your bottom so Mike can give you an old-fashioned, over-the-knee paddling with a ping pong paddle. You are to take thirty strokes on each ass cheek. You need to have three orgasms during the paddling. After each orgasm, you are to thank Mike for helping you cum. If you manage to cum the required three times during the paddling you may remove the clamps and continue with the next part of the assignment. If you fail to achieve orgasm three times during the paddling you leave the clamps on your nipples, turn the butterfly to high and within 90 minutes, in a public venue, attempt to have 3 orgasms. After each orgasm someone will need to hear you say, "Thank you for the orgasm, Master V". At the end of 90 minutes, turn off the butterfly, regardless of whether you’ve managed the assigned orgasms and remove it.
 
   For the second part of your assignment you will visit Julie. Ask her to have the plastic rod she has hit you with at her store with her wherever you meet her. If the clamps are still attached, she may remove them however she wishes. Ask her to insert your vibroballs and turn them on to their highest setting. She will need to restrain your hands above your head. Then ask her to attach one of the binder clamps to your clit. Then beg her to cane your tits with the rod for 30 strokes. If you were supposed to cum 3 times in the 90 minutes from the first task and did not actually cum 3 times in time, add 10 strokes to each tit for each orgasm you failed achieved. So if you only had 1 orgasm, you would get 40 strokes. Again you are required to orgasm 3 times while Julie attacks your tits. Thank her after each orgasm. If you fail, leave the vibroballs in on high but ask Julie to remove the binder clip in a manner of her choosing. Put the butterfly back on and have 3 more public orgasms in the 90 minutes immediately following your last smack of the rod, thanking me for each one. If you succeed in cumming 3 times during the caning, remove the vibroballs and binder clip, and continue.
 
   Next you will go see Kari. Ask her to bind your hands high and legs spread wide. Beg her to stuff your ass with the vibrating anal plug coated with stinging O and turn it on high. You will then get 30 lashes to the pussy with the sap. Again, if you were to have 3 public O's and did not, add 10 lashes for each missed O. You are again required to have 3 orgasms while your pussy is under attack. Thank her after each orgasm.  If you do not cum 3 times, leave the anal plug in and on high and go have 3 more public orgasms in the 90 minutes immediately following the last lash from the sap, thanking me as you do. No other toys than your anal plug are allowed. If you do not cum 3 times in these 90 minutes, you are to ask Julie to invite a couple of friends over within the next week to have a punish Breanne's pussy party. Minimum of 4 hours for the party, maximum of 12. – Master V
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: anewyear]A New Year
 
   In general, I’m not a fur coat sort of girl. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not a PETA activist or anything, even though PETA activists spend almost as much time naked as I do. But my distaste for fur stems from something more mundane. I’m a South Texas farm girl. I wear blue jeans and boots and tee shirts. And the few times I’ve been made to put on a fur coat has always made me feel uncomfortable, like I was pretending to be something I’m not. I can go for costumes, but a fur coat? That’s not a costume. It’s a statement. And yet, I was grateful for the one I was wearing. It was cold and to be honest, I wished the coat was longer, since my legs and feet were freezing. My bare toes peeked out of a pair of sandal style shoes with four inch tall heels. I swear, Kari’s obsession with my feet being as bare and arched as possible will be the death of me. Maybe this is why I caught pneumonia last year…
 
   The dress I was wearing was of absolutely no help when it came to temperature control. Made of some elastic, half gauze-half lycra type material, it lacked any insulating attributes whatsoever. Worse, some demented, blade-wielding maniac named Kari had taken an Exacto knife to various parts of the dress, ventilating it from collar to hem, as well as the small of the back downward.  I’d been shocked when I first put it on and found my boobs hanging out well in front of my attire.  I looked like a fish caught in a net, or a trussed up sausage.  But maybe that was the idea. After all, we were going to a party; a rather special New Year’s Eve party and I had to look the part. 
 
   I was accessorized too though. The bling is just as important right? But most women would have found the spangles I wore to be a little much, even demeaning. Instead of a fancy necklace that drew the eye to the graceful lines of my neck, or maybe even my impressive cleavage, I wore a black leather collar studded with four steel loops. It was buckled tightly around my throat so that it resembled a choker. Instead of silver bracelets, both of my wrists were bound in black leather bondage cuffs, the steel buckles and additional metal hoops ringing with the key chain type clasps that had been attached.  I was told that the matching hide manacles on my ankles were there purely for aesthetic value, but I’m not an idiot.  They were functional and bore matching clips that I could feel dangling down against my heels. 
 
   Unlike the monthly meetings of the Society of the Golden Rose, an upscale lesbian BDSM club catering to the ultra-rich and their deviant minded submissives, this party was something special.  It was a chance for the divas to glitter and shine, to get dressed up in all their finery. To really put on a show.  And even though I was well aware that I, as well as my fellow submissives were the show, I couldn’t really feel unhappy about the situation.  Everyone would be there.  
 
   I’d been a member, if you could call it that, of the Society for over two years. There were around fourteen couples, each constituted of one dominant and one submissive. The dominant women were easy to identify. They were all dressed to nines, with impressive hair styles, lots of gold jewelry, and elegant demeanors. But really it was their attitude. They were dominant. At all times. Many of them I called personal friends, but when it came down to it, each one of them were just as likely to force me to my knees, strip me naked, and beat my bottom with a flogger.
 
   The submissive girls were also easy to recognize. Age wasn’t really that much of an issue, since everyone was an adult, though admittedly the submissive girls tended to be a little younger, but the real way to tell a submissive of the Society was to see if she were pierced and locked. Each of us had endured the ignominy of having our right nipple pierced during our initiation and acceptance ceremony. Then a gold padlock emblazoned with a black enameled rose was hung from the gold hoop set through the delicate tip of our breast. I didn’t have a key for that lock for a long, long time and even now that I do, I’m supposed to ask for permission to unlock it.
 
   I knew better than to ask though, especially considering we were going to a Society function. Sure, the dress was… intriguing… but I’m not stupid. I’d end up naked eventually and that gold piercing and padlock was a badge of office. Kari would want me appropriately attired. So I held my tongue. But I wasn’t the only one. Kari was a bit quiet during the whole “getting ready” process, almost distracted, which is unusual for her. Normally she’s so concentrated that her attention burns. She’d selected my dress, done my make-up and hair, and then assisted me into my wardrobe in a state of half-attention, her mind clearly elsewhere. Then she dressed quietly. Finally we were ready and I slipped on the fur coat she’d bought me a year and a half ago. The cold winter air had attacked my lower half so I was grateful Kari had the heater cranked all the way up. We drove north to Tomball and about forty-five minutes after leaving Kari’s condominium, we pulled up in front of a well-lit house.
 
   Did I say house? Mansion would be a better way to describe it. At least from my perspective. It was four times bigger than my family’s farm house, which isn’t exactly modest. But this place? Wow. It was a Victorian style with a healthy mix of New England. Everything was painted white or this light cream, with darker grays for the eaves and shutters. The landscaping was trimmed back for winter, but there were still leaves on the boxwoods and the jasmine still crept along the beds. There were about a dozen cars parked along the road and on the driveway. Kari pulled up and we got out. I hurried toward the door as Kari followed more sedately. 
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked suspiciously, my breath steaming in the air. Cold air was wafting up under the coat and since I wasn’t wearing any panties with the dress, my moist and bare petals were getting a bit frigid.
 
   Kari smiled at me and nodded, choosing not to say anything. I thought it damned peculiar and it made me stop right there on the sidewalk leading to the front door.
 
   “Kari?” 
 
   The blond vixen in front of me turned and looked back.  My mistress was wearing a long black coat which covered up a glittering red dress that made her look like a runway model. Kari is thin and tall and her straight locks hung down well past her shoulders. There was this look in her eyes that made me quiver, all the way down to my toes. I’d met her in sixth grade, gone through puberty with her, discovered sex, became her adoring submissive, allowed her to dye my mousy brown hair fire-engine red, and given my body to her so many times I’d lost count. We had gone to the same college, lived together, eaten together, and cried together. 
 
   “Breanne,” she said softly, reaching out and putting her hand on my arm. “I’m fine. Really.” 
 
   I gave her a suspicious look but then shrugged. If she didn’t want to tell me, then she didn’t have to. But I’d known her for most of my life. I knew something wasn’t right.  
 
   We climbed the steps of the front porch.  There was a swinging bench and the windows were curtained with a fine gauze that gave a hint of movement inside but concealed everything. Kari rang the bell and a moment later the door opened.
 
   By a little French maid in full regalia. Madeleine.
 
   “Good evening, Mistress Kari,” Madeleine said, doing this cute little curtsey.  Her eyes flashed to me and I grinned back.  Madeleine was wearing her maid’s uniform, which to be honest, was more suited for a pornographic film shoot than actual maid-like chores. The skirt was just a pair of ruffles, white under black and didn’t cover anything lower than her hips. Her bare slit was wet and just as obviously stuffed with something motorized because I could see a bright pink wire emerging from between the flared petals of Madeleine’s sex. The blouse she wore seemed to be missing some key parts, like a front. It buttoned up fine, just under her breasts, sported a gaping hole for Madeleine’s bosom, and then buttoned back up to the neck. She wore a collar like mine and there was one other little item we shared. On her right nipple there was a piercing; a gold hoop which also sported a charm sized padlock.  There was a black enameled rose on the lock; the sigil of the Society.
 
   “Can I take your coats?” she asked graciously as the door was shut behind us. Kari shrugged out of her coat first. I would have been loath to remove my own, if I hadn’t already felt the blessed heat of the house wafting over me. Madeleine’s nipples were hard as rocks so it wasn’t like she could provide a clue. She may have just been insanely aroused. I slid out of the furs and watched with a certain amount of satisfaction as Madeleine’s eyes saw my dress. I could tell she wanted to say something, but instead she just gave me a wink and took my coat, laying it over Kari’s.
 
   “Please enjoy the festivities,” she said politely, the perfect little slut servant.
 
   I’d never been to Mistress Isobel’s house before but the first thing I noticed was that it looked like someone had raided a Pottery Barn warehouse. The place reeked of style. Don’t get me wrong. I like Pottery Barn. It has nice furniture and accessories. But Isobel’s mansion was decorated in that singular style throughout. I could see Kari wrinkling her nose. I couldn’t help but agree. Too many beiges, creams, and sage. It needed color. On the flip side, it would always be easy to find Kari. She was the only bright red item in the place beside my own hair.
 
   There was a study on the left lined with book shelves with a beautiful desk anchoring the whole room. A formal dining room was on the right. Both were occupied by a number of women, all of whom I knew intimately. And when I say intimately, I mean just that. One of the perks of the Society is variety. I’d had sexual relations with everyone at one point or another, and while some of the mistresses weren’t my favorite to spend time with, there was no one I didn’t like.  
 
   The first thing I noticed was that Madeleine and I weren’t the only ones forced to strut our stuff. Every submissive was wearing something revealing. Georgia Tai was dressed in what appeared to be a sari, but transparent. Underneath the material her skin had been decorated with gold colored henna designs which swirled from one shoulder, down across her breasts, to turn and swing past her navel, crossing a hip, dancing back toward her bare sex, and then down her right leg to her ankle. It must have taken hours to do. Like Madeleine and I, her right nipple was pierced and you could see the padlock.  Rather than bondage cuffs, she wore bracelets on ankle and wrist, each spangled and ringing lightly with every step.
 
   Wendy was there too, wearing a short, pink number with a plunging neck line. Disturbingly, her bondage cuffs matched the color of her dress and I have expected to see Hello Kitty’s face on the smooth leather. Kaitlin wore a white, floor length gown that would have almost been appropriate for a wedding, except that the front was a flowing mesh gauze material that left her prurient parts completely exposed. Everywhere there was a flash of gold and symbol of the Society.
 
   And there were mistresses there too. Both Haley and Margaret had come and were dressed to the nines, but respectably enough that they could have been seen in Houston’s polite society. There was a massive buffet set out with finger foods, and while there were all of the items you’d normally see at such a shindig, there were a few… ah… unusual morsels as well. How many buffets have you seen that sported daikon, squash, and carrots, all peeled and ready to eat, but uncut or cooked? And even though I was spared the experience, I did notice the bowl full of ginger root, and a waiting peeler. Plus there was lots of fruit. Unpeeled bananas, apples and pear slices, everything cut large enough that if your goal wasn’t just to eat, you could have plenty of objective fun.
 
   A sudden cry drew my attention away from the feast and I followed Kari as she drifted deeper into the house. On the other side of the dining room was a kitchen, opposite which there was a mid-sized sitting room. Through the massive walkway was the den. The first thing I noticed was the baby grand piano. But the second thing I noticed was that Kylie, a cute little brunette with a winsome smile, exquisite curves, and a mischievous personality, was kneeling on a solid oak coffee table, head thrown back, mouth open, eyes closed in overwhelming rapture. I couldn’t help grinning.  Kylie is a close friend and I have to admit, I liked her outfit. She wore a top that was basically just two, dark crimson, strips of material that barely covered her breasts, which then used her bosom as a brace to curve and cross just below her navel. These were then attached to a skirt which was slit on both sides, and then front and back.  The slits were a good thing because Kylie was kneeling, leaning back, her knees spread obscenely wide, and the skirt had sort of been pushed out of the way.
 
   Mistress Savannah, our resident southern belle, was holding a Hitachi massager against Kylie’s clitoris, and since Kylie’s wrists and ankles had been cuffed together, there wasn’t much my friend could do about the intense vibrations. Even more interestingly, two more of my peers, Morgan and Kaitlin, were also kneeling next to the table, except they were poised with hands raised. I didn’t get a good glimpse at the time of their outfits but I did later. Morgan was wearing some sort of leather harness.  She’s African-American and has breasts the size of the Sahara desert. They are totally amazing. The harness wrapped around them deliciously, accentuating their size and scope and did a good job supporting them too. Her piercing and padlock dangled from her right nipple and there were fading cane marks across both mounds.  Kaitlin had outdone even me.  Her mistress, a woman named Brooke, had evidently spent two hours painting Kaitlin with liquid latex.  And it was a good job.  I had this irresistible urge to reach up with a finger and play with Kaitlin’s nipple piercings, both of which were uncovered, since her latex *ahem* dress seemed to be conspicuously missing around both areola. At a nod from Savannah, both Morgan and Kaitlin reached forward and began lightly tickling Kylie. Savannah, resplendent in a full length emerald colored gown reminiscent of something Scarlett O’Hara would wear, continued to see if she could jam the Hitachi up inside Kylie, while the little brunette carefully went nuts.
 
   I sympathized. I’m terribly, terribly ticklish myself and the idea of being bound and exposed like Kylie, right there on the coffee table, with two girls tickling my sides, feet, and tummy, all while someone was pressing a massager to my clit seemed unusually cruel. I watched as they practically had to hold her down as Kylie squirmed and twisted and panted as the laughter bubbled up out of her. This lasted maybe two minutes before she couldn’t handle anymore and she opened her eyes and yelled out.
 
   “Okay!  Enough!”
 
   Well. That made me blink.  A submissive saying “enough?”  Usually we scream “please stop!” or something to that effect.  But I realized a half second later, when Savannah pulled the Hitachi wand away from Kylie’s sex, and the flexible little crop with the leather tip appeared, that Kylie evidently had a choice; being tickled, or being whipped. Savannah struck Kylie’s bright pink sex with a short little flick that made the little brunette gasp. Her hips swung upward, as if asking for another stroke, which Savannah cheerfully provided, this time with a little more strength. 
 
   Now I really was jealous. Stroke after stroke snapped up into Kylie’s beautiful little pink sex until she was biting her lip and straining to keep herself open.  Then her mouth opened wide and she again begged for mercy.  Savannah put down the crop, picked up the massager, mashed it against Kylie’s swollen slit, and motioned for Morgan and Kaitlin to start tickling her again.
 
   Oh my…
 
   There was a Christmas tree on the other side of the room, next to the hearth and it was amazingly beautiful.  My personal family tree is colorful, with handmade ornaments.  It’s a fun and clever little way of keeping memories alive, since there are hand molds I made in kindergarten and other cutesy ornaments on the tree. But Isobel’s tree was a designer type. It was white and gold and beautiful, but the really amazing thing was the roses.  There were gold roses all over it as decoration, a fitting style for this party. Underneath were a plethora of presents, each exquisitely wrapped. Kari took my elbow and we moved off to our right and through an open doorway out onto a porch. For a second I resisted, but then I felt the wave of heat coming from overhead. Isobel had installed HEATERS! Thank GOD!
 
   Women were talking, eating, and yes… even having sex on the fancy white patio furniture. It was all wicker basket weave with thick padding. Mistress Lynda and her submissive Brooke were together with Brooke’s head under Lynda’s dress, the expression of rapture on the dominatrix’s face making it clear what was going on. Across the way Mistress Margaret sat talking to Mistress Haley (Morgan’s mistress) while Margaret’s pet girl Lisa knelt by them, her bottom raised up high. As usual Lisa’s ass was stuffed with a fuzzy tail, but she wasn’t naked, which was unusual. Instead she wore this cute little shirt, with large holes cut for her prodigious breasts, which hung low. Besides the gold hoop and padlock we all wore, Lisa had on a pair of rubber tipped clamps on her nipples. Furry ears and drawn on whiskers gave her a singularly feline look, though I know she prefers puppy play. But what I liked was the fact that Margaret’s hand was on Lisa’s bottom, absently stroking Lisa’s sex with her fingers, driving the little pet girl mad. 
 
   Then I gasped as I saw someone else I knew, but whom I hadn’t expected to be at the party. She was not very tall. And she was very thin, with luscious chocolate colored hair that hung down just past her ears. She’d cut and styled it recently. Sapphire earrings dangled from her lobes and she wore a black dress that had slits on the side, but revealed nothing. Her perfect feet were casually enclosed in a pair of three inch heels and her throat sported a necklace made of gold that drew the eye downward. Her breasts were small, but she seemed to fill out the bodice of the dress well enough.
 
   “Hi Breanne,” Julie said with a wicked smile. My eyes widened as she closed the distance between us. She pressed her cheek to mine, studiously avoiding getting the bright red lipstick she was wearing on my skin.  Her hands went to my sides and the moment she stepped back her right hand came up.
 
   “Time to say hello,” she whispered.  “Hands behind your neck.”
 
   I glanced at Kari.  This wasn’t poaching per se, but Julie hadn’t even really asked permission, and usually at these sort of get-togethers the dominatrixes asked permission to use someone else’s submissive. But still, this was sort of weird. Julie wasn’t a member of the Society. You had to have your very own submissive to be asked to join. So my mind reeled even as I glanced back at my mistress. Kari said nothing, and in fact, she looked content. I almost turned away from Julie to ask what was wrong, but then I thought better of it and put my hands up behind my neck. Since my breasts were already fully exposed, sticking out through the slit strands of my dress, Julie had no trouble and everyone turned to watch as my breasts were thoroughly and completely spanked. My bosom was bright pink by the time Julie was done and when I turned back toward Kari, chest heaving, I found she had wandered off. 
 
   “Care for some food?” Julie asked me warmly.  “It’s a bit cold out here.”
 
   I nodded eagerly though I wasn’t feeling anything but the heat from her spanking. I followed her back to the dining room, passing Kylie’s still squirming and cropped form, as well as a couple of other interesting tableaus. This is how most Society parties end up. Lots of naked submissives having all sorts of naughty things done to them by the assorted dominants in the house. In fact, unless you are actually being used by your mistress, or she’s standing right there, any of the other mistresses can just grab and torture you, no questions asked. I caught sight of Kari talking animatedly with Isobel, who looked serious. Isobel was a personal friend of Kari’s and the two women were very close. 
 
   Julie and I made it to the buffet and began to load up the plates. I went for edibles while Julie selected a slightly wider range of available options.  Finally we made our way to the sitting room where Julie sat down next to me, plucked a whole cucumber from off her plate and held it up. 
 
   “Are you following NHPS Rule #1?” she asked me quietly, referring to the standard instruction that I always have my pussy stuffed with something, in order to make sure that I was sufficiently ready to take cock or other sexual abuse.  I shook my head.
 
   “No.  Not tonight,” I told her honestly.  “Kari said she wanted my pussy available for whatever came my way.”
 
   Julie grinned. “Hope you’re wet then. Spread your legs,” she said. I concentrated on not rolling my eyes as I opened up.  The dress stretched, then rolled up my thighs all the way to my bottom.  A single shift and it was around my waist.  I leaned back as Julie leaned forward and began rubbing my sex with the massive green vegetable. It felt good, but I couldn’t help asking the question that was bothering me. 
 
   “Julie,” I asked tentatively. “What are you doing here?”  
 
   Julie looked at me with her big brown eyes and smiled wickedly. “I was invited, obviously,” she replied, pushing.  I groaned as the thick but rounded tip of the cucumber began sliding into me and I lifted my bottom off the couch.  Julie kept it going until almost the full thing was buried between my legs.  
 
   “Is Michelle here?” I asked, my voice a whimper. I liked the feel of the cucumber inside me’ thick and long and cool.  She pumped it a few times, drawing it halfway out, leaving me trembling with need. 
 
   “No.  She and I weren’t right for each other.” 
 
   I blinked. Michelle was this stunning blond girl Kari and I had met at a restaurant.  She’d been waitressing and been present at a rather embarrassing little event where I’d been somewhat publically humiliated, not to mention punished.  She’d approached Kari and later seemed all gung ho about being a submissive herself. Except… she wasn’t.  I’m not sure if she was a switch, or just exploring, or didn’t really understand what she was getting herself into, but the fact was that Kari was taken. Between me and Kari’s boy toy Robert there wasn’t room or time for another submissive girl, and frankly Michelle was something of an enigma because she made it clear that she would submit to Kari, or dom me.  Either or. 
 
   Well, giving me to Michelle wasn’t going to happen. The relationship between submissive and dominant is one based on trust. Michelle and I had conflicts. You have to be totally comfortable giving in to the person domming you, otherwise bad things can happen. So Kari had tried to introduce Michelle to Julie, figuring that Julie needed a regular submissive, especially since it was obvious that Julie wanted into the Society. The idea was that Michelle and Julie, who were close to the same age, would hit it off and voila - perfect match. To be a member of the Society of the Golden Rose you needed someone to sponsor you, the means in which to meet the fiscal requirements, and last but not least, a willing submissive for you to abuse and allow the other mistresses to use.  
 
   Julie obviously had a sponsor: Kari, but I knew she didn’t have the financial means to join or a willing submissive unless Michelle had somehow changed her mind. She’d been pretty pissed after the last session we’d had at Kari’s apartment.  I hadn’t expected to see her again. Looks like I was right.
 
   “You’re lucky,” I said, between gasps as the thick proto-pickle slid in and out of my sex. Julie drove it in deep repeatedly. “They usually don’t let anyone come to these parties without being a member.” 
 
   Julie nodded, but her focus was on the cucumber.  “Hmmm… this is too pleasant. I want it to hurt.  Where’s that maid? What’s her name?” Julie said, twisting around in her seat and looking off toward the dining room.
 
   “Madeleine,” I gasped, my hips now twitching violently.
 
   Julie chuckled. “But of course,” she said in a horrible French accent. She pushed my knees closed, holding in the cucumber, and ate a bit more off her plate, leaving me incredibly wet, wanting, and desperate.  A moment later Madeleine weaved her way through, collecting plates and glasses and topping off wine glasses.
 
   “Madeleine, isn’t it?”
 
   Madeleine stopped and looked at Julie with a smile. “Oh yes, Mistress Julie. How can I serve you?”
 
   Julie blinked at that but then smiled. “Breanne needs a caning.  Would you mind telling me where I might get one?” 
 
   Madeleine bowed, the chain holding her nipple clamps swinging. “Oh! Allow me to fetch one for you Mistress!” She hurried off before Julie could even reply and a half minute later she was back with a birch cane sporting a curved handle. Some wag had painted it white and then glued a red ribbon around it so it resembled a candy cane. Madeleine actually knelt down, bowed her head, and held out the cane across her palms. Julie took it graciously, obviously pleased.
 
   “That was well done.  As thanks, I give you permission to give Breanne a single stroke across her bosom, and across her bottom.”
 
   Madeleine didn’t even look up. “Thank you Mistress for the offer, but if you would be so kind, I’d prefer to take those strokes for Breanne.”
 
   Julie’s look of surprise changed to delight in record time.  “Certainly.  Please straighten and present your breasts.”  Madeleine did as ordered, her light, white boobs nestled delicately on the white lace of her corset. Julie moved off to the side and softly laid the candy cane across Madeleine’s chest. I watched, my pussy still squeezing the hell out of the cucumber, my hands desperate to pump it myself, as Julie prepared to hit Madeleine. Then, just as she was about to swing, Madeleine looked up. Julie paused in mid-stroke.
 
   “Mistress?” Madeleine whispered. “I just wanted to tell you that I love the way you say hello to Breanne.”
 
   My jaw fell open.  What the fuck?
 
   Julie laughed.  “Perhaps I should say hello to you before giving you the caning you’ve earned?”
 
   Madeleine’s eyes widened and then she smiled.  To my shock, she stood up, turned to face Julie, and put her arms behind her back, fingers to elbow.  Julie reached out and caressed Madeleine’s breasts for a moment, focusing on the pink points, then reared back and let a stinging, open palmed smack land against the side of Madeleine’s left breast.  Madeleine’s breasts are bigger than mine and it was somewhat appealing to watch someone else get their chest slapped silly. Julie spanked Madeleine back and forth for almost three minutes, rendering the poor little French maid’s bosom a bright rose color that went amazingly well with her white and black uniform. 
 
   “Now bend over and take Breanne’s left nipple into your mouth.  Use just your teeth,”
 
   I stiffened in alarm as Madeleine did exactly what Julie ordered, including taking my raised nub into her mouth, giving it a delicate little suck before holding on with just her teeth.  I could see over her head and down her back and Julie was moving into a batter-like swing, with Madeleine’s ass the strike zone. She pulled back the cane, and then with a strong stroke, let the candy cane bite into Madeleine’s rump.
 
   Both of us felt it.  Madeleine bit down hard on my nipple, making me jerk and cry out, even as both her hands went to her bottom.  She straightened and I saw the shock on her face. It had really hurt.  A lot.  Julie gave her a cold stare.
 
   “Now your breasts,” Julie said.  Clearly Madeleine was rethinking her offer, but could see no easy way out of it.  Finally the little French maid lifted her arms, braced herself, and let Julie leave one, harsh crimson line of agony across her amazing boobs. Both nipples had been caught perfectly in the stroke as well.  
 
   Madeleine let out a pain-wracked sob and bowed again. “Thank you Mistress Julie,” then she scurried away, half hunched over, one arm across her chest. Julie turned back to me.
 
   “Fan of yours?” she asked.  I laughed lightly but then Julie motioned me to stand. As I climbed to my feet, careful to keep my thighs together, she spoke. “You will pump the cucumber until you cum. I will hit your breasts and bottom.” She pointed the tip of the candy colored cane at my nipple and nodded. “You may begin.”
 
   With a goal like that you can imagine that I was totally in the zone. I was already painfully aroused, so pumping the cucumber through my innards was not a challenge I was going to decline.  But doing it while taking a caning?  That’s a whole different story.  Even as I was drawing the cucumber out, preparing to take my first inward thrust, the cane struck my bosom and stung like the dickens.  I cried out and two of the other Mistresses nearby came in to watch.  Then, between one thrust and the next, Julie swung the cane around to my bottom, leaving another red stripe on my body.
 
   We went back and forth.  I got caned and fucked, the strokes coming between each and every deep and upward thrust of that cucumber.  “Don’t fake orgasm,” Julie said to me as I clearly became more aroused, presenting my anatomy for the next welt.  I wanted to protest, to explain that not faking an orgasm is the number one rule of a submissive in the Society. If we’re caught faking it we get strapped down and zapped in bad spots with a cattle prod. In the end Julie managed to leave five hot lines across my buttocks, with a full half dozen on my chest. I was both sobbing with relief, the exquisite agony muted by my orgasm, the wet gush of fluids coating my thighs. Julie pulled the cucumber out of me and placed it on a nearby napkin lying on the coffee table. It soaked the paper instantly. I didn’t even notice Madeleine coming back to retrieve the vegetable.
 
   Julie kissed me softly, then pushed me to my knees and sat down on the couch in front of me. “Use your mouth, Breanne.” Then she grabbed the gold padlock swinging from my right nipple and pulled me forward, spreading her legs eagerly. It was good to have the taste of her in my mouth and every once in a while she’d lift the cane and give me another light tap on my bottom. I didn’t just lick Julie’s clit. I devoured it. I nibbled. I bit. I sucked. I rubbed. I worried at it. I did just about everything I could possibly think of short of getting a toy to torment her with. It didn’t take long either. Within eight or nine minutes Julie was enraptured, her chest heaving beneath the black bodice of her dress. Her hips rolled constantly, lifting her sex up to my darting tongue. I could tell she was close when Madeleine stepped back into the room and told both Julie and me, as well as our attentive audience, that it was time for the gift exchange. 
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   Julie wasn’t terribly pleased with the sudden interruption and let me know it with another two or three strokes of the cane to my breasts. Madeleine handed me a towel and I wiped my face off, then followed everyone else into the living room. Rows of chairs had been set up and, and I noticed that there seemed to be a seat for each mistress, with her submissive kneeling attentively nearby. A few of my peers had been stripped of their finery and I wasn’t the only one bearing welts. Alissa, who I hadn’t bumped into before then, was kneeling next to Mistress Sara, the other redhead in the Society.  Alissa winked at me and gave me a thumbs up sign. I sighed and rolled my eyes.  Alissa wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing and instead had two little bows tied to her nipples.  
 
   Show off. 
 
   Kari stood near the hearth and I started to go toward her, intending to kneel at her feet, but Julie grabbed my wrist and sat down in one of the seats, pulling me to the floor nearby.  I blinked in surprise and looked at Kari, but despite the fact that she had clearly seen what Julie had done, made no objection. Mentor and student? I shrugged and then leaned against Julie’s leg. 
 
   It took a few minutes for everyone to settle down and then Kari began. As the de facto leader of the Society, she frequently led the meetings. “Ladies, thank you so much for attending our Christmas/New Year’s Eve Party.  We will now do the gift exchange.”  She held out a red velvet bag and took it down the line, letting each mistress draw a number. Julie drew and Kari moved on down the line until everyone had a number.  
 
   And that started the game. At first I was confused. None of the presents under the tree had any names, or even numbers. Evidently each person got to choose a random present. Mistress Tiffany had number one and stood up, selected a gift from under the tree, and then unwrapped it. I was shocked to see a rather impressive leather paddle. It was about a foot long, delicately stitched, and frankly looked pretty scary. There were a number of appreciative murmurs, but Tiffany’s submissive, a pretty girl named Charlotte, wasn’t very happy about it. You could see the expression on her face when she imagined getting whacked with that thing. I grinned in sympathy. Then it was Brooke’s turn.
 
   Mistress Brooke sent Kaitlin to scurry to the tree and her chestnut locks flashed amongst the boughs. She brought back this gorgeously wrapped present and Mistress Brooke opened it. It was a vibrator of some kind, but was bright blue and oddly shaped.  Half of the thing was a handle of some kind and it even looked like it had a hilt.  Obviously it was one of those incredibly expensive vibrators I’ve heard about but never had the opportunity to try.
 
   Then the game got interesting. Mistress Jillian and Wendy went next, but instead of selecting a present from under the tree, Jillian sent Wendy over to Mistress Brooke, literally stealing the blue vibrator from her. Everyone laughed at Kaitlin’s petulant look and on the game went.  Brooke then got to select and open another present; this one a very attractive, decorative chain top.
 
   I don’t remember all the toys.  There was a black leather hood with all the metal accoutrements. There was a clamp set, with practically every type of nipple clamp ever invented (except alligator clamps! Ha Ha!) There were a number of strangely shaped vibrators and dildos. There was a bolero style straight jacket that everyone oohed and ahhed over and had to have been worth over four hundred bucks. I saw a violet wand set with a box of attachments that boggled my mind, including this spiked metal hammer thing which looked pretty damn scary to me.
 
   It turned out that Julie had drawn number ten and when it was our turn I saw her looking at the presents that had already been unwrapped.  It was clear she was having a hard time deciding.  I think she wanted that bolero straitjacket, but frankly I thought it would be perfect for Morgan. Mistress Haley had already stolen it once and while anything could be stolen twice, you weren’t allowed to steal something a third time.  The straitjacket lacked a front, meaning the wearer’s breasts would be totally exposed and Morgan would fill that out so much better than me.
 
   Julie instead sent me to steal the violet wand set instead, a second theft and I bit my lip as I dragged it back over to where we sat.  Julie’s eyes were bright and very pleased at her new acquisition and I realized that there would be no more borrowing of Kari’s violet wand, which wasn’t even as nice as this one.  And the attachments?  Wow.  The metal spiked hammer thing scared me.
 
   Some Mistresses didn’t wait, and the moment their particular toy was safe I saw a number of my fellow submissives almost immediately impaled, or tormented with their new presents.  Fortunately for me, Julie closed her box and tucked it under her chair with a smile.  I watched from across the living room as Kylie pressed her face to the floor, her bottom up in the air as Savannah tried to work a rather large silicon vibrator into Kylie’s rear end.  Lisa, Mistress Margaret’s pet girl, got to wear the chain shirt after being stripped.  Georgia’s sari was unwrapped to the waist, while Mistress Lisa put a pair of these very nice and expensive C clamps on Georgia’s nipples, then wrapped her back up. My friend Alissa got the leather bondage hood and Morgan… she looked absolutely fantastic in that bolero straitjacket. Mistress Lisa even loaned Mistress Haley a set of clamps for Morgan’s nipples. And don’t worry - Madeleine, our little French maid wasn’t left out either. She and Mistress Isobel got a double ball anchor - this metal dildo sort of thing that you could was inserted vaginally or rectally, and could be tied into place.  Diabolical.
 
   So everyone was goofing off and the toys that could be immediately used were. A couple of vibrators were shared, going around down the line as the mistresses all behaved like excited children on Christmas morning, each wanting to look at what the other had gotten. I heard a number of excited voices exclaiming, “I’ve GOT to get one of those.” Julie was no exception either. She fit in so well, chatting amiably with Haley on one side of us and Tiffany on the other. I was actually really proud of her as I knelt by her side.
 
   Kari coughed loudly and moved into the center of the ring and slowly things quieted down. The serious look on my mistress’ face made it pretty clear she had something important to say and everyone turned their attention to our Society’s matron.
 
   “Ladies, I want to thank all of you for coming together this evening, both to celebrate the holidays and share in the friendship we’ve built.”
 
   I blinked.  Kari’s tone was… off.  I cocked my head to the side, a curious expression on my face.  I felt Julie’s hand on my shoulder, a comforting, and soft touch. 
 
   “I have three very important announcements to make,” Kari continued.  “First of all, I’ve served as Matron for the Society since our reformation and it is time that someone else led this group.  As many of you know, my business is demanding more of my time and there are some other personal considerations that make my continuation in that office difficult.  As of tonight, Isobel will serve as acting Matron until the officer elections at the end of January.” 
 
   I shifted.  Kari no longer matron?  Really?  How weird would that be?  But I still felt awkward.  I’d always known eventually Kari would give it up. And she was being honest about her business. She’d been putting in many more hours at work. Still, there was this nagging feeling of wrongness that set me on edge. Julie’s hand remained on my shoulder as there was a quiet murmur of acceptance, but also a few minor voices of complaint. I knew Kari was well liked and balanced the various dominant attitudes like a skilled diplomat.  Isobel was… occasionally… caustic.   
 
   “My next announcement is that I am sponsoring Julie as a new member of the Society,” she stated.  “Julie has accepted a position as department manager with Isobel’s company and has met the financial requirements for acceptance.”
 
   My jaw hit the floor and I looked up at the girl sitting in the chair next to me. Julie smiled even as everyone began congratulating her, but then someone, I’m not sure who, called out “so where is her submissive?”
 
   That quieted things down immediately, and to be honest, I thought it was a good question.  Julie’s fingers tightened on my shoulder for a moment.  Kari nodded.
 
   “That brings me to my third announcement,” Kari said.  “Breanne? Come here.”  She pointed to the floor in front of her.  Julie let go of my shoulder and I crawled into the center of the room.  “Stand up,” Kari told me. I got to my feet, trembling. Something bad was happening. I felt it in my bones.  She looked at me directly, with a small smile.
 
   “Breanne, I railroaded you into this, broke your limits, hurt you, and you still loved me for it. I know that you’ve enjoyed all this, being a part of the Society, making friends and exploring your sexual side. You’ve in some ways become our chronicler, and not a single one of us haven’t read your little tales to see how you’ve perverted every little thing.”
 
   Someone muttered, “at least she didn’t use our real names.”
 
   Across the room Mistress Savannah snorted. “Southern belle indeed,” she said in protest. I rolled my eyes. Okay… so I exaggerate things a little; change names to protect the guilty; and maybe overemphasize certain aspects to provide a bit of character depth to make us not so cookie-cutterish. Is that a crime?
 
   But I was floored. Shocked. Startled into inexplicable stasis. I stared at Kari. What was she about to do?  
 
   “Things have gotten complicated in my life, Bre and I’m not going to be able to give both you and the Society the attention you truly deserve,” she produced a small gold key.  “And so I free you from your bondage to me.”
 
   I stood there stunned as her hands came up to my right breast. She slipped the key into the lock dangling from my right nipple and turned it. I felt the wiggle, the pressure, the tug and then, for the first time in over two years I felt the weight of that small lock gone. I looked up into her face and noticed the tears, but the smile was real.  I felt… torn.  What was she doing?  What did this all mean?  She suddenly wrapped her arms around me, her mouth by my ear.
 
   “I love you, and our friendship and sexual relationship will continue, Bre.  But you’re going in places I’m not sure I can follow you.  You need someone fresh and young and to be honest, crueler than I am.”  She paused, as if she were about to say something truly momentous.
 
   “And Bre… I proposed to Robert.”  She said the last sentence hesitatingly, almost as if she were frightened of what my response would be.  New emotion surged through me as my eyes widened in shock. My mouth dropped open.  I pulled back enough to look her in the face and when she saw that there wasn’t any anger, or jealousy, or fear in my eyes her smile widened.
 
   “You gave him a ring?” I demanded loudly.  Everyone heard it.  Kari glanced around and then shrugged.
 
   “It was a cock ring,” she said defensively, her wicked smile turning up at the edges even more.
 
   I laughed, still totally flabbergasted. It was all I could do.  I reached out and hugged her hard, words of congratulations on my lips.  Kari hugged me back.
 
   “I can’t believe you’re going to get married!” I gasped.  My bare breasts pressed against her and she pulled me tight.
 
   “I know. It’s shocking to me too,” she admitted.
 
   I grinned. “I presume he said yes?”
 
   Kari gave me a stern look. “Of course he said yes. What man would dare tell me no?”
 
   We hugged again and then I had to ask. “So you’re giving me to Julie?”
 
   For a moment the words hung in the air.  Then she shook her head. “No.  I can’t give you to Julie. I can only give you yourself.”  She gave me the lock, placing it in my hand and closing my fingers over it.  “You are no longer a part of the Society,” she said simply.  The words crashed down on me and I looked at her in confusion. 
 
   It was Isobel who stepped up, this time with a pleased look on her face.  “Breanne?  I know a Mistress who you could give yourself too, if you’re willing. But it will mean you must go through the initiation rites again.” 
 
   I laughed.  The initiation rites had changed slightly since Kari took over, and they weren’t quite as diabolical, though there was still the porcupine gauntlet and the sybian caning to get through.  Thank God I didn’t have to get my nipple pierced again!  Tears began streaming down my cheeks, but they were tears of happiness.  I kissed Kari again and then I turned toward the entire group.  Things were in a bit of an uproar, but I looked at Julie, who was smiling at me with an expression that went beyond friendship.  I think I’d known it for a while, but I saw what Julie was feeling so clearly that I gasped.  There was so much in that simple expression.  Everything I was needing.  Aggression, cruelty, patience, love.  All there. 
 
   I’ve known I was the third wheel in Kari’s relationship with Robert for a long time.  I knew that I wouldn’t be invited along on the honeymoon.  And while I’d still be a frequent partner in their trysts, there wasn’t really room for me in that bed if I wasn’t impaled on someone or wrapped around another.  Breanne’s bedroom would go away and it would either be Robert’s room or just “the dungeon”.  
 
   With the padlock and key still in my hand I grabbed the hem of my dress and I pulled upward until the whole thing came off.  I tossed it aside. I didn’t have a mistress so it wasn’t like anyone could tell me not to do it. Naked except for the high heels, the ankle and wrist cuffs, and the dark leather collar around my neck, already sporting the dark welts across my breasts and bottom Julie had left there, I dropped to my knees and slowly, seductively, eyes down, crawled across the room to where Julie was sitting.
 
   “Mistress Julie?” I said hesitantly.  “I humbly beg you to accept this girl as your submissive.”  I held out my open palm, the key and lock in it.
 
   Julie looked at me. She had known me for three years. Been there when Kari couldn’t. She knew me from one end to the other. “Who are you?” She asked loudly.  
 
   I paused a moment, just a little tense.  With that one question this became about more than just the Society. It was about me.  It was about Kari. It was about a transfer of responsibility. It was about what I was. I licked my lips, the decision fast.
 
   “Breanne Erickson,” I replied, my voice shaking.
 
   Julie nodded.  “And what are you?”
 
   I swallowed. “A nympho humiliation pain slut,” I replied.
 
   “And what is your purpose?”
 
   I knew exactly what I needed to say, but this time it was no mantra. It was a promise. “To please others through my sexual suffering,” I said softly.
 
   Julie leaned forward. “And if I want to humiliate you?”
 
   “Please humiliate me, Mistress Julie.”
 
   “And if I want to be constantly aroused?”
 
   “Arouse me, Mistress Julie,” I whispered.
 
   “And if I want to hurt you?” she asked.
 
   There was no pause, no consideration, no need to even think.  “Then please hurt me, Mistress Julie.”
 
   She reached down with her hand and grabbed hold of the piercing on my right nipple and pulled me upward.  It hurt and she twisted the tip of my breast until I cried out, almost losing my balance.  She brought the padlock forward and slipped it through the ring.  It closed with a strong click and the weight of my submission was suddenly back.
 
   “Now, across my lap.  Hurry,” Julie snapped.  I rose up and immediately draped myself over her legs.  My breath caught as her hand came down upon my bottom, rubbing me for a moment before the spanking began.  Then Julie struck me, a stinging hot blow that had me gasping.  She went fast, faster than ever before, making my ass burn until I was kicking wildly. Julie spanked and spanked me until the tears fell and I’d thought I’d accidentally set my rear end down on a hot plate.  And only then, once my bottom was red and scorched, did she slip two fingers into my sex, pumping gently until I let out a quivering moan.
 
   “Here,” Jillian said softly, handing one of the larger vibrators to Julie.  She took it graciously and then jammed it into my sex.  I groaned, still draped across her lap, her right hand pumping the vibrating dildo through me with increasing speed.  Then, right before I was about to cum, she yanked it out and dumped me on the floor. I gasped in shock.
 
   “Let me explain some things to you, Bre.”  Julie’s voice was hard and stern. “I intend to use you. I will hurt you. I might even let you cum.  But regardless you are going to suffer much more under my care. I have the time to torment you.  Your assignments will be cleared through me.  You will accept your toy of the day orders from me.  And Breanne,” she said even more darkly. “Your life is about to change.  You will be constantly in need, begging for me to hurt you, just so you can explode. Every orgasm will be bought with agony. I’m going to train you, hard, so that your sex-soaked little brain can’t tell the difference between breathing and cumming.”
 
   I looked up at her.  This was more than I bargained for.  With Kari, I knew she’d respect my limits.  But what Julie was saying… was this too much?  I thought I knew her.  My breath caught in my throat.
 
   “Yes, I will be more demanding of your time than Kari has been, but I will respect your needs.  You know that,” she said when she saw my expression. I bowed my head in apology. Slowly I went back to her, on my knees. We kissed and it was passionate. Her hands found my breasts and as our tongue twined she began slapping my bosom back and forth. I moaned, hurting as she did it.
 
   “Julie?” Isobel’s voice came from nearby.  “Is your submissive ready for her trial?”
 
   Julie broke her kiss with me and looked up with a grin. “Are you kidding me? Breanne Erickson? The self-proclaimed ‘nympho humiliation pain slut’?  She’s always wet, always ready.”
 
   Isobel nodded. “Madeleine, bring out the gauntlet.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: thegauntlet]The Gauntlet
 
   Clearly this was all planned because the Gauntlet is normally kept at the Society meeting rooms and wouldn’t have been at Isobel’s place unless someone had told her to have it there. About five or six months ago Mike the Hardware Guy had built a combination wooden pony and porcupine, which is a wooden beam with mounted dildoes.  At the time I’d donated a number of my personal toys for use and Kari had been so impressed that she’d hired Mike to build a new one, similar to the original one used by Mistress Ellen, the previous matron of the Society.  No one had used the new Gauntlet to my knowledge, including me, and I suppose in a sick sort of way it was good that I was the girl assigned to “baptize” the damn thing.  
 
   There were eight “dildoes” each mounted on a solid oak brace which was capped with an angular molding, essentially making the thing into a sort of wooden horse.  The legs were adjustable in height and clearly already set to my inseam, more proof that some planning went into this whole thing. 
 
   I’m an old hand at riding the wooden horse and its only slightly less agonizing cousin, the wooden pony.  You’ve probably read about some of those experiences.  Each torment has a distinct manner of ride.  The horse is a back and forth rocking, with all your weight on your crotch with no relief.  The pony is an up and down sort of movement, with the hurt moving from your calves and toes up to your sex.  Eventually you get some rocking motion, but it takes a while.  But the Gauntlet?  That was something special.
 
   Each dildo was different.  Hot, cold, large, small, thin, thick, electrified, and corkscrewed.  And they were paired with other sensations.  For example, the small dildo shook violently, at levels far beyond any vibrator I’ve ever owned.  The corkscrew dildo? It actually corkscrewed spinning on an embedded motor. The cold and hot dildoes? They pumped up and down. All in all it was a masterpiece of work.  
 
   As I crawled over to it and Madeleine plugged it in, Julie pulled out her new toy; the violet wand. Another cord was stretched across and I watched in growing alarm as my new mistress set up her Christmas present.  She opted for the traditional glass arm, except it had a large bulb on the end.  Isobel directed me to move to the end of the Gauntlet and prepare myself.
 
   I was prepared already, or at least as much as any girl could be. I was wet, aroused, wanting, and even though my bottom had been spanked I wasn’t terribly worried. The Gauntlet was a trial, but I knew that I’d be cumming shortly and that made everything easier. Admittedly I was a little nervous about combining it with the violet wand, but it wasn’t like I hadn’t handled something that intense before.
 
   So I stood at one end of the Gauntlet and prepared myself, mentally, for the trial.  A moment later everything was ready.  Madeleine stood behind me, ready to handle the controls that turned on each dildo. Isobel was standing witness.  Julie was there next to me, my encouragement and muse. Of course I wasn’t the only one having fun. The living room had sort of devolved into a raucous chorus of moans, whimpers, and the sound of leather striking flesh. Almost every mistress was using their submissive in some way, most of them trying out their various toys, or sharing them, or just getting pleasure out of using someone.  
 
   I turned and looked for Kari, but couldn’t find her and that disturbed me. I wondered where she’d gone. Had she left? But then Julie was grabbing hold of my arm. A moment later my wrists, still bound in the leather cuffs Kari had put on me earlier, were bound together, forcing my breasts forward and making sure that I had no opportunity to use my hands to support my weight. Julie came around to my front, gave me a wink and I knew it was time. I looked down. The first dildo was the corkscrew. I stepped forward, went up on tip toe, and began rubbing my clit against the pointed tip.  It took me only about half a minute to work myself into serious agitation and I finally sank down, my knees bending as I impaled myself all the way to the brink. Letting out a groan I closed my eyes and that’s when Madeleine turned on the corkscrew.
 
    
 
   For a dildo shaped like a wood screw, it felt amazingly good inside me.  I gasped almost instantly, trembling as the sensation did some very intense things to my libido.  But that wasn’t the trial.  There was something else involved, and why they called it “the Gauntlet”.
 
   “Ready Breanne?” Julie asked.  Evidently Isobel or Kari had told her what I’d need to do.  I nodded and prepared myself. I could feel the dull but still serious edge of the molding cap against my clit.  Julie smiled. “Start when you are ready,” she said.
 
   Isobel was holding the timer.  I closed my eyes, bracing myself.  Then I lifted both feet off the ground.
 
   Riding a wooden horse can be excruciating.  When you are forced, with no alternative, to sit astride that edge, rocking back and forth trying to find some spot that doesn’t hurt as bad as the spot you’re currently on, the pain insinuates itself into your entire existence.  You press inward with your thighs, trying to keep yourself up, but if your ankles are cuffed and weighted even that little relief is denied to you. Riding a wooden pony is an entirely different pain.  There you are forced to keep your weight off the painful ridge by standing on tip toe.  Your calves begin to ache, then burn.  Your toes tingle from the pressure.  Eventually, inescapably, you drop down, unable to stand tall any longer.  You drive the wooden edge into your sex, pain bursting between your legs for only a moment before the brief respite gives you the strength to go back on your toes.  But this time, you can only stay up for half the time.  With every agonizing drop, crushing your petals against the wood splitting you, the time shortens and eventually you are going up and down every few seconds, alternating the pain in your calves and feet with that in your sex.  You look for alternate ways to sit, pumping wildly. 
 
   And then there is the Gauntlet.  You lift your legs up, enduring the pain of your entire weight on your crotch, all while the phallus you are impaled on does things to you.  You must take it for thirty seconds without touching the ground.  If you do touch, you start the timer over, and they add an additional ten seconds to your time. For every subsequent phallus. And so I sat there, the wood pressing cruelly into my clit, my body trembling as a three inch thick rubber screw wiggled inside me like a tubeworm addicted to caffeine.  Isobel counted down the seconds and by the time we got to zero my feet were shaking it was so hard to stay up on the Gauntlet.
 
   There was no “riding” the Gauntlet.  It wasn’t about movement.  Any movement was inside you.  I started to lower my feet down, gasping as I came close to cumming.  Then Julie lifted the wand, held it about an inch away from my left nipple, and delivered a painful shock to the tip of my breast.
 
   “Oww!” I squealed.  My jump had managed to partially un-impale me and I bit my lip as I lifted myself up off the still corkscrewing dildo.  I felt the tip rub at my bottom for a moment and then I started to move forward.  Motivation really wasn’t a problem for me either, because Julie moved the violet wand to my bottom and started delivering shock after shock to my rear end, urging me onward. The next dildo was large and slightly curved, pink in color.  The second it touched my clit I gasped. It was cold!  Very, very cold.  I hesitated and Julie dragged the violet wand around my body and down to my clit. Letting out a series of little yelps, I sank down until I once more felt the wooden brace against my clitoris and along my bottom.  Just as I thought I was actually prepared, a new electric hum started and I felt the cold dildo slide almost completely out of my body.  I started to slip, but then it went right back in, picking up speed as it began thrusting deep.
 
   I let out another moan, this time letting my hips jerk as each push punched apart my folds and buried that icy tip deep inside me.  Julie stepped back and then I lifted my legs.  Thirty seconds while a freezing cold rubber dildo slides in and out of your body, all while having all of your weight on a hard wooden ridge is a long time. I began to tremble, pain radiating up from between my legs. My sex tightened spasmodically around the chilly dildo and I grit my teeth as the shaking moved up from my legs to my arms and then my shoulders.  I crossed my ankles, my toes curled as I focused on not touching the floor.  Finally Isobel called time and I put my feet down and pushed myself upward, wanting to get away from the icy dildo as fast as possible.
 
   The next phallus wasn’t even five inches long and I slid down it with ease, even with Julie trying to make things difficult by waving her violet wand over my breasts.  Once I was settled I lifted my legs again and Isobel started timing.  Except I didn’t expect the damn thing nestled between my legs to zip into vibrational overload.  Before I could even squeal my entire body instinctively jerked and I had to put my feet down just to stay on the Gauntlet.  There were cheers as my bottom tightened, forcing my loins forward slightly.  I steadied myself, my toes on the floor, trying my hardest to deal with something I’ve never felt before.
 
   I’ve had about twenty different vibrators inside me before.  None of them felt like this. This was something else. Since that evening I’ve spoken to Mike the Hardware Guy about the little one.  Evidently, and this is a quote, he used “two off set weights, welded them to the new shafts, and then added two twenty-four volt DC 30 watt motors with 2268 rotations per minute.”  Oh, and he said that since he didn’t have to stay inside the actual shell of the vibrator, he could put it all UNDER the spine of the porcupine.  How’s that for creative? I have no clue what any of what he said means, except in a very physical sense.  
 
   That little vibrator was the worst of the bunch, trust me. And Madeleine, who was controlling the on and off switches of all the vibrators had turned the damn thing off the moment I put my feet down as well.  So the moment I was braced again and lifted my feet, she reactivated it.  Even ready for it, I couldn’t sit still and once more my feet went straight to the ground as I started to topple over.  The vibrator clicked off again and I turned to Julie.
 
   “I’m not sure I can sit this one without help,” I said softly to her as my pussy continued to spasm on the little monster, even with it off. I knew I was increasing the time I had to spend on the bloody thing too. Julie held up the wand but I shook my head. “No. It’s so intense, so strong that my body reacts in ways I can’t stop,” I protested, trying to explain.
 
   Julie grinned, pushed the violet wand up against my nipple, delivering another sharp shock that made me gasp.
 
   “Try again.  If you get up to a minute I’ll help,” she replied.
 
   A minute… of lifting my feet? For each of the remaining dildoes?  I grit my teeth, focused, braced myself, tightened every muscle, and then lifted my legs up, bending them at the knee and holding the position.
 
    
 
   
  
 

The rocket between my legs started again and the hum of noise was loud.  Like one of those little radio controlled cars with the fast electric motor in them.  I was better prepared this time and to my surprise I held myself in place.  Ten seconds. Fifteen. Isobel called them out in five second marks.  I got to twenty.  Then twenty-five.  And then… then I couldn’t handle it anymore.  I exploded wetly, the vibrations way more than my poor little libido could handle, and I put my feet down again, bouncing like mad.
 
   Madeleine left the vibrator on until I was finished cumming like an overactive geyser and I could feel the wetness on my thighs. When I slumped down she turned it off and everyone sort of eyed me with cool appreciation and commentary.  Some of it was snide, calling into question my endurance, but I sort of ignored all that. I was in lala land actually and my brain soaked with enough dopamine to qualify me for drug rehab.  
 
   Julie didn’t give me a break either.  The second the vibrator got turned off she was back at it, zapping me left and right with the violet wand, getting me in the side, along the thighs, against my breasts, and my buttocks.  So despite the fact that I wasn’t quite coherent, I really didn’t have much of a choice and once more I lifted my feet up off the ground.
 
   The problem with getting pushed into doing that so quickly after my initial orgasm was that I didn’t actually think about bracing myself for the vibrator.  The moment I pulled my soles off the ground, crossing my heels, Isobel started the timer and Madeleine flipped the switch trying to see if she could shake me off the pony. And I was now sensitive as well.  Not painfully mind you, just… sensitive to the vibrations. I put my feet back down.
 
   Julie rewarded me for that with another round of electric shocks, most of which were delivered to my unprotected and heaving breasts. She especially liked the way the arcs of electricity hit my piercing and the little padlock. That at least cleared some of the orgasm fog from my synapses and then I braced myself, grit my teeth, tightened all of my muscles, locked my pussy tightly around the vibrator, and once more pulled my feet upward.
 
   At ten seconds I felt like my teeth were going to rattle out of my jaw. At thirty seconds my pussy felt like it was going numb. At forty seconds I started to pump and bounce and basically wriggle like mad. At forty I thought my flesh was going to shake off my bones. And then I made it fifty full seconds, pain radiating up from my crotch, but buried under the avalanche of sensation that came from that horrible little vibrator. Isobel called it out and you should have seen me put my feet down in relief. I was up and off the thing before Madeleine even had a chance to turn it off.  And if you thought the sound of it buzzing bad when it was buried inside me, you should have heard the chain-saw like zip it made without all that sound absorbing girl goo around it.
 
   The next dildo was almost a relief, if it hadn’t been so cruel.  It was eight inches long and very narrow, with a tapered tip.  It didn’t move. It didn’t pulse. It wasn’t hot or cold. It was easy. None of that was the problem. The problem was that the next dildo, which was annoyingly thick, was so close to the thin one that I was actually rubbing my clit against the next phallus as I sank down on the first one. I lifted my legs and sat through the pain of the fifty seconds with nothing more than a wobble and a moan and then lifted up once more.
 
   Julie moved in and gave me a couple more shocks which had me twisting as I slipped forward all of an inch and a half and poised myself above the massively thick dildo. The problem was that in order for me to sit the thick dildo, I had to figure out what to do with the narrow one.  Strike that. I knew what I had to do. It was obvious. The thin narrow dildo had to go in my ass.
 
   Julie took my hesitancy as a good reason to deliver a couple of more shocks, including one or two directly to my clitoris.  Admittedly it was a good reason to impale myself, even if it meant something going up my ass. I’m not a fan of things in my ass, but this was part of the challenge so I did it.  I groaned as I went down, driving the already well lubricated plug into my bottom as I felt the larger phallus spread my petals apart and force its way upward. It wasn’t easy. Double plugged is never a simple way of getting stuffed and I had to wriggle a bit and Julie kept zapping me in various spots just to make my writhing more entertaining to everyone watching.
 
   And make no mistake - I was the floor show. We still had over an hour before it was time to do the midnight countdown to the New Year. Me slowly impaled over and over again, while being zapped with a violet wand, as well enduring whatever cruel, evil, and terribly awesome torments Mike had built into the Gauntlet, seemed like something everyone wanted to see. I could see it in their eyes.  Every submissive there wondered what it would be like riding the damn thing, wondering if they could do it better than me. I’m betting half of them could.
 
   I groaned when I was stuffed both fore and aft and when I lifted my feet off the ground Julie went ahead and ran the violet wand back and forth from one buttock to the other so my hips jerked. But at least I kept my feet up for the full fifty required seconds.  Isobel called out the time and I stood. I moved forward another ten inches and considered dildo number six.
 
   If thick was the way to describe the eight inch monster behind me, then large was the only way to explain the… the… thing in front of me.   It only vaguely resembled a man’s penis and looked more like something an animal husbandry expert might be familiar with.  I’ve never bred horses, much less had sex with one, but I’m pretty sure that’s what equine cock probably looked like. Over twelve inches long and relatively firm, the largest dildo on the line wasn’t easy to mount.  I had to go up on tip toe and Julie had to actually take hold of it and keep it pointed in the right direction as I straddled it and allowed gravity to pull me back down its full length.  It wasn’t as thick, so I didn’t feel any pressure on my petals, but there was more synthetic cock inside me than I was comfortable with.  My largest dildo at home is only twelve inches long and to be honest I find it uncomfortable to have my Core Driller dildo buried deep, especially when I have to do a lot of sitting.  I end up bouncing a lot, trying to find a way to be comfortable since the base seems to always manage to be the first part that hits a seat, forcing the rest of the rubber pillar higher up inside me.
 
   This was no different.  In fact, instead of the pain of sitting being on my perineum and petals like the other seats, this one left a hard ache along my cervix.  The fifty seconds were the longest I felt, the pain growing deeper and deeper until I was just so happy to be able to get off the damn thing that I didn’t even mind Julie’s violet wand being dragged across my breasts.  My sex was so sore!  My legs were trembling and waddled forward again and pressed my clit against the next dildo, gasped, and jerked back.
 
   It was hot.  Not as in burning hot, but more like uncomfortably hot.  The dildo itself was just pink silicon and Mike later told me that the heating element of a defunct massager had been put into the thing after he’d straightened it all out.  It had also been on since the Gauntlet had been plugged in and…
 
   You know what?  I wish this had been videotaped.  I’m going to talk to Julie about maybe having me do the whole thing over again one evening, just us at the Society meeting room.  We can set up the camera so that you can’t see my face. Maybe from the back?  Because honestly, you have to see this thing in action.  You really should.  This is like Kink.com quality work too.
 
   But I digress.  Sorry.  Anyway that seventh dildo was hot.  Julie zapped me forward until I managed to get most of the tip to spear my slit and I rode it down fast.  Very fast.  Me groaning out loud fast. The heat spilled into me and I don’t think I’d lifted my feet faster for any of the other phalli. Like the others, I couldn’t help but to roll my hips, fucking the stupid thing, bouncing as the heat blossomed inside me. Perspiration broke out on my forehead and then in the small of my back as the seconds went by. I struggled to keep my feet up and closed my eyes, trying not to rock the boat too much. Julie left off, waiting for me to either put my feet back down or finish.
 
   I managed the fifty seconds, but just barely. Had it been sixty seconds I would have had to put my feet down and lift off. I was cooking. I could feel it. And I moved forward with relief, even knowing what was coming last. The final dildo was clearly a probe meant for a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator since there were two metal strips along the sides. I slid down it easily. I braced myself, my fingers holding onto my folded arms, still locked behind my back.  I tensed up, then bent my legs at the knees. The bite of the wood against my crotch hurt, but that was nothing compared to what happened next.  Madeleine had the switch and she began pressing it at odd intervals, each depression sending a sharp but considerable jolt into my nether regions.
 
   If you’ve seen videos of girls getting screwed with an electrical probe, you know what I’m talking about.  I couldn’t keep my mouth shut and after the third or fourth shock I put my feet back down.  Well that just started the timer over with an additional ten seconds tacked on for fun.  I tried again.  Madeleine’s eyes were bright as she wielded the controller, her thumb pressing the button to zap me. I made it twenty or maybe thirty seconds before my clenched teeth split once more and I yelled, putting my feet down again. Timer reset. Another fail. We did this two more times before I finally sat the full minute and twenty seconds, my entire body jerking up and down, with Julie holding onto one arm.
 
   And I was done. Every phallus coated with my juice. Me, tender and aroused. I lifted myself clear of the Gauntlet and let Julie catch me. She looked over at Isobel.
 
   "Do we have time for the sybian?" Julie asked.
 
   Isobel checked the time as Madeleine rolled the Gauntlet away.  She nodded with a grin.
 
   "For anyone else I'd say no. But this is the great Breanne Erickson, nympho humiliation pain slut. Three orgasms should be nothing for her."
 
   There was a general chorus of agreement and a minute later Madeleine had brought out one of the Society's two sybians. She looked so adorably cute in her maid costume, breasts hanging out, pushing the machine off the piano dolly and then plugging the thing into the wall socket next to the Christmas tree.
 
   Sybians come with a variety of attachments. The rubber probe was nothing more than a raised bump designed to rub a girl's clitoris. These would all be clitoral orgasms and even with my hands still bound behind my back I felt confident about achieving the required three waves. What I wasn't so confident about was the fact that Julie was going to be snapping a thin switch at three distinct targets in turn. 
 
   With everyone shouting comments, encouragement, cheers and jeers, I mounted the toy, spreading my legs and mashing my already tenderized clit against the rubber pad. Julie came over and removed my high heels, then used a small spreader Madeleine produced to connect my feet, raising the soles up into the air, using the back end of the sybian itself to keep my arches exposed. A small strand of chain connected my wrist cuffs to my ankles, pulling me backward. 
 
   Then came a bit of a surprise. Julie looked around the room for a moment, then approached Sara. Sara Larson is Alissa's mistress, a successful attorney, and one of Kari's personal friends. Her eyes lit up as Julie bent down and whispered in her ear. Mistress Sara laughed delightedly, nodding eagerly.
 
   "Of course you may! Alissa dear, go with Julie and obey her commands," the lush redhead dominatrix ordered. Alissa looked at me with a smile from where she was kneeling. Like me she'd been stripped at some point and the fresh scarlet lines on her buttocks, breasts, and thighs made it clear I hadn't been the only one being tormented. Still, her eyes were bright and her pink slit was dripping, so I knew she'd gotten exactly what she liked. She crawled after Julie, kneeling to the side of the sybian, her knee touching mine. Julie handed her the violet wand. 
 
   "You will rub her breasts with it," Julie explained. My eyes widened as Alissa lifted the wand with a grin. Alissa is something of a switch, something we've only discovered over the last year. She likes being under the whip, but has no problem wielding it either. Even before Julie turned on the sybian Alissa was making me squirm, dragging the wand along the undersides of my breast, and then giving me slightly more intense shocks to my nipples. Then the sybian roared to life beneath me. I gasped as the rubber mat vibrated against my petals and clit. I was unable to keep from rocking, jamming my sex down hard on the sybian. It felt amazing and I let out a groan as waves of exquisite pleasure surged up through my body.
 
   Then Julie hit me. The switch Madeleine had given her was alarmingly fresh, and as thin as a wire. She slashed downward, the supple branch cutting the air easily before being checked by something soft, delicate, white, and tender. I squealed, my body not knowing if I should jerk back from the continuing shocks Alissa was giving the front of my torso, or if I should scream and try to kick my feet, both of which I had no doubt now sported a distinct pink line across the arches.
 
   Before my brain could decide what I was going to do, Julie hit me again, slashing cruelly at the balls of my feet, while Alissa took advantage of my frenzied, rocking movements to give my clit a nice little zap. I let out a keening wail, my hips churning against the sybian. Julie hit again as Alissa went back to my nipples, delivering shock after shock. Julie laid perhaps eight or nine more lines across my soles before my clitoris couldn't take anymore and I trembled with orgasm. No one doubted I was cumming either. 
 
   If I wasn’t sexually masochistic, what they did next would have been probably been intolerable. They turned the sybian's vibrations higher. Then with just a few words from Julie she and Alissa switched targets. My feet jerked as Alissa dragged the violet wand down my insteps, making me kick. Julie punctuated my squeals with a hard tap of the switch to both of my nipples at the same time. My nerves felt as if they were on fire. My body twisted involuntarily, trying to avoid the pain, even as my hips rolled eagerly, grinding my soaked slit on the rubber bump. My toes curled over and over as Alissa toyed with my feet and Julie laid a hash of light lines across each breast. Sometimes she struck just one side of my chest with a stroke. Other times she laid the switch across the breadth of my bosom. 
 
   Julie didn't hit me that hard. Just enough to mark my skin, but it was still hard enough to raise little lines you could feel with your fingertips. As the sybian rubbed at my clit, Julie caned my breasts, and Alissa shocked my feet, pleasure and pain melded into a dark heat and I sort of lost it. I exploded, once more throwing my head back and shaking violently as the sybian sensitized my clit. My vision blurred and waves of both exhaustion and bliss rolled over me. There was clapping and cheering, but I was barely cognizant of it. I felt the chain connecting my hands and feet loosen, though the spreader bar remained and my hands stayed bound behind my back. 
 
   Then sybian was turned to full blast. I hadn’t even realized I was going a medium. Maybe the Gauntlet had done more to my sensitivity levels than I’d thought. My hips twisted as I rocked backward, trying to get my clit off the rubber bump. I would have been successful, at least for a minute or two, had Julie not slashed a hot line of fire across my bottom. This made me jerk forward, once more grinding my clit on the sybian's insanely vibrating mold. But I also lost my balance, falling forward. Only Alissa's quick think prevented me from falling on my face. She caught me with one arm, dropping the violet wand. 
 
   Of course now that I was leaning forward there was absolutely no relief from the vibration. And since my ass was now tilted upward, Julie had a better angle. Each hot stroke made me cry out, my hips jerking, grinding my wet slit and swollen clitoris into the motorized orgasm machine beneath me. We did this for maybe four or five more minutes until my ass felt as if I'd sat on a hot grill. Then Alissa bent her head down and suckled my nipple. All on her own.
 
   Every muscle in my body tightened. A rush of pressure between my legs rose violently upward, combining with the heat in my ass and flashing up to the delicate suction on my left nipple. The Julie dropped the switch, moved right next to Alissa, and did the exact same thing to my right nipple. My toes curled as a series of spasms shook me to the core and I tilted my hips, pressing my clit hard against the sybian. I let out a hoarse sob of ecstasy and then the sybian went quiet. 
 
   Isobel's voice was proud. "Ladies, Breanne Erickson, submissive of Mistress Julie, has been accepted into the Society of the Golden Rose." She glanced down at the gold watch on her wrist. "Normally, we'd take a moment to greet our new sister, but we've only got about fifteen minutes before midnight."
 
    
 
   [bookmark: newyear]New Year
 
   Isobel clapped her hands to get everyone's attention. "Ladies, please make sure your submissive is naked, and line everyone up in the main hallway across from the television in the living room.  Rumps forward of course, just as we discussed.” I was still kneeling in Alissa’s arms and Julie came around and took hold of me as Alissa disengaged and crawled back over to Sara. Everyone was standing up, talking excitedly and I watched as the last few girls were divested of their clothes. All the submissives were on their hands and knees and they crawled along with their dominants.
 
   I was no exception. Despite the fact that I’d just been switched, reamed, shocked, frozen, heated, and forced into four orgasm (because yes I’m counting the one on the Gauntlet), Julie made it clear that I was part of the club.  Slowly I crawled forward, Julie’s comforting hand on my head.  Everyone was stopping at a bowl next to the sofa and collecting something from it, and my stomach clenched when it was my turn and Julie pulled three wooden clothespins out of the bowl.
 
   Down the hall we went. I wasn’t last, but I was down near the closer end.  Lisa was on my right, panting and making little barking noises, clearly into whole “pet girl” thing. Alissa stood with Mistress Sara behind her just off to my left.  Sara had Alissa face her and I watched as Sara clipped a wooden peg onto each of Alissa’s nipples, followed by her clit. An expression of arousal and pain flashed across my friend’s face. She went back down on all fours, still facing Sara, so that her bottom was angled toward the sitting room.
 
   That was happening down the line.  The television was on, already tuned to the big countdown in Times Square, showing an hour later for us in Texas. Isobel had turned up the volume as we passed the five minute mark. Madeleine, who had been stripped of her little French Maid outfit, was scurrying up and down the line with a basket, handing out what could only have been ping pong paddles. Julie gave me a mischievous smile.
 
   “I know these are going to hurt, especially after that caning, but frankly you really don’t have a choice,” she said stoically. I took a deep breath. 
 
   “I can handle it,” I said, but not at all sure I could. What were they going to do to us? Mistress Julie laughed as she pinched open the first peg and set it far back on my left nipple. I let out a soft whimper as the pain seemed to sear through me.
 
   “Oh, I know it,” Julie replied.  “There are going to be a lot of changes now that you belong to me,” she continued, putting the second clothespin on my right nipple, behind the piercing and padlock of my right breast. I let out another groan, but her words percolated between my ear drum and my brain. I blinked.
 
   I looked up at her. “Like what?” I asked, wincing from the fresh pain shooting through my breasts.  Clothespins aren’t the worst clamps in the world to have inflicted upon you, but they DO hurt.  
 
   Julie held up the last clothespin. “Like these.  From now on, except when you’re sleeping, your nipples will always be clamped.”  She reached down and ran her finger through my folds.  Then, lifting my clitoral hood delicately, attached the final clothespin.  My mind reeled with the revelation.  Always clamped?  Oh my God… there was no way.
 
   “At least most of the time,” she amended with a grin. “If you aren’t wearing these or one of the other clamps, I want you wearing the nippleband clamps, or the tweezers,” Julie said, straightening, speaking just loud enough for me to hear. I breathed a sigh of relief.  The nipplebands are just that; little elastic bands that fit around each nipple.  The tweezers are nothing as well. They don’t hurt. They just remind you, constantly, that you’ve got something tugging on your breast.  “But I can guarantee that your breasts are going to be hurting a lot more with me than they did with Kari.”
 
   I swallowed and she just went on. “You also won’t be allowed to masturbate without permission,” Julie said seriously.  “No more of this waking up and rubbing yourself first before finding out what the toy of the day is.  Every orgasm you have from now on will cost you.  And you’ll pay the price before you cum or the cost quadruples.  You’ve been allowed to indulge yourself and I’m just as happy denying you pleasure as I am in giving it to you.”
 
   I stared at her, my mouth open in shock.  There was just a minute left to go on the television.  Julie’s hand gripped the paddle hard and she pushed me around so that my bottom was facing the television. My face was right by her thighs. I trembled, her words still echoing in my ear.
 
   “Everyone get ready!” Isobel called out from the end of the line. Madeleine, now with clothespin capped nipples and clit, knelt with the rest of us, her head down, her chest heaving. All of the mistresses were armed as the row of bare bottoms, fourteen strong, lined up hip to hip. I felt Alissa and Lisa next to me. Lisa whined, wiggling her derriere and then Isobel called out “twenty seconds!”
 
   Everyone went quiet as the countdown began.  Fifteen, fourteen… and then when the number ten was shouted out, every single mistress in the hall slammed their paddle hard against their submissives’ rump. Julie’s spanking on me was light, in deference to the fact that my rear end had already received a thorough switching. Still, it stung like the dickens and I hissed and arched my back, my toes curling as the sting became heat. But then, less than a second later, the television guy yelled “NINE!” and the paddles all swung again.  Once more I was pushed forward against Julie’s legs, blistering heat blossoming in my rump.  Eight came and then seven and I heard a broken whimper down the line.  Six almost drove me into the ground and five felt like I’d had my ass coated in alcohol and lit aflame.  Four and three brought tears to my eyes and each blow rocked me, making all three of the clothespins wiggle madly.  Two made me gasp and then the year both ended and arrived with me naked, clamped, collared and cuffed, my breasts, bottom, and feet all tender and striped.
 
   There were tears as the mistresses above us hooted and someone even blew one of those little horns and there was this cranking sound as someone whirled a noisemaker.  I heard a champagne cork pop and then Julie was holding a glass.  I watched as bubbly landed on the floor near me and I looked left and right.  All of us were holding our positions, clothespins still wiggling.  
 
   “Head’s down subs.  We’re going to get a shot of your rear ends for posterity,” Isobel called out.  I closed my eyes and made sure my hair was draped over my face.  Even from the back I didn’t like this.  But then Isobel was laughing and holding out her phone to show the other dominatrixes.  There were exclamations and a number of the ladies bent down to examine certain buttocks.  It was determined that Wendy had gotten off lightest while my ass was the darkest shade of red.  Mistress Jillian was shamed into giving Wendy another blistering set of spanks and I, thankfully, was allowed peace.  As the minutes passed Julie pulled me to my feet and removed the clothespins.  A moment later we were wrapped, arm in arm, in a quiet corner of the outside porch, directly under one of the heaters, under a blanket.  This was good because I’d pulled Julie’s dress up and slipped a finger under her thong. Her hands caressed me too, gently and without sexual need, but just for comfort.  It only took me ten or so minutes to bring her to climax and no one said anything when my head dipped under the blanket so that I could use my tongue on her.  When her face was flushed and her chest heaved I thrust two fingers into her depths, reveling in the freedom that having Julie as a mistress gave me.  Finally she was satisfied and pulled me up to cuddle with her.
 
   “Are you okay with this?” Julie asked me.
 
   I looked up at her and answered honestly. “I’m not sure. I know you. I know that you will respect my limits.  But to be honest, I’m scared.  I’m not sure what this all means.”
 
   Julie nodded.  “I know. Kari has just been too busy; work, Robert; the Society; you. It was just too much.”
 
   I blinked. “So you’ll be handling assignment approvals now?” I asked.
 
   She nodded. “Yes, as well as making any alterations. I will also be emailing you the toy of the day as well as the orgasm purchase price each day.  I also will be going through your wardrobe and helping you update.”  She laughed. “I’m fully aware that you’ll be twenty-nine this year and it’s time we retired the college co-ed look and go for something more suitable.” 
 
   “Thank God,” I muttered and she laughed again.
 
   “And I want to change your hair. You need to be a more natural auburn. This color is too loud for you.”
 
   My eyes widened in absolute shock.
 
   Then she gave me a very serious look. “And Bre - I want you to be more of a part of my life than you have been, for either me or Kari.”
 
   I turned and looked her in the eyes. “What do you mean?” I felt like I visited Julie at least once a week. In fact, lately, I’d seen her more than Kari.
 
   She took a deep breath. “You have a lot of responsibilities in your life. Your parents’ farm, your daughter, your obligations to Michael Alexander, your friendships with Mike, and David, and everyone else. But I’m a jealous mistress, Bre. I want you for myself and while I’m willing to share, I will make an effort to provide both what you need and what you want in order to keep you. I want you to stay over, at least once a week, preferably twice. And I want to meet Rachel.”
 
   Rachel… my daughter.  Julie didn’t wait for me to collect my thoughts either.
 
   “I know you’ve had a tough time, with what happened in college and these last six years.  But Breanne, it’s time to move on with your life. I’m going to help you do that.”
 
   I straightened up, the blanket falling from my shoulder. I was warm enough, even with my breast, the golden hoop and padlock dangling visible. “What do you mean?” I asked, almost fearfully.
 
    
 
   Julie lifted a hand to my cheek and cupped my face. “Breanne, I’m not your friend. I’m your mistress. It’s my job to look after you just as much as it’s my job to pleasure and hurt you.” She pushed me to the floor and flipped the blanket off us. Her thighs were wet and I could see her petals, all soft and delicious looking underneath the hem of her dress. No panties either. I could smell the scent of her. She put her hands on my shoulders and smiled. “The first time you were accepted into the Society of the Golden Rose you had no choice. This time you did. You chose me. You accepted me, and in return I accepted you.  I know and respect that you have the right to say no to me.  But remember that with me, you will only say no once.”
 
   I nodded, too startled, too amazed, too flabbergasted to say anything else. Finally I looked around. Someone had dropped a crop nearby and I crawled over to it. Carefully I picked it up and carried it back over to Julie. On my knees, palms up, I presented it to her, looking down.
 
   “Mistress, I am yours. Please use me as you see fit.”
 
   Julie leaned forward, eyes bright.  She took the cane and for a second I thought she was going to hit me with it. I was ready. I pushed my breasts forward, prepared to grit my teeth and bear the pain.  I knew it would hurt.  But I’m a pain slut.  A masochist. Sick. Fucked up.  Mental. I took a deep breath and readied myself to hurt.
 
   Julie threw the crop behind her, never striking me, and then her hands flew forward and grabbed my arms, pulling me rapidly off the floor and into her arms. She brought me close, wrapping her legs and hands around me, her finger cupping my bottom as our mouths met, hard and wet and fast and deep. She moaned beneath me as she pulled me down on top of her, her dress sliding up so that our warm bodies touched.
 
   Finally she let me up for air and when she did she whispered four little words.
 
   “Happy New Year… Lover.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: newbeginings]New Beginnings
 
    
 
   Her eyes were hard, cold, and very stern, her mouth puckered into a wry sort of smile that made it absolutely clear she knew what she was doing.  There was a wicked mischievousness there, along with a healthy dose of plain old cruelty that I’d come to know very well over the last few years. The tresses of her chocolate colored hair, lustrous and shoulder length, framed her decidedly cute face and her slightly upturned nose just made the whole thing seem more ridiculous.  How could someone who looked so sweet and adorable be so mean?
 
   I swallowed hard and glanced around.  We were sitting in the middle of a coffee shop, one of the new perks of Julie’s new job. Gone were the days of managing a small time junk jewelry store in a crowded mall. Now she was working for a big corporation, handling the day to day management needs of an entire department, with an actual hour long lunch break. It had been Isobel’s doing of course, along with my former mistress, but still close friend, Kari Anders. Now Julie was already driving a nicer car and I’d been informed that in February I’d be helping her pack up her apartment. New digs. Even her attire had changed and that’s saying something since she’d already gone “classy” a year ago.  I don’t know how much Julie was making, but she sure as hell wasn’t shopping Wal-Mart any more.
 
   It had only been five days since the New Year’s Eve Party hosted by the Society of the Golden Rose and already things were in a turmoil for me. I’d been busy writing of course, but Julie had already met with me, taken me out, and I’d undergone some changes. Normally for a meeting like this I’d have been dressed in a micro-skirt and a halter top, the better to put me on display and humiliate me. Since it was in the mid-forties out, with me dressed in an open denim duster and the above mentioned attire would have been unusual enough to attract the eye, presuming the open-toed sandal style high heels or fire-engine red hair hadn’t done it.
 
   But the fire-engine red hair was gone. Julie had made it clear that while she liked the crimson locks around my face, she wanted it toned down, a little more natural and so she’d spent close to two hundred dollars to fix it the way she wanted. Now my hair was shoulder length, like hers, easier to maintain and handle, and while I’d still be easily identified as a redhead, people would be wondering if the drapes matched rug, rather than what can of Sherwin-Williams paint I’d dipped my head in.  To be honest, I thought it rather refreshing, though since I shave off the rug, it's still a moot question.  
 
   I’d also liked the new wardrobe Julie had started for me.  She’d come over and gone through my entire collection of clothes. All of it. From work clothes to the stuff Kari had bought me over the years.  It had taken four hours, and I think I tried on every article of clothing I owned, but she’d threw away most of the threadbare halter tops I’d been given by Kari in college, along with a few of the skirts that no longer fit me. To be honest, I almost felt bad that she’d thrown away that one pair of “skorts” Kari had given me in high school. Okay, sure. I couldn’t fit in them at all anymore, at least not without them showing everything, but they had sentimental value.
 
   Julie had also taken me shopping and I was pleased, though still a bit embarrassed.  Now I had a collection of skirts that came down almost too my knee, but had dangerous slits.  In fact, I was wearing an ankle length, brown colored skirt that did a very nice job of keeping my legs warm, provided I wasn’t walking.  There was a slit up both sides that allowed my entire leg to literally step out of the skirt with each swing of my foot. It was erotic as hell, looked fantastic, but didn’t expose too much.  Of course the slit went to the waistband and I wasn’t able to wear panties with the skirt, not if I wanted it to look decent.  
 
   My blouse was also daring, but much more respectable than some of the clothing I’ve been told to wear over the years.  It was a green sweater, cut low at the collar to emphasize my breasts, but also sporting this curve that exposed my midriff.  It wasn’t bad, and to be honest it was a lot better than some of the other things I’ve been given over the years.  Still, Julie’s choices were nothing I’d ever buy myself.  I’m dreading the day I have to wear the black gauze shirt that is completely see through except for the two “pockets” sewn into the front, which cover up my breasts and nothing else.  
 
   But at that moment, there in the coffee shop, my lower lip trembled and I swallowed hard. Tense would be an apt word to use describing me. Every muscle was taut and my breathing was shallow and erratic. We sat there at the coffee table and I looked back up at her face. Her smile was fixed, almost wooden, and there was this slightly disturbing light in her eyes, as if she weren’t quite sane.  She moved her hand and set it down near the remote.
 
   “Eight more minutes,” she said wickedly.
 
   Eight minutes.  I bit my lip, as if that would make it easier to endure. Eight minutes meant I’d only survived two at that point and frankly I wasn’t sure I was going to make it. The remote she had near her was bright pink in color and sported a thin wire that went down under the table, across the open space between our knees to my lap, and then disappeared into the slit of my skirt. Had anyone been able to see from that point, they would have been pleased to discover that the pink wire immediately went up between my legs.  And had they been able to pry my trembling thighs apart, they would have found the wire plunging into the very wet, slightly swollen, desperately wanting depths of my sex.  But even that wasn’t the issue, because at the end of that wire, buried deep inside me since five a.m. that morning, were three small egg shaped objects, each vibrating rapidly.
 
   Oh, I hadn’t had the triple vibroballs on all day. That would have been insane. No, I’d been required to turn them up to high for only ten minutes each hour. This was my seventh round and let me tell you that I was so ready to explode that the only reason I hadn’t already given in and rubbed my clit just enough to push me over the edge was because I’d been told there was punishment involved for going over the edge. 
 
   “You want too though, don’t you?” Said the mind-reader across from me. Julie glanced around.  “Hmmm, only a few guys here though.  Which one would you like to make happy?”
 
   See, that was the cost of turning OFF the vibroballs.  I had to actually fuck someone. Anyone actually.  As long as they had a cock.  Not that I minded of course, since I love cock, but since the assignment Master M had given me also forbade me cumming while screwing whichever of the men present would be lucky enough to have me, it wasn’t like it was a reward. And that wasn’t all either. I had to make sure they came ON me, not in a condom or inside me. So when I was done I’d be dripping with goo, and not allowed to clean it up or off.  And Julie told me not to stain my new clothes… 
 
   So you can understand why I was trying so hard not to get to a point where I needed to ask her to turn off the vibroballs.
 
   Why not just cum?  I can hear you asking.  Well, not only would it not stop the rest of the “rounds” as Julie was calling them, but the time I had to endure the vibroballs doubled to twenty minutes, and there was the punishment waiting for me at the end.  Nope.  The smart thing was to endure and take the vibrations, avoiding orgasm, unsatisfying sex, and hopefully the horrible switching that was promised in the event I couldn’t control myself.
 
   I glanced around the little shop.  There were only three guys there and one was already with another woman.  The other two were trying very hard not to look at Julie and me.  
 
   Okay. Probably me.  After all, my right leg was bare from toe to waist and you could certainly see the pink wire, bright against my thigh.  They were probably wondering what the hell was going on.  I tried to hold still and not betray myself with shaking.
 
   Julie looked back down at my cell phone. I’d been letting her read a few of the emails I’d received from some of my various other doms as well as my fans. Quite a few people had been upset with Kari, or with Julie, or the process in which “ownership,” though that might be too strong a word, of my person had been transferred.
 
   She laughed. “Do we need a contract?” she asked with a grin, referring to one e-mail I’d received. I began wiggling in my seat, completely involuntarily, shifting back and forth as the vibroballs pushed me closer to the precipice.
 
   I shook my head. “Master Shadow is a man.  They like things to be spelled out,” I replied, my voice clearly strained.
 
   Julie grinned. “You can tell him that I will respect your limits.”
 
   I bit my lip. Again. I would have done more, nodded or something, but I’d just realized that I was in trouble. I’d managed six rounds so far that day and the effect was somewhat cumulative. I’d managed not to cum up to this point, but the circumstances had changed. Not only was I slightly more inclined toward orgasm thanks to almost an hour’s worth of, albeit interrupted vibration, but I was in a public place, showing off my body, with the risk of having to either beg Julie to turn off the vibroballs or risk the punishment.  Now, less than half-way into round seven of my ten minutes of vibration torment, I realized that unless God answered a very quick and desperate prayer, I was going to be having sex in a very short period of time.
 
   And that thought was not helpful in the slightest because I wanted sex. 
 
   Julie pushed my phone back across the table.  “If you’d like a contract, I’d be happy to gin one up,” she said simply. “It would explain all of my expectations, as well as outline your limits.” I shook my head and tried to multi-task, concentrating both on not cumming, and answering her.  I looked up at her eyes.  
 
   “No. I’m okay,” I whispered.  “I trust you and know you won’t push me beyond my limits.”  My voice was tight and I realized that I was about ready to snap.  My hips wouldn’t keep still and I suddenly gasped and reached for the remote.
 
   Julie let me have it without a word and I yanked it toward myself frantically.  I could feel it, the orgasm, building inside me, rushing upward like the molten magma struggling to escape the earth’s core. I pressed my thighs together hard and then managed to slide the wheel controlling the vibrations downward, just in time. I’ve often described having an orgasm as running pell-mell toward a precipitous drop, a high cliff with an unstable edge.  Keeping in line with that metaphor what I’d just done was tantamount to running at top speed toward the chasm, then deciding at the last second I shouldn’t jump, to fall sliding toward the edge in the dust and rocks, trying desperately to stop.
 
   I managed, but only barely, and I sat there across from Julie, who looked terribly amused as I recovered my equilibrium. At least, as much as I possibly could considering I was now so horny that having sex with a ketchup bottle wasn’t even out of the question. I sat there gripping the table edge as Julie closed up my phone and pushed it back across to me.
 
   “Ooh. Too bad. Now you have to fuck someone,” she cooed. “Where do you want the cum? In your hair? Oh wait, I know. Your belly button. You like that don’t you? Or across those pert tits of yours?”
 
   I would have glared at her but I was still just trying to concentrate on not exploding. Julie sighed easily. “I figure you’ll be having sex for the rest of the day. Too bad you still aren’t allowed to cum, even while doing the naughty.”
 
   Now I did glare at her. She was right though. Master M’s assignment had forbade cumming at all. So in a moment I had to bring someone else to climax, while avoiding it myself. Does anyone have an idea how hard that is? Do you know what it’s like pumping yourself on some guy’s thick rod, trying not to climax?
 
   I don’t envy you the fans,” she said a moment later. “Or the doms.” By this time I’d recovered enough to be able to glare at her a little. 
 
   “You should be nicer to me or I’ll print your email address,” I replied sullenly.
 
   Julie shrugged. “Julieuterro.sgr@gmail.com,” she said aloud.  “If your fans want to email me, they’re more than welcome.”  She gestured at the phone. “And it might help to allay some of your more avid well-wishers’ fears.”  She took a deep breath and glanced at her wrist watch. “And I’m out of time.  So enjoy yourself and I’ll see you at my place this evening for dinner.” 
 
   I blinked. “Uh… I’m not scheduled to be at your place for dinner,” I said in a somewhat mystified voice.  Then I realized what she meant. I’d be required to be at her place if I earned the punishment for failing Master M’s assignment.
 
   Julie leaned over me so I had to look up.  “But you will be, I have no doubt.”  She gave me a quick kiss, right on the mouth. “Enjoy yourself,” she said, then looped her bag back over her shoulder and left me at the table.
 
   Dinner. At Julie’s apartment. That evening. She suspected, or should I say knew, that I would at some point violate the terms of the assignment given to me by Master M.  I wasn’t supposed to cum, and even though I hadn’t yet, the likelihood of it had just increased tenfold.  I not only had to find someone to have sex with in short order - and still not cum - but I still had to endure the vibroballs on full power, for ten minutes each hour until dinner.
 
   I swallowed. She was right. I was fucked.
 
   Well… not yet.
 
   I finished my latte, trying to collect myself and figure out just how I was going to manage everything. It took a lot less time than I’d hoped and when I’d swallowed back the dregs of my cup I looked around.  The audience hadn’t changed much. The married (or dating) guy had left and the two remaining males were both still surreptitiously watching me.  Both were in the mid-thirties to early forties though opposite in all other respects except for clothing.  Slacks and polo shirts were the name of the game, except where one was short, the other was tall.  The tall guy had a thick beard, but was going bald.  The shorter one was clean shaven with thick hair.  Ah… choices, choices. Which one was I going to offer myself too?
 
   So I went with the one staring at me. Carefully I stood up, making sure to grab the vibroballs remote and slip it into the waistband of my skirt. The wire ran up the outside, pink against brown - very obvious. My cup went into the nearby trash can and then I turned in a swirl of cloth, my denim duster slung over my arm, bared midriff flashing and I went right to the tall gentleman’s table.
 
   It must have shocked him. He was pretending to work on his tablet and had been for most of Julie and my meeting.  His eyes came up to mine with this surprised expression that made him look like he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. I sat down opposite him and gave him one of my million watt “please fuck me smiles.”
 
   “Hi,” I said simply. “I’m Breanne.”
 
   He blinked. “Luke,” he stammered.  My smile didn’t change a hair.
 
   “Luke. I like that,” I replied. “I noticed you staring at me,” I said a bit more softly now.  And even as started to stammer out an apology I leaned forward, intense and direct.  “I liked it.”
 
   That stopped the stuttering sorrys even as I reached out a hand and touched his. “But you know what’s better than looking?” I asked, almost feeling sorry for poor Luke.
 
   He shook his head, his eyes wide and resembling those of a deer caught in headlights. 
 
   “Touching,” I whispered.
 
   His apartment was close by, like fifteen minutes away and poorly decorated. There were two different altars to the technology gods, one for his personal computer and the other for his home entertainment system. I ignored it all because by the time we made it through the kitchen and into the living room I was shedding clothing like a pug sheds fur. He followed me as I spun and twirled my way through his apartment and by the time we made it down the hall to the obvious master bedroom, I was just wearing my high heels and was pulling the vibroballs out of my soaked sex.
 
   Luke fell on me like a hungry lion.  
 
   The problem of course was the climax. In the car I’d told him that I wanted him to cum on me, rather than in a condom. He’d accepted my requirements rather easily so I was prepared.  The moment we were horizontal and his pants were on the floor, I rolled him over to put on the prophylactic and then got down to the important part of the assignment.  Sex.  
 
   His mouth teased me, sucking on my nipple, his fingers playing with the padlock and piercing accepting it as a trinket rather than a symbol of servitude. Fine by me, I thought and stroked and licked and held him as he began thrusting his body against mine. I felt his shaft slide between my thighs, the tip of his manhood pressing against my swollen and wanton clit. Then he penetrated and I groaned, head back, arching my spine, my legs wrapped around him.
 
   And suddenly everything was right. I was riding a wave, my legs locked hard around him, holding him in as our hips pumped together.  What the hell was I thinking, trying not to cum? The hell with this. It was just an extra ten minutes of buzzing. Not to mention a switching. I’d had one four five nights earlier in fact.  I could handle the punishment.  In fact, Master M hadn’t even specified what would happen if I had multiple orgasms.  Just… “if you cum” he’d said.  Well, that’s carte blanche, right? I was going to get nailed either way...
 
   Right?
 
   Luke was panting, obviously trying to hold off as the waves of pleasure hit me like a brick.  “I’m going to cum soon,” he groaned, obviously still trying to obey my request for him to cum on me.  I didn’t care at that moment. Instead I held him inside me and just begged him to fuck me.  Luke gave in without a word of protest, hammering himself into my body with just the right amount of force.  And then, just before his cock turned to granite I felt the thrum of need, the light of ecstasy and I let loose with a cry that would have shaken souls had there been someone other than a man who was just as close as me. 
 
   I don’t want to take credit for it, but I’m pretty sure the sound of me cumming was what set off Luke.  He clung to me tightly, pressing me into the mattress as he rammed himself home, his shaft throbbing.  A moment later we both groaned as the afterglow of sex, of warm, sweet satisfaction filled our worlds.
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   Four and a half hours later I knocked on Julie’s apartment door, wrapped in my denim duster, my green sweater folded under one arm. I don’t want to be nasty, but I didn’t smell so good. There was this sort of acrid scent on me, like stale coffee.  It wasn’t at all pleasant.  And I felt… scuzzy.  God I needed a shower.  I’d left my coat unbuttoned on my mad dash to Julie’s apartment through the cold winter’s evening, mostly because I didn’t want my duster getting yucky either.
 
   Julie opened the door and I stepped into the heat shivering.  She smiled as I took off my jacket and turned to her, bare breasted, her eyes lighting up. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath the coat. I’d left my brown skirt and the green sweater in the truck.
 
   “Oh!  It’s almost like you’re asking for it!” she said breathlessly, her hand coming up. She was going to slap my breasts. I reached out and grabbed her wrist and her eyes widened in angry shock.  I gave her a rueful, but apologetic grin.
 
   “I’m not resisting, but after what’s been splattered on my chest today, you might want me to wash before you do that.”
 
   Julie looked down at my chest.  There were dried runs of cum going all the way down to my belly.  “That’s more than one guy’s sperm,” she said, eyes narrowing.
 
   I blushed.
 
   Julie let out a breath. “I see.  Well, I was planning on dinner first,” she said.  “In fact, it’s ready.  But if we’re going to eat before getting in the shower, then you have to properly suffer for it.”  She grabbed my hand and led me into the apartment.  She helped me out of my duster and the skirt, leaving me buck naked except for my heels.
 
   Despite her increased salary from the new job, Julie hadn’t bought much in the way of replacement furniture.  Her logic was if she was going to move in two months, why bother with new things until after she moved?  Seemed smart to me. So we sat down at the simple round table in her dining room.  Of course the first thing she served me wasn’t food at all, but a pair of steel nipple clamps, thoughtfully placed into a bowl.
 
   I put them on gingerly, feeling the ridges that she’d had carved into the pads. Julie had made it clear that my place as her submissive meant a lot more pain and special attention paid to the tips of my breasts. Where my former Mistress Kari might have been said to have an overall appreciation of my body, Julie certainly was focused on my top half. Not that I minded. My nipples are sensitive and wonderful for translating certain sensations to my brain. I shuddered a little in need as the tight pinching merely amplified the sensation of the vibroballs still inside me.
 
   Oh yeah.  Julie turned those ON. To low.  Try eating naked, while vibrating, with your nipples tightly clamped.
 
   Still, I managed it. Rather than asking about my day, our conversation focused on upcoming things: Kari’s weddings (yes, weddings plural.)  Kari wanted to have both a regular traditional ceremony, one her parents could attend, with her in white and everything, while she also wanted a BDSM wedding. I was to be the maid of honor for the first, while Julie would take that roll for the second. I didn’t mind. Kari had already made it very clear that I would have a special place in the second wedding.
 
   Probably as a table decoration or something. Sigh…
 
   And we talked about other things.  Assignments, contracts, friends, online Doms, the online Breanneapedia (evidently Julie wants to be able to ADD things to the Breanneapedia.  That’s a frightening thought. I really hate that thing.  Do you know what it’s like having a wiki about yourself?  I feel dirty every time I hear about, like someone has been fingering me without me knowing about it.)  Let’s see.  We talked about some of the other basic things.  You know… being submissive, expectations. All that.  We talked about John, who asked me to pay up and come to his super bowl party as the one and only person in the catering team.  Julie had already given her permission and I knew how that evening was going to go.  I’d spend most of it naked, likely impaled in various ways, by various men, followed up by John’s game of poker.  To be honest, I was kind of looking forward to it.
 
   And then dinner was done.  Julie pushed back her plate and motioned for me to follow her. I padded along behind until we’d entered her bathroom. She started the shower and then pulled out this strange green rubber wire thing.
 
   “Hands behind your back,” she said. I complied easily and she wrapped it around my wrists a few times, twisting it like a twisty-tie.  
 
   “Tomato plant holder,” she said simply as I tested the bonds.  There was no way I was getting my wrists free.  She had me.  She knelt down and removed the vibroballs, flicking her finger against my clit hard enough to make me gasp.  Then she stood back up and tossed my toys into the sink. With a mischievous grin she pushed me into the water and followed.  The moment the water sluiced down my front her hands flew, spanking my breasts hard left and right.  I gasped and almost fell back, wincing and crying out as water droplets splattered the wall and shower curtain.  At one point she poured body wash into her palm and instead of rubbing it into my breasts, she slapped it on.  It stung and eventually I cried out in pain, breasts hot and heavy, braced against the back wall. 
 
   “Now we wash,” she said.
 
   My hands were bound so there was nothing I could do to her.  Instead she washed me. It was slow, sensuous, and very erotic.  She slipped her fingers into my slit, literally working me into a froth, right to the edge, before removing her hand. Julie even went to her knees in front of my, using her mouth on my clit, her fingers soaping my legs and feet. She turned me around and rubbed her own thin form against mine, clearly reveling in the sense of my fuller curves touching her skin.  
 
   Julie is not a soft person.  She’s even thinner than Kari, who is pretty thin.  I’m… well… I’m not fat.  Not at all. Working hard on a farm doesn’t leave time to pudge up.  But I’m still… well rounded.  My breasts are a solid C cup.  My hips are wide.  My bottom is NOT flabby, but I’ve still actually GOT an ass.  Let me put it to you this way.  Laying on Julie is like hugging a pile of sticks.  Laying on me is like having a pillow under you in the right spots.  
 
   Don’t get me wrong. Julie is beautiful.  She’s just one of those skin and bone girls.  And while I’d never want to lay on top of her, I sure like it when she lays on top of ME.  The things she can do! Wow.
 
   Still, my breasts ached when we climbed out of the shower.  Julie had thoroughly washed us both and after I was dried and my wrists released, she led me to the bedroom where I was instructed to lie down on my stomach. I climbed up on the bed and Julie pulled out her ankle and wrist cuffs.  About five minutes later I was spread-eagled, face down.  I felt her fingers against the insides of my thighs and then a vibrator was pushed between my sex and the mattress.  She turned it on and I gasped. It wasn’t inside me, but instead was rubbing against my clit. My hips churned as I moaned.
 
   “Now,” Julie said, sitting down next to me. I felt something sharp, or maybe just very thin, touch my calf and then go up. I recognized it after only half a moment. It was a switch. A very thin, supple one.  “I’d like you to tell me how many men exploded on your body today,” Julie asked quietly.  The tip of the switch kept going up and then curved into my inner thigh, sliding higher and higher.
 
   “Three,” I said softly.  It was true. I’d been forced to stop the vibroballs twice more after Luke, right on the verge of cumming.  And considering that each stop doubled the time the vibroballs had to be on, I’d just left the damn things buzzing inside me after the second guy.  Except when I was driving.
 
   “I see. And did you cum?”
 
   “Yes” I whispered, thankful that she hadn’t asked how many times. That would have been a much worse torment. The switch froze for just a moment, then moved again. I guess I surprised her, but whether it was due to my answering or the number, I have no idea.
 
   “I suppose you deserve punishment?” 
 
   I twitched as the tip of the switch touched my petals and then went up over my perineum and into the crack of my ass.  “Yes Mistress. I exploded.”
 
   Julie tapped my bottom with the thin cane and I jumped slightly, which just pressed my clit harder into the vibrator underneath me.  She turned the switch sideways so that it laid across both buttocks.  “That will be five strokes,” she said demurely.  I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.  I knew from experience that it would sting, then hurt, then heat up. I couldn’t help clenching either.  But that didn’t help, since Julie actually waited, the switch lightly rubbing up and down over my bottom, until I relaxed.
 
   Then she hit me.
 
   It wasn’t a brutal stroke.  Just very firm.  Still, it was a switch and when that super thin branch was whipped against my soft and bare buttocks I gasped, my back arching.  Instantly I felt the sting along both cheeks, smarting horribly, which then did exactly what I thought it would. It hurt. I grabbed hold of some of the sheets, clenching my fists and hissing as the sting faded and became a sullen heat.  
 
   Julie used her hand to rub my bottom, taking away some of the pain. I relaxed into it and then she hit me again, this time really low, almost where my legs meet my bottom.  I actually cried out for that one and this time my toes curled as well.  I resisted as best I could the urge to tremble as Julie, slowly, surely tanned my hide with another three, well placed, stinging blows.
 
   When she was done I realized I’d left a wet spot on her sheets.  I was soaked. So wet and horny that I almost wanted her to finish the punishment. Unfortunately before we could get to the more delicious parts of my anatomy, she had to leave a similar number of little red lines across the soles of both feet.
 
   Julie knew it too and slid to the end of the bed and then got off.  Since I was tied open on my stomach, both of my feet were far apart and turned upward so that the soles were perfect targets.  She started at my right foot, giving me several warm-up taps that had me twitching madly before she swung her arm hard and left the mark I was expecting.  It was right across the arch and had me wailing, even as my hips drove my sex downward onto the hard plastic rod underneath me.  I’m not sure what had more effect; the switch against the sole of my foot, or the vibrator rubbing wetly against my clit.
 
   My tormentor seemed to sense that I was on the cusp as well, which is why she didn’t give me any warning and instead swung the switch at my left foot.  There was no tapping, no prep to signal me to brace.  Instead there was just this line of fire that crossed the tender and soft parts of my sole.  Julie was lucky I was tied down, with nowhere to go, because otherwise I’d have been hopping around on one foot, the other clutched in my hands, whimpering.  As it was, with my being tied spread-eagled so tightly, the only movement that I was left was the thrust of my hips.  This of course did not make things easier since Julie had jammed the vibrator under my pubis.  
 
   Another scarlet line of heat was laid upon my right foot and she began going back and forth, the evil switch a thin, hot iron drawing lines of pain across the soles of my feet.  She didn’t focus only on the arches though, for which I was very grateful. Instead she aimed for the balls of my feet, then the heel, then the arch again. Once she even aimed for my toes. That stung like hell too. I was close to crying, real tears, by the time she had swung just ten times, five for each foot. Then she was done and I felt the bungee cords she’d used to pull me taut being released.
 
   I let her manhandle me into the next position, which was exactly like the first one, except face up now.  The vibrator was pulled free and turned off and Julie went from corner to corner, pulling my arms up above my head, securing the wrist cuffs, then going down to my heels and repeating the process with the ankle cuffs.  I stared up at the ceiling, the soft brown colored fan swirling above me.  In short order I was again pulled taut to each corner, my body opened for Julie’s amusement. 
 
   She moved near my waist, just off to the side of the bed and set the switch down across my breasts, right at the nipple. I couldn’t help it. I was charged. Frightened almost, of what was coming.  Her left hand went down my body, the nails almost tickling me until they delved into the wetness between my legs, teasing the swollen nub of my clit, and making me tighten even more. Julie teased me mercilessly until I was begging her to let me cum.  And that’s when her right hand raised up about a foot and a half and brought the switch down across my bare and heaving breasts, all while her left delved through my slippery petals.
 
   It hurt, but I didn’t feel it beyond a sudden surge of stinging heat that was immediately swallowed by the flood of sensation coming up from between my legs.  I boiled, gasping and thrust my hips up, trying to bring relief to my need upon her delicate fingers.  She struck again, this time a little lower, along the undersides of my boobs and I let out a wild cry of ecstatic need that belied the fact that I was being struck with a willow switch.  Back to my nipple the third stroke fell and she pressed her thumb hard against my clitoris, holding my bucking hips back. The last two strokes were lost in the vivid heat and pleasure of her touch.  All I knew was that I needed, wanted, demanded to cum.
 
   And didn’t.
 
   She pulled her hand away from between my legs just as I was on the edge. So close.  I thrashed and began to beg.  The tip of the switch was dragged down my body, along my abdomen and then I felt it against my clit.  My eyes widened and I lifted my eyes to stare at her.
 
   “I’ve been trying to decide what kind of prices I’m going to set for your orgasms,” Julie said matter-of-factly, as if we were back at the coffee shop, sitting across from each other.  She rubbed the switch against my clit, through my petals, teasing me, but not enough for satisfaction.  
 
   “Kari had some great ideas,” Julie continued, tormenting me with the rub, followed by a tap so delicate, so light, that you’d think the impact upon me would be negligible.  Instead it felt like a hammer blow between the legs.  I jerked, but not in pain or agony, but in desperate straits.  I hissed between my teeth.  
 
   “I think that I’ll grant you the right to multiple orgasms, as many as you want in fact, but will place such a cost on them that there will be some days you won’t want to endure it, no matter how horny you are,” she said.  Then, without a word of warning, she raised the switch up about ten inches and whipped it down.
 
   Fire blossomed between my legs. She’d caught my clit directly with the switch and even scored a single line down one petal. It burned and even spread-eagled, held taut, I managed to bring both knees in far enough to block a decent second strike. Of course I couldn’t hold the position and in ten seconds I was once again held open by the bungee cords. My throbbing libido had taken a shot to the nose with that last stroke and Julie wasn’t about to let it run off and hide either. She jammed her hand back down between my legs and thrust two finger hard into my sex, pumping her hand frantically. I handled that about as well as you would expect and in moments my ass was not even touching the sheets as I rose up in wanton lust.  
 
   And then, just as I should have expected, Julie pulled her hand away and once more snapped the wooden switch against my sex with enough force to send shards of agony blasting through my arousal. I cried out, pumping my hips and she nailed me a third time. I actually think I screamed that time. Oh not a blood curdling scream or anything.  Just a sharp, loud, yell. Then Julie was climbing up on the bed, throwing a leg over me. My vision was blocked and then her perfect, soaked pussy was hovering over my face. I strained to reach her, wanting and needing the outlet for my pressure. I drove my tongue upward, tasting air until she finally found a way to get herself down.
 
   Sweet, pure bliss. I tasted her need, her own arousal and as I suckled her clit into my mouth she swatted the switch against my loins again. It didn’t matter, or more accurately, it did matter but I was too involved now to recognize the pain. It blended in with everything happening. I pumped my hips, begging for another stroke and she delivered even as she ground her hips into my face. She bent over, both of us belly to belly and then her tongue touched my own sex and I cried out in perfect ecstasy as she tossed the switch aside. Bound as I was there was little I could do and as her body shifted position to more closely concentrate on me, I found I could no longer reach her.  
 
   “Julie!” I gasped, pleading loudly. “Let my wrists free! Please!” 
 
   She pulled her head away from my clit and I shuddered as she twisted over to the right and merely pulled the hook of the bungee cord loose from the metal loop in the cuff.  Then she did the other side.  The second my arms were unbound I wrapped myself around her legs and pulled her back up to my mouth, even as she came down on me with a vengeance. I shuddered as her tongue drove into my slit and then she suckled my clit, drawing it hard up into her mouth. A second later I cried out in orgasmic climax, cumming with hard, sharp exhalations as Julie’s tongue finished the last of the lashing I’d earned.
 
   Julie came a moment later, her wetness streaming down my cheeks, the taste and scent of her filling my senses and as she rolled off me, her own chest heaving from the strain. I found myself grinning. Both of us were lost in the daze of orgasmic euphoria, my legs still spread and open, she slowly caressed my inner thigh, grazing my flesh with her nails. It felt amazing and we just laid there together, in a sort of loose sixty-nine, her own thighs near enough to my hands to lovingly caress.
 
   She stretched, running her hand all the way to my foot, feeling the lines of the switching she’d left there, then moving back up my leg. When she found my wetness, she rubbed lightly, staying away from my clit, only to curl up and move onto her knees, throwing one leg over me. Her hair dangled down as she got on all four above me, staring into my eyes. One by one her hands found mine and she pinned them above my head, our bodies pressed wetly together, breast to breast, tummy to tummy, clit to clit. Her huge brown eyes stared into mine and for a moment I thought she was going to kiss me.
 
   “I just have one question,” she asked, thrusting lightly so that are pubes rubbed.  It felt amazing.  I smiled, moaning, closing my eyes at the pleasure of this woman using me, holding me, pleasuring me.
 
   “Anything,” I whispered with a satisfied smile.
 
   “How many orgasms did you have?” She asked quietly.
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes and looked at her.  “Now?  Just the one,” I said simply, deliberately pretending to misunderstand her. “But it was really amazing and…”
 
   She was shaking her head. “No. Not now. I know how many orgasms you have when you’re with me.  No. I mean earlier.  After the coffee house.  You said you did three guys and you admitted to cumming.  But I want to know how many times you came.”
 
   I stared at her, the sudden dawning of my predicament coming quite clear.  I squirmed uncomfortably under her.  
 
   “You punished me for cumming,” I said with a whine, sounding for all the world like a five year old caught red-handed in the cookie jar.  
 
   Julie nodded.  “I know.  So how many times?”
 
   I thought about lying.  For a moment at least.
 
   “Three,” I finally said quietly. “I came three times.”
 
   Julie let out a breath. “You never even tried to hold off, did you?”
 
   I looked away. “Uh… well, not really. Not after I was already going to be punished.  I mean, why bother right?”
 
   Julie’s right arm moved upward and my captured hand went with it.  She stretched my arm back up and out to the corner and a second later she released my left hand, but only in order to clip the bungee cord back on the wrist cuff.  I began to protest and she let her torso drop, stuffing my open mouth with her bud of a breast.  Then she moved again, my left hand was caught in her steel like fingers, and dragged up to the corner.  Bound again, spread-eagled, I stared up at her in shock.
 
   “Julie?” I asked worriedly.  She laid a finger on my lips and got up off the bed. I watched as she opened the nightstand and my eyes widened when she pulled out the leather tawse she kept there. She slapped it against the palm of her hand and the color drained from my cheeks.  She sat down on the edge of the bed again.
 
   “I told you very simply that you were not to cum, and that doing so would earn you a punishment,” she said.  Her hand went down between my legs and cupped my sex. “I can’t believe that you would test me like this, on the very first assignment that I approved for you.” She was clearly bewildered and she flicked the tawse forward, the leather falling against my sex, but not hard. It was… just a light tap.  To scare me. To frighten me.
 
   “Did you think you would be able to get away with this? To fool me?  Did you hope I’d be easy on you?” She shook her head and I gasped as her thumb slid into my depths.  She began slowly fucking me with her hand and then swung the tawse again, catching my petals and clit. “And now, now you’re going to see that I’m serious about this, Breanne.  Serious about being your mistress. Serious about you following orders. Serious about punishing you.”
 
   Mistress Julie leaned forward, looking me in the eye as she pulled her hand out from between my legs, leaving me to groan.  She smiled wickedly, almost as if she knew that I’d done it on purpose.
 
   “Five strokes for each orgasm, Bre. On your bottom, your feet, your breasts, and your sex,” she whispered, flicking her wrist and letting the leather straps fall upon my sex one more time.  “And guess where I’m going to start?”
 
   She lifted her arm high, much higher than she’d done with the switch and I felt all the tension in my body drain away.  I opened myself up even more, closing my eyes as I readied myself. I’d tried to trick her, perhaps deliberately, perhaps not, but these were new beginnings. A new mistress, new assignments, new punishments, new tools, new agonies.  And as she swung the leather downward I recognized that it was me, without a doubt, that was the beneficiary of her new mastery. The leather straps licked at my clit, biting into me as my body went rigid from the stinging agony of her stroke. My teeth clenched tightly, my back arched, my hips raised up as my toes curled. My pussy had never, not ever, hurt quite like that before.  Mistress Julie wielded the tawse like a swordswoman standing above me and I was cut to the bone.
 
   New beginnings?
 
   Indeed.
 
    
 
   Hello Bre, assignment time, reasonably simple really.  Your toy of the day are the triple vibroballs, which are to be turned on high for 10 minutes each hour for 12 consecutive hours. You are not allowed to cum. If you think you are going to cum you may turn the balls off before the 10 minutes are up, but will pay for that privilege by finding a stranger to suck. Blow them, fuck them, let them use you, but they have to finish by cumming ON you. Note how long you last each time so that Mistress Julie can determine if you are trying hard enough. The only clean up allowed is that which is necessary to prevent arrest or for family. “Has that girl got cum in her hair, or what?”
 
   If you do happen to cum then go see Julie, let her know you’ve failed and ask her to assign someone to punish you, or to do it herself.  You’ll probably be a mess at this point, so you should clean yourself, a thorough shower, and invite your punisher into the shower with you so you can clean them too.  They can then switch your feet, your ass, your breasts and your pussy. Thank them with a rim job while they punish your pussy. - Master M
 
    
 
   [bookmark: johnsparty]John’s Party
 
    
 
   I was on my knees.
 
   Admittedly, that’s not really a surprise for anyone is it? Realistically I spend a good deal of time in that position. I’m a submissive with a penchant for doing crazy, mind-blowing (and cock-blowing) things. Hell, on any given day, if I say “I’m on my knees,” there’s a damn good chance there is cock inside me too, or in any one of a variety of damp, dark places. Either that or a sex toy buzzing away like mad making me so desperate and wet that all I can think of doing is screwing someone, anyone. It’s almost a law of nature.  “Breanne is on her knees, getting fucked.” I wonder if I’d been around, and fallen on him like that apple, if Newton would have been up to the task of creating a “law of Breanne?”
 
   So like I said, I was on my knees.  And yes, I had a stiff, thick cock inside me.  I was kneeling on the bed, straddling a gray haired gentlemen in his mid-fifties, whose bright blue eyes stared up at me even as his hands kneaded my bare breasts urgently. I was bouncing, enjoying the sensation of his rigid member slipping up and down through my loins, watching his own face darken as my nubile body did its thing.
 
   It was late in the afternoon, almost five o’clock and I’d been at John’s house on that first day of February since almost lunch time. For the first few hours I’d helped him clean the house, as well as prep the munchies we’d planned for the party. It had been fun actually, despite the fact that he hadn’t been able to keep his hands off me. Part of that was because I’d stripped naked the moment I got in the door, but also because I’d been particularly naughty.  I’d teased him with touches and little ass wiggles the entire time. And not to make you jealous or anything, but this was the second screwing he’d give me. The first had been in the living room right after I finished vacuuming.  Do you know what it’s like doing it doggie style while half bent over a sofa?
 
   I do.
 
   But now, as I rode him gently on the bed, I knew everything was ready.  Snacks were prepared, lined up. Beer was cold in the fridge. We had every soda type known to mankind. There were pretzels, chips, dip, little smokies, peanuts, sliders, candy, wings… everything.  We’d maneuvered the living room furniture around so that besides John’s sofa, there were now also three large recliners available.  The coffee table was loaded with goodies. As far as parties go, this one had plenty of food and drink.
 
   And I was ready as well.  As I bounced up and down I glanced over to the bureau where my costume for the evening was waiting.
 
   “Oh God! Breanne! I think I’m going to cum!” John groaned, his fingers pinching my nipple.  “I can’t hold back any more!”
 
   I laughed, the light, silvery music coming from my throat. “Then cum!” I said wickedly, grinding my hips. His body responded immediately and I worked to get his cock to spurt a second time.
 
   “But…” he gasped, panting. “You haven’t popped yet. Not once,” he protested.
 
   My smile warmed.  Awww… how sweet.  “John,” I whispered, bending down to touch my lips to his ear. “That doesn’t matter.  If I’m horny for the rest of the evening, isn’t that a good thing? Use me. Satisfy yourself with me,” I said. “Hurt me. That’s what I’m here for.”
 
   And he did. I groaned as he twisted my nipples, the small gold padlock and piercing that hung from my right breast nothing but a cruel dial for his fingertips.  I threw my head back and let out a whimper that morphed into a pain ridden whine and that was all he needed.  I felt him, already stiff inside me, become granite. Then his shaft began to pulse, throbbing between the soft sides of my slit until I knew he was exploding.  White cream burst forth, caught in the condom’s bubble, and then he groaned in relief, pulling me down by my breasts until I was pressed to his chest, still rolling my hips, my body looking for satisfaction.
 
   Don’t get me wrong. I would have loved to explode.  I always do.  But that’s not my purpose.  See, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and that means that generally, at least when it comes to sex, my needs are a distant second to every single person who happens to be in the room.  Me?  I’m a toy, a tool.  And if my suffering, whether by denial or torment, is what someone requires, then I’m going to provide it.  That’s not abusive either.  That’s what I like.  It’s what makes me even more turned on, to be that tool.  And honestly? I love making men, and yes - even women - cum from using me.  
 
   Eventually John let me go and I rolled off him, glancing at the clock.  With a laugh I touched his shoulder and nodded at the time.
 
   “I know. I know, they’ll be arriving soon,” he muttered and then stood.  We still had thirty minutes before game time, but all of his guests would be showing up in the next half hour.  We didn’t have that much time.  
 
   I padded over to the bureau and picked up the mess of white and black cloth. I’d borrowed one of Madeleine’s outfits, another “little French maid” getup that I had thought appropriate for hosting John’s Super Bowl party. He’d agreed immediately when I’d described the outfit and I went about putting it on. There wasn’t much too it. The white blouse was nothing more than a half shirt that covered one’s breasts, with a disturbingly low collar and an off the shoulder cut. The white underskirt was more of a tutu, which was actually okay, since I had a pair of black, lace panties, also disturbingly transparent, that I’d known would contrast well with the uniform. Lastly came the dress, which went over both the tutu thingy and my bared midriff. This actually did a better job of covering me up, though the underskirt kept the dress from covering my bottom or sex. The apron was sewed straight to the dress.
 
   I know.  Impressive, right?  But I said it was a costume. Sheesh.
 
   I sat down on the edge of the bed and started to put on my shoes. John had opted for bare legs instead of stockings, all because he really liked the stripper heels I’d brought.  Crystal clear with a dangerous arch and five inch heels on top of a four inch lift, my stripper heels shouted “whore” a whole lot better than a red light. At least I wore them well, my exposed toes, arch, and ankles attractive enough. Five minutes later I walked into the bathroom, darkened my makeup - especially the eyeliner (except no lipstick. Lipstick in sexual settings sucks,) cleaned up just a little more, and then headed out into the rest of the house.
 
   John had dressed and was back in his usual khaki pants and a polo shirt. The television was on already and I was only vaguely aware of the pre-game show.  Had the Texans made it far enough to go to the Super Bowl I might have cared, or if it had been the Green Bay Packers (my mom’s favorite team), or even the Cowboys (I’ll root for fellow Texans and yes, it was a catch!) what was showing on the television might have interested me, but I had bigger things to handle. I went back to the kitchen, checked on the slow cooker and the oven, then went into the dining room. While I had picked up the house John had set up the dining room table and all the chips and cards were laid out.
 
   I admit that I was curious. While John’s friends would be using cash, there was a sealed packet for me, stuffed with what John called “coupons.” He’d explained that I wasn’t going to be using money to play poker later. At first I’d thought he meant that we were going to be playing strip poker, which would have gone relatively fast for me, considering what I was wearing, but would probably be a bit uncomfortable for the other four guys. Strip poker is one of those games that need to have an equal gender ratio. But after John had explained what he wanted, it became apparent that he’d other ideas. He’d told me to bring my toy box, stuffed with practically every item I owned, which was now sitting there on the sideboard table. That was a scary thing too, since John knew exactly what was in that box. It’s not like I keep it secret. Hell, that horrendous “Breanneapedia” wiki has a damn LIST of what’s in that box, from alligator clamps to a rubber flogger, my leather sap, my vibrators, my large dildos, everything. So John sure had plenty of inspiration for those coupons.
 
   I was just about to sneak a peek when the doorbell rang, saving me from an, in all probability, brutal punishment. I hurried as fast as my high heels would allow and managed to get to the front door just as the doorbell rang a second time. I ran a hand down my little French maid outfit. Nothing I could do would force the skirt or tutu to cover up my panties. Putting a pleasant smile on my face, I opened up the door and met our first guest.
 
   His name was Frank, a solid decent name and his eyes, small behind a pair of thick glasses, widened as his mouth dropped open. I smiled in response, trying to look demure and just a little embarrassed. That last part, the embarrassment, wasn’t hard. I was embarrassed. Do you know what it’s like meeting new people dressed like a little French maid with your ass hanging out and your breasts practically on display underneath a thin, almost transparent piece of white cotton material? 
 
   John hadn’t warned Frank that there would be a girl at the party, especially one dressed up like a slutty French maid. You could see the dark circles of my nipples, and the gold padlock right through the stupid white blouse covering my boobs. And the skirt? Well it was held up just high enough that both my bare ass and my mesh covered slit were in perfect view.  The heels and auburn colored hair?  That was just a bonus.
 
   “Good evening, sir. Please come in,” I said, stepping back to let Frank in. “I’m Breanne.  Please let me know if there is anything I can get for you, sir.”
 
   “Holy shit!” Frank replied, still too stunned at my appearance to do more than stumble on the threshold. I half caught his arm and he smiled sheepishly. I didn’t let go, which he seemed more than happy with and I shut the door behind him. Then, much to his pleasure, I walked him the twelve steps into the living room. Of course I stayed close to him too, pressing my body up against his so that my breast was mashed against his arm. To me, it didn’t mean much, but I know how men work and I suspected from his stiffness that he was more than conscious of the fact that my boob was rubbing against his elbow.
 
   “Hey Frank,” John said from his recliner. John stood up and they shook hands. “I see you met Breanne,” John continued as I finally let go of our first guest. “Breanne?  Why don’t you get Frank a beer?” Frank looked back at me as I curtseyed and headed toward the kitchen.  I could hear them talking behind me.
 
   “Damn John, where the hell did you get that fine piece of ass?” Frank said aloud. I had felt his eyes on my bottom as I left and just for fun gave it a little wiggle. Oh yes… it was going to be fun teasing these men. I grabbed Frank a bottle, put it in a foam bottle holder, and then returned to the living room. Frank had already taken a seat in one of the recliners and I moved to his side, holding out the bottle and bending over enough for the collar of the shirt to sort of fall out away from my chest.  It was the worst sort of vamping, but that was the point. Frank’s eyes widened as he caught sight of my belly button by way of my cleavage, but then I straightened up with a small, shy smile.  I could tell from his eyes that he was shocked, but loving it.  I was just about to ask John if he wanted something too, but then the doorbell rang again.  
 
   I walked back toward the door, well aware that every ass swinging step I took was being ogled.  I again opened the door with the same demeanor and submissive attitude as before and was pleased to let in Tim. John’s second friend was bald, in his late fifties, and lean and taut. He later admitted to me that he was a former Army Ranger and I admit that he made me wet just looking at him. Age be damned. He might have been old enough to be my father but he knew how to handle a woman. And nothing seemed to surprise him. He’d adjusted to the fact that a sex goddess had greeted him at the door in about two seconds and was a total gentleman as I escorted him into the living room.  
 
   I asked Tim and John what drinks I could get them and went into the kitchen to play bartender. I was almost finished when I heard the doorbell ring and grabbed the drinks for Tim and John, delivered them with a flourish, and then got the door. Another stranger stared at me for a moment as I invited him in. After I introduced myself as the maid and gave him my name, he reciprocated by telling me his own. It was Scott and like the other two guests he was older than me by a decade, possibly two. His hair was going gray at the temples and he was thin atop. He also had a decent sized beer belly, but his girth was mitigated by a bearish charm and an adorable smile. I found out what he wanted to drink and as he settled down into one of the easy chairs, I went back to the kitchen.
 
   Serving men who are interested in a football game is relatively easy.  I brought out drinks, put the bowls of chips and dips and pretzels out on the table, and just generally catered. John and I had pulled the sofa out from the wall so I never had to walk between the television and the viewers.  Still, I could tell as the game started, that I was a bit of a distraction.  Eyes frequently left the screen to focus on me and I couldn’t help smirking when I caught several of the guests adjusting growing bulges in their trousers.  The game started and I focused on making sure cups were never empty, drained bottles were tossed and new ones put forth, and that no bowl of munchies ever went dry. Still, it was easy to handle it and when things seemed to be running smoothly I took a seat in the corner, in full view of the men, about seven feet away from the television. I sat in a very unladylike position, with my legs spread wide apart, the silly skirt not even coming close to covering the black lace panties that only made my shaved, pink petals more intriguing.  
 
   “Breanne?” John said, during a commercial half-way through the first quarter.  “Would you please get your vibroballs?” he asked me. I blinked, then closed my knees and stood up. The request was a bit of a surprise. I wasn’t supposed to be do anything overtly sexual until after the first quarter. But I immediately said “yes sir” and went to my toy box in the dining room and got my double vibroballs. I knew the batteries in the remote control were fresh and I carried the sex toy back into the living room. I stood by John’s chair and handed them to him. The game had come back on so he waited, leaving me standing there, until another break in the play gave him, as well as his guests, the opportunity he was waiting for.
 
   “You’ve done a good job taking care of our needs so far, so I think a reward is in order,” he said simply. Then he merely reached up to my panties, pulled the waistband out, and dumped both bullets down the front.  He snapped the panties back against my tummy and then using his fingers, maneuvered the vibrator eggs further down, until one was nestled between my petals and the other against my clit.  Then he turned on the remote to the lowest rumbling setting and tucked it in the apron pocket of my outfit.
 
   “There you go.  No cumming now, okay?” he said loudly, making sure they all heard it.
 
   “Yes sir,” I whimpered and then did another curtsey. Everyone’s eyes were on me, and I returned to my seat across from the television.  Again I spread my legs but this time I was even more of a distraction since the bright pink and vibrating balls were large bulges in the mesh material of my panties. Oh. And my hips were rolling because I hadn’t exploded at all and I was very, very aroused. My entire body moved and I’m betting that I was way more interesting than even the Go-Daddy or Carl’s hamburger commercial. I may not be Charlotte McKinney, but you know what? Charlotte McKinney wasn’t there in that living room. I was. And to be honest, I’m not sure Charlotte would be willing to do what I was doing!
 
   “Breanne? Can I get a refill of soda?” Asked Frank, which forced me up and to move. Ignoring the trembling toys tucked into my panties, I obsequiously acknowledge Frank’s order, got his drink and then spent the rest of the first quarter running little errands, all so that the men could watch my cute little tush wiggle back and forth while I was slowly but surely tormented by the vibroballs. Usually I wear the vibroballs with them inside me. I’d never realized how much more trouble they were outside me. With one nestled between my petals and the other positioned over my clit, they were just as bad, if not worse, than my butterfly clitoral stimulator. They were driving me nuts.  Somewhere during the second quarter I finally went up to John and put my lips by his ear.
 
   “Sir.  I’m not sure I can hold off.  I’m going crazy! I think I’m going to pop soon!” I whispered.  John’s response was loud enough to be heard over the game.
 
   “Breanne, I’m not going to give you permission to cum.  If you do, then you’ll be punished during the halftime show.”
 
   I quivered and realized that was what he intended all along.  Earlier we’d agreed that I’d be doing a bit of a strip tease to Katy Perry’s halftime show, but now it looked like there would be more involved. John patted my bottom and then, to my horror, plucked the vibroballs remote from my apron pocket and turned them up. Just a little.
 
   “If you do cum, make sure you are seated in your chair,” he ordered me. I straightened, the increased sensations between my legs sending waves of exquisite pleasure through my body.  There was no way I was going to hold off now. I’d already been close. Now?  Now I needed to hurry over to the chair.  I took fast, short steps in my high heels, sat as gracefully as I could, spread myself open, and then put my hands down between my legs. I rubbed myself through the lace panties, the men openly torn between watching the game and watching me.  I pressed the two vibroballs deeper and even gasped when I managed to push the lower one inside me.  The penetration was shallow, but I threw my head back, whining and moaning just loud enough to compete with the football crowd cheering.  I couldn’t hold back any longer and I went for it, my toes curling as I came wetly for my only slightly distracted audience.  My face flushed red and my toes curled in the high heels.
 
   As soon as I was done cumming John ordered me to start getting out the heavier snacks and I shambled my way back into the kitchen, reeking of sex. No one told me that I could turn off the vibroballs, so I kept them on as I spooned out little smokies and made up the sliders. I carried out the platters trembling, my body already reacting predictably to the non-stop sexual stimulation. As I put out plates I felt hands grazing my exposed buttocks, but I skipped away and went back for refills.  The guys were talking football and when I saw that only a minute or two remained of the first half, I hurried into John’s bedroom to dress.
 
   I missed the stunning touchdown by the Seahawks at the end of the first half, but I managed to emerge a few minutes later, entering the living room charged with excitement. The men all turned their attention toward me, leaving poor Bob Costas to ramble on behind me. I stood stock still, eyes smoldering as the announcer finally introduced… a giant tiger puppet. I glanced behind me.  Katy Perry was standing on a giant tiger. Okay.  I can deal with that. I also noticed she was wearing a… um… well. I’m not sure what that was.  Flames? A flame dress? A wrap?  Me?  I was wearing a spectacular ensemble of sequined blouse and skirt, cut so that the least bit of over-excessive hip twitching would make it all fall off. As Katy sang behind me I began to sway and move. I’m not technically a dancer mind you, and had Katy and I been on the stage together, she would have outshined me. And I’d be facing massive fines from the FCC for uh… wardrobe malfunction. John had risen too and he was standing at the side of the room, holding both my rubber flogger and a pair of steel clover clamps, the ones that had the springs, weights, and bells attached to the metal jaws.
 
   I danced.  It isn’t hard, at least not the kind of dance I was doing.  It was more sex than dance and I slinked, slid, touched, and basically did everything but masturbate in front of those men.  My panties were still stuffed with the vibroballs licking at my clit and my vaginal insides, the remote tucked in the waistband and as Katy reached a crescendo behind me and changed outfits into something more appropriate to wear while dancing with sharks, I peeled the blouse off and tossed it aside, bearing both breasts fully for the first time. All eyes were locked on me and I teased my own nipples, tugging on the little gold padlock on my right breast. Frank looked close to hyperventilation and then John came over.
 
   “Hands behind your head,” he ordered. I complied immediately and he swung the flogger against my breasts, making me gasp as the light sting crossed from one nipple to the other. No one objected and since my hips were still obviously churning, no one would have mistaken my attitude as anything other than consensual. The music continued and John continued to whip my boobs until I was moaning sharply with each impact, my chest flaunting a soft pink blush. My nipples were both hard as rocks and then John nodded at me to continue the striptease. I dropped my arms, tucked my thumbs into the waistband of the skirt, and pushed it off.
 
   This left me in just my panties, the remote of the vibroballs tucked into the elastic waistband. As I kicked aside the cloth, my hips still churning, I cupped my own breasts and then jumped in surprise as John came right up to me again. He held up the first clover clamp, the plier like pads of the jaws themselves biting into my left nipple tightly. Then the right one went on behind my piercing. Each one weighed at least a pound and when you combined the bounce of the spring, the weight, and the silly bell, the pain inflicted upon the tips of my breasts was substantial, if not debilitating.  
 
   “Dance,” John said to me, so I did. I bobbed. I weaved. I swirled. I twirled. And with every step the vibroballs purred against and in my slit and my nipples throbbed with discomfort.  I shook with need, realizing quickly that I was approaching the apex of another orgasmic event.  I gave John a look and he nodded.
 
   “The panties now,” he ordered.  I slipped them down, exposing my shaved slit daringly.  “Slip that last ball in, then brace yourself. Open up. Spread your feet wide,” John said. I shoved my panties to the floor, catching the vibroballs remote in my hand. The extra ball, the one nestled against my clit I slipped inside myself with a moan. Then I kicked off my panties. I had the remote in my hand and as I widened my stance, John plucked the controller from me and then unclipped the clover clamp on my left nipple. Then he threaded the wire of through the jaws of the clamp, and over my gasping moan, reattached it firmly to my tit.  
 
   Now I had an additional pound of weight dangling from the left side of my bosom and that changed things just a bit. The pressure of the clamp biting my nipple increased, sending sharper shards of pain deep into my bosom. I winced, whimpering as I twisted and then John stepped behind me, his wrist loosening the flogger. I knew what was coming, but Frank, Scott, and Tim seemed oblivious. They were still just stunned by the fact that I was buck naked, with three pounds of hardware hanging off my tits. The wire leading down to the vibroballs now buried inside me was just icing on the cake. I met Frank’s ravenous stare and then I felt the air move against my thighs, right before the hundred or so thin rubber strands struck my pussy, curling up to lash at my clitoris.  
 
   I cried out, loudly, and rose up on my toes. Behind me Katy Perry with her silly pony tail had changed outfits again, this time into a silvery dress that bared one shoulder and one leg. Her greatest asset, her amazing boobs, were totally covered without even a decent cleavage. Mine on the other hand, were bare, clamped, swinging wildly, and dancing now as John swung a second underhand blow up between my knees. The stinging strands lashed my petals and clit, leaving me gasping and pumping my hips lewdly as my brain tried to handle the mixed signals of both intense arousal and want with pain. I could feel myself approaching that apex again as John whipped me, wet cracks of the flogger striking the crevasse of my bottom half.  I whimpered. I moaned. I gasped.  And then, like the good little slut I am, I begged.
 
   “Please!” I whined. “Please can I cum?” I asked John.
 
   He reached around me, grabbed the remote to the vibroballs, which was thumping against my ribcage thanks to being suspended from my nipple, and turned the vibroballs to full power. “Now why would I give you permission to cum again while I’m in the middle of punishing you for the last orgasm you had?” He asked me dramatically. Then he let the remote go, the weight reapplied to my throbbing nipple, and again swung the flogger. It struck me across the buttocks hard and I jumped from the unexpected impact in that spot. Then he caught me again, this time once more up between the legs. My scored petals were dripping by this point and I spread my legs even more, feeling the strain of the stretch in my thighs. My chest was heaving, the bells hanging from the ends ringing with the strain of my body and with the strokes of the flogger. John swung wildly, fast, alternating between my bottom and my pussy. And then, just when I couldn’t take it any longer, about to pop, he stopped, grabbed the virboballs remote, turned it off, and began removing the hardware.
 
   I groaned, trembling.  “Sir? Please!  Hurt me more!” I begged him, falling to my knees as the fireworks exploded behind me on the screen.  Katy Perry was high up in the sky, sparkling as my own fuse petered out.  I whimpered and cried and even got down and started kissing his foot.  He lashed out at my bottom, but it was just a fun swat, not painful, even a little.  And then he backed away. 
 
   “Stand up. Refresh everyone’s drinks. Make sure all the snacks are out and full.  Maybe if you’re good one of my friends will torment you some more.”
 
   I hopped up immediately, which of course only made my tits hurt even more, since the weight of the vibroballs remote, not to mention the clamps, springs, and bells were hanging there as well.  Still, I hurriedly glanced around, figured out which glasses needed to be topped off, and hurried to the kitchen.  I came back carrying bottles and cans and all of them admired my nude and tormented body as I served up beverages.
 
   The game started up again and I suffered. With the clamps still hanging on my nipples, I made sure the men were taken care of while enduring a whole host of pinches, slaps, light spanks, tweaks, fondlings, and even two finger fuckings that left me once more standing at the edge without satisfaction. By the time the third quarter rolled around John had ordered me to crawl on my hands and knees any time I wasn’t carrying something and frequently had me squatting or kneeling in front of my chair, my legs spread wide, dripping with arousal.
 
   As I’ve said, I’m not much of a football fan, so I couldn’t care less about how much air is in a football, or whatever.  But I admit that I found the last few minutes of the game exciting. The men were also quite agitated over the whole thing, especially with what they called “the worst call in Super Bowl history.” The Seattle SeaHawks lost the game. I don’t think the guys were that disappointed though. It wasn’t like the Texans were playing, right?
 
   It was just a little after nine.  Everyone was standing up, heading to the bathroom, polishing off drinks and such.  John turned and ordered me to my feet, instructing me to move the snacks to the dining room sideboard. I moved quickly and efficiently, transferring bowls of peanuts and pretzels and chips and dips as the guys stretched, ranted about the way the game ended, and moved from one side of the house to the other, all of them ready to play a new game, a game of their own.

 
 
   [bookmark: thepokergame]The Poker Game
 
   “The game is seven card stud, one down two in the hole, one-eyed jack, suicide king and jokers are wild,” Frank said as he started dealing the cards.  We sat around the dining room table and to be honest I couldn’t help feeling that I had an advantage. After all, the important thing about poker is watching your opponents so you can tell if they’ve got a winning or losing hand. But while I had four guys to keep an eye on, they were all going to be distracted by the fact that I was buck naked with both boobs casually resting on the table in front of me. John had kindly removed the clover clamps as well as the vibroballs, leaving me still just as sexually desperate as I was before, but without any toys to push me into a new downward spiral of orgasmic bliss.  I scooped up my cards and opened up the packet that John had created for me with my “NHPS Money”.
 
   I hadn’t had an opportunity to look at the “coupons” before that point and even though I needed to ante up immediately, I started to sift through the various tasks John had created for to “spend.”  Most of them were mundane; “give a blowjob for the duration of one hand,” or “wear clover clamps on your nipples for the duration of one hand.” That sort of thing.  But even as I was beginning to sort the various tasks into piles I came across a few coupons that clearly intensified things.  There was “allow the redeemer to deliver ten spanks to your bottom,” and “play four hands with your Thrusting Anal Vibe buzzing in your ass.” So as I went through each of about fifty coupons, I sorted them into three different piles, each one representing tasks I classified as easy, difficult, and painful. I sort of thought of it as ones, fives, and tens. I looked up. Everyone was waiting on me.  I grabbed a coupon that said “wear clothespins on your nipples for the duration of one hand” and tossed it onto the pile of one dollar bills already lying in the pot.
 
   “How does this work exactly?” Tim asked John, eyeing my coupon.  I smiled and winked. John laughed.
 
   “It’s simple.  Breanne will be using the coupons as cash, which can be redeemed or saved by each of us for the appropriate moment. They have no cash value, but can be traded. If you redeem the coupon, it goes back into Breanne’s pile for use as many times as she sees fit to bet with it.”
 
   Everyone blinked, including me. It meant that I would never run out of “money” as it were, provided my nipples could withstand the abuse. The only thing that seemed to concern everyone was value.  As they began arguing about the “cost” of each of my coupons, I made things immeasurably easier by pointing in turn at my three piles. 
 
   “Ones, fives, and tens,” I announced simply. Tim nodded in appreciation as Frank and Scott shrugged. Tim reached out, picked up the coupon I’d placed in the center of the table, then grinned.  He held it up. “So this is what you think is worth a dollar?”  He asked me directly.  I smiled.
 
   “It’s worth more than that, but for right now it will work for an ante,” I replied with a sexy wink, shifting my cards.
 
   He tossed my coupon back down and the game began.
 
   I’ve played poker a number of times.  It’s not that complicated of a game really.  If you know what beats what, and keep in mind how things work, it really becomes a game about knowing your opponents. Of course, over the years I’ve always seemed to end up naked while playing poker. I’m not positive, and I’d probably have to go to Las Vegas to be sure, but I suspect that me ending up unclothed is not actually a requirement of the game. 
 
   I don’t remember the details of that first hand, other than I put two one dollar coupons and one five into the pot and lost. Almost immediately Frank, who had won, handed me a coupon to be redeemed. I looked down at it and blushed. It was the clothespin one. I took a deep breath and stood up, going over to my toy box which stood on the side table. Everyone watched me as I pulled out a pair of wooden pegs, walked around the table and stood right next to Frank.
 
   “Would you like to put them on me?” I asked softly, holding out the clamps.
 
   Frank’s eyes got big and the smile on his face told me that this was going to be a poker game to remember.  He took the clothespins and then carefully put them on each of my nipples. He didn’t go back far enough on my left breast, but there was little I could do about it.  So with half of my chest hurting quite a bit, I wandered back over to my seat.
 
   Just as Frank was about to deal he looked up. “Can I ask her to redeem more than one coupon at a time?” 
 
   John laughed. “Sure. As long as you aren’t mucking up someone else’s coupon redemption.”
 
   Tim looked over at me. “Can she refuse?” he asked suspiciously.
 
   It was me who answered that one. “Nope.  Anything I don’t want to do won’t get bet,” I assured him.  For example, there were three or four coupons involving sticking certain sex toys into my ass that I wasn’t enthusiastic about setting out into the pot.
 
   “Fine,” Frank said.  “Then how about we redeem this one too?” He handed me one of the other coupons. I’d been expecting it the moment he asked his question.  With the clothespins still wiggling on my nipples, I stood back up, went over to the toy box, and grabbed my six inch vibrator.  Bringing it back over to the table, I stood by his chair with my legs spread, handed the toy to him, and grinned.
 
   “Please turn it on and put it in me,” I said warmly.
 
   “This game is going to take forever,” Scott muttered, but I could tell he was pleased with the idea. Frank gleefully took the vibrator, cranked it to high, and then began rubbing it across my petals. I moaned a bit, rose up on tiptoe, and then let out a tiny gasp as he began sliding it up into me.  The moment it was deep I reached down with my hand, holding it in, and backed away toward my own seat, clearly to Frank’s disappointment.  I gave him a wicked smile and then sat down, the bottom of the vibrator rattling softly against the wooden seat.
 
   Was it hard playing a hand of poker while having a vibrator inside me, on full power, with both nipples cruelly clamped with clothespins?  Absolutely.  I was very, very distracted. In fact, I was so distracted that I did a crappy job playing the next hand. I’d say I’d lost my shirt, but I wasn’t wearing one in the first place.  I lost four coupons on that hand, two of them “fivers” and right after Tim scooped up the pot I turned off my vibrator and pulled it out, licking it sensually in front of the stunned men before putting it aside, Tim passed over one of his newly won coupons for redemption.
 
   “Oil the redeemer’s cock for one hand,” he said aloud.  I could tell he was mostly curious.  I nodded, knowing how this was going to go.  He was sitting next to me. I took off the clothespins, hissing as the blood rushed back into my crushed nipples, then went and got the bottle of oil.  As the cards were shuffled and passed out, I took my seat again, reached over, and began unbuttoning Tim’s pants.  It wasn’t difficult to get his cock out and he was already hard the moment I touched it.  I poured a liberal amount of oil into my palm, then reached over and began rubbing.
 
   And I played too.  With one hand.  It wasn’t easy, let me tell you. I had to keep putting my cards down and I’m almost positive I was flashing Tim as well. Not that it mattered. Clearly his mind wasn’t on the game. He folded early, a look of ecstasy on his face as I rubbed vigorously and thoroughly. And had that hand lasted any longer I think he might have exploded. Me? I folded as well.  Three coupons were lost, one of each value, but I wasn’t fazed.  I had a slick, well-oiled cock in hand.  Scott won that round and after I’d dried off my hand on a small towel. Then I was once again given the opportunity to redeem coupons.  Two of them in fact.
 
   “How is she supposed to give hand jobs to both of us?” Tim complained.  He had a second “oil cock” coupon and Scott had wanted to redeem one as well.  John was about to get involved when I coughed gently.  
 
   “Gentlemen, you’re both sitting next to each other.  So I’ll bow out of this hand,” I said graciously.  I pushed my seat back and crawled under the table. The dining room table was designed to sit six but there was more than enough room for a naked redhead and I wedged myself between their chairs. I worked on one, then the other, unzipping and unbuttoning and working clothing into the appropriate spots with help until both men sported rising staffs. They couldn’t see each other’s pricks. I lubed each of them up and then as the hand started above me I began rubbing using both hands, one on each cock. They were putty in my hands.  I could have made them both cum, but I didn’t. Neither of them. Tim groaned in sexual frustration, while Scott got to join him on the bus of unsatisfied lust.  When the hand was over I let both men go and came back up for air.
 
   Frank gave me an irritated glance. “It’s not as much fun winning when she hasn’t played,” he complained, pointing at the pot.  There seemed to be more cash in the center of the table than the previous hands, but there weren’t any coupons from me.  I laughed and sat down.
 
   Scott, whose eyes were half glazed nodded.  Tim, who finally realized what I was doing, rifled through his coupons and tossed another one to me.  I picked it up and read “five hand spanks to both breasts.”
 
   I had wondered how long it would take.  One of the things that is always an issue for a submissive like me is dealing with men who have no experience with BDSM.  Some guys take to it like fish to water. Others dip a toe in. And there are even guys who can’t seem to take the plunge no matter what. All of them had witnessed John whipping me during the halftime show, leaving my cunt and breasts pink and scorched looking. But none of them had spanked me, or tormented me with anything more serious than a twisted nipple or a light pat. Now it was time for a baptism. I took a deep breath and stood again. I walked over to Scott, put my hands behind my head, fingers interlaced, and pushed my breasts forward. I closed my eyes as he lifted his hand to spank my bosom. The first stroke fell and I almost laughed.  He was about to hit again when I opened my eyes and looked at him directly.
 
   “With all due respect sir, that was pitiful. If you’re going to spank my boobs, then spank them,” I said derisively. Scott’s eyes widened and then glared at me. His next stroke actually took my breath away as my entire body reeled from the slap across my front. I gasped, my breasts tingling, then going hot.  
 
   “Better?” he demanded, somewhat irritated at my attitude. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.  I swallowed hard and then finally managed a muted, “thank you, sir. Can I have another?” He was more than willing to provide. His hand came back up and delivered the same breathtaking blow he’d used on the other side of my chest.  My nipples tingled violently as the sting became a rushing heat.  Two minutes later both breasts were hot and heavy, sporting a flushed pink color that made it clear I’d just been whacked across the bosom repeatedly. I stumbled back to my seat but before I sat down another coupon was given to me and I slid beneath the table to provide oral services to Frank, who had cashed in one of the “give the redeemer a blowjob for the duration of one hand,” coupons. Frank exploded in my mouth after about four minutes.
 
   The guys quickly realized over the course of the next several hands that it was wiser, at least where I was concerned, to have long hands.  Suddenly five card stud was gone and seven card stud, with two in the hole and five up, became the game of choice.  This meant that they could get me to drop at least three, and up to five or even six coupons per game.  They also began to work together, literally negotiating the use of coupons.
 
   “All right,” Tim would say to John.  “If you use the clover clamp one on her tits this next round, I’ll also redeem the vibrator coupon, so she can really take the distraction.”
 
   Of course there were hands I would sit out too.  Or more appropriately kneel out.  Oiled cock coupons were almost always redeemed in pairs, with me stretched between two men, a hand on each.  Blowjob coupon redemptions generally also involved clamps on my nipples or clit and as the game went on above me, I knew that my ministrations were having an effect on everyone’s abilities.  Whichever guy I had my lips wrapped around ended up folding.  Evidently it’s tough to bluff when you’re being blown.
 
   I won a couple of minor hands too, which was really cool.  The guys weren’t as enthusiastic about my winning when I didn’t put the cash back into the pot. But for me, it was like legal whoring. They weren’t buying sex, were they? And I still made about seventy bucks. Okay, sure. I know any prostitute worth her salt would have made seven or eight hundred bucks doing what I did that evening, but would they have had as much fun? And even had there been a police officer sitting at the table, I wouldn’t have gone to jail. And that’s worth something too!
 
   I lost as well.  Actually I lost most of the time. But the vast majority of my lost hands only resulted in putting those low level coupons back out there. Blowjobs, cock oiling, clamps on my delicate parts, vibrator insertions, the occasional spanking delivered to my boobs, that sort of thing. I played one hand with a clothespin on my clit, a string tied to the wooden clamp and stretched out under the table to Scott, who tugged on it constantly. I got finger fucked, teased, tormented, and punished, but all in good fun.  And a couple of the hands I got were good ones and I kept hearing Kenny Rogers singing “you got to know when to hold'em, know when to fold ‘em, know when to walk away, and know when to fuck.”
 
   I might, possibly, have the lyrics wrong.
 
   So when I had good hands I bet more.  Or I went with some of the slightly riskier coupons.  I learned two very valuable things.  One; I’m not very good at poker.  And two, the guys really, really liked the riskier “ten dollar” coupons.  The stakes in each succeeding game seemed to get higher and higher.  I was forced to fork over coupons that hadn’t been touched yet, redeeming only one or two each hand, making my pile dwindle with frightening speed. Then, finally, I got one of those starting hands that just seem too good to be true.  A pair of aces, in the hole, along with a one-eyed jack.  Even before making my first bet I had a three of a kind!  That was a GREAT start.  But I also didn’t want to scare them off into folding so when Tim, who had a king showing, dropped a five on the table I matched him with a coupon offering the redeemer the chance to snap a rubber band ten times against my right foot. John’s three wasn’t that impressive but he stayed in as well, along with Frank, who had an eight of clubs and Scott, who carried a seven of diamonds.  
 
   The betting continued, with all of us staying basically on the same level as I was dealt a seven.  No help, but it at least left me with a pair of sevens showing, which beat everyone on the table. My most potent rival was Frank, who had both an eight and a nine of clubs. I stayed with the five dollar values, offering up a coupon for an entire hand played with my nipples caught tightly in a pair of metal toothed alligator clamps.  The next card left me hanging - a five and across from me Frank was grinning since he had added the suicide king to his lineup.  He upped the bet to ten dollars and I stayed in knowing that my three aces still nailed him.  I matched his bet with a coupon offering to sit on my wooden rectangular prism for two hands, and when Scott raised him another ten I put out a coupon that would require me to play four hands stuffed with my Thrusting Anal Vibe, a nasty looking anal vibrator that moved like some sort of alien cock.
 
   And by alien I mean like Alien, from the movie.  
 
   Still, my hopes were buoyed a moment later by another five, giving me a full house.  So I stayed in. John bailed, folding and putting his hand face down, which left me, Frank, Scott, and Tim. The betting went around again, this time for twenty and you should have seen me twitching as I dropped a pair of fresh and unused coupons into the pot. Both of them were for the same thing: allowing the redeemer to use the leather sap on my clit - twenty strokes each. 
 
   “You sure you want to bet that?” Tim asked, reading the coupon. I grinned back at him and winked.
 
   “She’s bluffing,” Frank said. Then the final card was dealt. I got a six of spades. Which left me with the full house. Tim added a ten of hearts to his King and eight, which didn’t worry me, because he’d need both jokers and at least two hearts underneath to beat me with anything. Frank grinned as he pulled in a second nine. This left him with three of a kind and he could easily have had a full house as well. Scott gave us a disgusted look when he was dealt a ten of spades and he folded, even before the bets started.
 
   With three nines showing, Frank started off, putting out about forty dollars. He thought I was bluffing! I had to scramble to put that much out. My coupon for anal sex was put in the pot. The coupon for extinguishing a pair of votive candles with my breasts followed. More snaps of the rubber band, to my other foot, to my nipples, and even to my clit, followed by a fistful of minor coupons, encompassing everything from stuffing myself for a full hand with my 12 inch long Core Driller dildo, to taking ten strokes with the flogger across my bottom, to clamps hanging off of every delicate part of my body. I was in.  Damn it. Tim folded next and that left me and Frank.  
 
   “You think you can beat me?” he asked with a steady glare.  I took a deep breath.  I was wearing a pair of wooden clothespins sticking out from the nipples, the result of another redeemed coupon right before the start of the hand and I fiddled with them absently, trying to distract him.
 
   “Yes,” I said.
 
   Frank eyed my pile of coupons. I didn’t have many left. Maybe fifteen or twenty bucks worth.  He threw in sixty dollars and pointed at the coupons.  “Everything you’ve got left.”
 
   I blanched. “Everything?” Frank nodded.
 
   I bit my lip.  Was he so sure of himself?  Finally I did it. I just pushed it all in.  John looked at me with wide eyes.  Of course I kept the money I’d earned in earlier hands. I wasn’t allowed to bet with that.  
 
   “Call,” I said, feeling just a little unsure of myself.  He flipped over the first of his hole cards. It was an eight of diamonds.  I waited, my nipples throbbing wildly as my heartbeat picked up.  He flipped over the next card.  It was another nine.
 
   Oh.  Oh shit.
 
   I revealed my full house as all the guys leaned back, the look on my face more than enough for them to know who won.  They were already congratulating Frank as I flipped over my cards and he scooped the pile over to his side of the table.  He went through the coupons and then plucked half a dozen out from the pile.  One he handed to John, who took it in surprise, while Frank gave Tim another coupon.
 
   “I think we should all redeem these at the same time,” he said simply, handing a third coupon to Scott. Then he took the last three and handed them to me. “I want to redeem these as well,” he said. With trembling fingers I picked them up and read them. My mouth went dry and then Scott handed me his coupon. Rubber bands. Oh my God. Tim and John held out their coupons. Oh. Oh… my.  I nodded.
 
   “Alright sirs,” I said.  Standing, I retrieved the items needed from my toybox and I walked around the table toward Frank.
 
   “Um…. where…” I started to ask, but Frank solved that by suddenly grabbing me around the waist, lifting me up, and setting me on the dining room table. I gasped at the sudden change of elevation, my bare bottom resting on the wooden table. I felt a few cards under me as the men helped me lay back until I was looking up at the ceiling. Scott and Tim lifted my legs and ankles and I opened my left hand, letting the three thick rubber bands fall free. They were quick, snatching up the elastic and I felt them putting the bands around my feet, right along the arches.  I knew what was coming from that direction.  My fingers tightened around the leather sap but then Frank took it gently from me.  
 
   “I need this now,” he said softly.
 
   They spread me open.  All of them. Right there on the table.  John took my hands and got a pair of wrist cuffs out of my toy box and quickly secured my hands. An extra chain clipped to one of the legs of the dining room table kept my arms pulled upward.  Scott and Tim bent my legs at the knees and folded them so that I was in a sort of loose butterfly position.  Then, when everyone seemed ready, Frank held up the leather sap, aimed it at my used, swollen, abused, and incredibly wet and pulsing sex, and snapped it downward.
 
   Pain burst up through my sex and I cried out, head snapping upward. But even before I could get a handle on it, to absorb and make that pain mine, there came another sharp jolt, this time to my right nipple, as John snapped a rubber band against the tip of my breast. And again, before I could even process that agony, the arch of my right foot suddenly stung like the dickens. Then the left sole matched it. And even before I’d taken a breath, Frank nailed my sex with the sap a second time.
 
   Wow.  Pain radiated through me in every direction and they weren’t counting. They didn’t care if I was reeling from one agony to another. The rubber band snapped my nipple again. The sap smashed my wet and swollen petals flat. My toes curled as I threw my head back, teeth clenched, as the soles of my feet were scored by the elastic. Red lines appeared across my chest, narrow and short, the impact marks of John’s handiwork. I couldn’t see what they were doing to my feet, but it felt like someone was giving me paper cuts, only to pour lemon juice on the wounds.  And the sapping of my sex?  That was the absolute worst. And the best.  My hips bounced madly, thrusting up to meet each of Frank’s slapping shots.  I tried to close my legs but Scott and Tim held me open.  My petals splayed, letting the next blow of the leather sap strike the delicate inner flesh.  Frank picked up the pace, especially when he saw my bottom come up off the table, rising to meet him with eager abandon. Oh my God it hurt! But such hurt!  My world went black and then white and everything merged together!  There was a rushing heat and an urgency to manically fuck something. Anything.  Over and over.
 
   And the beating just kept going!  Stress built up in my muscles, tension overflowing.  My loins were slung back and forth, up and down, the perfect flushed pink target for Frank’s leather sap.  The bottoms of my feet felt as if someone had carved their initials into the arch of my foot with a knife, and my nipples?  Oh my God!  Clamps never hurt that much!
 
   I made a lot of noise, which the men seemed to appreciate.  Most of it was in response to the burning sting of each stroke of the sap, but the rubber bands snapping against the arches of my feet and alternating between each nipple certainly elicited their own vocal response.  I’m glad that Frank only wanted to redeem twenty strokes worth of clit sapping, and not forty!  By the time he delivered the tenth slap of the leather paddle to my well-cooked crevasse the guys were really having to hold me down!
 
   Frank tossed the sap away and his hands went to his pants.  Evidently he was aroused almost as much as I was and after struggling to put on the condom John handed him, he pulled out his prick and drove it into my sopping wet and hot hole with a single thrust that left me breathless.  I know this sounds contrite, but there is something special about a lover being able to drive themselves into you with one fell swoop, a single, powerful, fast thrust that just spears you from one end to the other.  Frank began pumping frantically and the sudden change between my legs from burning agony to exquisite pleasure just made the misfiring neurons in my brain that much more mixed.  It didn’t help that John, Scott, and Tim didn’t stop their snapping either.  Jolts of agony lanced up from the soles of my feet, got lost in the mix of sensation coming from my sex, and then made their way to my brain, where those impulses were totally misinterpreted and added to the “oooh…. that feels good” column, rather than the “ouch! FUCK!” column.  Even John snapping the rubber band into my nipples was straddling that fence. 
 
   Frank didn’t last long, which I found both disappointing and incredibly complimentary. He’d stood there banging his balls into the edge of the table, his shaft slipping through my depths, for only eight or nine minutes before I saw the look of ecstasy on his face.  He was flushed and grunting and for a moment I wondered if he was going to have a heart attack.  But then he exploded violently, grabbing hold of my hips while his cock throbbed inside me.  Then he stumbled backward, a look of sweet bliss on his face and he fell back into his chair.
 
   Everyone stopped and they let me go as I struggled upward.  Frank seemed fine, but pretty much out of it.  John looked amused, but both Scott and Tim had expressions of dissatisfaction.
 
   “Dude, that’s just wrong,” Scott muttered at Frank.  “You won all her coupons.”
 
   Frank looked up, a glimmer in his eye and he grinned. With me still sitting in the middle of the table like the stakes in a poker game, legs still spread, my pussy wet, dripping, and still smoking, Frank plucked a handful of coupons from his earlier winnings from beside my buttocks. He flipped through them and pulled out four, two of which he handed to Scott, and then gave the others to Tim.
 
   Scott’s eyes widened and the grin on his face was almost manic. “You are a scholar and a gentleman,” he said earnestly. Tim looked down and read his coupons as well.  
 
   “Do you think she can handle this?” he asked, which made me wonder what coupons Frank had given them.  I’d done practically everything there was a coupon for.  Except the thrusting anal vibe…
 
   “Here,” Frank said, handing me a coupon. I took it, groaning.  Thrusting Anal Vibe.  Of course.  But that meant…
 
   “Lay back down, Breanne,” Scott said, holding out his two coupons.  “It’s my turn to sap that pussy and then fuck your brains out!” 
 
   With trembling fingers I took the coupons. Not that it really mattered by that point. Then Tim handed me his. “And when Scott is done, I get to sap your cunt too. Ten full, hard strokes.  You’re going to cry. Then we fuck.”
 
   With a deep breath I laid back on the table and closed my eyes.  I felt their hands on me, pulling my legs apart, opening me up, exposing the soft and already swollen petals of my sex.  Their fingers held me tight as John hooked the chain to hold my wrists above my head back to the table leg.  Scott picked up the sap and ran it through my wet folds.  
 
   I’d gone from playing poker, to being the pot.  I couldn’t help wondering what Kenny Rogers would say about this.
 
   You got to know when to hold her,
 
   Know when to fold her,
 
   Know when to sap her hard,
 
   And know when to cum.
 
    
 
   Well, I don’t think those are the lyrics. But I know they’re right. 
 
    
 
   [bookmark: themove]The Move
 
   "Wait! What the hell are you doing?" Julie exclaimed, a look of surprised terror on her face.  We were both looking backward, the somewhat dirty glass of the rear window of my battered, dusty, and now very muddy Ford F-150 made steering a bit more difficult. I only narrowly missed the first steel and concrete staircase, the tires rolling across the slurries of mud that coated the sidewalk.
 
   "What?" I demanded, concentrating on not hitting anything. The wheels spun madly on a slippery patch and the bed of the truck slewed off to the left.  "It's not like they can complain about me driving over the landscaping! There isn’t any!" I said loudly as I put deep ruts into the sodden swamp that passed for a walkway leading to Julie's apartment.  And to be fair, I was right.  There wasn't any landscaping.  The ground was bare and the regular runoff was so bad that the lower parts of the next building's foundation were showing. A required college course I took on Geology called it "mass wasting" and wow, was it wasted. The sidewalk that was supposed to lead to Julie's apartment door was covered with slides of washed up mud that had been deposited during that morning's rainstorm along with whatever caked on dirt had been left there over the last six months.  
 
   "I can't believe you're doing this!" Julie gushed as I cranked the wheel and spun the truck so that the tailgate was pointed at the front door of her soon to be former apartment.  A splash of mud splattered the sides of the truck and Julie looked back through the windshield, blinking.  I could see the pulse in her thin neck and I grinned maniacally.  Finally she turned and glanced back over at me. 
 
   "I trust you won't do this at the new apartment complex?" She asked timidly, staring at me with mischievous delight.
 
   I laughed as I put my truck in park.  "Will you punish me if I do?" I asked with a naughty tone in my voice.  I pushed down on the parking break with my flip flop clad foot, the bare toes with the fresh coat of pink paint quite visible.  
 
   "I'm going to punish you for this.  But if you do it at the new place I won't," Julie said darkly, demonstrating quite clearly that she knew what made me tick.  I don't threaten well.  Or more accurately, I threaten very well if you know what to admonish me with.  Leaving me desperate and unsatisfied was definitely the way to get me to cooperate. 
 
   I climbed out of the truck carefully, not wanting to squish my toes into the mud, my hand unconsciously going down to smooth the folds of the skirt I was wearing.  It was blue denim and quite nice, except for the fact that it was too short. Cut to barely cover my rump, I had to be just a bit cautious about certain actions, like getting in and out of a vehicle, going up or down stairs, or hell, just sitting. Don't get me wrong; I've got a nice ass.  It's just that if it were up to me it wouldn't be hanging out of my clothing. 
 
   And just so you get a complete picture, I was wearing an old tee shirt as well, one of the few remaining tees Kari had gotten me back in college, especially since Julie had cleaned out my closet.  This one was dark blue and had a picture of a golf flag on it with the words "This hole is a par 15."  
 
   Sigh. Innuendo.  It's vicious.
 
   Julie, who was dressed in tight fitting blue jeans and a tee shirt that had an Abercrombie & Fitch logo across the front, looking stylish and suave with her long brown hair and perfect makeup, got out on the other side of the truck and glared at me.  "If anyone from the complex office comes and complains about the tire tracks, you are going to take the blame."
 
   I scoffed as I tip toed on a few pieces of loose gravel in the mud and managed to make it to the concrete slab that served as both porch for Julie and landing for the stairs.  "Complain? About what?  The tracks mucking up their mud?  Christ," I bitched. "Why on earth did you ever move into this dump?"
 
   Julie hopped over to the concrete using the bed of my truck as leverage. "Because it was cheap," she reminded me and I nodded happily. Our eyes met and for a moment there was this burst of electricity and I found myself leaning forward, our eyes locked, this overwhelming desire to kiss her just filling every corner of my mind.  She felt it too and leaned in, our lips touching.  Then the passion burst in and the featherweight kiss became heavy and hard, pressing in on each other.  It left me gasping a moment later, especially when her hands came around and cupped my bottom, bare fingers along the curves. I wasn’t wearing panties and she'd pulled up my skirt!
 
   "Julie!" I squealed, pushing at her hands with my fingers, trying to get my ass covered back up.
 
   She just laughed and pulled away. "Are you wet?" She asked me, eyes brilliant with mischievous energy.  
 
   I gave her stern glare. "Of course I am.  And it's your fault.  You're the one who told me to wear the ben wa balls today."
 
   "Mmmmm," she murmured. "I know. I like the way your hips rock when they're inside you."
 
   My ben wa balls were one of the sex toys I owned.  In essence, they were just two latex covered, golf-ball sized spheres, each which contained a weighted bell inside.  Once inserted into the soft, wet, warm slit between a girl's legs, the two globes rolled and rattled against each other, moved by the motions of her own steps.  The weighted bells caused even more movement, accompanied by a soft, barely heard ringing, that served as even more of a reminder of the sexual torment going on.  I've been wearing ben wa balls off and on for over four years. No batteries, easy to handle, clean, and care for, ben wa balls were something I could tolerate for hours and would keep me wet and ready constantly but not push me over the edge.
 
   Julie stepped close again and slipped her right hand under my skirt, the nail of her finger finding my clit.  I gasped as she flicked it once, then shuddered as she ran the rest of her digit through the wet folds of my slit.
 
   "I want you," she whispered.
 
   I grinned. "I want you to.  But we threw out your bed, remember?"
 
   Julie rolled her eyes and pulled her hand out from under my skirt.  She brought the glistening finger up to her mouth and sucked it clean with a daring look. "Well, we'll see what works."  She sighed. "We better get started. We've got to be at the new place by one."  She turned and entered her apartment.
 
   It was... empty.  Or almost.  There was a mound of boxes in the middle of the living room floor, mostly knickknacks and clothes.  Julie had refused to buy new furniture when she started the new job. Her logic had been sound. "Why buy new furniture, move it into my old apartment, then pay for it to be moved again to the new one?"  So instead we'd trashed most of it.  Her nightstand, dresser, dining room table and chairs, the old sofa and easy chair had all been placed out by the dumpster over the last week.  Most of it had disappeared, scavenged by Julie's less fortunate neighbors.  The last thing we'd tossed had been the bed and Julie had spent the previous night at my house.  My mother had put her in the guest room, but she'd sneaked into my bed just a little after ten.  It had been... comforting.
 
   Granted, there was one piece of furniture that neither of us had been willing to throw out.  It was beneath all the boxes and I couldn't even see it.  But I knew it was there, in the middle of the living area.  The unspoken elephant in the room.  I wondered how I would feel when we got down to it.
 
   Julie pointed at the television first. It was wrapped up in bubble wrap.  I grabbed one end and she the other and off we went.  No difficulty getting it out the door or into my truck, though the movement of the ben wa balls in my sex while walking backward was a different experience.  We trudged back inside, got the first of the boxes and loaded my truck.
 
   It took maybe an hour all told and before long the bed of my pickup truck was solid with cardboard.  I stretched and secured a plastic tarp over the cargo since the sky looked dark and gray again and when I went back inside Julie was standing there, looking down at the coffee table.
 
   It was solid oak, heavy and scarred.  Rings from plates and glasses marred its surface and there were nicks and gouges in the wood as well, remnants of screws being driven into the tabletop.  That said it glistened with oil, a broad expanse ready to be used again.
 
   Julie stared down at it quietly. "I'm not sure I'm ready to leave it," she said.
 
   I shrugged. "So don't," I told her.  "We've got room in the truck.  We just have to put it on its side."
 
   She looked up at me. "You don't understand. It's not that.  It's what I used it for here. With you.  It symbolizes this apartment more than anything else I own."
 
   I understood.  Sort of.  I'd been tied down to that table. I'd been whipped on it. Tormented on it. Fucked on it. I'd been oiled and hot waxed on that damn table.  I'd been bound spread eagled and sapped on it. I'd been bent over and screwed up the ass on it.  I'd been iced on it. Electrified. Pounded. Had oral sex. Caned. Spanked. Eaten off of. Eaten out of. I'd been penetrated with objects on that table. And those gouges?  Once I'd been secured to the bloody thing with straps and screws drilled right into the surface. So yeah. I understood.
 
   Finally Julie looked up at me.  "Would you mind?" she asked plaintively.
 
   I blinked then cocked my head to the side.  "Mind?  You're my mistress. Just tell me what to do," I said in exasperation.
 
   She shook her head. "No.  I can't. Not now. Like this.
 
   I looked over my shoulder. The door was still wide open.  Anyone could walk in on us.  I sighed.  If it would make her happy though...
 
   I pushed my thumbs into the waistband of my skirt and slipped it down my legs.  My shirt came off next, baring my breasts, the small gold piercing and the similarly colored padlock dangling from my right nipple glimmering in the light.  Gingerly I sat down on the table, then laid back, lifting my arms above my head, smiling up at her.  I spread my legs wide, pretending my ankles were bound to the legs of the table, stretching me open, my pussy aimed at the doorway.
 
   "Is this what you want, Mistress?" I asked softly as Julie slowly dropped down to her knees, her eyes locked on my body.  Her hands came up and began running up and down my torso, going from knee up to my elbow, touching me lightly and delicately. It almost tickled, but I knew she meant it in a loving manner.  Then her hand found my moistness again and she leaned in close.
 
   "Breanne?  Can I hurt you?" she asked softly.
 
   I nodded. "Of course you can," I reassured her.
 
   "Are you sure?" She asked again.
 
   I took a deep breath and nodded.  Her thumb and forefinger found my clit and began rubbing it back and forth between her fingers. Slowly the pressure increased until my hips were writhing and swinging.  Then the pinching sensation intensified and I let out a soft cry as the pain shot up through me from between my legs.  I struggled to stay spread out and open for her and her left hand came up, flashing fast.  The palm smacked my bare breast, spanking it hard, then flew to the other side of my body and repeated the blow.  At first it just took my breath.  But then as I began to suck in air, panting as her hand turned the white cream of my soft curves into rose colored heat, I seemed to melt. Her fingers continued to pinch and tease my clit, my nipples throbbed with the stinging heat, and then I cried out, throwing my head back and exploding wetly, once more leaving a puddle of juice on the table between my legs.
 
   And that was that.  Julie stood, leaving me there as she looked around the room.  For maybe a minute I concentrated on breathing, and then got to my feet.  I wobbled for a second, then found my skirt and shirt, pulling them back over my body without a second thought.  
 
   “I’ve changed my mind,” Julie suddenly declared.  I blinked and looked up at her.  
 
   “Ehh?” I said intelligently.
 
   “We will take it,” she said, pointing at the table. 
 
   I let out a chuckle as I smoothed my skirt back down, still feeling the euphoria of the orgasm.  “Sure, Julie. Whatever you’d like.”  
 
   Together we manhandled the massive piece to the truck, mostly by sliding it along, then counting out to lift it up, setting it on its side.  Finally it was in place and I closed the gate and pulled the tarp over the table.
 
   “Ready for this?” I asked as we moved back around to the front of the truck, trying hard not to get our feet muddy.
 
   Julie grinned.  “Of course I am. And you are too!  Let’s go meet the delivery guys!”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: firsts]Firsts
 
   I have to admit, walking across Julie’s new apartment complex parking lot was a very different sensation. Oh, the usual tingle was there, a soft buzzing between my legs that had begun the moment I parked my truck in the smooth, concrete lot below. But everything else felt strange. My body had been spared the bone rattling experience of driving across the pothole ridden minefield of Julie’s old place, which had been capable of breaking axles and ankles with equality. Then I'd been able to walk to the front door of her new apartment without having to navigate dried (or wet) mud flows, trip hazards, and other questionable detritus. Another definite improvement. I climbed six flights of stairs to the third floor, and while still fully dressed, fished my new key to Julie's place out of my purse. It slid perfectly into the lock, an almost sexual experience, and it turned easily, no wrestling or jiggling needed. Talk about a change of pace! Unlocking Julie's old apartment was a thirty second adventure in frustration with a side order of patience.
 
   I opened the door and stepped in, calling out.  "Julie, it’s just me," I said loudly. I was expected but in Texas this is a common courtesy and a way to prevent getting shot. I heard a muffled giggle coming from her bedroom and then she called out to me.
 
   "You know the drill," she said, sounding a bit breathless, still out of sight around the corner. I blinked but shrugged. I did know the drill. Julie's living room was beautiful and I admired the touches of color as I began peeling out of my clothes. It was readily apparent that my former mistress and still best friend Kari had gone shopping with Julie for decor, if not taken an active role in design. I admired the elegant touches here and there while taking my clothes off. Julie had gone for a softer, more relaxed feel and there were blues and greens and an off-white cream color that sort of looked like coral in a south Pacific sea. Mother-in-law tongue was potted in the corners and the furniture was elegant and expensive.
 
    But evaluating Julie’s new living room wasn’t what I was there for. It didn't take me long to divest myself of boots, socks, blue jeans, and tee shirt, not to mention the bra and damp panties. This left me naked except for the remote control to the vibroballs, two plastic ovoid objects buried in my wet slit that were responsible for the tingling I mentioned earlier. I put my clothes and shoes in a basket under the end table by the couch and gingerly opened a decorative wooden box that sat on the tabletop next to the television remote. Inside were four different pairs of nipple clamps, each diabolical in their own right.
 
   Julie had made it clear that if I were ever in her apartment I'd be naked and clamped. That really isn't much of a surprise.  Most of the mistresses of the Society of the Golden Rose treat their submissives like that.  Clothing is an easy way to establish dominant from submissive and when you are physically naked there is a perceived vulnerability. Julie's other big issue were nipple clamps. She was focused a little intensely on my breasts and had made it clear to me that the tips of my breasts were to always be in at least a little discomfort. To that end she'd bought a set of Japanese Clover Clamps and asked Mike the Hardware Guy to alter them with ridges to prevent slippage. Then she had added her very own set of alligator clamps, again adjusted by Mike to the specifications of sexual use; lightening the tension and dulling the teeth slightly. There were three clothespins in the box as well, along with these amazing vice clamps that could be tightened with a screw.
 
   The point of me choosing a clamp was simple; I got to select based on my mood and desires. If I wanted a long, drawn out session of sexual torment, with hours of denial, then Julie said I should select the Clover clamps. If I was in desperate straits, mad with desire, needing intensity and pain, I was to pick the alligator clamps. If I needed her to go easy on me, then I was to wear the clothespins, the direction of application itself a sign. Straight on meant she could basically do whatever she wanted to my breasts, while placed from the bottom meant the opposite. Up meant she should go to town - as hard and nasty as she could be. Lastly the vice clamp meant that she could do to me as she pleased.
 
   I wish I could have worn more than one set of clamps. I'd been buzzing off and on all morning and since I'd been instructed to edge with no relief, I was mad for some carnal attention. So my fingers dipped toward the alligator clamps, the silver chain holding them together flashing in the soft light. But I also wanted a long, drawn out session, tormented for hours in her arms, cumming over and over again. Clover clamps. But I also wanted her to know I was hers to do with as she pleased, so that meant the vice clamps. Sigh... So many choices.
 
   Finally I compromised.  I plucked the clover clamps out of the box and attached one of the pair on my right nipple.  I left the chain and second clamp dangling down along my belly.  Then the alligator clamps came out.  This time I did the opposite, attaching one to my left nipple, leaving the second hanging.  With two very different sensations being reported by the tender nerve endings along my bosom, I headed toward the bedroom with a grin at my mischievous cleverness.  I intended to make an entrance too.  The door was open and as I got closer I heard Julie's heavy breath even more acutely.  I stepped into the room and my jaw fell open.
 
   Julie was having sex.
 
   Delicately thin, with small breasts, angular hips, and petite everything, Julie is hardly what I would call a "looker".  Hell, even my overblown proportions and girl next door cute face make Julie look... well... that's not quite accurate.  Julie IS pretty.  Her long locks are chocolate colored, her hazel colored eyes are sweet and big, and even the slight upturn of her nose makes her look adorable.  She has freckled skin and when I saw her she was kneeling on her own bed, impaled fully on rigid cock, riding Mike the Hardware Guy like there was no tomorrow.
 
    
 
   I felt a sudden surge of jealousy and immediately felt bad about it.  Especially since I wasn’t sure of whom or what I was jealous.  Was I jealous of Julie for having sex with Mike?  He and I had sort of made a go at a relationship and I was the problem and brought it back down to "friends with benefits".  Or was I jealous of Mike for already having sex with my bi-sexual mistress?  Or was I jealous of both of them for getting it on with each other while I'd only had the maddening torment of the vibroballs buzzing inside me all morning? More likely the latter.
 
   Julie saw me and smiled, motioning for me to climb up on the bed.  Well I certainly liked that idea and since Mike's mouth seemed to be unoccupied I quickly climbed up and settled down with my knees to either side of his head. Mike let go of his grip on Julie's hips and wrapped his thick arms around me instead.  I felt the hard pull as he forced me open even further and then there was the lightning like bliss of his tongue slipping through my folds.  
 
   I was still stuffed with the vibroballs and I rocked my hips on Mike's face as Julie reached out, her eyes bright and needing.  Our mouths met and her tongue pressed against my lips. For a second I had the same thing happening above as I did below. Then she broke the kiss and began to pull back, rocking violently on Mike’s rock hard shaft.  Her hand darted out toward me and I felt her nails graze my ribs as she plucked both of the unused clamps, still dangling by their chains and swinging from my nipples, lifting them up.  I gasped as she pulled on the chains, twinges of exquisite pain shooting down through my body.  But then to my shock, she lifted the free clover clamp, pinched it open, and set it upon her own nipple, connecting the two of us. Then I became even more shocked when she put the alligator clamp on her right breast, the sharp teeth biting down on the hard little bump.  Julie gasped, eyes widening as she grit her teeth.  
 
   Then she took a shuddering breath and leaned back.  The shards of agony that had been blooming in my bosom ruptured into a thousand fragments of molten iron, piercing me to the core.  Our congenital rocking made each movement that much more vicious and even as I cupped my own breasts, trying to deal with the pain, Julie cried out in a sound that was so familiar.  Her head was thrown back, her sharp body taut and trembling.  Her shaved slit was dark pink as her loins frantically pumped on Mike.  Then she shuddered hard, her own hands under the small curves of her bosom, pinching until she whimpered.  
 
   Her fingers struggled with the clamps and then my own agony was halved as she managed to free herself.  She collapsed downward, then over to the side, leaving Mike groaning in need.  I didn’t even hesitate. As she curled up to the side I crawled downward, Mike letting my legs go so that I could answer the call. In seconds, facing away from his face, I lowered my wetness down. Then I realized the vibroballs were still in there, so I reached out, grabbed hold of the wire and tossed them away, gasping as the two vibrating sex toys were unceremoniously yanked from my depths. Then I finished impaling myself on the already granite like pillar beneath me.
 
   It went in smoothly and Mike immediately began pumping again, putting his hands on my rump and holding onto my hips.  Waves of pleasure ran through me, the ache in my nipples from the still attached and swinging clamps only providing spice to the sweetness of it all.  Julie lay next to us on the bed, one hand on my thigh, fingers idly caressing my skin as Mike finally grunted in animalistic delight and exploded.
 
    
 
   Which left me the one and only person unsatisfied.
 
   Mike tried. I have to give him credit.  But evidently his release had been pretty complete and his shaft softened almost immediately.  I lay on his other side, stress flowing through my body.  I wanted to cum. Oh my GOD I SO WANTED TO CUM!  I stripped the condom off his shaft and immediately began trying to rub him back into hardness.  He groaned and put his hand on mine, stopping me.  
 
   “Mike,” I whimpered. “Please.  I didn’t get satisfaction.”
 
   I expected him to smile and accede to my demands, but it was Julie who spoke.
 
   “Neither have we, Breanne.  And what we want is for you to suffer.” She sat up and looked at me directly. “Are you ready to see my dungeon?”
 
   My eyes widened.  I mean sure, I knew, suspected, that the second bedroom would be used for that purpose, especially since the coffee table of her old apartment had been placed in that room by the movers.  But I hadn’t been in there.  That first night she’d tied me to the new bed.  The back room had remained mostly empty.  
 
   Slowly Julie rose, her hand outstretched.  I took it and she pulled me off the bed, away from Mike even as she put her cute little bare feet on the carpeted floor.  The two of us, both naked, with me clamped and still desperate, thighs glistening with wetness, walked down the hall, past the kitchen, through the dining room and up to the back bedroom door.  It was closed and Julie paused.  She waited a moment and then Mike appeared.  He too was buck naked, his cock limp. He stood behind us with this massive grin on his face.
 
   “I hope you like it, Bre,” he said, as if I were the person he had been trying to please and not Julie.  I cocked an eyebrow upward and then Julie opened the door.
 
   The lighting was dim, all of it indirect, but almost immediately the only thing I could do was gasp.  The room itself was just as big as I remembered it, essentially a second master bedroom.  The walls had been painted a dark gray in the week since I’d last been there and now there was furniture, but not the kind you would find in a Better Homes & Garden’s magazine, that’s for sure.  I stepped into the room. 
 
   The first thing I noticed was the pony.  A real wooden pony.  Julie had been given a makeshift model a few months before for a party, but that particular one was gone.  In its place stood something that shocked me.  A single, square metal post, at least four inches by four inches, bearing a hand crank, stood in the center of the room.  At the top was a metal bracket in which a wooden block had been mounted.  It wasn’t any longer than a foot and a half from front to back, the solid oak oiled and inviting.  The edges had been sanded as well, but hadn’t really been reduced and were still discernible, cutting lines.  All in all, it was a piece of art.  The big thing was that Julie could use the hand crank and raise and lower the bloody thing at a whim. Sort of like a car jack.
 
    
 
   Julie took my arm and with gentle pressure pushed me forward.  My eyes were locked on the wooden pony, ignoring the other items in the room and both Mike and Julie moved me into position.  The pony itself was low, so low in fact that it only came up mid-thigh, which wasn’t a bad thing at all.  I still had to spread my feet wide though, since the horse was cut at a solid forty-five degree angle. I could feel the wooden edges digging into my thighs.
 
   Mike spent some time securing a pair of black leather bondage cuffs onto my wrists and then lifted them up to one of the eye hooks embedded in the ceiling. A snap link chain made it impossible for me to move from the spot.  At the same time Julie knelt down, ducked under the pony, and began cranking the metal handle. I felt the wooden prism under me begin to rise and I shifted uncomfortably, even going up on tip toe as the spine of the pony rose beneath me.  For a moment I thought she was going to keep cranking changing the very definition of the torture device beneath me, but instead she stopped, leaving me struggling to stay off the edge of the pony, my toes already beginning to ache from the strain.
 
   Julie rose, her smallish breasts still bearing the marks from where my nipple clamps had been attached.  She reached out, grabbing hold of the chain dangling from my left breast, the alligator clamp, and she followed it up with her hand.  She opened the alligator clamp still hanging on my left nipple and I gasped as the blood rushed back into the crushed and chewed up tip.  She tossed the alligator away and then lifted the dangling clover clamp that still swung from the other breast.  Again, with a light tug, she followed the chain upward until she removed that clamp as well. 
 
   Her eyes glimmered. “We didn’t say hello,” Julie whispered.
 
   She began spanking my breasts, slapping my boobs back and forth with sharp hard slaps. By the fifth stroke I was gasping, turning slightly, unable to do more that prance on the pony. The sting and heat infusing my bosom merely accented the burning ache in my calves as my body struggled to remain suspended above the cutting edge of the horse.  I was slightly bent forward too, thanks to the way Mike had secured my hands to the ceiling, so both breasts dangled delicious in front of Julie like ripe grapefruit, ready to be swatted from the branch.  And swat she did. In seconds the ache of my arches and the burn of my calves was halved with distraction.
 
   My legs gave out before Julie’s hand or arm though and I lowered myself down onto the spine of her brand new pony even as she was batting my bosom back and forth from one side to the other like a tennis ball at Wimbledon.  The skin of my chest was turning a rosy shade of pink and I began to focus less on the sting and pain of her spanks and more on the fact that something agonizingly sharp was now digging into the soft petals of my sex, spreading the folds outward.  My weight mashed the thin petals of my labia between my torso and the wood and I tried to rock back and forth to alleviate the hurt.  This did nothing more than move the pain, sending a ripple of discomfort along my perineum and anus before I managed to move back forward.  Then I managed to recover my strength and after that brief, eight second rest, rose back up so that my pussy was no longer pressed tightly to the edge of the pony’s spine.
 
    
 
   Julie stepped back, taking a moment in the dim light to examine the delicate colors of my now smarting bosom.  My toes ached as my legs trembled and I looked at her with wanton need, fluids dripping down my thighs to stain the wooden block beneath me.  She reached out and began running her nails down my already sensitive chest, ending each movement with a pincers nail pinch at the tip of each breast.  Each time she did it I gasped and that movement only exacerbated the new burning in my calves.  Once more I dropped down, going flat-footed and grinding my wet, needing pussy into the edge of the pony.
 
   My hips rocked as my legs rested and my sex slid along the sharp spine.  My petals spread wide to either side of the wood and I could practically feel the bruises forming as my weight crushed my pretty flower.  Every second made my hips twitch more and more and I found myself practically humping the pony’s spine, grinding my clit into the sharp edge.  I moaned as Julie continued to torment my bosom, teasing my nipples while whispering little reminders of my servitude.
 
   “Oh I love doing this to you,” she would hiss in my ear, nails scratching at my skin until she could find a nipple to pinch sharply. I rocked and shifted, my own body the means of torment.  I felt fingers along my ankles and realized that Mike was beneath me, putting another set of leather bondage cuffs on, this time around my lower limbs.  I danced in place, trying to keep myself up off the hurting edge of the pony even as part of me wanted to mash my clit against it.
 
   Julie put her hand on my chin and forced me to look over to the side.  There was a wooden post there, approximately three and a half feet high, at least six inches thick and squared off.  At the top was a metal frame that looked like a set of stocks, but with five holes instead of three.  I could easily see where my neck would go, but why extra holes for another set of arms?  The pillar itself was also interesting.  There were a number of metal rings embedded at various points and then down near the bottom, maybe a foot and a half up, were six holes about the width of my thumb, drilled deep into the center.  These baffled me.  
 
   There was also an old friend, or enemy if you prefer.  The Full Bore machine from Kari’s dungeon, easily recognizable from its old stool type frame, the actual seat missing, was sitting in a corner, already plugged in and ready. Underneath the missing seat were two massive dildos, both of them sticking up through the frame.  In turn those dildos were mounted to a powerful motor.  Why call it the Full Bore?  Because when you turn that motor up to maximum, getting full bored in both holes is what happens.  Guess Kari didn’t feel like she needed it anymore.  And there was the coffee table; the scared old wooden tabletop, with gouges and scratches and screw holes still left in the marred surface.  That was there too.  I knew Julie was only getting started on her “dungeon”, but to be honest, I was already impressed.  
 
   “She’s ready,” Mike said, standing up to my side.  Julie grinned at him and then winked at me.  I took a sharp breath, wondering what I was ready for.  I was ready to get down. I was ready to get fucked.  I was ready for hard cock, or maybe a whipping.  The sap even.  I was ready to cum.  But evidently I was ready to go from riding a wooden pony to riding the horse.
 
    
 
   In case you don’t know the difference, the wooden pony is a torture device in which the young lady enduring said torment is forced to stand on tip toe in order to prevent the sharp edge from digging into her sex.  There is a burning ache in your calves and toes as you struggle to stay raised, followed by these moments of excruciating agony where you are forced to lower yourself deliberately down, letting the wood split your sex open, letting all your weight rest right on that delicate spot.  You move up and down, slowly at first, but eventually it becomes this wild ride that makes it look as if you’re cantering a pony, bouncing viciously in the saddle.
 
   The wooden horse is an entirely different kind of thing.  When you’re riding the horse there is no burning in your legs, no ache in your toes, no shifting from left to right trying to fight the strain and exhaustion building in your calves.  When you’re riding a wooden horse your toes don’t touch the ground, all of your weight is on your crotch, and you rock back and forth trying to find a spot between your tailbone and your clit that hasn’t already been pinched and bruised and hurt.  Oddly enough it looks like you’re humping the spine of the horse, rubbing your sex along the ridge.  If you’re lucky you can press down with your thighs, keeping some of your body’s weight off the edge.  If you are unlucky, they’ve bound your legs open, or worse: weighted them.  Julie cranked my ride upward and I felt the wooden edge bury itself hard into my sex, my toes straining to touch the ground until even that little mercy was gone.
 
   I groaned.  It hurt.  And the up and down movement I’d been practicing moved immediately into a back and forth rocking motion that ground my clit and bottom against the edge.  I might as well been fucking a sharp rock for all that it mattered to me. I was buzzing and burning with need but the pain rose and fell in waves, crashing upon my body. 
 
   “There,” Julie said, rising up to watch me writhe upon the horse. “It’s your first,” she explained.  “First pony ride in my place.  First wooden horse too.”  She bent down and picked up the clover clamps, the plier like pincers opening.  Slowly, tenderly, she let them close upon my nipples and I let out a harsh whimper.  She held out her hand and Robert handed her a small vibrator which she pressed against my clit.  The sudden intensity, the change from agony to ecstasy was too much for me and I cried out, rocking forward.  I felt hands on me, holding me, touching me, caressing me and Julie did things… 
 
   I couldn’t stop it.  I didn’t want to stop it.  I felt it roaring inside of me, the heat and hurt and sting and pain nothing but fuel for the burning.  I threw my head back, panting like a wild beast, my chest throbbing in the bite of the steel pincers.  My clit surged and then my vision blurred and went through a series of flashes, all color and heat and lightning.  My entire body went rigid as I the orgasm blasted through me, taking advantage of the torment and tease these two dominants had inflicted upon me.  Harder and faster than anything I could have accomplished on my own, I exploded with an intensity that was almost frightening.
 
   And then I was off.  Mike was lifting me up, freeing my hands, carrying me twitching out of the dungeon and back to Julie’s bedroom.  I cuddled up into his arms as I was laid into the bed, still lost in the mixture of euphoria and relief.  Julie slid in behind me and I was sandwiched between the two of them.
 
   Twenty minutes later I felt Julie’s hand slipping down my body, probing lightly between my legs.  I still ached, but I rolled slightly and spread myself, my left leg draped across hers while my right went over Mike.  I took a deep breath and smiled as I saw them looking at each other across my breasts.
 
   “I think she handled it quite well,” Julie said softly, but not to me.  Mike the Hardware Guy laughed and nodded. 
 
   “I agree.  But it will take many more rides to be sure.”
 
   “Absolutely,” Julie admitted, her fingers finding my wet spot and with light circles pressing in. I groaned.  “But as far as firsts go, it was pretty good,” she said.
 
   Mike smiled, obviously in agreement.  I let out a soft whimper as Julie’s finger slid in deep and that tiny noise changed into a gasp.
 
   “Well Breanne?  Was that a nice first?” she asked, eliciting another groan from my body as my hips began to pump.  I pressed upward, feeling her enter me all the way to the knuckle.  I put my right hand down on Mike, finding his cock, pleased to find it firm already.
 
   “Please?” I whispered. “Please?” I begged.
 
   “Please what?” Julie said, moving almost on top of me, her hand picking up the pace as she thrust a second finger into the sopping wet slit between my legs.
 
   My eyes moved to hers.
 
   “I want seconds…”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: LostLove]Lost Love
 
   “Okay, so who would you do?” Mike the Hardware Guy asked, turning his head to look at Julie. I looked upward and got a good look at his profile from an angle I have to admit wasn’t that unusual. My head has been in his lap a number of times and I’ve always admired his strong chin, the squarish masculinity of his face, his full mustache that made him look a tad bit like a cop. His fingers were lightly running through my hair, caressing my head, keeping the headache that was accompanying my cold at bay.
 
   “Any of them,” replied Julie confidently. She was sitting about a foot away from Mike. We were all on the couch and while my hips sort of occupied the space between them, one of my legs was draped high on Julie’s lap. The other was splayed wildly off the couch, the heel thumping on the floor in time with the maddening slow, but wonderfully deep thrusts of the vibrator Julie was manipulating in and out of my soaked slit. I’d already cum a half hour before, so it wasn’t like I was on edge or anything, but it did make watching the movie a bit more interesting. Julie was the kind of girl that wanted me constantly stimulated. 
 
   Mike sighed in exasperation and moved his right hand to my bare breast. His fingers teased my nipple, mostly by fiddling with the piercing and gold colored padlock that dangled from the tip. “That’s the problem with asking bi-sexuals open ended questions,” he sighed. “Who would you do first?” He amended.
 
   Julie pursed her lips and studied the screen. We were abusing her new Netflix account and despite the ratings we were nearing the end of “Horns,” a sort of comedy/horror/fantasy movie starring Daniel Radcliffe. 
 
   “Lee,” replied Julie after a moment’s thought. “I like his height.” She was referring to the character played by Max Minghella, an attractive young man with dark hair and high cheekbones. I would have done him too. Maybe even first.
 
   Mike snorted. He looked more like the second gay cop in the movie, the one with the mustache. 
 
   “And then Merrin,” Julie said, giving the vibrator between my legs a rather firm thrust before pulling it out and placing the tip against my clit. Merrin was the gorgeous, soft, redhead, played by actress Juno Temple. But she wasn’t there, laying across Mike and Julie’s laps. It was me, with a vibrator being held to my clit. I gasped, twitching, and I tried to bring a hand down between my legs. Unfortunately my hands were tied behind my back so there wasn’t really anything I could do about it.
 
   “Followed by Iggy, the blond chick Iggy screwed, Iggy’s brother, dad, and then mom.” Julie said.
 
   Mike gave Julie a suspicious look, one eyebrow up. “His mother?” He asked in disbelief.
 
   Julie’s mischievous grin was almost wicked. “I thought we were talking progression,” she said innocently. I paid her no mind, mostly because of the vibrator doing this pirouette on my clitoris. My hips were already churning and despite the fact that Iggy was reading Merrin’s love letter, explaining why she dumped him, I was just a little preoccupied. 
 
   Mike hands suddenly stopped. It took me a moment to realize it too because Julie had slipped the vibrator back into me. Her thumb was pressed against my clit, and only a glance up to his face to see his stricken expression brought the clarity of what had just happened to mind.
 
   “Julie!” I gasped, twisting off her lap before she could even catch me. The vibrator slid out viciously, but I ignored it. My knees hit the floor and despite the cold I’d been suffering through all day I stood up and moved in front of Mike. Tears poured down his face and I realized what was going on. Mike is a widower. He lost his wife about eight years ago after she died of cancer. And the girl in the movie – Merrin – a pretty redhead – pushed Iggy away, the man she loved more than life itself, because she didn’t want him going through the pain of her inheritable illness; cancer. 
 
   I felt Julie’s hands on my wrists and a moment later the clip between the leather cuffs was open and I climbed up into Mike’s lap, my arms going round him as I brought his face down to my chest. I held him there as the wounds opened and great wracking sobs shuddered through him.
 
   Julie stood there wide-eyed, unsure of what to do. She watched as I held that great bear of a man as he cried himself out. I’m used to all sorts of fluids being deposited on my breasts, but tears?  That’s pretty rare. Finally he sucked in a heavy breath and I felt his lips move against my skin, small kisses back and forth until he found my left nipple and suckled it. I reached down, my fingers finding the bulge beneath his boxers, rubbing softly and gently, but with vitality. I felt a hand on my rump and it wasn’t his and then Julie pushed in, her hand exposing Mike’s shaft, her mouth wrapping around it as surely as his lips encircled my nipple. Mike moaned beneath us and all was lost in the sexual bliss. A moment later Julie came up for air and pushed me forward. She’d placed a condom on him, readying him for me. I felt the tip of his manhood against my slit, rubbing and straining. A single tilt of my hips allowed him in and I dropped down, impaling myself on Mike’s pillar. Julie moved behind me, grabbing hold of my hands and pulling them up above my head, a makeshift pinnon as Mike leaned back and stared at my half-lidded eyes and flushed cheeks. My head spun, and not just from the Dayquil I’d downed a few hours before, or the chicken soup I’d had for dinner. He erupted a moment later, exploding violently, straining upward as behind us, on the screen Daniel Radcliffe’s character sprouted wings which burned to a crisp as he fell to the earth.
 
   I didn’t cum. Not enough energy I suppose, but after he grew limp inside me I continued to hold him. Finally he gave us both a wan smile.
 
   “Thank you,” he said quietly. He pulled me down to him and I sighed softly. 
 
   “She was wrong you know,” he said to me.
 
   I blinked and tilted up to look at him, his moist blue eyes rimmed with red. “Who was wrong?” I asked.
 
   “Merrin. She should never have driven him away like that. She should have married him and lived every moment of it.”
 
   I bit my lip. “She didn’t want to cause him more pain,” I protested, trying to explain.
 
   He nodded at me and sighed again. “I know. And it was still wrong. What she doesn’t understand is that for us, for me, the pain of losing the women we love is twice as hard when it’s because of something we did, or can’t do.”
 
   I swallowed. He wasn’t talking about Merrin. I glanced at Julie who gave me one of those “yup, huh,” looks.
 
   I put a hand on his face. I knew what he meant, though I’m not sure I can do anything about it. Or if I should. But the words spoken by the bard are immortal.
 
   “Tis better to have loved and lost, then never to have loved at all.”
 
    
 
   [bookmark: bared]Bared
 
   My phone rang and I sighed heavily, throwing down the rope.  I was out in the pen dealing with a few of our more arbitrarily contrary goats who didn’t want their vitamins.  I tugged off my heavy leather gloves and pulled out the smartphone Kari had given me a year before and suppressed a smile.  I recognized the number, slid my thumb across the screen, and said hello.
 
   “Hey darlin’,” Julie drawled in a fake west Texas slang.  She likes to tease me about being a cowgirl and for some odd reason thinks that talking like a yokel from Lubbock or Midland is the end all and be all of Texas ranching. It’s ridiculous. I only speak with a drawl when I’m drunk.
 
   I took a deep breath.  “Hi, Julie.” I glanced at my watch.  It was only ten in the morning, which meant she was at work.
 
   “How ya’ feeling?” she asked.  I shrugged, even though I knew she couldn’t see me.
 
   “As well as can be expected. The cramps haven’t started yet but I’m feeling,” I paused momentarily to think of the right word. “Peckish.”
 
   Julie laughed. “Sorry.  I know how you feel.”
 
   And she did.  All women do.  It’s just a fact of life.  None of us like it.  We all deal with it. My dad likes to tell friends a story about how he’d been sent to the drugstore to pick up some Midol for his teenage daughter.  He couldn’t find it so he had to ask this pretty, eighteen year old girl for assistance, who brightly and cheerfully showed him a large selection of various different kinds of menstrual remedies. After rattling off a few options like “cramps, extra strength, teen” and some others, my father asked in a bewildered voice, “they come in flavors?”  The associate laughed and my dad then asked “is there one called ‘extra bitchy’?”
 
   Ha ha ha. See me laughing?
 
   Men.
 
   Julie coughed lightly and then asked the question I knew was coming. “Have you gone out yet? Is it on?”
 
   She was referring to the small, butterfly shaped sex toy I had strapped around my loins that morning.  It was dark pink, almost purple, and was nestled gently against my clit, outside my panties and high enough up that my pads weren’t in the way.  There was a switch on it with three options and to be honest, I had it on the first one: off.
 
   “Um… no,” I admitted sheepishly. “To be honest, I wasn’t planning on going out today,” I muttered. There was a pause. The problem was that I’d told Julie I had errands to run the previous day.  I knew it was supposed to be on, but I just hadn’t felt like dealing with the nonstop rumble of a vibrator constantly rubbing my clitoris. And now I knew I was in trouble too. The exasperated sigh I heard on the other end of the line made that crystal clear.
 
   “Breanne,” Julie said patiently, “I’m going to presume that you’ve got a good reason for not doing what I’ve required of you. But that doesn’t excuse it.  So now you are going to be punished.”
 
   I sighed. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied dutifully.  There was no way around it.  I hadn’t exactly been expecting it, but now… now it was trouble.
 
   “So now, regardless of whether you need to or not, you will be going out. I don’t care where, provided it’s a public place and there are plenty of people.  And it will be on, full power.”
 
   I groaned audibly, but she just continued.  “Oh. And why don’t you stuff that cute ass of yours with the vibrating anal beads as well.  Full power.”
 
   “What?” I exclaimed. “Now wait a minute,” I protested.
 
   “No buts, Breanne.  If you aren’t going to follow my orders then you pay the consequences.  I understand you don’t want to vibrate all day. Fine. I get it.  So you will instead suffer through having your ass shaken, along with your clit, through one very public orgasm.”
 
   I bit my lip.  “Does the previous requirement still apply?” I asked timidly.
 
   “Oh absolutely.  And maybe that will make you think twice about disobeying me."
 
   I suppressed another shudder.
 
   “Call me to tell me how it went.  Or better yet, write it up and post it.”  Then she hung up.
 
   I put away my phone and slowly drew my gloves back on.  I snatched up the rope and yanked hard on it, the bleating goat at the end of my lasso squealing as I dragged it forward.  I plucked one of the vitamins out of my pouch and shoved it into the goat’s mouth.  Damn things are willing to eat anything but what they’re supposed to.  Arbitrarily contrary critters.  But then, so am I.
 
   ***
 
   Two hours later I climbed into my truck wincing. I was still dressed in my blue jeans but I’d traded my tee shirt and flannel for a tight halter top that left little to the imagination.  It wasn’t see through or anything, just very tight; tight enough for practically anyone to tell that I wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it, the hard points of my nipples obvious and attention grabbing. Of course anyone could also see the piercing through my right nipple, the outline of the ring and padlock that dangled from that side of my chest enough of an accessory to mark me as kinky.  
 
   I shifted uncomfortably as the eight beads of increasing size moved around in my backside.  I’d spent ten minutes on my bed kneeling, my fingers slick with grapeseed oil, pushing each individual sphere in, groaning as my ass was filled.  I’m not a fan of having things pushed into my butt and that just seems to make my rear end a target for every Matt, Lyle, and Brandon who wants my butt stuffed.  Everyone seems to want to stick things in there.  Cock. Toys. Rocks. Sticks.  Whatever else happens to be handy… It’s frustrating as hell.
 
   Of course there were worse anal toys than the vibrating beads.  Julie could have had me wear the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Plug. That thing goes in narrow and then you pump it up until it’s uncomfortably wide. And then it starts vibrating. Or the alien looking “Thrusting Anal Vibe” which not only vibrates but actually squirms inside you.  A lot.  So while I basically had the equivalent of golf balls on a string rammed up my butt, I was also cognizant that I’d gotten off easy.
 
   The big issue was where to go.  
 
   I had plenty of options.  Julie said public, with actual people walking around, which meant I couldn’t go for a walk over at Thomas Park and have myself a little private moment in the gazebo with just the risk of being seen.  I could go to the mall - there were several within driving distance - but malls tend to have security, not to mention a rather eclectic audience demographic that could be anything from uptight to ambivalent.  A bar would be a good place to sit down and have a nice orgasm, but dealing with the last little requirement of Julie’s orders would create problems with the clientele.  And I was out of commission, at least from a sexual coitus perspective.  I’ve learned that you don’t flash those kind of men the goods unless it’s okay for them to have some.
 
   So I settled back on doing what I originally planned to do. Errands.
 
   My first stop that afternoon was the hardware store and as expected I went to Mike’s place. It’s a small place in Katy that caters to people who actually need hardware, and not the kind of folks who shop routinely at those large home improvement stores. Not that there is anything wrong with those kinds of places, but I want you to understand what it’s really like. I parked the truck against the side of his place, the gravel lot dry beneath the wheels of my pickup. Then, before I even got out of the truck, I plucked the black colored controller out of my pocket, the wire disappearing into my waistband, heading toward my bottom. I thumbed the wheel clockwise and clenched tightly as the eight beads I’d stuffed in my back door began to throb, pulse, and shake. It was a difficult sensation to deal with, especially on full power.  
 
   After slipping the controller back into my pocket I swung my hips forward, trying to ignore the vibrations, and then unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans.  A deft touch of my hand added a whole new level of intensity to the torment as the butterfly vibe began its own dance, this one above the tiny stem of my clitoris.  Had you been standing there looking in the window of my truck you would have seen this pale, red haired girl almost swooning, eyes closed, mouth partially open, hunched over as she dealt with the trauma of direct sexual stimulation.
 
   I shuddered, took a deep breath, did up my jeans, and got out of the truck.  There was an audible hum permeating up from my pants and for a moment I wondered just how much horsepower was going on down there.  I may have waffled a bit, standing there in the lot, struggling to adjust to the situation, before finally summoning up the courage to actually take a step.  And when I finally did move forward, it wasn’t exactly the normal walk of a healthy, satisfied, and proper girl.  I moved like a marionette puppet operated by a motorcycle accident victim.  All jerky and hesitant, as if I were walking on egg shells.
 
   Except, you know, the egg shells were stuffed up my ass.
 
   I went into the store and immediately headed toward the aisle that had a few of the items I actually needed.  Every step seemed more difficult than the previous one and I found myself biting my lip as waves of sick pleasure seemed to flow up from between my legs.  My pussy began contracting in pulses, matching the almost incessant throbbing in my bottom.  By the time I had found the first two or three items I needed and dropped them in the small basket I was holding my hips were jerking back and forth in a hip rolling wave that made my situation not only apparent but obviously so.  Or maybe it was the expression on my face.
 
   And I wasn’t alone.  There were customers in the store.  Sure, not that many, but this one guy, dressed in jeans and a tee shirt seemed to make it a point to always be in the same aisle as me.  I tried to ignore the implications and was mostly successful thanks to the fact that I was having a hard time dealing with the vibrations.  Some fifty year old guy following me around just wasn’t that big of a deal.
 
   I was standing at a shelving unit full of thick bolts, several of which I needed to replace a few fasteners on our plow when I finally couldn’t take it.  The vibrations were just too intense, too focused on my clit and insides.  I may have been sexually empty, but my God did I need to cum!  My mouth opened in a tiny whimper as a shudder raced through me.  I froze in place, one hand pressed tightly to the bump at the front of my jeans as the wellspring of intensity blossomed and erupted like a bursting volcano, and it was only at the last second that I remembered Julie’s order.
 
   My hands came up as I turned slightly to face him, his eyes glued to my trembling body. I grabbed the bottom of the halter top and without a second’s moment of hesitation I pulled the cotton upward, baring my breasts. The tips were hard and raised, perfect points of attraction, the piercing and padlock on my right breast rising and falling with speed as the orgasm consumed me. Our eyes met and the look of stunned appreciation on his face just made me groan. My breath spurted, little intakes and exhalations that replicated the jerking movements of my libido as I blew a gasket and came.
 
   It only lasted twenty seconds.  Maybe not even that long.  We stood there in that aisle, me half naked, wearing blue jeans and boots, not even looking like the slut I am.  And then, despite the still rumbling vibrations, the orgasm ebbed and ended and I dragged the halter top down back over my boobs.
 
   It was like a spell was broken.  He stood there gaping at me and I licked my lips, breathing deeply and slowly, still overwhelmed by the euphoria of climax, I walked past him with languorous steps, our eyes locked together.  It was intercourse of a sort, a sort of shared secret, and then I was past him.  He turned to look at me. I know it.  I could feel his eyes on my still rumbling ass.
 
   I made my way to the cash register and was in the middle of paying for my purchase when Mike showed up.  He crashed to a spot when he saw me and I smiled and waved.  He followed me out the door as I headed back to my truck.
 
   “Hey.  Weren’t you going to stop and say hello?” He asked me, putting a hand on my shoulder and turning me around.  I looked up at him, my throat tight. All I wanted at that particular moment was to get back in my truck and turn off the vibrators!
 
   “I…uh…” I said intelligently and then his eyes narrowed, a quizzical look crossing his face. 
 
   “What’s that hum?” He asked, looking around.  But it only took him half a second to locate the source as he glanced down at my jeans.  He rolled his eyes and gave me a slightly amused look.
 
   “In my store? Really?”
 
   I shrugged my shoulders. “I needed a few things.”
 
   “And I didn’t even get to watch?” He demanded, spreading his hands.  Just at that moment the other man, the one who did see the show came out.  He paused momentarily, then smiled warmly at me.  As he walked past his smile was huge.
 
   “Nice tits,” he complimented me, then went past, heading to his car.
 
   
  
 

Mike gave me that look.  You know… THAT look.
 
   “I thought it was your time of the month?” He asked.
 
   I nodded. “It is.” Then I gave him a rueful shrug of the shoulder. “Julie.”  It was enough of an explanation.
 
   He cringed. “Butterfly?”
 
   “Yep. And the anal beads.  Full power,” I said, already starting to twitch again.  The vibrations against my clitoris and in my bottom were uncomfortably erotic.  Mike noticed.
 
   “What did you do to piss her off?”
 
   I took a deep breath. “I didn’t leave the farm.”
 
   “So now what?” He reached out and laid a gentle hand on my cheek.
 
   “Now I get in my truck and turn these things off before I have another orgasm and have to flash the world my tits!” I waved my hand at the nearby road and said with a little more heat than I intended.  I turned and stalked off toward my truck.  Mike followed me.  I jammed the key in the lock, but his heavy hand fell on the door and the hard tug I gave the thing only rocked him an inch.
 
   “What if I want you to stay?” He asked delicately.
 
   I bit my lip again.  The butterfly was over-sensitizing my clitoris, the packed bundle of sex laced nerves handling the direct waves of the off balance motor in its usual way.  There was discomfort, a sort of rasping tingle that built and built.  In a normal girl, this would be enough to make her go nuts, to turn off everything.  But if she were fucked up, with one or two screws loose, with some sort of psychological problem of masochistic proportions, where just a bit of that physical distress becomes arousing in its own right, then she might let out a quiet, gasping sob.
 
   I turned into Mike and wrapped my arms around him, my hips swinging forward to mash the butterfly between his meaty thigh and my clit.  I shuddered as the next wave rose up, a second orgasm threatening to swamp me.  My bottom shuddered, oscillating in time with the pulses of confused sensation coming up from my slit.  I could feel myself tightening, desperate to be filled, the discomfort of my abraded clit adding its own spice to the conflux of sensation.  I groaned, then whimpered and Mike held me as the explosion started.
 
   I writhed in his arms, pushing against him, and he let me go in surprise.  I fell back against the side of my truck, my hands coming up, grabbing hold of the halter top, my breasts bursting free.  Mike’s eyes widened and he reached out, taking hold of my boobs with both hands and kneading them.  Behind us, on the other side of the truck, the cars streamed past us.  My knees buckled and for a moment the only thing holding me up was Mike’s grip on my nipples.
 
   I let out a sigh as the wave swept past me and I pushed forward.  Mike let go and held me, his fingers caressing my naked back.
 
   “There, there.  See?  It went just fine.”  
 
   Slowly I straightened and looked up at him.  I rose up on tiptoe, gave him a kiss right on the lips, and then pulled my shirt back down.  I turned and climbed into my truck, immediately fighting with my jeans as I shoved a hand down between my legs and in relief, turned off the butterfly.  In short order the vibrating anal beads went silent too.
 
   “Was it that bad?” He asked, putting his arms on the door as I rolled down the window. I gave him a small smile.
 
   “It never is with you.”
 
   He grinned and his finger stretched out and he rubbed the slope of my breast through the halter.  “So you headed back home?”
 
   I shook my head and chuckled. “No.  I’ve got to stop at the feed store and the grocery store too.”
 
   His eyes widened slightly. “And you have to turn the beads and butterfly on whenever you aren’t driving?”
 
   I nodded.  “That’s what Julie ordered.”
 
   Mike sighed. “And if you happen to cum again? In public?”
 
   I didn’t say anything. Instead I just gave him a wicked, sinful, naughty smile.  He laughed and tapped the door.  I turned the key in the ignition and the motor started up. He took a step back.
 
   “I hope you cum again,” he said brightly. “At both stores.”
 
   I shook my head and gave him an evil, but playful glare. “You just want me exposed, my tits bared!” I accused him.
 
   He shrugged and held out his hands. “I think everyone does.  It’s what we love about you, Bre.  And it’s more than that too.  We love that you love cumming.  We want it to happen all the time, the more sadistically and violently the better.”  He waved. “Enjoy having your clit buzzed off.”
 
   I put the truck in gear. I had places to be.  Things to do.  And in all honesty… more people to flash.  Why?  Not because I needed it or wanted it.  But because that’s how I do things.  I’m arbitrarily contrary.  
 
   And bared.
 
   [bookmark: nhps6]Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #6
 
   Posted to Breanne’s Blog from a fan: Nice story - as usual, but I have to ask: are you following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #6? I can't find it on the Breanneapedia and I seem to recall you agreeing to it, yet you never mention it. Sorry, but the truth is that if you're sitting down at the computer - for anything - checking e-mail, writing, chatting, or just playing fucking solitaire, I personally want you horny as hell, wanting, and hurting. I want your chair to be a wooden horse. I want your clit clamped and fried every time you touch the keyboard. When you access your e-mail your nipples should be aching, clamped, and weighted. I want electrodes on your clit, shocking you. I want every electronic, digital moment to be one where your body is twitching and can't tell whether to scream in agony or cum violently. I know you follow the first five rules, so... are you following NHPS Rule #6? - Anonymous
 
   Hold on.  If I’m going to answer this, I need to do it properly, don’t I?  I’m still dressed in the blue jeans, tee shirt, socks, panties, and bra I’ve been wearing since early this morning, and while I admit I AM stuffed with a double dildo, with six inches of solid rubber stuck firmly in both my pussy and my ass, that is pretty much the extent of my situation.  So let me get undressed.  I know it’s what you want.  So just a moment…
 
   There.  Hope you’re satisfied. Buck naked in all my glory.  Well, except for the piercing and the gold padlock dangling from my right nipple.  And of course the double dildo.  But I’m not sure either counts as “attire” if you catch my drift.  But wait.  You wanted more, right? Discomfort?  Torment?  Pain even?  Sigh… let me get my toy box down out of the closet.  
 
   Damn this thing is heavy.  I keep adding stuff to it.  Like this… my Monster Vibrator.  Who would have thought I’d ever have a wireless, bluetooth activated vibrator that’s a foot long? And there’s my RVP - the Rotating Venus Penis. It drives me crazy. It doesn’t just vibrate. It spins inside me too, like I’m some farmer’s butterchurn. Or this thing?  Look at it!  It’s called a Thrusting Anal Vibe.  It looks like someone chopped of the Xenomorph’s penis in the movie “Aliens” and mass produced it for sick psychos who prefer me in acute discomfort.  And to think, it’s designed to go in my ass.  What the hell were these people thinking?  And these!  Clover clamps, with ridges like pliers, springs attached to weights, which are attached to bells.  Do you have any clue what it feels like to have these things hanging from your nipples?  Every step is a bounce, amplified by those awful springs. And the weights? Do you know what extra weight applied to a clover clamp actually does?  It makes the clamp tighter.  So every bounce, every step just makes those things squeeze my nipples harder.  And the bells?  That’s just cruel.  Call attention to my sexual agony, please. I don’t mind if everyone around me hears the bells and goes looking for them.  Not at all.  By all means, humiliate me.
 
   Ah. Here we are.  Alligator clamps.  Three of them.  Two small versions, connected with a chain and the larger model that’s loose.  And yes, I know where they’re supposed to go.  I can hear one of you shouting out there with the suggestion. Hold on for just a second while I get these… pinch them open… uhh.. behind the piercing, trust me… and… there. Ouch.  No matter how many times I put those things on they always feel like I’ve just let some sharp toothed critter take a bite of a spot that’s just a little sensitive. And now the other side.  The left side is always easier.  Nothing there. No piercings or padlocks or anything.  And I have lots of clamps. Not just those clover clamps either. I’ve got clothespins, and duck billed clamps, and binder clamps, and nipplebands, and tweezer clamps.  The clovers hurt the worst, followed by the clothespins, and then the alligator clamps.  But there is something about those metal toothed monsters that just look and feel amazing.  Really.  You can actually feel the teeth.
 
   Oh. Right. Sorry. Forgot.  It’s just that the jumbo alligator clamp hurts when you put it on.  It’s not like I was trying to delay or anything. And I don’t actually just attach it on my clitoris. That would be insane. Technically I put it on the clitoral hood, making sure I snag my clit at the same time.  Because you want me functioning right? Not rolling around on the floor with clenched teeth, without a sexual thought in my body? That’s what I figured. Only about a quarter of you wanted me hurting that much, so guess what? We get to do it my way.  At least for now.  Here goes…
 
   There.  Clamped.  It throbs and I’m having trouble keeping the double dildo in, especially since I’m not wearing panties now. My bottom always resists penetration and without the unique shape an anal plug has it’s tough to keep two cock-like shafts fully impaled. Too wet.  Too slick. Too hot. So I better sit down. And I know what you want. You want my legs spread wide apart. Probably through the armrests of my chair, so I can’t close my legs either. Admit it. That’s how you picture me sitting here, buck naked, my red hair down on my shoulders, tendrils down by my breasts, my legs spread to the side so that my stuffed and clamped pussy is totally exposed.  Do you have any idea how difficult it is to get in that position? I have to literally stand up in my chair and then put first one foot, then the other, through the holes beneath the armrests. Sure, it forces my legs apart, keeping me open and exposed, and God help me if someone knocks on the door, since it will take two minutes to extract myself from the chair.  But it’s what you want, so let me do my gymnastics and get in the proper position.
 
   You’re lucky I’m limber, that’s all I can say.  Have you ever tried sitting in an office chair with your legs stuck through the arm rests?  Try it.  Really.  Now imagine doing it with a set of six inch long double dildos stuck up inside you; with clamps on your clit and nipples.  That’s the sort of thing that leads to lots of typos.  And trust me… this may look good to you, but it’s taking me twice as long to write this all out.  And the first time I write a sentence it looks like this:
 
   We ahsfvret to takk abotu thow you watntn me to hurt aeeverytime I ssti down atn the comptuers.
 
   Wow.  See how bad it is?  That was actually “we have to talk about how you want me to hurt every time I sit down at the computer.”
 
   But is this how you really want me?  How did you phrase it?  At the point where my body doesn’t know if it wants to scream in agony or cum in orgasmic delight?  Well, then the double dildo isn’t going to cut it.  That just keeps me wet.  It doesn’t really drive me into… how did you put it? “Orgasmic delight?” So let me just roll backward a bit so I can reach the toybox. Don’t worry. It’s on my bed behind me. I can use my toes to push the chair. You like that right? My feet all bare and bent so that the arches are exposed?  As if I were wearing invisible high heels? I can hear a couple of you saying you wished I rubber bands on my feet so I could snap the elastic against my arches. But hey… one punishment at a time guys. And now is not the time.
 
   But we were talking about stuffing me to the brim, right? And not what some of you with sadistic foot fetishes would like to have done to my bare soles. So what to pick? Obviously I need something for the front, but what about the back? Depends, doesn’t it? I could always go for my vibroballs and the wooden triangular prism I’ve had for years. That would make my pussy quiver with intense vibration and since I’m spread so wide in the chair and unable to take my weight on my toes, I’d have to sit on that two inch prism with the wooden edge digging into my pussy and my ass and basically just hurting constantly. Is that what you want?
 
   Hey. I heard that. A bunch of you just said “THRUSTING ANAL VIBE!” Y’all are cruel. You know that? I hate having things in my ass! But while it wasn’t unanimous, I’m pretty sure that was the vote, and frankly… well… if you really want to hurt me, but also turn me on, you couldn’t do much better. So let me lube it up.  Just got to grab the jelly and...
 
   What? Stinging O?  Seriously? Damn it!  Do you know what that stuff feels like in the ass? It burns! It’s like getting figged! Ginger root! And YES. I do know what it’s like getting figged. I really don’t want to… oh… fine.  Alright! Alright! I get it!  Yes!  Fine! I’ll do it! Okay! No need to get huffy about it! But before we get all that out, what about the front? The Core Driller? My Husky Dildo? The Monster Vibe? Vibroballs? My Rotating Venus Penis? You have to make a decision. Just think it. I’ll hear you.
 
   Ah. The votes were a little more widespread but it sounded like the two loudest votes were for the Core Driller and the RVP. So let’s see. Do I go with a foot of solid rubber rammed up inside me, letting the thrusting anal vibe handle the internal vibrations? Or do we go with the RVP and overload me with pleasure?  
 
   Wow. Y’all are just cruel. You know that? Okay. Fine. Core Driller. And that means more gymnastics. Sheesh. Okay. Let me grab everything.
 
   Eewww. I know it’s supposedly sexy, but have you ever seen a double dildo pulled out? It’s not exactly a pretty thing. And before you ask, yes I will lick some of it. I don’t mind cleaning off the one that’s been in my pussy, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to suck on something that’s been in my ass. And yes, that goes for cock too. If you’ve taken me in the rear you can have a baby wipe.That’s the best you’re getting from me. Unless you want to join me in the shower.  
 
   Wow.  You know… that would be really cool!  An assignment where I go to a hotel and offer to shower with men…
 
   Wait. That’s a stupid idea. Sigh. I’d be in trouble in minutes. Oh well.
 
   I look stupid. I’m sitting here naked, with my legs spread, clamps on my clit and nipples, toes barely touching the ground, wet and hurting, with a six inch dildo in my mouth, and a somewhat slick and disgusting second dildo pressed against my throat, typing.  This… this is stupid. Done with this… yuck.
 
   Alright.  We’ve got to do the Anal Thrusting Vibe first. And that means the Stinging O; Grapeseed, pepper, and cinnamon oils. It doesn’t matter if you shake it or stir it. It still tingles and burns. Not for the faint of heart. I’m not looking forward to this. The Thrusting Vibe hurts enough as it is. We really don’t need the… what? Oh. Ok. I’ll stop bitching.  No, no… that’s okay. No. This is quite enough pain, thank you. No, no… we don’t need to go that far.  I’ll be contrite. Good even. Yes. Right now. I’m sorry. 
 
   The black rubber looks otherworldly. It’s not a pleasant thing to contemplate and the Stinging O just makes it look shiny and even more distasteful. But this is what you wanted, so I’m going to do it. I’ve got to sort of stand up and this isn’t going to be easy, what with my legs jammed in the armrests like this.  So all the way down on the right foot… there.  Now… position the Thrusting Anal Vibe… fucking controller. Always in the way. There… It’s right under me. Awkward to push it in myself. Like this, the easiest way is just to lower myself down. Damn… I can feel the tingle and burn of the Stinging O oil already. Got some on my perineum getting the Thrusting Anal Vibe in position. Burning around my bottom… can’t hold the position much longer… gonna have to drop anyway… too much strain on my leg…
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God. You owe me. I’ve never done a drop like this on the Thrusting Anal Vibe. It’s always been one of the smaller, narrower plugs. It’s tough to breathe… it hurts. But it’s in. And burning. Just like you wanted. I don’t even know how long it is. Six inches? Five? Who cares? It feels like I’ve got a yard in there. A yard of alien cock. What? The controller? No… no I haven’t turned it on yet. I’m still adjusting to the thickness, the length. You want it to start vibrating and thrusting already? Can’t I have even a moment to adjust? To prepare? To accept?
 
   Alright. No need to be like that. There. It’s on. Yes damn it. On high. It’s why I’m close to hyperventilating! Yes. My ass hurts. I hope you’re happy.  It hurts a lot and I can barely type. Yes. Thank you. I’m quite aware that you are not yet satisfied. No, I’ve got it right here on the desk. I’m looking at the damn thing right now!  It’s standing a foot tall! It’s like a miniature rocket ship. How can I possibly miss it?
 
   Ha ha… you think you’re funny over there? Yes you... that one. Sigh… all right. As if being a sexual masochist isn’t enough, you now want me to do impersonations. Alright.  Fine.  Here I go:
 
   I’m Breanne the Magician!  And for my first trick (I’m a magician not a whore), I Breanne the Magician, will make this twelve inch long, multi-stage, rocket shaped dildo, completely disappear!
 
   Now everyone look away.  Fortunately I’m already lubed.  Give me a moment… don’t peek!  Hold on… ugggggggg… there.
 
   Okay!  See!  It’s gone! Ta Da!  
 
   Alright wise guy.  Yeah you.  The one with the sense of humor.  You think you’re funny?  You know damn well where it went.  I mean hell, if you look closely, right there between my legs, you can see the base.  How much more obvious do you need?  And no… it isn’t comfortable. It’s a foot of rubber.  I can feel it bruising my cervix.  When I rock forward it aches a bit, way deep inside me.  So that’s it.  My nipples and clit are throbbing, you’ve got the Thrusting Anal Vibe in my ass, not only vibrating but also doing that weird pulsing thing as if I’m getting actually fucked from behind by an alien, and of course I’ve got the Core Driller dildo stuck inside me, while I’m sitting with my legs spread wide, in an office chair, my thighs strained, trying to keep my weight from resting too much on the base of the Core Driller, with my toes barely touching the ground.  I’m hurting, horny, and ready to talk.  Because we have something to talk about, don’t we.  And we’re ready.
 
   What? What do you mean “not enough?”  Good lord, what more can I do?  I mean, geeze.  And it’s not like I’m going to grab a candle and hot wax my…. what?  A vibrating clamp?  Well yeah. I mean I’ve got two of them, but what does that have to do with…
 
   Oh.  Uh.  Alright. *Gulp*. Yes.  I suppose I can do that.  If that’s what you really want.  No.  No, it doesn’t violate any of my limits or anything like that. It’s just that… well… attaching a vibrating clamp to my jumbo alligator clamp really changes things. I mean, there’s the throb already, but it’s going to seriously ramp up the intensity and I’m already barely hanging on as it is.  I’m not sure I’d be able to handle…
 
   Ummm… Yes. I’m sorry.  No sir, I wasn’t trying to get out of it or anything like that. No sir. Right away.  Yes sir.  I’m getting it now.  There. It’s attached, just have to turn it…
 
   ...on… and… ok.  No. I’m… okay.  I think. For a moment.  It’s so… oh god.  I’m not sure… I can… focus. Come on Bre.  Handle. Think. Focus. Forget about the… oh my God… the vibrations… they’re… from both sides… inside my bottom and on my clit.  It’s just so…
 
   What? Yes. Yes sir!  I apologize.  I’m just… I don’t know if I should scream or cum.  Yes. I had something to say.  Something about Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #6.  The rule I’m not actually following. Why?  It’s complicated.  See… I… uh… ummm… mmmmmm… oh… the rule was supposed to set me up… to be punished… tormented… whatever… every time I sit down at the… uuhhhhhhhh…. computer.  But.. uhhhh… howw do I ddo that?  I’ll dduck itno my room and just tisit down and ccheck my email and aas econd later gett up and head dout and uuhhhhhhh…. jusst… can’t… and hhalf the time I’m ccheking it on my phone and dwwhat am I… oh… oh god… what amm I suppoossed to do? ccarry clamps with me all the timee and thenn… uuhhh… oooooh…. not…. ssorry.  what was I sssa…. and… addn sensititveee there and it’s tooo … jusstt not practical...  can’t holdd off andd d dd d cccccummmmmingggggggg.
 
   And that’s why I’m not following NHPS Rule #6.  Satisfied?
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: slap]Slap
 
   Slowly I trudged up the stairs, the patter of rain striking the umbrella I held above me.  It was three flights, three very long flights and I wasn’t exactly feeling sprightly and limber.  A whole host of minor but serious aches spread through my body, most of them radiating out from one certain point.  Each step felt as if I’d been beaten repeatedly, and though those pains weren’t in my arms or legs they might as well have been.  I felt that worn out.
 
   Finally I reached Julie’s door.  I hadn’t told her I was coming over but I had a feeling she wouldn’t be surprised to see me.  It was just before nine in the evening and the clouds had made everything darker.  I knocked, finally under some cover, and I shook the water from my umbrella as I waited for her to answer.
 
   She was dressed in a short black shift of loose material held up by a pair of spaghetti straps that crossed her shoulders.  Julie is inordinately skinny.  Not like healthy skinny, but like anorexic skinny.  It’s not that she has an eating disorder.  She doesn’t.  She actually eats way more than I do.  She’s just got one of those metabolisms that leave her looking like a skeleton. I’m always worried that when I get on top of her I’m going to break a hip.  One of hers.
 
   Julie was barefoot too and I’ve got to say that while Julie is too thin, she blows the cuteness meter out of the fucking water.  She’s adorable.  Thick, dark chocolate hair, this perfect face that’s half heart and half circle, with wide eyes and this pert nose make for some compelling attraction. Julie looks at guys and even though she looks like a bundle of sticks they want her.  It’s kind of cool actually. I totally understand. I want her too.
 
   She stepped back to let me in but didn’t say anything. As the door closed behind me I grabbed hold of the bottom of the tee shirt I was wearing. It wasn’t anything special but I’d picked it specifically because it was too big.  I tugged it up over my head and both of my breasts came free of the cloth. My right nipple sported the gold hoop piercing and the small, charm-sized padlock that symbolized my submission to a mistress of the Society of the Golden Rose, a group of lesbian BDSM dominatrixes that lived in the Houston Area.  I’d worn the padlock and piercing for years, a constant weight that sometimes drove me nuts, but that evening it wasn’t even registering on my radar of complaints. No, it was the steel alligator clamp I’d clipped behind the piercing, biting into the tender and sensitive flesh of my nipple that hurt. And it wasn’t like that clamp was alone either. The tip of my left breast was in the same situation, granted without the piercing and weight. A second alligator clamp dug painfully into the tender tip, the teeth digging into the pink circle and raised bump as if I were a wildebeest at an African watering hole encountering a Nile crocodile. 
 
   I tossed the shirt to the side, which left me standing in front of Julie with nothing on but my blue denim skirt.  Now that we were inside there was a tiny humming sound that I could hear well and Julie glanced down to my hips with a slight smile. She nodded and I sighed, but my fingers found the fasteners for the skirt and a moment later it too dropped to the floor. Wrapped around my waist and thighs were a number of black Velcro straps. A small pink control pad the size of an egg was tucked into one of the straps and this in turn led to another pink colored box, this one held nestled against my very wet and tender sex, spreading the petals delicately.
 
   I called it my RVP, a rather boring acronym for a device known as the Rotating Venus Penis. It’s one of my favorite sex toys, though I’m afraid I’m a little hard on them. I’ve gone through three since my first. Let’s just say I test to destruction. I don’t think any sex toy out there is designed to endure what I put them through in a year. Still, the RVP was one of my favorites, mostly because I could barely stand it at full power. And not only did it vibrate, which was tough enough to stand, but it rotated the four inch plastic cock spinning inside me like a fucking butter churn.  Do you understand what it’s like to be a pot someone is constantly stirring?  Drives me crazy.
 
   Fortunately I’d only been ordered to have the RVP on low for most of the day, and with only one function going at a time.  That had not been easy in and of itself to handle, though I’d also been told I wasn’t allowed to have an orgasm. So… stay aroused all day, and don’t cum. It would have been tough, but it was possible.
 
   Except I also had to do Master Brandon’s assignment.
 
   I’d gotten the email that morning and it had been stamped with Julie’s approval. Evidently most of my online masters are now going straight to Julie with these assignments. It used to be that I had first say but now I’m getting these “surprise! You’re going to be sexually tortured and humiliated today!” emails that both terrify me and soak me, all at the same time. My God I’m fucked up.
 
   Master Brandon’s assignment and been called “Slap” and humiliation and arousal had been served up to me in all its gory goodness. I was to keep the RVP in all day, letting the vibrations (or rotations if I so chose) keep me wet, aroused, and constantly desperate. Okay. I could handle that. But then came the assignment part. Five times, spaced at least an hour apart, I was to edge with the RVP, both functions, on full power.
 
   Edge. With the RVP. On Full. Both vibration and rotation? Was he kidding me?
 
   Edging is not exactly a precision exercise. It involves the overloading of a woman’s sexual system, driving it forward toward the predictable orgasmic end. Of course the reason that it’s called an edge is because of the metaphor; an orgasm is like climbing a mountain and the actual climax is this huge cliff.  When you cum, you jump (or fall or get pushed) off that EDGE. It’s great when you actually get to make that jump, but when you edge, you toe that line, right there, trying not to fall (or jump) off the cliff. You get all the pressure and stress and pleasure of the sexual experience, but are left in this wet, shuddering heap of absolute longing where you can barely think because you want to cum so bad. Edging is probably the worst torture I have ever had to endure.
 
   Unless after the edge I’m required to find someone willing to deliver a minimum of ten hard slaps to my bare pussy.
 
   Ah… See the problem? It was diabolical. The edging part was just to drive me bonkers. The slaps to my open, drenched, delicate slit was the real “torture”. Master Brandon knows how to both humiliate and hurt me. The man’s a devil. So basically I’d be stimulated into heavy arousal, forced to come this close to orgasm, using a device instead of my own fingers, keep myself from cumming, then offer myself up to someone, exposing my sex for a hard slapping/spanking of my delicate bits, all in exchange for said spanker fucking me.  And if that wasn’t enough, the punishment for an unauthorized orgasm, of any kind during the day, was adding another edge to the required number. That was the extent of Master Brandon’s assignment, but then Julie added her own two bits in as well.
 
   “Breanne, if you cum three times, put your alligator clamps on.  If you cum five or more, it will be because your pussy needs more attention. Come see me tonight for extra punishment.”
 
   And there I was, right there at Julie’s place. More punishment because I’d failed. Fucked up royally. I knew I’d been setup but did that matter? Not in the least. Julie stepped forward, a look of delighted wickedness in her eyes and she lifted her hands to my breasts. The alligator clamps made it clear that my day of edging had been anything but and she gently pinched both steel vices open, letting the blood flow unrestricted back into the crushed nubs of my bosom. I grit my teeth and tensed as the throbbing agony spread through my boobs and it was everything I could do to keep from grabbing my breasts. Still, the pain faded as the teeth marks on my nipples began to lighten and by the time Julie had set the pair of clamps swinging from their cute little steel chain on the nearby end table, I was already feeling better.
 
   That’s when she hit me.
 
   Julie is a hitter. I’ve known a lot of different dominatrixes over the years, starting from my first lover and Mistress Kari, to over a dozen different women in the Society of the Golden Rose. Kari was into sensorial overload. Some mistresses like the flogger for punishment. I know one who adores the cane. One mistress I know loves her paddles. And there is even one mistress who uses electricity exclusively for correction purposes. Julie however? She’s a hitter, with her bare hand.
 
   I gasped as my entire body was rocked from the blow. She hit me right where I’d expected it; against my left breast and with enough force that my boob temporarily vacated its usual spot and tried to move next door. That left my right tit nowhere to go and it was mashed painfully out to the right side. This situation wasn’t even given time to rectify via Newtonian forces since Julie’s left hand lashed out and struck my right breast with enough force to make the left side of my chest not only return to its normal position, but go slinging out the other side as well.  I cried out and braced myself, twisting my head away as I squeezed my eyes shut, bending forward just a little so that my breasts hung downward. Julie slapped and smacked my bosom back and forth until each breast felt hot and heavy and stung like the dickens. My pussy may have been terribly sore and red under the buzzing RVP, but at that moment all I cared about was the spanking my poor breasts were getting.
 
   For good measure Julie gave me a couple of swats from both the top and bottom, just to make sure the pain was spread evenly and trying to get the color of my breasts to match the pink of the RVP between my legs, Julie took my hand and pulled me along behind her through the apartment. I knew where we were going: her dungeon.
 
   Julie had rented a two bedroom apartment at the end of her complex building.  The dungeon was probably supposed to be the master bedroom, but since both rooms had been approximately the same size she’d taken the front one. That left a back room with its own closet and bath, away from neighbors, and perfectly ready for loud, agonizing cries of sexual torment. The place had been decorated in a mixture of avant garde modernism and medieval inquisition. The wall panels were painted in varying widths and shades of gray, (Yes. I know. I didn’t do it. I’m sorry.) And the lighting is all indirect. Julie has a wooden horse, a pillar, the full bore fucking machine, and a coffee table.  And it was to this last piece of furniture that I was led.
 
   Julie worked with a quiet intensity that actually was a little frightening. I was still dealing with the throbbing heat of the breast beating she’d given me as she pulled out a number of ropes from the closet as well as the leather slings. Then she returned to me and began removing the RVP. She didn’t bother to turn it off first either, obviously wanting me to enjoy the incessant rub of the vibrations right up to the last moment. I whimpered when she tugged it free, my pussy tightening around the plastic cock that had been inside me all day, but there wasn’t anything I could do. She turned off the device, set it aside, and then gently helped me lay back down on the coffee table.
 
   It didn’t take her long to have me spread and bound, my legs pulled apart obscenely wide, my entire sex exposed. I couldn’t have closed my legs if I’d wanted to and for a moment she stood there, a leather sap in her hand, staring down at my already flushed and obviously beaten sex. Slowly she sank to her knees and lifted the sap. I admit I tensed, bracing myself, barely able to control a rushing sense of panic as she laid the little leather paddle against my folds. 
 
   “How many times did you cum?” She asked softly. “More than five?”
 
   I swallowed. I really didn’t want to answer that question. “Six, mistress,” I told her. I was being honest. Oddly enough not a single one of those orgasms had come as a result of a failed edge.  All of them had been because of what happened immediately afterward. I think that said a lot for me, not that it would make a damned bit of difference to this beauty before me.
 
   “You know the punishment, right?” She asked, rubbing the flat surface of the paddle over my already cooked clitoris.
 
   I bit my lip and closed my eyes. Finally I answered. “A trip to Tahiti?”
 
   *Crack* The sap flicked hard against my sex and my entire body went stiff in the bondage. I let out a shallow but sincere cry of pain as sparks flashed through my lower half. She left the sap against my clit as my toes curled and then she bent down, kissed my open thigh, and looked up at me again.
 
   “What is the punishment for unauthorized orgasm?”
 
   This time I wasn’t so snarky. “A sapping!” I gasped.
 
   “How many strokes per orgasm?” Julie asked sternly.
 
   “Ten!” I said frantically as I felt the sap come up off my pussy again.  My legs suddenly dipped as my knees tried to close in to protect the tender and open bits. Instead the sap landed hotly again and my entire body jerked as I tried to cope with the burning heat. Tears filled my eyes and any arousal I’d felt from the RVP buzzing against my clit was suddenly gone.
 
   Julie rubbed the paddle against my sex, which was oddly discordant to the pain. I felt a surge of wetness and shook my head, trying to deal with the fractured and mixed sensory signals I was getting. Part of me wanted another stroke. Part of me wanted another orgasm. Julie’s caress with the sap was exactly that sort of mix. It felt good, but I knew what that little paddle could do.
 
   “Tell me about it,” she said. “I want to hear every sordid, little detail.” She lifted the sap and for a second I thought she was going to deliver another stinging blow.  Instead he head came down and I felt her lips against my clitoris. I stiffened and gasped, my body replicating the same tensing motion I’d done just a moment before. Her tongue swirled and a lightning storm of pleasure flushed through me until she came back up for air and three little words.
 
   “Tell me everything.”
 
   ***
 
   I was desperate, but that’s hardly news for anyone who knows me.  “Breanne’s desperate… again” has sort of become one of those comments symbolizing the usual or mundane. Or maybe the expected. It’s like someone said “Oh, by the way - the sun’s coming up. Surprise.” So the fact that I was leaning against the wall trembling and shaking as the waves of exquisite pleasure burst through my loins isn’t exactly astonishing. Hell, even the cause of my distress was a common variable. My RVP was jammed tightly against my slit, the four inch cock inside me churning and swirling its way through my depths as the base vibrated along my petals and clitoris. It didn’t help that there was a steady parade of shoppers going by me.
 
   I’d wedged myself near the rows of shopping carts between the entrance and the exit at our local home hardware store. It was one of those big chain stores and since it was a Saturday morning there were plenty of people, even some couples, who were doing some shopping. Master Brandon had been rather specific about how I was to edge. It had to be done in a public place, but it also had to be hands free. I hated that part. It’s one thing to edge with your fingers or even a thick dildo.  It’s a whole nother experience trying to gauge your arousal using a remote control.
 
   The pink battery pack was in my hand and the two sliders were pushed up to maximum and the churning, vibrating toy inside me drove me rapidly toward the edge. I’d been tormented for four hours already, dealing with the mundane chores of ranching before I’d finally gotten the opportunity to head out and deal with the assignment. Of course the edge wasn’t the only thing I had to do and that was the diabolical part. Once I’d almost cum I had fifteen minutes to find someone willing to give my poor, abused, wanting pussy a minimum of ten, good, strong slaps.
 
   Master Brandon is evil, since basically such a time requirement practically guaranteed I’d have to do the edge right there in public as well, all without him telling me too. So I bit my lip, tried to keep relatively quiet, and fought the rising need inside me as I edged. That first one was close. The RVP is not meant for precision work and my hips continued to jerk despite the fact I’d already turned off the toy. My only solace was my outfit.  Instead of being dressed like a slut, I was wearing a decent denim skirt and a loose shirt that while clearly attractive, didn’t fall that far down on the “whore” fashion scale.  
 
   It took me a minute or two to recover my senses after my near brush with orgasmic bliss and when I finally remembered I started keeping an eye on who was leaving the store. I needed the right man and I was on a time frame. I checked my watch and tapped my fingers on a shopping cart. I knew it would be better to approach someone early, rather than late, in case he said no. If I wasn’t able to find someone the edge wouldn’t count, and I’d still need to find someone to spank my pussy.
 
   Three minutes in I saw my target; a twenty something young man in blue jeans and a tee shirt. He looked perfect and I hurried out as fast as I could considering I still had the four inch plastic cock of the RVP sloshing around inside me. It might have been off, but that didn’t change the fact I was still feeling some of the effects. I quickened my pace, caught up to him, and as I matched strides I turned, smiled, and said “hello.”
 
   His eyes brightened considerably. “Hi,” he replied slowing down slightly. My pussy really appreciated that and my grin widened.
 
   “I’m Breanne,” I said. “I was wondering if you’d help me with a little hardware problem,” I explained.  His eyes became curious and he actually paused.
 
   “Sure, what can I help you with?” He asked.
 
   I got closer to him, licking my lips.  “This is going to sound a little odd, but…” I began, my cheeks heating up. I felt the flush, the rush of embarrassment as half of me couldn’t believe I was about to say it.
 
   “I was wondering if you’d be willing to take out my sex toy, spank my pussy at least ten times, and then fuck my brains out.”
 
   There was absolute silence for about ten seconds. It took that long for my request to percolate through his brain.
 
   “Excuse me?” he stammered, clearly in disbelief. I put my hand on his arm and sidled even closer.
 
   “I’ve been a really bad girl and deserve a hard pussy spanking.  Give me a good one and you can fuck my brains out.”  It was a bit of a repeat, but you can’t really blame me for a lack of imagination when it comes to these kinds of requests. I was terrified. I was soaked. I was so fucking aroused!
 
   “Uh…” he said intelligently. He glanced around as if looking for my boyfriend or something. “Are you serious?” He asked.
 
   To answer that I took hold of his hand and casually placed it on my boob. And at the same time I cupped him. The shocked expression on his face made it clear I’d already won. His fingers dug in slightly and I smiled.
 
   “Why don’t we get in your car and you can take me someplace quiet?” I said, giving his hardening shaft another squeeze.
 
   And that was it. He was mine.
 
   The drive was short.  Evidently we couldn’t go back to his place for some reason (I didn’t pry), but we were still in Katy and I know a couple of quiet, out of the way spots were a boy and girl can have some fun.  We rolled up to this old, dilapidated barn in the middle of nowhere and I climbed out of his truck (he owned a Ford F-150 too, not a car) and giggled as I pulled him deeper into the shadows. His name was Gary and it didn’t take him very long to get my shirt off. I pushed back a bit.
 
   “What?” he exclaimed in a concerned voice. “I thought…”
 
   I laughed as I pushed my skirt down off my hips. It fell to the floor and he got a good look at the RVP.  The motor was off and I pulled it free.  I gave the four inch cock a quick, seductive, sick lick and tossed it aside. Then I stepped over to one of the support pillars of the little barn, leaned backward against it with my hips presented forward and winked.
 
   “You want to play, you’ve got to pay,” I said softly. “At least ten spanks.”
 
   “You really want me to spank you?” He asked, still disbelieving.
 
   I gave him a smoldering look. “You really want to fuck me?”
 
   He nodded. “Hell yes,” he replied.
 
   “Then you know what I need.” I spread my legs obscenely and my soft, wet, petals seemed to open for him.
 
   Gary came closer and then stood next to me.  His right hand came around my hip and he cupped my sex. I groaned, thrusting against his touch as his thumb rubbed my clit. For a moment I didn’t care about the spanks. His caress just felt too good. I moaned and whimpered and rubbed back, turning my head for the open mouthed kiss that landed on my lips. 
 
   “Are you ready?” He asked me softly between breaths.  I nodded. What else could I say?  I was so ready in every way.  He pulled his hand away from the sodden swamp between my legs and with a half-ass swing of his arm he patted my pussy. I let out a gasp, expecting something a bit heavier. My eyes snapped open.
 
   “What was that?” I demanded. He blinked in confusion and pulled his hand away from my sex.
 
   “A slap?” he told me.
 
   I shook my head. “That was a pat, Gary. I need it to sting. I need it to hurt,” I insisted.  I leaned back against him instead of the pole and reached out to grab his right hand. I put it back down on my pussy.  “Now try again please. You need to spank my pussy hard enough that you have to literally hold me up.”
 
   “But… Breanne. I really don’t want to hurt you,” he said.
 
   I sighed. “But I want you to hurt me.” I replied. “If you don’t do it right then no nookie.”
 
   He stiffened behind me and then lifted his hand. I couldn’t see his face but he moved faster this time. His hand swung out and back and when it landed on my slit, well… this time it hurt.
 
   I cried out, my knees buckling and sure enough his left arm went around me, just under my breasts, holding me up.  His hand grabbed hold of my right breast as his fingers dug into my sex, lifting me and keeping me from becoming a pile of jelly on the dirt floor of the barn. I trembled, my sex tightening on his penetrating fingers until he pulled them out and once again swung his arm.
 
   Oh my God yes.
 
   He spanked me multiple times, his swift hand falling on my sex with a steady firmness. He picked up the pace too, obviously becoming comfortable with my moans of sick pleasure and as we got to the tenth stroke, or eleventh actually he let loose with this flurry of sharp little slaps that had my legs jerking until I did manage to close my legs. The heat between my thighs was so sharp, so piercing that I just whirled in his grasp, rose up on tip toe to kiss him, and then dragged him to the ground. I was crazy. I wanted his cock so bad. I tore open his jeans, not caring about the dirt on my knees or whether or not I was getting his clothes dusty. I just wanted his cock out. And then, there it was, rising up firmly. I grabbed hold of it and stuck it in the first available hole I could find, which just happened to be my mouth. I bobbed my head up and down until Gary was groaning, my fingertips caressing his balls. At some point I found my purse nearby and grabbed a condom, putting it on him firmly and expertly.
 
   “Please! Breanne!” He gasped.
 
   I straddled him, sliding down in a single wet impalement that would have made dear old Vlad proud. My knees were in the dirt but I didn’t care. I rode Gary like a stallion, his hands on my breasts, squeezing and kneading as I threw my head back. I felt the orgasm rise inside me, the need that had started that morning and never been satisfied. Four hours of low level sexual stimulation followed by a mind-numbing edge. How the hell was I supposed to be able to stand that? And even though I knew that even one single unauthorized orgasm would render not only this spanking and fuck, and even the edge itself meaningless, I ground my hips and surrendered myself to orgasm.
 
   I came first, collapsing on his chest but he didn’t seem to mind either because he just rolled me over, staying inside me. He kicked off his jeans as I lay there in a daze and a moment later he penetrated me again, echoing my position as he straddled me. I reached up and began pinching my own nipples, arching my back, clearly on my way to orgasm number two when Gary couldn’t control himself anymore and threw his head back with a wild grunt.  His shaft pulsed inside me and I felt the spurt of the cream. I grimaced in frustration as he pumped once, twice, then went soft, leaving me in almost exactly the same place I’d been before getting my brains fucked out.
 
   Gary didn’t seem to understand my situation and was all smiles and soft words, helping me up, dusting me off, even getting a rather old towel and a bottle of water out of his truck to clean me off. It didn’t really help. The dust just left streaks. Still, I thanked him, drank a little, and then we rode quietly back to the home improvement store so I could get my truck.
 
   “So is that it?” he asked me as I climbed out. He reached across the seat and grabbed my hand.
 
   “Pretty much,” I replied. “I’m good for an occasional fling but I’m not girlfriend material,” I assured him.
 
   His eyebrow went up.  “I sort of doubt that,” he replied.  I shrugged and gave him my email address. Then I gave him a kiss on the cheek and that was that. I climbed into my truck well aware that I’d wasted almost two hours and that my five edge requirement hadn’t been reduced at all. I took a deep breath and pulled out of the lot, heading for…
 
   ***
 
   “Wait,” Julie said, the leather sap still lightly rubbing my soaked slit. “You just came? Like that? Not even trying to hold off?”
 
   I lifted my head and looked at her. She was sitting on the floor at the end of the coffee table between my outstretched legs. It was a strain to keep her in sight and instead I let my head fall back so that I was looking up at the ceiling.
 
   “Yes, that’s what I said,” I told her in exasperation. “But what did you exp…” I didn’t get a chance to finish the sentence because the leather sap went up and down with a sharp flick of her wrist and seared my entire sex. My legs jerked as my toes curled and my ass came up off the table. My mouth opened to let loose this keening wail and then the sting was replaced by the hot, wet softness of Julie’s mouth. Her tongue lapped at my clitoris and down my petals, actually driving into me. For a moment this difference was more than I could bear and there were a series of involuntary shudders that spread from my shoulders down. I whimpered and started to sink into the amazing pleasure, only to see Julie pull her head up and slam the sap back down without even a warning. I jerked again, yelping loudly.
 
   “The problem I see is that you misinterpreted the time requirements,” she said, slapping the sap hard against my clit, the leather smacking wetly. “You weren’t just supposed to find a guy within that fifteen minutes. You were supposed to get your ten plus slaps.”  She shook her head and let loose with four or five more sharp blows that burned their way all the way up my spine and into my brain. “The way I see it, you should have let him smack you in the parking lot, rather than take him to the barn.” I didn’t exactly know what to say to that, mostly because I was just a little focused on the throbbing of my scalded sex. I couldn’t keep still and then Julie was once more kissing my clitoris and slid something thick, long, and cock shaped into me. It began to buzz. I sank down into bliss, trying to catch my breath as Julie began gently but thoroughly fucking me with the vibrator.
 
   “Now.  You were saying?”
 
   ***
 
   My second edge of the morning, even if it only counted as my first, happened in the passenger seat of a heavy duty diesel tractor trailer cab. Across from me, watching with delighted eyes was a man named James whom I might have sort of accidentally on purpose bumped into at a particular truck stop just west of town. The fact that I’m adorably cute, red-haired, and was wearing a short skirt had given me an advantage and James had been more than willing to agree to the terms of my offer.
 
   I was naked, or at least as naked as I could be considering the RVP was strapped onto my lower half with Velcro straps and covered up my slit easily. James still got an eyeful of my boobs if nothing else as I moaned and whimpered, my hips jerking crazily as I sent myself spinning closer and closer to orgasm.  The windows were not only high up but also somewhat tinted so I didn’t really care about anything other than the intensity of the buzz and the churning sensation of the RVP’s cock rolling around inside me.  
 
   Just when I was on the verge though I shut it all down and froze there, lying stock-still in an effort to steady the ship, settle the waves, or whatever metaphor I was using. James still enjoyed it and as I finally took a deep, soul-settling breath, he broke the silence and complimented me on my… um… performance.
 
   “That was amazing!” He said frankly. I glanced over at him with a smile, then shook my head.
 
   “What will be amazing is if I don’t cum in a moment,” I replied ruefully. I took a deep breath and then nodded toward the little sleeper compartment behind us. “Ready for your payment?”
 
   He laughed and shook his head. “Sure thing, honey. Just climb in back and I’ll turn that little pussy of yours red!”
 
   I sat up and started taking off the RVP. It didn’t take long and I moved into the rear area of the cab and sat down on James’ bunk.  My legs hung over the edge I spread them wide as he moved between the seats and knelt.  That put his chest at about the same height as my pussy. He stared at my petals and then brought his hand up to gently pat my pussy.
 
   I giggled. “I hope that’s not the first spank,” I told him in all seriousness.
 
   He laughed too. “Oh no. I just wanted to get a feel for you first,” he explained, rubbing me softly but firmly. I bit my lip and moaned, eyes closing as more waves of exquisite pleasure rushed through me.  
 
   “Oh God,” I whispered. “Stop! It feels too good!”
 
   Never, ever say that to a man. James immediately bent forward and began to lick my clit.  His tongue lapped at my pussy and I put a hand on his head, running my fingers through his hair as he evilly brought me right back up to the point I’d been not three minutes before with the Rotating Venus Penis.  I began to gasp, my hips jerking.
 
   “James! Please!” I cried out.
 
   Evidently that got through because he pulled his face away from my clit, though it took his suckling mouth a moment longer to disengage.  The second my clitoris popped out from between his lips he lifted his hand and slapped me hard right between the legs.
 
   Pleasure. Pain. Mmmm. Owww. Again Please. Repeat. Owwww. MMMMM... G-g-g-god. 
 
   The sting of his hand was hot and it burned through me hard for about two seconds before suddenly his mouth was right back on my clit.  It felt like he was trying to suck the little nub right off my body and his tongue was doing things to me inside his mouth, a sort of naughty French kiss.  The sting and heat just melted and I grabbed hold of the bedclothes, straining to see if I could press my pussy harder into his munching mouth.
 
   For a second I managed it and then to my shock my clit was no longer surrounded by the gentle warm suckling. I blinked, trying to reconcile the sensation, when his hand again pounded my pussy into paste. I cried out and my spread legs jumped. My knees wanted to close up but I managed to keep them open, panting as the pain rushed through my groin. My hips rolled non-stop now and I was leaking copious amounts of juice.  I could feel the orgasm behind me, threatening to overwhelm me in just a moment.  I put my hands behind my back so that my weight was on them, pinning me to the sleeper cot.
 
   “Please! Hurt me! I want it!” I cried out.
 
   So he pinched me. Hard. Right on the clit.
 
   His palm slapped away my knee as it came for his face and he must have realized that my natural instinctive response would have been to close up.  I cried out, almost screaming as I rolled halfway over to the side and bucked. Pain radiated up through my loins but I was already so desperate, so far along the “I’m a super slut fuck me now” trail that even the harsh pinch didn’t really hurt. Instead it just made it harder not cum.
 
   James licked me again. This actually had the opposite effect. Had he started a blitzkrieg of spankings I think I’d have immediately popped. Instead this felt amazing, intense, and definitely arousing, but it was curved with rounded edges and left me moaning; the perfect little plateau. And when he finally did spank my pussy again, he struck twice, leaving me stiff, breathless, and aching.
 
   I tried to hold off. Really.  But James knew what he was doing and I’d already put myself in a situation where there wasn’t much I could do to stop it if that’s what James wanted. And clearly he did.  He tongued me, then spanked me, over and over, way more than ten strokes worth, until finally he drove two fingers into my slit and flicked my clitoris with his forefinger for a minute. By that point it was all over. I cried out wet, billowing need, exploding like a watermelon hit with a baseball bat.
 
   The moment I popped and went limp he was on me.  He himself put the condom on and his strong hands maneuvered my hips as I lay there in a daze, the sexual euphoria almost more than I could consciously handle. He pushed his cock in and began frantically fucking me, moving on top and pressing me down into the cot. I loved every second of it; his weight, his strength, the power of his thrusts. He actually cupped my bottom and pulled me onto his cock. It was a wonderful experience and would have driven me right over the edge if he hadn’t just kicked me off it three minutes before.
 
   As it was I was already half way up the mountain again and just beginning to feel the rumble of the sexual freight train for a third time that day when James exploded.  He stiffened inside me and I felt his cock throb. I responded by tightening down and making the appropriate noises, raking my nails across his chest. James let out a loud grunt and then sighed in relief, slumping down on top of me, then rolling to the side.
 
   “That’s the best sex I’ve ever had,” he gasped.  Both of us lay there, him naked from the waist down, me naked everywhere.  I rolled over, propping my head up on my hand. My fingers found his condom clad cock and I freed him from the filled prophylactic, tossing it away. Then I just rubbed him, lightly, stroking and caressing. I didn’t stop either. I kept doing and he looked at me in confusion.
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked, “Not that I mind. It feels amazing but…”
 
   I laughed and slid down until it was my turn to kneel on the floor and with a wicked look on my face I…”
 
   ***
 
   *CRACK*
 
   “Ow! Fuck!” I gasped, my legs jumping as Julie’s paddle smashed into my clit again. She’d pulled the vibrator out of me and set it aside. I lifted my head and gave her a vicious glare. “What the hell was that for?” I demanded.
 
   Julie rolled her eyes and began rubbing my slit with the paddle.  “It could be for a number of things, but let’s just chalk it up to you not putting the RVP back in immediately and setting one of either functions to low.
 
   “Holy Crap!” I protested. “It was in the front seat! And I was delicate.”
 
   “How delicate?” Julie asked, punctuating her question with another firm, solid stroke of the sap to my petals.
 
   I let out a harsh hissing sound and had to actually think about letting my toes uncurl. It didn’t help that Julie started sucking on my clit.
 
   “Yes,” I panted. “That delicate.”
 
   Julie came up for air and slapped my clit again with the leather sap.  I trembled, trying to handle the dichotomy of her torment and torture.  “What I really want to know,” she asked a moment later. “Is if you came again with James.” She lifted the paddle up and I knew that my next answer would either result in another blistering stroke or exquisite pleasure.
 
   “No,” I gasped. “Please! No! I just gave him a blowjob!” I half shrieked.
 
   “Why?” Julie asked. The leather sap touched me again, but not with a slap. She just rubbed the wet leather up and down my sex, sending little sparks of refined bliss straight into me.
 
   “He was… he was sweet,” I manage to reply.
 
   “Uh huh. He was a nice guy. I get that. So after you’d already given him a show, let him spank and eat your pussy, then fuck your brains out, you blew him, then put the RVP back in?”
 
   I nodded, trying not to moan. “Yes, then I got dressed!”
 
   Julie let out a little laugh and then pulled the sap away from my clit, putting it down.  I let out an explosive breath of relief as she got up and padded in her bare feet over to the closet.
 
   “You know what I think?” she called out as she began rummaging through the collection of toys I knew she kept in there. I didn’t bother to respond. It would have been pointless. Julie has never had a problem telling me what she thought - about anything.
 
   “I think you show a distinct lack of respect for the orders of your mistresses and masters,” Julie said.  She came out of the closet with something behind her back and she returned to her position at the end of the coffee table, right between my open thighs. Her fingers touched my petals and then I felt something latch on to my swollen labia. I lifted my head and glanced down. There was a tight pressure and I saw a small black clamp swinging from the left side of my sex. Julie plucked another clamp up from the floor and added it just below the first. I groaned as she put on four more, leaving three on each side of my sex. Then she laced a simple cord through the outside of the clamps on my left, pulled my petals outward, and tied the end of the string to my big toe.  She did the same on the other side. I suddenly realized that any more leg swinging, knee jerking, or toe curling moments were going to have some tense repercussions.
 
   Then I saw something thin and whippy fly through the air. I only had about a microsecond for my eyes to identify the crop before my clit sent a similar signal of identification, but it was more tactile. I let out a hard screech and my legs jerked, my toes curled, and my knees bent inward.  This of course made the string, already taut between toe and labia, pulled tightly.
 
   Ow.
 
   Julie didn’t hit me again. Maybe because I let out a choked sob.
 
   Or maybe it was something else.
 
   “So obviously you’d already cum twice when you weren’t supposed to,” she said softly, resting her hand on my thigh, running her fingers lightly up and down my leg from knee to crotch. I twitched. “Okay. So you blew James, put the RVP back in, turned it on, and from there? Did you edge again and just decide to say fuck it, I’m gonna cum again? Or did you actually try to be a good girl?”
 
   I collected my thoughts. I wasn’t sure what to say, or how to say it.  What would make her strike me?  What would spare me?  I heard the snap of a bottle and then a warm droplet of oil landed on my exposed clitoris. I felt her finger touch me and she began rubbing, so gentle and delicately that the fear of being hurt melted away. My eyelids fluttered as I sucked in another draught of air.
 
   And I told her.
 
   ***
 
   “Damn!” he said as I turned my ass toward him, a wicked look in my eye. “You are a bad girl, aren’t you?”
 
   “Good girls just go to heaven,” I replied, quoting one of my parent’s favorite songs from Meatloaf. “But bad girls go anywhere.”
 
   I was bent over a large and beautifully made wooden desk that looked to be about eighty years old. It wasn’t so much an antique as a really well made piece of furniture, the kind you never see in a shop anymore. Today furniture makers just mold some sawdust and glue together and form some vaguely rectangular shapes, pre-drill screw holes, dump all the pieces into a box and give you an instruction pamphlet with stick figures waving tools around to sort of lead you in the right direction for putting it all together. This desk was solid, oak probably, and it didn’t move an inch as I put a good portion of my weight down on it.
 
   A heavy leather blotter also sat on the desk, as did an ancient computer.  Granted, I don’t think the computer was as old as the desk, but ancient certainly describes it. It had a big, clunky monitor about fifteen inches wide and while I couldn’t see the CPU on the floor nearby, the dot matrix printer on the filing cabinet next to the desk didn’t give me a lot of hope.  
 
   Dot Matrix.  Where do you even buy paper for those things?
 
   Ivan was sitting on the office chair behind me, which he’d rolled far enough away from the desk to give me more than enough room.  My RVP, which I’d pulled away from my tender and incredibly soaked sex just a moment before, was lying in a puddle on the desktop. I hate to say this, but the puddle was definitely my fault.
 
   I wasn’t the only one wet though. Ivan’s cock was out, hard and ready and I’d given it a very thorough coating with spit during my edge. Sucking cock while edging isn’t a very good idea, but I didn’t know that at the time and while I’d come crazily close to cumming, I’d managed to hold off by the skin of my teeth. Ivan had clearly appreciated it though and I knew that the only reason he hadn’t already grabbed me by the waist and planted my cute little ass in his lap was because of what I’d asked, begged him really, to do to me.
 
   “Are you ready then?” he asked me, leaning forward and cupping my sex in his right hand. I moaned, closing my eyes as I felt the warmth of his fingers touching me. Part of me wanted him in there, right that second. The other part wanted the spanking.  So I guess I was half-satisfied. There was none of that pussy-footing around with Ivan. He didn’t take his time, or spread out the blows in between tormenting licks of his tongue against my clitoris.  No, he just cupped my sex and then wham, wham, wham, wham, brought his hand up hard and fast, spanking my entire crotch with a big, beefy hand. The first few blows literally lifted me up onto tip toe. The ones after that actually got me airborne. Ivan’s hand was firm and strong and before I managed to count to two I was gritting my teeth and trying not to fall over just from being knocked off balance.
 
   My heels went up as my body rose. The arches of my feet were taut and exposed as I went up, my flip flops electing to stay on the ground floor. I’ve endured many different kinds of spanks before but this, this was hard, full throttle blows that had they been delivered with a fist would have knocked me halfway to the moon. The sound of Ivan’s hand, curved to cup my entire sex, smacking hard between my legs sounded more like a piece of cardboard hitting the ground than the crack I’d come to expect. And he didn’t stop at ten either. He knew that was a minimum and he kept at his until I was having trouble breathing, could barely support my upper half, and finally let my knees buckle.
 
   He drew me backward into his lap in a single pull, moving his hand from between my legs to my hip. As I fell down I felt the rigid bar of his cock. It struck slightly off-side but a simple squirm in the right direction got things moving again and a second later I was giving him one of those lap dances that most places consider highly illegal. His hands came up to cup my breasts, squeezing and pinching my left nipple, and teasing and tugging on the padlock dangling from my right side. I rocked violently, thrusting my hips back and forth, my legs spread ridiculously wide to either side of his massive knees. 
 
   Ivan reached around me, his left hand going down and for a second he found my clit. I shuddered, trembling, but then he let up again and moved his hand back to my breast. The pace quickened and then suddenly I was again rising up into the air, my feet not even touching the ground.  He’d literally just stood up with me impaled upon his beam, took two steps, and put me right back down on the desk, face down, my ass still pressed against his hips, the edge digging into the soft spot along my midriff. Evidently the difference in pressure, or angle, or something was what he needed because he put a hand on the back of my neck as he pumped himself hard from behind me. His other palm struck my bottom with a hard, sharp slap. 
 
   I’ve had sex a zillion different ways, but I never, not once, felt like I was in the middle of flood, being pummeled from different directions by logs and boulders, constantly threatened with losing my footing. Ivan didn’t just screw my brains out. He fucked all of me, all at once. I just held on for the ride. It was as energetic as riding a galloping horse while at the same time falling out of the saddle and getting trampled. Ivan let out a wild howl, reached down and grabbed my left leg and hauled it up, practically tearing me in half. My right leg, which supposedly was the one I was now standing on, didn’t even touch the ground. It was like a porn shoot gone haywire and I just hung on and waited for the rollercoaster to come to a stop. 
 
   Ivan suddenly let me go, pulling out rapidly. My vision swam as he twirled me around and suddenly he grabbed my entire head and just jammed me down on his shaft. I gagged, struggling to get my legs underneath me. I reached up and grabbed his wrists, but that was nothing. He began pounding his cock into my open mouth with wild grunts. I wasn’t giving him a blow job. Far from it. It was just trying to keep my teeth and tongue out of the way while he skullfucked me. For a moment, I just hoped I wouldn’t need to schedule a visit to the dentist.
 
   Ughh... skullfucking. Yuck. Okay sure, don’t get me wrong, occasionally it’s good not to be in control, but when the man you’ve got in your mouth is like eight inches long, stands a good six foot four above sea level, and can bench press small cars and nympho humiliation pain sluts at exactly the same time, there isn’t much you can do about it. Just as I felt like I was going to pass out from a lack of air he suddenly erupted, spurting so much cream into my mouth that I couldn’t even start to swallow it all. I choked and spat some back out as Ivan collapsed back into his chair with a satisfied grin on his face.
 
   “What’s a matter girlie? Can’t take a man’s spunk?”
 
   I sat there on the floor of the little office, all sorts of dripping fluids around me as I struggled to collect myself.  My pussy ached, both from the pounding it had just received as well as from the fact that I hadn’t had an orgasm. It had just been too raw. Too energetic. My throat was sore and my jaw felt like I’d just tried to swallow a couple of those massive JawBreaker gumballs. I looked up at him, still coughing.  Slowly I got to my knees, then all fours, finally finding the strength and emotional steadiness to climb to my feet.  One of my flip flops had fallen off and the entire inside was coated with jism that I had spilled from my mouth. I just stood there, dumbfounded for a moment, staring down at the pink, slimy foam. 
 
   A rough hand grabbed me around the waist and Ivan hauled me over to his seat. I thought he was going to fuck me again, but instead he just bent down, grabbed hold of my RVP, which had also fallen on the floor, and without a word of warning, jammed it back into my slit. Fortunately my pussy was still on the “Ivan size” setting so the RVP’s four inch cock meant nothing. I braced myself on his shoulders as he secured the thing back in place with the straps. Then, as if I had nothing better to do, he grabbed the controller and turned the RVP on.
 
   Both functions. To high.
 
   I reached for the remote but Ivan laughed and pulled it out of my reach, then wrapped an arm around me.  “Now, now! I came! You should too!” he said evilly.
 
   I shook my head. “Please! Ivan! No! You don’t understand!” I whispered, my pussy already contracting tightly around the churning, whirling sensation in my sex.  Ivan responded by pawing at my breasts, squeezing my right boob tight while snagging both my hands with his large grip. Locked in his embrace, with no way out the RVP rattled and swirled inside me. There was nothing I could do. Surely Julie would understand that, right?  Surely I wouldn’t be blamed! Surely…
 
   ***
 
   *Crack*
 
   My right foot kicked out hard, the string on my big toe jerking and the three small clamps attached along one side of my slit snapped free. Of course this hurt like the dickens, but still not quite as much as the crop did slashing down to bite into my clitoris. I let out a sharp little scream and lifted my head.
 
   “Owww!” I yelped.
 
   Julie looked at me with an innocent expression. “You should have known,” she replied simply.
 
   “KNOWN? KNOWN WHAT?” 
 
   She snapped the crop down again, the tiny rectangle of leather on the end hitting me squarely on the little swollen nub at the top of my slit. I squealed, trying to close my thighs but the bondage ropes and slings holding my legs open made it impossible. I watched through tear filled eyes as Julie rose. To my sudden astonishment the black silk shift she was wearing didn’t come with her and when she moved around me she was beautifully and completely naked. She put the end of the crop on my hip and dragged it up my body toward my left breast.
 
   “You should have known that you were still responsible for that orgasm. Clearly you didn’t explain your situation to Ivan properly. The idea, Breanne, is for you to be honest and forthright with your lovers, so that you are completely and properly humiliated by explaining your circumstances to them.” The crop found my nipple and she flicked the cane-like whip up and down once, leaving a bright little red mark across my breast. I let out a tiny wail as she continued to circle me, dragging the crop up to the hollow of my throat and then down to my right nipple.  
 
   “As far as I’m concerned, that third edge didn’t count either.”  Julie shook her head. “This doesn’t seem to be going very well for you. Did you just cum on every single edge?” She lifted the crop again and whacked my right nipple. The padlock hanging from the hoop piercing jerked as I let out a shrill hiss through clenched teeth.  “As far as I’m concerned, you’ve screwed up every single one of these. I’m almost frightened to hear the rest.”  The crop trailed down my right side to my hip, then out along my leg.  She got to my foot, my right foot and held the edge of the whip against my instep. I gasped as the stinging sensation shot up my leg, straight to my pussy which tightened in cute little spasms.
 
   “I’m thinking we’re going to have to set up an intensely humiliating assignment for you, one with absolutely no sexual exposure. Hmmm?  How about I stuff your ass with your vibrating anal beads, put you in a sexy dress, and then take you to an upscale bar. Then I’ll require you to introduce yourself to every man there by taking his hand, slipping it between your legs, rubbing his fingers against your clit while you explain that you’re a naughty sex slut?”
 
   That idea was not one I liked the sound of, but my pussy sure as hell thought it was a great idea. I trembled as Julie made her way around me just a bit farther.  
 
   “The way I see it, you’ve been terribly naughty and deserve the punishment.”  Then she swung at my other bare foot. The tip of the crop didn’t even come close to me, but the flexible length caught me nicely, effectively becoming a cane and voila! I jerked so hard that my left foot, which isn’t even the one she hit, ripped the other three clamps off my pussy.
 
   Ow.
 
   I laid there trembling, crooning out this warbling moan. Julie put the little rectangle of leather on my leg, my inner thigh, and trailed it up to my clit. She just let it rest there a moment.
 
   “And that bit about being a bad girl?” Julie asked me. I tried to formulate an answer, but then Julie gave my clit another blistering little blow and my entire body squirmed. I cried out and she began tapping my clit with these fast, sharp little strokes until everything from my navel to my bottom burned.  Then to cap it off she hit my thigh, there on my left leg, two, then three times, finishing off with another firm cane-like stroke to my left foot.
 
   The sound that left my throat wouldn’t have confused anyone. It hurt. The blistering heat of the crop left me wounded. I expected that pain to continue except instead of hitting me again she picked up the vibrator and slid it into my depths with a single smooth thrust and began rapidly jerking it in and out. Suddenly the pain turned into something else, my brain unable to tell the difference between the lingering discomfort and the relentless pleasure of the hand fucking she was giving me. Her mouth came down and her tongue began lapping at my clit and she kept going until the sounds coming from me didn’t resemble anything like pain. 
 
   “And next?” Julie asked between one long, soft lick and another. “Where did you cum next?”
 
    
 
   ***
 
   “John! This isn’t exactly what I had in mind,” I said, staring up at the ceiling. I was lying horizontal on his bed, on my back, my wrists locked in a pair of handcuffs. Unfortunately my hands were behind me and John had been kind enough to shove a thin pillow between my wrists and my back. My ankles were individually wrapped with rope, then drawn upward and outward so that each bare little foot was even with my ears but two feet away from my head. The ropes were tied to the corner posts of John’s headboard leaving me bent in half, legs spread, my hot and slippery slit disturbingly exposed.
 
   After escaping my last lover (he let me go,) I’d turned off the RVP and driven slowly back toward Katy feeling kind of depressed. It was already three o’clock in the afternoon and I was no closer to finishing my required five edges than I’d been at nine in the morning. In addition I felt… used.  Not used like abused, but used, like a firehose might feel after being forced to pump thirty thousand gallons of highly pressurized water out its nozzle. That sort of used.
 
   I didn’t know where to go either. Sure, I could have gone to the mall but I was getting tired of kneeling in bathrooms or being fucked across the hard surface of a desk. I wanted something soft. Something comfortable. In other words, I let my subconscious drive and since no one had said that I had to approach strangers for this little shindig, I wasn’t terribly surprised when I pulled up in front of John’s place.
 
   I met John one day while he’d been walking his dog in Thomas Park and I’d been… well… doing pretty much what I’m still doing all these years later. We’d hit it off despite a thirty year age differential. John was just this side of sixty then and now he was over that ridge and he’d weathered the years well. A triple divorcee, he’d managed to survive multiple alimony settlements and was living comfortably, retired. He still owned a dog, a collie named Charles, and for the most part John was an easy standby when I needed someone safe, local, and just a tad bit sadistic for help.
 
   Usually when I’m going to show up I text or call, just in case he’s holding another one of his football watching and poker parties.  Those are pretty intense. I’d spent the last Super Bowl at his place and I’m not sure whether it was me serving snacks and drinks naked or the “let’s BDSM Breanne Poker Tournament” afterward that I enjoyed the most.  Still, I didn’t want to intrude.  When he answered the door he was in his usual khaki shorts, barefoot, and wearing a nice polo shirt that went with his silver hair. 
 
   “Well, well, well.  Isn’t this a pleasant surprise?” He said, stepping back to let me in. “I hope you’re here for some physically demeaning task requiring me to punish you, then cum violently on your tits or in your ass?”
 
   I blushed and looked down as I slipped off my own flip flops. One still had sticky cum in it.  “Sorta,” I admitted. I glanced around and didn’t see anyone. “I’m not disturbing you?”
 
   He laughed and wrapped an arm around me, escorting me into his living room. “Hardly. You interrupted a movie, and let me tell you, it wasn’t that good of a movie!”  Sure enough the television was on, frozen on a black and white clip of Elizabeth Taylor looking way prettier than me, her mouth half open. A half-drunk bottle of Bud Lite was on the side table and there looked like the remnants of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on a left-over plate on the coffee table.
 
   “Beer and peanut butter?” I asked incredulously. That is not a good mix.
 
   “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it,” he assured me, crossing his hands over his chest.  “So what’s the assignment?”
 
   I sighed and threw myself down on his couch, sort of relieved to be able to talk about it. “I have to edge with the RVP, then find someone to give me a minimum of ten spanks to my pussy.”
 
   He blinked. “That’s it?”
 
   I nodded. “That’s it.”
 
   “Seems a little simple.”
 
   I made one of those faces that made it clear I might have been sorta leaving something out. “And I’m not supposed to cum.”
 
   “Do I get a reward for spanking your clit?” he asked curiously.
 
   I nodded. “You can fuck my brains out.”
 
   “That seems a bit counterintuitive. I mean you edge, then get a pussy spanking, followed by me fucking you. Isn’t it likely that such a progression would drive you right over?”
 
   I gave him a knowing look, one eye half squinting.
 
   He laughed. “I see. Damned if you do and damned if you don’t. And how many times have you edged today?”
 
   “Uhhh….” I gave him a sheepish look. “Three so far? But they technically don’t count because I did accidentally cum each time.”
 
   “Right,” he said. “I presume that means you’ve earned three punishments. And how many edges to go?”
 
   “Counting you?” I asked, sitting up and peeling off my shirt. I tossed the material to the side and the glint of silver flashed on my nipples. John stiffened and uncrossed his arms. 
 
   “Ouch! Alligator clamps! And yes, counting me.” He replied. His eyes focused on the two toothed clamps I had dangling from each breast. The saw like jaws were dug in deep and the chain that connected them was draped across my belly.
 
   “Five,” I admitted.  He pointed to the two silver clamps connected by the chain which were dangling from my hardened tips.
 
   “And those are there because?”
 
   I bit my lip. “I came when I wasn’t supposed to,” I said it sheepishly.  He laughed.
 
   “Well, that’s not so bad.  Okay, so where do you want to edge?” 
 
   I leaned back again. “Somewhere soft?” I meant the couch but John clearly had other ideas. He reached out his hand and pulled me to my feet.
 
   “Then come with me.”
 
   The steel handcuffs were not exactly comfortable and I don’t recommend the real things for sexual fun. Still they did keep me restrained with my hands behind my back. And after he tied my feet up above my head, my legs straight and my back curved, I didn’t even have to worry about cutting off the circulation to my hands.  Of course this left my entire crotch wide open, my pussy only covered by the RVP, which was quietly humming.
 
   “You ready?” John asked, holding the remote.
 
   “I don’t like this,” I whined. “I should be holding the remote,” I insisted.
 
   John chuckled and lay down across the end of the bed, his head on a pillow, his face only a foot away from my exposed loins. He patted the RVP, which of course translated those impacts directly into me. I could hear the squelching wetness as my pussy tried to throttle the RVP’s plastic cock. He turned the RVP on and the vibrations increased dramatically and I felt the probe start the internal agitation that I knew would quickly take me into spastic orgasmic delight. I didn’t like being out of…
 
   Oh wait a moment. Yes I did.
 
   I stiffened, my toes curling as my hips rolled, even in the delicate and pretzel like position I was bound in. John continued to play with the controller, changing the setting here and there, taking note of my physical responses. At some point he pulled down his boxers and laid his stiff cock in my cuffed hand. I couldn’t do much, but I rubbed him anyway as I slowly went mad.
 
   Ten minutes? Maybe twenty? It couldn’t really have been longer.  He brought me up and then down again rapidly and finally I felt the pressure build to a crescendo that had me pleading with him. The edge was right there, the pleasure of the RVP combining with the steel alligator clamps on my nipples. As I slid to the edge I realized I personally had no way to stop myself.  It was like someone threw oil on the stones. I spun wildly, gasping and crying out and begged him to turn it off.  
 
   Have you ever watched Star Wars: The Empire Strikes Back?  Remember the scene at the Hoth Base where Han Solo has just fixed something on the Millennium Falcon and he tells Chewbacca, his co-pilot, to test it?  Then whatever it is catches fire and Han screams “Turn it off! Turn it off! Turn it off!” in this high pitched voice?
 
   Yeah. That was me. Begging John to turn off the RVP.
 
   To his credit he did turn it down and I suppose he was trying, for like the third time, to bring me back a bit before allowing me to suffer the final indignity of orgasm. Or perhaps he just really didn’t fucking care. Either is a possibility. All I know is that I spun off the side of that cliff, cumming like a virgin girl in a Sapphic orgy, all light and brilliance, and exquisite majesty. My toes curled and I trembled as I experienced my fourth orgasm of the day. Euphoric bliss left me dazed and barely responsive as he turned off the RVP and began undoing the straps holding it to my swollen, sopping wet pussy.
 
   A wicked smile of sexual rapture was left on my face as I drifted off into that relaxed bliss. At least until John began spanking my sex.  They were wet, full handed, slightly curved strokes that were almost pats but still definitely spanks. I tensed. I gasped. I tightened. John’s hand sped up, striking just a bit harder, flattening my petals, spreading the juices of my last explosion across my flesh. Each smack sounded louder, wetter, thicker and the building ache became a steam bath, roasting me. Then to my shock, he stuck the forefinger of his left hand deep into my slit, swirling it around just like the RVP, only to pull it out, move it down an inch, and ram it into my ass all the way down to the knuckle.
 
   Oh yeah. And he continued to spank me. My toes curled and I squealed as the very different sensation spluttered through me. I tightened around him, clenching as my clitoris seemed to swell. 
 
   “John!” I cried out. “Please! Please!”
 
   “Please what?” he asked.  His voice was tense and excited.
 
   “PLEASE STOP!”
 
   And he did. Immediately. The second I asked he stopped. I struggled to breathe, my folded body rippling as the pain faded. He tugged his finger out of my bottom and I let out a whimpering groan. A few moments passed in silence and then I felt his hands caressing me, along my thighs, the backs of my legs, up my calves and right to the bottoms of my feet.  Then he went back down and I felt his weight shift on the bed.
 
   “Sorry Bre. Sometimes I forget even you have limits,” he apologized. He picked up the RVP and slid it gently back into my sex, strapping it in. Actually, I was impressed he could do it upside down, though I suppose it wasn’t actually that complicated. Once the toy was in me he picked up the controller. I felt the vibration function activate and instantly I contracted, squeezing the four inch long plastic cock inside me. But then John turned on the rotation function as well. Neither action was set to high, but the intensity of it, right after the spanking. My God, it might as well have been his tongue. He kept me at low for about ten minutes, then gently worked me back to the highest setting. And while he did that his hands continued to touch me, caressing me everywhere; my breasts where he tugged on the clamps with light pulls, to the bottoms of my feet where he used that maddening single finger along my soles to make me twitch.
 
   Eventually I felt it again, the need to orgasm and I opened my mouth in a long, low moan before pleading once again. “Please John! Let me control it! I don’t want to cum again!” I whispered.
 
   He laughed and ran his finger along my bottom again, his nail teasing my brown button. “Of course you want to cum again, Bre. The problem is you’re scared to.” He pushed and I gasped as his finger went in to the first knuckle. But then I felt him place the controller to the RVP into my cuffed hands right below my ass. Unfortunately he began drawing his finger in and out, thrusting it just deep enough into my ass to drive me nuts.
 
   I’m not a big fan of things in my bottom, but holy crap… a single finger, inserted up to just the first knuckle, super lubricated? Talk about an insane sexual intensifier for me. My God… what does this mean? Am I starting to like anal?
 
   Hold that thought. I’m not going to even go there at this point. And to be honest at the time I didn’t even think those kind of thoughts. I was struggling with the RVP. This was my chance to make things right. If I could get close and then shut it off… well that would be a start. Right? I’d like to say that I worked myself right to the edge but that would be a lie. I did get within spitting distance and the orgasm that was building was definitely real, but I was so scared of falling off the edge, especially getting finger fucked in the ass like that and recognizing how amazing it felt, that I turned off the RVP probably a minute before I should have.
 
   “You don’t seem that close,” John observed skeptically as the RVP went silent. For a frightened second he seemed like he was going to take the controller away from me and turn it on. So I acted a bit more stressed. Instead he pulled his hand out of my rear end, got his cuff keys, and unlocked my hands. That was wonderful actually. He removed the RVP and tossed it aside, the Velcro straps nothing. Then came the spanking.
 
   Unlike the first set of slaps he’d delivered to my sex, these were fast, mid-level, lightning strikes. I cried out, twitching and around the fifth or sixth stroke my hands flashed to protect my groin. He seemed to be expecting it and managed to snag my fingers with one hand, keeping me out of the way as his other palm lashed down. Ten, maybe fifteen strokes later I was half twisted on the bed, my feet still tied to the headboard, but I’d twisted on the sheets, almost turned sideways. A bit more and I’d have managed to be face down with my legs crossed painfully. But then John stopped and rose up. His fingers found the knots to the foot ties and I unfolded like a newspaper. It didn’t take much after that for me to groan and find a more appetizing position, letting my muscles relax.
 
   John maneuvered himself around using his knees and hands to position me. I was sort of out of it, conscious but too wrapped up in what had happened to me to really think straight. I ached, badly, in all sorts of places and when I realized he was on top of me and that I was feeling the head of his cock bumping against my swollen, spanked petals, it was too late to object. Not that I wanted to. Real sex was probably the one thing I would have agreed to at that particular moment over anything.
 
   For a man in his late fifties, possibly early sixties, John certainly still knows his way around a woman. He didn’t just take me, pleasing himself. He slid in carefully, slowly, with long, slow, gentle strokes that only barely pushed on me. He supported himself with his arms, staring at my body, his mouth coming down to kiss at my shoulders and ear. At one point he used one hand to free my left nipple from the alligator clamps, which of course elicited a scream from me, but then his mouth came down, suckling the bitten tip and my cries of pain turned to whimpers of sweet relief. He picked up the pace and my entire body quickened.
 
   He played me. The RVP, the spanking, all of it. He held himself back, using his stamina to make sure I had no choice. I felt the urge, the need, the spark of it building and building.
 
   “Please, John!” I gasped. “Please cum quickly. I’m not sure how much longer I can hold off!” I begged.
 
   He just laughed, his mouth at my ear. “Breanne, my sweet, darling girl. Didn’t you know that it is the man who should hold off, letting his woman have the first orgasm?”
 
   I groaned as he picked up the pace, but it was clear he was still firmly in control. I began to tremble beneath him and tried to think of disgusting things like mucking out stalls or cleaning baby bottoms.  Anything. It didn’t work. The pleasure he inflicted on me was too strong, especially in the wake of all the other things I’d had done to me.
 
   Then he removed the alligator clamp on my right nipple and the pain shot through my breast. I cried out arching and it was like a dam bursting. My toes curled again as he ground his hips into mine, the roughness of his hair against my clitoris, his long throbbing cock jackhammering me into the mattress.  I arched my back, my fingers clenched into fists. I lifted my hands above my head and he grabbed my wrists, holding me down as he fucked me. I could see the stress in his face, the tension and I suddenly started laughing. It was too much. The thought of him having a heart attack on top of me like this ran through my brain. The giggles turned to cries and then to one long, heartrending wail that tightened me around him. He let go of my wrists, or maybe I tore away from him because suddenly his weight was totally on me and I grabbed hold of him in an embrace so tight that we were practically one. He continued to pump as I shook and trembled and let the orgasm roll through me.
 
   I don’t do things by halves, do I?
 
   I opened like a flower, my limbs losing anything remotely resembling energy and laid there like a limp noodle. John pumped, his own motions more intense for about another minute and then he yanked himself out, white cream spurting across my belly. He let out a satisfied moan and collapsed on top of me.
 
   We showered. I was covered in perspiration, cum, pussy juice, more cum and frankly I just needed it. It was a quiet, peaceful cleansing, though I did wash him and suck him back into a semi-rigid state. He patted me on the head and told me that he didn’t have the stamina for a second round so quick anymore. I glared at him.
 
   “Yes you do. You just need the right sort of stimulation,” I said, still playing with his cock. It was covered in soap and my hand was caressing him.
 
   John chuckled. “I’d like to think so, but really at this point, it wouldn’t be as satisfactory as what I had with you thirty minutes ago.”  He shook his head. “I’m not sixteen anymore, Breanne.”
 
   I shrugged. “Age is all in the mind, still rubbing him.”  He actually reached down and took my hand, pulling it away.
 
   “And elsewhere,” he replied.  Then he turned his back on me. I didn’t know what else to do so I washed his back, then wrapped my arms around him.  “Where were you forty years ago?” he muttered.
 
   I blinked. “Um, unborn?”
 
   He laughed. “It wasn’t a literal question, Bre.  It’s just I wished I’d been able to meet you when I was young.”
 
   I grabbed his shoulders and turned him around. There was a soft smile on my face. “At least you got to meet me, right?” I went up on tip toe and kissed him. It was a long kiss. A sweet kiss.
 
   Finally we broke it and he gave me a smile. “You ready?” He asked. I nodded. It was getting close to dinner time, if not already past it and I still had five edges to do. We climbed out of the shower, I got my hair dried and combed and then John reappeared with the RVP. He’d washed it and even put a little of the sex oil he had on the glistening tip.
 
   “You ready for this?” He asked, a naughty grin on his face.
 
   I laughed but it was a rueful one and put a leg up on the counter. My sex was still pretty red from all the spankings I’d gotten, but I was relatively undamaged. Just a little tender. John went down on one knee as if he were proposing, and then slipped the RVP into my sex. I sighed, groaning and then he was strapping it in. I closed my eyes, just breathing as he finished binding it around my loins.  Then he picked up the controller, set the vibration function to low, and tucked it into one of the straps.
 
   “You know, I haven’t screwed up a single edge today except the one where I wasn’t the one edging,” I told him as the first soft waves of pleasure spread up from my petals and clit. The RVP’s vibrations were so feathery against my petals. 
 
   “You haven’t?” He asked in surprise. I shook my head.
 
   “The orgasms have all come afterwards, during the sex part.”
 
   He climbed back to his feet slowly and leaned against the counter as I put my leg down and wiggled my hips, setting the straps in place. Already there was a pulsing coming from my pussy that was only tangentially being created by the RVP.
 
   “So what does this tell you?” He asked, crossing his arms.
 
   I rolled my eyes and let out a laugh. “That I’m incorrigible?” 
 
   “Well, yes.  But maybe it’s more about nature.”
 
   I looked up at him as I began to fix my makeup. I wasn’t wearing much; just eyeshadow and liner. I don’t wear lipstick because I don’t think it tastes good and kissing men and getting red grease all over them sucks.
 
   “My nature?”
 
   John sighed.  “Breanne, I’ve met a lot of women over the years. I’ve had three marriages even. You are a very unique woman. You’re warm, playful, giving, filled with this spark of both daring and adventure, but most of all, you have this overwhelming desire to please. It’s infectious. When we get our hands on you, knowing that you are this perfect little sex doll, totally willing to do just about anything we want, it’s really hard to keep from wanting to return a little of that pleasure.
 
   I blinked. I wasn’t sure where John was going.
 
   He sighed and took a step forward. “Breanne, if I told you, right now, to go into the living room and pick up the vibrator on the coffee table and masturbate with it, would you do it?”
 
   I hesitated, wondering if this was a trick question.  “Well, I’d be a little miffed with you because you know that I’m not supposed to be…”
 
   He held up his hand. “Answer the question.”
 
   “Yes,” I said.
 
   John nodded. “Turn and face me,” he said.  I did.  “Put your hands behind your head and spread your legs.”
 
   I complied.
 
   “Wider. Spread them wide.”
 
   I put my feet out as far as I could and maintain my balance. He plucked the RVP controller from its spot on my straps and turned on the rotation function. I whimpered as the probe began to seethe inside me. Then John picked up the alligator clamps from where I’d dumped them on the vanity before the shower. I let out a gasp and then he was lifting the chain up, the two steel toothed vices dangling from the ends.  
 
   “You agree to submit even when you know you’ll be punished for it. You’re only a smartass when you’re looking for more torment. You are willful, arrogant, obnoxious even sometimes, and all it does to us, those of us that know you, is makes us love you even more. You are the most amazing woman I’ve ever met. You are unreal.” He placed the first clamp on my left nipple, far back from the tip. I winced and groaned as the pain started. Then he slid his hands across to my right breast. He took hold of the padlock and pulled outward. My nipple stretched and he set the second alligator clamp behind my piercing. I let out a soft cry.
 
   “Now, get dressed. You’ve got five more edges to accomplish.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
   “Really? He said that?” Julie asked. Her right hand was still slowly moving in and out of my pussy, the thick dildo doing amazing things to the insides of my sex. My clit was wet and hungry, mostly because she’d spent the majority of my little explanation sucking on it like it were a straw. Julie’s mouth was wet.
 
   I nodded. My body tingled and I couldn’t keep still. Mostly it was a carnal thing, my hips rolling with these slinking, prurient movements, but my breathing was strained as well and my throbbing nipples were certainly not being left out. I was just a little shocked about how close I was to another orgasm. Julie had me worked up to a fever pitch and it wouldn’t take her very much to knock me off the edge. Especially because she was still pumping the dildo, steady, long, slow and measured thrusts that went idiotically deep and felt like I was be fucked by a … uh...
 
   “Stop fucking me like a giant turtle,” I whined.
 
   The dildo stopped moving. “What?” Julie said with a bark of laughter.
 
   “You’re driving me crazy!” I hissed, my bare feet kicking a little since my legs were still suspended in the air.  “I’m on edge, Julie! And you’re deliberately keeping me right there!”
 
   The dildo started to move again, no faster than before and with the same, full depth penetration that left me moaning, jerking my hips in a hopeless attempt to get some sort of traction. “Of course I’m driving you crazy.  It’s what I do.” She suddenly pushed the dildo in horribly fast, which was exactly what I wanted.  
 
   “IN!” she cheered, a ridiculous grin on her face. Then nothing happened. The dildo stayed buried deep, unmoving. Five seconds. Ten seconds. I squirmed. I whined. I began to moan, shaking. Every part of me suddenly looked like I’d stuck a penny into a light socket. She let me stay like that almost thirty seconds, then yanked the dildo completely away from sex, leaving a gaping, empty hole.
 
   “OUT!” she declared happily.
 
   I struggled to cope. Nothing happened for a moment. Another five seconds. Then ten. Then twenty and then she bent down and gave my pussy a single, long, creeping lick that ended with a gentle suckling of my clitoris. I gasped, straining with every fiber of my being. This went on for another half minute as my blood pressure shot through the roof and then her mouth came up. I felt the dildo against my pussy and she began pushing it in. Not fast. Not even slow. It was laggard, almost snail-like, opening me wide but with a pressure that left me so desperate, so wanting that for a split-second, I hated her.
 
   “Oh my God! PLEASE JULIE!” I practically screamed. My body shook with need.
 
   “Innnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn,” she groaned. It took another minute but then I was once more stuffed. She lifted a hand and began running a finger up and down the sole of my right foot, making me twitch. It didn’t tickle, but it was so close that it was everything I could do to not jerk wildly.
 
   “Now, you were done at John’s right? The clamps were on, you’d already gotten dressed, and you knew you were coming over here. But you didn’t get to my place until eight. So unless you took an unusually long time to have dinner, you stopped somewhere, didn’t you?”
 
   My breath came out in a rush. “Yes! Yes I did! Please!” I begged.
 
   “Please let me cum! Oh God! Please Julie! Please! I’m sorry!”
 
   Her eyebrows arched up. “Sorry?  What in God’s name for?”
 
   I felt the dildo begin to slide out of me, crawling, creeping, so goddamn slow! “For cumming! I didn’t mean to!”
 
   Julie’s peal of laughter was exquisite. She finished with a single word, “Out” and the dildo popped free.  I moaned, shaking my head, the small towel she’d tucked under my skull to cushion it from the wood of the coffee table sliding. I heard her shift and then there was this tight gasp from her. I lifted my head, eyes wide and I looked at the expression of delight on her face, of sexual satisfaction. She was moving, up and down, as if...
 
   “Are you… are you fucking my dildo?” I demanded, my own sexual frustration giving my voice a sharp edge.
 
   She gave me this lazy look and her right arm was moving languidly back and forth. She was, damn it. She’d taken the dildo out of me and just pushed it right up into her own pussy!
 
   “So where were you for the two hours between my place and John’s?” She asked, masturbating right there between my spread and bound legs.
 
   “Julie!” 
 
   The sap came up sharp and hard and smacked my clitoris with a bite and bark that made me yelp.
 
   “Answer the question. Did you really try to edge one more time?”
 
   I let out a desperate sob and turned my head. Tears filled my eyes and they were only partly from the pain of the sap stroke. The other part was from the boiling of my blood. God I needed to cum!
 
   “Yes. I edged again,” I choked out.
 
   Julie grinned. “Thought so.  Tell me about it and I’ll decide if your punishment is over.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was rainy and dark outside when I emerged from John’s bungalow style home and climbed into my truck. The RVP was on, though I’d turned off the rotation function, leaving just the steady thrum of the vibrator to match the throbbing of my nipples. The alligator clamps seemed to move with every breath, but I knew that was just because I’d had them on for so much of the afternoon. 
 
   I’d asked John if he wanted to come to dinner with me but he declined, stating that if he spent more than another hour around me he’d want to fuck and torture me again. Honestly, I would have been okay with that but he had some sort of chivalrous attitude where he felt that screwing around too much with my assignment would make him unlikely to receive another visit. I kinda doubted that. Julie had been very supportive of my interaction with John and had even asked to meet him. I hadn’t actually arranged that yet, but I knew it would only be a matter of time.
 
   In general I felt good. I’d had five orgasms since that morning and despite the sore and tender spot between my legs, and the sparks of pain that came up from the tips of each breast, I was doing alright. The odd thing was that I was feeling needy again, like there was a faint stirring of hunger just beneath the surface. Of course that might have been real hunger, so I turned my truck down the road looking for a place to get a bite to eat.
 
   I’m not a picky person, but I have to eat out often enough with a seven year old little girl that my first menu requirement is “no playground.” So I decided to go someplace else; one of my favorite Italian places that hands out free breadsticks. Trust me. Those things are delicious. I don’t eat there every week or even a workhorse like me would be putting on the pounds, but they certainly fill you up. Grab some chicken parmigiana and dinner is perfect. I didn’t even turn off the RVP as I drove over there, so by the time I’d finished going through the line and waiting for my meal, my pussy was doing the tango with RVP and I could feel a very fresh set of trickles starting down my thighs.
 
   This made it difficult to eat. I’d just selected a spot in the middle of the restaurant and dug in, hoping to finish up and get going, since I knew I’d need to both edge and find someone to spank me. The trick, I decided, was not to offer them sex. That was what was getting me into trouble. The intense sexual fuck after getting edged and spanked was driving me over the cliff. What I needed was some other motivation. A blowjob? An ass fuck? I sighed. My problem is I don’t like half-measures. Asking someone for something as specific as a hand spanking to my pussy isn’t that easy. I wanted to get exactly what I needed and offering to let them fuck my brains out is usually a sure-fire way to get cooperation. I suppose it could have been worse. So I tried to think of a solution to my problem while I chewed and chilled, my hips still grinding away lightly underneath the table.
 
   That’s when I noticed the audience. It was oblique, and he wasn’t making it obvious that he was watching me. Forty something, with thinning hair, a thick beer belly, and a huge plate of lasagna in front of him. He’d sat down right after me and I just hadn’t paid him any thought. But as I measured up the angles I suddenly realized that he placed himself in the one chair that might just accidentally get a glimpse of something if I were being just a little relaxed.  Were I to open my legs, even just a little…
 
   I sighed. As a redhead, I’m used to attention regardless of what I’m wearing. As a twenty something year old, I’m even used to hungry looks.  I’m cute, not pretty, but combined with the scarlet locks, a body worked lean by lots of farm work, and on certain occasions (like this one) a tendency to wear clothing that might attract even more attention, and well… I’m used to being a sex object.
 
   And… they say that temptation leans on the doorbell and that opportunity only knocks once. I’m not quite so sure about it because opportunity for me seems to come by fairly frequently, like a John at a brothel. Still, I could hardly turn my nose up at such a perfect fortuity. So while pretending to fiddle with my phone, all while eating another bite, I turned, just a little.
 
    
 
   It was a simple shift, looking incredibly natural, but I could tell that he was instantly aware of it. His nostrils flared and his eyes drilled into the shadow underneath my skirt. The blue denim wrapped around my ass wasn’t very long, mid-thigh at best and sitting down made it slide up even further.  It wasn’t much of a challenge to slide a bit, revealing another inch or two of white creamy thigh.  I glanced around the restaurant.  There were only five other people in the place eating and both were couples, one with a kid. None of them were close and none of them were at the right angle to see anything.
 
   So with my right hand I reached down, spread my legs wide apart, and pulled the RVP controller out from the strap on my right hip. Well that certainly got his attention. I wasn’t sure what he could actually see. Shadows are great things, but I know the pink controller was certainly out in the dim light under the table.  The vibrations were on but I turned them up, hearing and feeling the intensity of the sexual oscillation increase. Then it was just a matter of slowly turning up the rotation function. The synthetic cock inside me eddied in my waters and suddenly dinner got way more interesting.
 
   In general I’m not a fan of edging in a public place like that. It’s too risky. Management tends to disapprove of “when Harry met Sally” scenarios whether faked or real and my own nature makes these kinds of public displays even more tense because I’m damned close to running like a frightened monkey. The fight or flight feelings gets very strong and since I’m much more predisposed to flight you can imagine the sort of pressure I’m under. And of course one of the reasons that all of my masters and mistresses are so prone to put me in exactly this sort of situation is because those feelings just make my orgasms twice as strong.
 
   I didn’t make eye contact and instead focused on not making a scene. This meant trying not to roll my hips, or take deep, heavy breaths, or moan loudly. The only movement I allowed myself was tightening my sex around the RVP’s probe and the involuntary thrust of my loins. I deliberately moved my leg a fraction of an inch, then with my left hand grabbed the material of my skirt and began to pull it up.
 
   I risked a glance. Dinner was forgotten. His eyes were wide and he was openly staring. I pulled a bit more and from the curiosity written on his face I could tell he could see the RVP. He wanted to know what it was. Why was this big blocky thing obscuring his view of my pussy? I twitched my leg open a bit more. Waves of exquisite pleasure rolled through me, each crest spiced with the terror that I might be discovered by someone other than my intended victim.  Um… target.  Uh… voyeur.
 
   I was doing damned good, just on the verge of cumming, my finger poised to turn off the vibration and rotation functions of the RVP, when a voice immediately to my right said quite clearly, “Hi! Would you like a breadstick?”
 
   I jumped like a frightened rabbit, dropping the RVP controller which clattered against the chair.  The girl next to me, dressed in the little red apron and everything looked down, eyes curious. I scrambled and grabbed hold of it, making little noises as I leaned over. I snatched it up off the ground and silenced it, suddenly aware just how much noise the damned thing was making.  My pussy was doing this fluttering dance and I looked up at the girl and nodded.
 
   “Yes,” I stammered. “Yes please!”
 
   She either didn’t put it together or decided she just didn’t care. “Sure. How many?” Her tongs were out.
 
   “One. Just one please,” I managed to say.  She put a breadstick on my plate and moved off with a smile.
 
   I looked back at my audience. He was laughing. Quietly of course, but laughing nonetheless.  On the flip side, I’d avoided the orgasm, edged properly and was now completely ready. I picked up the breadstick, opened my mouth, looked right at the man across from me, and deep-throated the thin loaf.
 
   His jaw dropped.  I did two quick, very obvious blow-job like sucks, and then with the bread still three-quarters of the way down my throat, I met his gaze, pointed at him with my other hand, and curled my finger.  There is not a man in the world who would have resisted me at that moment and he was no different. He gave me a shocked look.  Glanced down at his plate, and then decided he wanted dessert.
 
   Yahoo.
 
   He put everything on his tray and quickly picked it up. Ten seconds later he pulled the chair across from out and sat down.
 
   “That was quite a show,” he said with a smile.
 
   “That was the teaser,” I replied, taking the breadstick out of my mouth.  Though just for fun, I bit the end off.
 
   He winced but then laughed. “I see. And what’s the movie like?”
 
   I looked up at the ceiling with a grin. “Oh, it’s dark and sultry, and makes Fifty Shades of Gray look like small potatoes.”
 
   “Really? Seems like it might be rated R,” he replied lightly.
 
   I laughed. “Oh no. This one won’t be showing at the AMC.”
 
   “NC-17?” he asked, fishing.
 
   I shook my head and took another bite of breadstick. It was delicious. “This one is definitely X rated,” I said. “With warnings about extremism.”
 
   He took a deep breath. “I see.  Sounds like a movie I’d like to see.”
 
   I shook my head. “Sorry, it’s not ready for viewing. I’m still looking for an actor.”
 
   “You’re filming?” He suddenly asked, worried.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “No dummy. That was a metaphor. You were the one who started the movie thing!” I whispered. I leaned closer.  “I just edged and I’m really, really bothered. Take me somewhere close where you can spank my pussy with your bare hand and I’ll make that teaser your reality.”
 
   He blinked. “A pussy spanking? That’s it?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Why me?” he asked.  “You’re what, twenty-three? Twenty-four?  Why on earth would you want a guy like me?  You’re a damned cute redhead. There are about a thousand guys who are in better shape than me who you could be…”
 
   I grabbed his hand. “Because you were here, watching me, now.”  I shook my head and squeezed. “You aren’t Mr. Right. But you are Mr. Right Now.  So just smile, accept it, and let’s go somewhere.”
 
   And that was that.
 
   His name was Monty and he was forty-eight and a product representative for a medical device manufacturer on his regular Houston route. He literally had a hotel just down the road and I felt like a two dollar whore walking beside him as we entered through the lobby. A minute or two later we were in his private room, a queen sized bed waiting and it was right then I knew I was doomed.
 
   Monty sat down in a chair and watched as I stripteased for him. I wasn’t wearing much. Flip flops, skirt and shirt, and of course the RVP. He seemed especially taken with the alligator clamps and was shocked when I insisted on getting out his cock before the spanking. He was even more appreciative when I began the blowjob before he even touched me.
 
   Monty wasn’t in the best of shape but he was clean and respectful. In fact, he was too respectful. While I did some of my best moves on him in that chair, he kept his hands down at his sides. Classic stripclub etiquette. I had to physically grab his wrists and drag them up to my body before he got actively involved with touching me. I let him tug on the chain between my clamped boobs and that got him even harder.  Then when I knew he was putty in my hands, I pulled him up from his chair, and dragged him to the foot of the bed.
 
   “Stand there,” I told him, then rolled onto the end of the bed with my head hanging off the edge, looking up at his balls. I pulled my feet up underneath me and grabbed hold of my ankles, spreading myself open.
 
   “Now, spank my pussy while I worship your cock,” I begged him.
 
   Monty grinned. The height was just about perfect. He only had to squat a tiny little bit.  He leaned over me and I opened my mouth, taking his entire hard length deep. I gagged a little as he braced himself with one hand by my left hip, his right hand raised.  Then he let his open palm fall, smacking me firmly, solidly, but still softly on my groin.
 
   I didn’t even whimper and I would have protested if I hadn’t had five inches of cock in my mouth. Instead I just hummed and I tried to say “harder” but I’m not sure that was even understandable. Still, he spanked me again, thrusting at the same time and his second stroke was a bit more powerful. Still, it wasn’t even close to the kind of spanking I’d get at the hands of Julie, much less any of my other lovers I’d serviced that day. So I hummed again and let him do it.
 
   We were on maybe the twelfth or thirteenth spank, none of which were seriously causing me any kind of actual discomfort, when he exploded in my mouth. I wasn’t ready for it and I gagged and spluttered and got some up my nose.  He cried out in shock and stumbled back as I spat and twisted, trying to clear my air passages and I shook my head violently as I cleared my sinuses.  
 
   “Oh God! I’m sorry! I just… I wasn’t ready! And I haven’t had any I didn’t…” he stammered, looking at my eyes. The expression on his face was absolutely terrible. He was horrified. Frightened even.
 
   I smiled warmly. “Monty, get a grip,” I said, climbing upright off the bed. I went straight to him and took his hand. He was shocked when I pushed him over to the chair.
 
   “What are you doing?” He stuttered a moment later after I stripped off the condom, sank to my knees and began kissing his limp shaft.
 
   “Getting you ready,” I said as I licked his tip.
 
   “Ready?” he said in disbelief.
 
   I nodded and went down on him, suckling his shaft. I’m good at making men hard again. It takes patience and skill and just a bit of time, but even a guy like Monty can get it up. I used to milk guys for fun and while age certainly becomes an issue eventually, I’m good. Very good.  And besides, it was only seven fifteen or so.
 
   But what was really fun was the conversation.
 
   “Now Monty,” I said, punctuating my sentence with a quick, bob of my head before lapping once at the tip of his cock. “Those spanks were sweet and nice,” I stroked his balls and did another full draw down his shaft. “But I need something harder.  If I get you stiff again, are you willing to spank me for real? I need it to hurt. Really hurt.”
 
   Our eyes met as I licked along the side of his shaft.  He nodded.
 
   “Yes. I didn’t realize you wanted it that firm,” he said. “I’ve never done anything like this. Ever.”
 
   I laughed and rubbed his shaft.  “Wait here a moment,” I said. I stood up, hurried to the bathroom, naked of course, and returned with the complimentary lotion. I put a huge glob on my palm and began giving him the handjob of a lifetime. There are practiced movements. The unending plunge. Jiggling the dial. Spinning edges. Base to tip. Finger circle. Flowing water. Hell, I should do an instruction video one of these days.
 
   Fifteen minutes later we were both ready. This time I just laid back on the bed, arms above my head, my knees bent and my legs wide apart. He stood there at the foot, then knelt down, his face inches from my wet slit. He raised his hand. 
 
   “You are absolutely sure?” he asked again.
 
   I glanced up at him. “Hit me hard enough and I’ll let you fuck me,” I assured him.
 
   And so he hit me.
 
   I’ve had worse. I’ve had a lot worse.  I’ve had better too. Depends on your perspective I guess.  What I knew was that his hand barely stung. I gave him a serious look.
 
   “Monty, harder please.” I said to him.
 
   His next spank upped the ante, but only but a thin margin.
 
   “Monty! I said harder!” I urged him, my entire body tense.
 
   “I am hitting you harder!” he said in frustration. I sat up suddenly, swung my legs down around him, reached down and grabbed his cock and then gave him a spank on the ass that made him yelp and fall away from me.
 
   “Shit!” he exclaimed. “What the hell!” 
 
   “Did that hurt?” I demanded.
 
   “Fuck yeah!” he said angrily.
 
   I smiled suddenly and laid back down, spreading my legs again.  “Well what ya gonna do about it?” I said smoothly. I put my hands above my head and twined my wrists, feeling very smug. Monty came up off the floor, stared down at me with a hard look, then brought his right hand up and slammed it into my pussy.
 
   Finally.
 
   I cried out, my legs jerking, but the whimpering moan I emitted right afterward made it clear to Monty that he’d finally done something right. I kept my legs parted and he smacked me again, finally comfortable with the force needed. I yelped, my bottom coming up off the bed. Heat blossomed between my legs, lanced with a sharp sting and it felt amazing. I bucked and panted and nodded eagerly at him. He raised his hand again and slapped my slit, the sound of wetness and skin creating a delicious crackling sound. 
 
   “More, please!” I begged him.
 
   Monty got it. He ran his hands down my open thighs, waiting for the right moment, then spanked me. His fingers dug into my petals. His palm opened me wide. The force of his hand bruised me. I’d gone from the worst, to the absolute best hand spanking I’d been given all day. Ivan had been too rough. John had me bound up like a pretzel. James had been fast, more focused on getting to the fucking. Gary hadn’t really wanted to hurt me.
 
   But to Monty, this pale skinned, balding, middle-aged man who was about seventy pounds overweight, did the best. Finally in his comfort zone he spanked me between the legs until I let out a choked sob, my loins on fire. 
 
   “PLEASE MONTY! FUCK ME!” I half-screamed.
 
   And he did. His cock was hard as a rock and he plunged it into the swollen, soaked, salmon-flushed gash between my legs like we were meant to be together. He pinned me to the mattress, grunting and heaving, his heavy body pressing me down. It was tough to breathe, tough to move and I wriggled beneath him as he put his mouth on mine and kissed me. He tasted of good Italian food and garlic. I wrapped my arms around him, then my legs. A flood of amazing sensation burst through me as he thrust his hips against mine, his shaft digging deep. The sensitivity he’d created by spanking me worked exactly like Master Brandon and Julie had hoped, setting me up. And had he not cum just forty minutes before, I might have outlasted him. But I was too charged. Too needy.
 
   When Monty came a second time, he gasped and rolled off me. Together we lay on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. I could feel the juices still leaking out of me and I felt like I’d been smashed into a roadway and then driven over. It was an amazing feeling. Slowly I sat up and looked down at the man’s exhausted face.
 
   “You okay?” I asked gently.
 
   “Oh my God,” he said softly.
 
   “Breanne. My name is Breanne,” I assured him.
 
   “Goddess Breanne,” he murmured. I giggled.
 
   I bent down and kissed him. He responded to that. But when I came up for air he gave me this incredulous look.
 
   “I can’t believe this just happened,” he admitted.  “I mean, look at me. I’m a fat guy selling medical equipment. Why on earth did you choose me?”
 
   I ran a finger down over his chest and to his belly as I propped my head up on my other arm.  “It’s not about your weight, but I’d like you to lose some before I see you again.”
 
   He blinked. “What?”
 
   I gave him an honest look. “Monty, every time you come to Houston I want to see you.”
 
   “But… but you said Mr. Right NOW,” he stammered.
 
   I nodded. “I know, but now that now is then, you’ve become Mr. Right More Frequently.”
 
   “More… Frequently.”
 
   “Yep. My new pet project,” I said. I stood up. “How much do you weigh?” I asked.
 
   “Uh, two eighty?” he guessed.
 
   I smiled. “And when will you be back in Houston?” I asked.
 
   He blinked, obviously lost in thought. “Uh… July?” he guessed.
 
   I walked over to the nightstand, grabbed a complimentary pen and notepad and quickly jotted down a few things. I tore it off and handed it to him as he sat up. His cock was very small at that point. Guess I’d taken a few things out of him.
 
   “You… you’re giving me your number?”
 
   “And email address. I want you to lose at least five pounds between now and July.  If you do, then what we did this evening will seem like a thirty minute television show compared to the movie we’ll have that night.”
 
   He stared at me. “Oh my God.”
 
   “What’s the matter?” I asked. He started to cry and that really shocked me. I went right to him, wrapped my arms around him, and pressed his face to my breast. “Monty! Monty! Please! Please don’t cry!”  He wrapped his arms around me and held me, just letting it all out. 
 
   “You are… the… most… amazing… “The rest of his words were lost, pressed against my nipple. I ran my hand along his head and held him. I felt him shudder and then the tension drained out of his shoulders.
 
   Yeah. Yeah I am.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   “So that’s it,” Julie said softly.  She was sitting along the side of the coffee table, a glass of red wine in her hand. I was still bound open and was feeling just a little punked. There was a massive clock on the wall, more to torture me than for any practical purpose, but I’d been bound and tortured for almost three hours. It was just a little shy of midnight and I’d been up since five that morning.
 
   Julie was tapped too. Her right leg was propped up but her left knee was splayed outward and if I tilted my head and lifted it up just right I could see downward enough. She was still stuffed with the massive dildo she’d been using on me and I’d watched her masturbate herself during my last little narrative, the part with Monty. Julie had really let it rip, making all sorts of creative noises, jamming the massive purple probe in as deep as it would go. There were some very interesting fluids leaking out of her little slit and I resisted the urge to ask her to let me lick them up.
 
   She took a deep, shuddering breath and finally climbed to her feet. For a moment I worried she was going to spank me again or something, but instead she knew we were finished. She undid the leather slings under my knees and for the first time in hours let my legs close. My hands came next and she pulled me up. It took me a moment to get my balance and I stumbled off to the bathroom in order to take care of a few normal, but less erotic things. I emerged ten minutes later feeling vaguely human.  
 
   Julie was out in the kitchen and handed me a glass of water. I drank it down gratefully then looked at her.  Both of us were naked, just hanging under the florescent lights.
 
   “Well?” I asked her.
 
   “Well what?” Julie said, finishing off her wine and setting the glass down.
 
   “Is that it? No more punishments?”
 
   Her eyebrow went up. “Why? Do you want more?”
 
   I snorted. “Right now? Not really.”
 
   She shrugged. “Well I’m sated. Are you?”
 
   I thought about it.  Honestly, I probably could have cum again. Julie had me keyed up pretty hard there for a bit at the end and there hadn’t been any release, but I’m a big girl and an edge like that, well… I can handle it.  Besides, how long would it take to send me off?
 
   “I could cum again, but just because you did that to me there at the end,” I told her honestly.  “But I think I’d rather just go to bed and sleep.”
 
   Julie nodded with a smile, took my hand, and pulled me into the bathroom. We brushed our teeth, (I keep an extra brush there), combed our hair, and then we climbed into bed together. Naked and soft and still, Julie and I spooned, her weightless arm around my middle. She was out in seconds and I settled down, happy, tingling, sore and satisfied. It had been a tough, long, but ultimately satisfying day. I knew I’d wake up in the arms of Julie the next morning, or more likely with her tongue doing some amazing things to me. Julie is like that. She like early morning sex.  Me? I drifted off to sleep with Ivan hands above me, with John’s wicked eyes staring down at me. Gary’s timid strokes touched me. James drove me along while it was Monty’s tears that made me wet.
 
   Awesome?  
 
   Well.  Yeah.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: context]Context
 
   The problem was context. I stood there in front of the cash register, my face flushed crimson, my selected items combining with my attire to leave an impression that was, admittedly in this instance, totally accurate.
 
   "Nice shirt," Dorbin commented. That was the clerk's name. His name tag said so.
 
   Me? I blushed even more, the redness creeping down my chest. I'd been told to wear my peasant blouse, which was a bit of a misnomer since it only partially resembled that particular style of clothing. Sort of like how a Shetland pony resembles a quarter horse. To me my shirt looked more like a set of partially see-thru drapes you hang across the top of a window called a valance and is designed to hide the curtain rack the sheers are hanging from. My shirt, which didn't actually do much to hide my own rack, was both deep at the collar and daringly short at the hem. There was just enough material to keep from flashing the world as long as I didn’t move. At all. Raising my arms above my head or bending over would have caused both breasts to swing delicately free of the covering material. Wardrobe malfunction.
 
   Of course bending over would have been stupid for other reasons as well. The skirt I'd been ordered to pair with the peasant blouse was of a similar cut and material. It hung excruciatingly low on my hips, feeling as if the slightest twitch would send it to the floor, while the hem only came down mid-thigh. Let me amend that statement: upper mid-thigh. The only plus in my book was that it was flared and you couldn't actually see through it, which was good, since I wasn't wearing any panties.
 
   My sex tightened as Dorbin's hand started sliding my purchases across his scanner. I'd chosen the drugstore because it would be less busy than the standard grocery. I'm not sure I'd have been able to bear the humiliation had another customer been standing behind me. How would I explain the bottle of sexual lubricant, or the tube of Icy Hot?
 
   Dorbin held up the motorized, vibrating toothbrush I'd been told to get. "These are very effective," he assured me, the sexual innuendo in his voice rather obvious. I'd have turned even more crimson had I not already been blushing down to the tips my breasts. The box of condoms went next and he smiled knowingly.
 
   I thought I was going to die of extreme mortification. Everything got totaled up and I paid in cash, fumbling with the small clutch I had slung over one shoulder. Then I watched as Dorbin printed my receipt, folded it in half lengthwise, and tossed it out into the middle of the floor with a polite but totally insincere, "oops. I'm sorry." My eyes widened in alarm.
 
   A war broke out in my head, one half of me screaming "FORGET THE RECEIPT!" while my darker, more scrumptious half said, "go ahead. Pick it up. Tempt him. Torment him. Leave him hard and wanting." I froze, not sure which half of myself to listen too. That’s my problem. Half the time I want to run, scared and humiliated. The other half… well… I listen to it too sometimes.
 
   I glanced around. It was just Dorbin and me. I swallowed hard, my bottom lip caught between my teeth, then I turned around. I wanted to close my eyes as I started to bend down, and not by folding my legs and scrunching down. I felt the air against my bottom, the skirt swirling dangerously. Of course the moment I bent over my blouse fell forward too, both breasts dangling bare beneath me, the gold piercing and small padlock hanging from my right nipple, totally visible. I turned as my fingers snagged the receipt and I came back up with my side presented to him, just so he could see the sides of my breasts before my blouse recovered them.
 
   There’s a difference between innuendo and actuality. Dorbin’s eyes were wide in shock and his mouth was half open, though the beginnings of a big smile were already forming. He blinked as I stepped back up to the counter and tucked the receipt into the small plastic bag he’d filled with my items. I gave him a little smile, half-pleased with myself and very, very, very wet. The ben wa balls I had inside me rolled as I shifted my hips, the little bells ringing lightly.
 
   “Girl, where have you been my whole life?” Dorbin asked in dismay.
 
   I took a deep breath, fighting down the urge to flee.  “When do you get off from work?” I asked.  It was around one in the afternoon, so I thought I’d ask.  Instead his face fell. “Not till three,” he said somewhat dejected. I sighed.
 
   “Too bad. I need an audience.” The words came out of my mouth in a dark, sultry wave.
 
   He didn’t know what to say. 
 
   I reached into the bag and pulled out the toothbrush and popped it out of the plastic and cardboard container it had come in. Then with a touch of my thumb, I hit the small button along the thick, battery filled handle, and both felt and heard it come to life. I stared straight at Dorbin as I slipped the bristle end up under my blouse, pressing it to my left nipple. I let out a soft gasp, eyes widening, then issued a moan that would have hardened a cooked noodle.
 
   My loins tightened and I admit I wanted to see where this was going to go, but I knew that masturbating at the front counter of a drug store wasn’t exactly brilliant. Besides, I’d already pushed it. The security surveillance footage was going to end up on the internet at some point, showing a barely dressed redhead with sunglasses, a small purse, strutting her stuff while picking up a receipt.
 
   I grabbed my stuff and fled, throwing the vibrating toothbrush into the bag. Out in my truck I clutched the steering wheel and tried to keep from hyperventilating. I could feel the moisture seeping out from between my petals, soaking the back of my skirt as my slit tightened rhythmically around the two golf ball sized spheres rolling around in there. I let out a light moan. God, I was so desperate! I so needed to cum!
 
   I turned on the truck and headed out.
 
   Julie’s words echoed in my head. I needed an audience. Someone to watch. Where on earth was I going to find someone who would sit patiently and quietly while I did what I had to do? Was an orgasm actually worth it? I’d completed half the assignment as it was. Did I really need to cum? My fingers tightened on the steering wheel and I knew the answer to that. Hell yes I needed to cum. When did I ever not need to cum? So with my hips rolling I drove aimlessly, looking for an opportunity, getting more worked up by the second. My overactive imagination pictured me on a bar stool, legs open, masturbating to the crowd at the ice house. Or perhaps on a park bench while some handsome jogger did his exercises across from me, obviously loitering to watch. Julie had said it had to be someone I didn’t know.
 
   You want to know what scares me? Hitting my thirties. It isn’t so much about losing that “twenty” year old look I’ve managed to hold on to, or even the fact that gravity will eventually work it’s horrors upon me. No, what I’m worried about is sexual peaks. Did you know that the average male hits his sexual maximum at about eighteen? He’s most virile, potent, and charged just as he’s getting out of high school. Find an eighteen year old and you can have fun for days. But as men get older, and they get better at sex, they also lose that charge. By the time a guy hits forty he can’t manage the same sort of intensity that he could at eighteen. The sex might be better, but you’ll only have it once or twice a day, instead of a dozen. Women on the other hand are the reverse. At sixteen we’re all sweet and accepting, but generally most girls aren’t raging hormones. It isn’t until they get to their late thirties and the biological clock alarm goes off that they reach their sexual peak. Which is what scares me. I was a raging hormone at sixteen, constantly wanting sex to the point where I’d provide it myself if needed. What the hell will I be like at thirty-five? That’s a scary thought.
 
   I ended up driving for almost forty minutes dripping wet, wandering through town. It wasn’t until I ended up in another one of those newly constructed subdivisions that I spotted my opportunity. In fact, it was so sudden I think I actually left rubber on the freshly paved concrete street. I pulled my truck over on the opposite side of the street and examined the house.
 
   It was a big one, easily a four or five bedroom, and two stories even.  The yard was small, but that’s to be expected when you’ve got thirty-six hundred square feet of living space. There was no grass, no landscaping and the house, while finished on the outside, was clearly still being worked on inside. I knew this because a cabinetry and carpentry van was parked in the driveway.
 
   Trembling with both excitement and fear I grabbed my bag of goodies and crossed the street. Things seemed quiet. The front door and garage were both open so I just walked on in through the garage as if I owned the place. The interior was mostly dark, especially in the hall, but there were enough windows scattered around, light seeping into the house, that I could see easily enough. I heard talking and headed that direction, emerging into what was obviously a living room. It was huge, with cathedral ceiling and an entire wall lined with stone around a massive fireplace. This great room opened up on what would obviously be the dining room, and of course the amazing kitchen.
 
   Two men were in the process of constructing cabinets. They seemed pretty competent at it too, with all sorts of tool laid out all over the place. There was a spot for an island, but it was still empty and instead held some sort of temporary work table. I walked in, my high heels clicking on the floor, and I went straight past them to the wall on the far side of the kitchen. Both of them had immediately noticed me and with eyes wide, stared as I put my back to the wall and slid down. 
 
   I wasn’t very ladylike about it either, not that my skirt was long enough anyway. Sitting on the floor with my knees up meant that pretty much everything was on display and since I wasn’t exactly trying to keep my legs closed either the two carpenters got an immediate and impressive look at my very wet, shaved pussy. I still didn’t say anything and instead rummaged around in the plastic bag.
 
   “Umm… can we help you?” one of the men asked in somewhat broken English. He was Hispanic, in his mid-thirties and very handsome.  The other guy was younger and he was grinning.
 
   “I certainly hope so,” I replied lightly.  Then I pulled out the toothbrush and the Icy Hot. I spread my feet a little wider, mostly for comfort and access, but it also meant that my audience had a much better view. My stomach churned and I again suppressed the urge to run. I uncapped the Icy Hot, placed a generous dollop of the stuff on the toothbrush, and then turned on the motor. The whole things rumbled in my hand and I looked straight at the two men as I brought the bristles down to my clitoris and pressed the gel covered tip to my sex.
 
   It felt… amazing actually. Instantly I felt the cool tingle of the Icy Hot and it combined with the vibrations of the toothbrush in ways that I could barely handle. Instantly my pussy tightened around the ben wa balls and my hips rolled. I let out a soft moan as the chill coating my clit turned to heat. I began making little circles with the brush, sending waves of exquisite gratification through my loins, straight up my spine, and into the pleasure centers of my brain. A minute later my chest was heaving and I’d pulled up my peasant blouse, exposing my bosom, one hand clutching the toothbrush between my legs, the other playing with the tips of my breasts. The padlock danced under my nail and it didn’t take me long at all. I let out a sharp little cry, trembling from head to toe as the orgasm I’d just purchased rushed through me, leaving me panting from the intensity of it all. Sighing in relief but still feeling the burn of the Icy Hot, I pulled the toothbrush away and reached back into the bag.
 
   Getting out a condom wasn’t difficult, nor was putting it over the handle end of the toothbrush. Both men just stared, though they’d come closer to get a better view. I finished prepping my new makeshift dildo and then got out the oil. It was an easy moment and then I slid the handle end of the brush into my sex, the motor still buzzing though slightly muted thanks to me using the wrong end. I felt the plastic base strike the ben wa balls, but there was sufficient room in there anyway so I just went ahead and continued, thrusting the slick and disappointingly thin handle into my wet and spread sex.
 
   Then, as the fresh arousal spread, I looked up at my audience and said one of the few words I’ve learned in Spanish. Thank God for “Go Diego! Go!” and the television habits of kids.   
 
   “Ayúdame!” I whispered.
 
   The younger guy moved first and in seconds I was pulled up from my sitting position and felt hands on my waist. My skirt was pushed off, though in all honesty it might just have fallen on its own too. I dropped the toothbrush on the floor and only barely had the presence of mind to hit the off switch. Then I was half-carried over to the nearby, unfinished counter. Bent in half, he moved behind me and I heard the unzipping of his pants.
 
   “Condom!” I said urgently and there was a few unintelligible words spoken in Spanish and the younger man left me. I heard him rustle in my bag and then he was back. There was an unzipping noise, the tearing of paper, and then I felt him press against me. I slipped my hand between my legs, my fingers fumbling for the string of the ben wa balls and I managed to get them out just as he slid in. They rattled in my hand as I gripped the cabinets, looking down into empty drawers and storage bins. Then the pounding started and he grabbed hold of my right breast, his fingers finding the padlock.
 
   It was a brutal, very stylized screwing. I’ve had better. Real sex is meant to be done flat, or at least tied flat, with me spread-eagled. Or missionary. Or doggie even. This was some strange position that you only find on the sets of porn shoots. Regardless I wasn’t angled right to have another orgasm, despite being turned on. Instead I was the receptacle. The younger guy went crazy pinning my lower half while his hands found my breasts and kneaded me like I was tortilla dough.  It took him less than five minutes and then he was grunting like a wild beast. I felt him spasm, shuddering inside me with force, and then he gasped and pulled back, his condom laded with enough cream to fill a donut.
 
   Or a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
   Then I turned toward his partner who gave me a soft smile. I wasn’t about to leave someone unsatisfied. He stepped up to me and his hands touched the peasant blouse. Carefully he pulled it up off my body, leaving me naked except for the high heels I was wearing. Then to my shock, he held up my toothbrush. He must have gone back for it and plucked it off the floor. A fresh dollop of Icy Hot was on the tip, way more than needed, and he turned the brush on. I held my breath, wondering what was about to happen to me, but the hand that held the vibrating instrument went to my left breast, caressing my nipple and areola while his left hand went between my legs, fingers slipping into my wetness.
 
   Oh. My. God. 
 
   I threw my head back, my hips pumping as he handled me, switching back and forth between my nipples. Since I was facing him my back was toward the half made cabinetry. I leaned back, bracing myself on the wood. His thumb found my clitoris and I let out a strained moan as he rocked me up through multiple levels of arousal until I was desperate for something more than a few fingers and the buzzing of the toothbrush.  Our eyes met as my hips pumped enthusiastically.
 
   “Por favor,” I whispered. “Ahora. Necessito verga,”
 
   I may be a white chica, but my Spanish is functional. I think I’d do pretty well in Mexico.
 
   The older man smiled and began removing his jeans. Instead of bending me over a cabinet he took my hand and led me through the house. We climbed the stairs and I wondered where the hell we were going. That’s when I discovered the upstairs was already carpeted. He pushed me down and I went to my knees. Then he handed me the condom, still in its wrapper. I pulled it out, then grabbed hold of his shaft. Instead of just putting the prophylactic on I opened my mouth and wrapped my face around him, sucking and licking with increasing need. I bobbed my head enthusiastically, taking his full length. One hand was between my own legs and then I popped the condom in my mouth and slid it onto his shaft like it was a piece of gum.
 
   He groaned. I pulled away and lay back, spreading my legs and arms like I was on display. He fell on me, whispering words I didn’t understand and then his weight was on my hips. I felt him enter, driving deep and he began making love to me. It wasn’t the fast and furious fucking of his partner. It was long, slow, deep thrusts that sent shivers through my body. It was the first drink given to a parched throat. He knew not to suckle my breasts thanks to the Icy Hot, but he pinched my nipples and I cupped my own bosom, offering them up. Even with all this, he still hit the edge of orgasm before me, crying out, head thrown back, groaning as he tried to hold off. I didn’t mind, especially since those sounds always turn me on. I bucked against him and then cried out myself, clutching at his shirt, holding him in, legs wrapped around his waist as we writhed on the floor of an empty bedroom.
 
   Language wasn’t necessary after that, though Manuel’s English was pretty damn good. He was gentle, took me downstairs, even helped me get dressed, though I could tell he was still at a loss as to my motivations. Why would this cute, redheaded chica do something like this? His partner, Jose, handed me my bag full of goodies and they even walked me out to my truck. I gave them both kisses on the cheek, then waved adios and drove off, leaving them behind.  
 
   With one hand on the steering wheel I rifled through my bag and found my ben wa balls. These I slipped back into myself, spreading my legs, enjoying the sensation of my fingers slipping through my still wet pussy. I knew it wouldn’t be long until I needed release again. I’m like that. Shaking my head I checked the clock. Perfect. If I hurried I could just make it in time. I pushed my foot down on the accelerator.
 
   
  
 

I was there, in the parking lot, when he came out. Tall, dark black skin, close cropped hair, and bright brown eyes. He was heading toward a clunker and I gunned the engine beating him to it, but giving him a little bit of a fright. But then his eyes widened and Dorbin broke out into a huge grin.
 
   “Still need an audience?” He asked, stepping up to my truck as I looked at him through the open window. My eyes latched onto his and my own beaming smile flashed across my face. I shook my head.
 
   “Nope. I don’t need an audience now,” I said seductively. “I need a playmate.” I handed him the toothbrush. It was already going and I’d put a thick dollop of Icy Hot on the tip.  Then I lifted the left side of my peasant blouse, exposing a single, pink nipple. Dorbin’s grin was huge and he looked at the bristles, then my breast. He pressed the tip against me and I felt the vibrations take hold. They radiated through my chest, straight down to my pussy. I let out a thready moan, eyes half-closed.
 
   “I think I know why you bought all that stuff,” he said, rubbing the pulsating brush round and round the raised tip of my breast.
 
   “Really?” I gasped, my hips thrusting forward.  Dorbin nodded.
 
   “Absolutely. You want something,” he said, then pulled the toothbrush away from my nipple. I groaned but his hand was already going lower. My fingers tightened and I’m not sure if I deliberately pulled up my skirt, or whether it was already up, or whether I meant to do it, but he pressed the end of the toothbrush against my clitoris. I reached out, grabbed the steering wheel, and whimpered as sexual tension tightened around me. My body shook, then rolled, and I threw my head back and let out a cry that filled the tiny cabin of my truck and then escaped into the afternoon. I exploded wetly, splattering my calves and the floorboard of my truck.
 
   “I hope that isn’t the end of the show,” Dorbin said, pulling the toothbrush away from my clit. My chest heaved and I looked up at him, a wild expression of utter satisfaction on my face. I grinned, shaking my head.
 
   “No,” I said, strongly. “Let’s find a place where you can watch the matinee.” He grinned and came around to the other side of the truck. I leaned over, unlocking the door and then he slid in beside me. 
 
   “Can you drive like that?” he asked, nodding toward my exposed pussy. The peasant blouse had fallen back down to cover my breasts, but my wet, cold, and burning slit was still explicitly barred. I gave him a wicked smile.  “Of course.” 
 
   Then I put the truck in gear and drove. I knew where I was going.  You see, it’s all about context.
 
   And mine was good.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: rainandorchids]Rain And Orchids
 
   It had been a tough week, mostly because I was wet. Under normal circumstances, that particular adjective merely means that I’m the kind of girl most men want to meet on a city street because I’m dressed provocatively, act like I’m a sex starved slut willing to fuck anything vaguely cock shaped, and am so moist you almost need a boat to traverse the sodden swamp between my legs. But this wasn’t normal circumstances. I was wet because it was raining, and by rain I mean RAINING.
 
   Like tropical storm RAINING. Buckets. Torrents.
 
   It had almost been a hurricane but had missed out by about fifteen miles an hour. I’m not really scared of hurricanes, despite living just a few miles to the west of Houston. Tornados? Those I’m scared of. But hurricanes? Lots of wind and water, but it’s too diffused for me to get really concerned about. I’m so far from the coast that it’s not like a storm surge is going to wipe out my digs, and Katy is far enough away from the Brazos that more water isn’t really a dangerous threat for me. And that’s a good thing.
 
   But I was still wet. Even down to my socks, buried in my boots. I was wet everywhere, from my head to my feet. The rain slicker was pointless. The wind was whipping it around and even tore it open, which soaked the button up, red and white checkered shirt I was wearing right down to my skin. You could see the rather plain, unassuming and rather utilitarian bra I had on underneath, and it didn’t take long for my blue jeans to start darkening either. I struggled in the rain with a shovel, trying to widen a collapsed drainage opening. My soy beans were under water.
 
   The problem wasn’t really the tropical storm. It was the two months of rain we’d had prior to the tropical storm. The ground was saturated. Usually at this time of year I’m out here, still wet and muddy, but mostly from wrestling with an irrigator, spraying expensive water on plants baking in the south Texas heat. We grow cotton, soy beans, and wheat on my farm and frankly I think this year I should have planted rice. I had paddies.
 
   It was ten o’clock before I slogged my way back into the barn, dripping as if I’d just climbed out of the shower and I wrung out my hair and toweled off. I thought about stripping, but then decided that the best thing to do would be to just run back into the house, risk the wrath of my mother’s tongue as I left muddy footprints on the linoleum floor of the kitchen, and then lay down a trail of water all the way to the stairs and up to my bedroom. 
 
   But before I did that, I checked my phone.  I hadn’t taken it out with me. Not in that kind of weather. I noticed two emails, one from Master Matt, the other from Julie. Matt was responding to a sarcastic tweet I’d sent out earlier that morning, one where I said I might as well eschew my jeans and shirt in favor of a bikini. It was a joke! A flippancy! Commentary about the weather! And of course it was turned around on me and that made it an assignment.
 
   I read through Matt’s instructions, a dark, sinking feeling in my stomach and an increasing wetness between my legs. Matt wanted me in a crotch rope and bobby pins, stripped naked and cumming, along with having my swimsuit - all of it - out of immediate reach.  All sorts of fun. So I opened Julie’s email.
 
   Oh. Oh boy. The sinking feeling became butterflies. Sarcasm became reality. The bobby pins Matt wanted on my nipples were exchanged for orchid clamps (damn! those hurt worse than bobby pins! And Kittish! Argggh! I still blame you for those damn things!)  The crotch rope became the vibrating egg Julie had used on me during Denial & Consequences and I was instructed to cum at least once. From there her demands just got more unsettling.
 
   I took a deep breath. The green bikini. She’d bought it for me and I’d only worn it once. I’d like to say that I looked good in it, but that wouldn’t be the truth. I looked amazing in it. Bun floss bottoms and a top so skimpy that it almost qualified as a micro bikini. Almost. I wore it once to a pool party Julie and I had been invited too and let’s just say that the attention I garnered was quite flattering.
 
   Going out in it? And only the bikini? Insane.
 
   It also meant another trip into the house regardless.  So I covered my phone, headed for the barn door, and ran for it.  Sure enough my mother made some angry quips about my footprints, and my dad eyed the wet trail I made to the door. My daughter laughed at my wet, bedraggled look, and I grabbed a towel from the downstairs laundry room closet and tried to soak up the water. Eventually I made it back to my room, stripped off my wet stuff, and got dressed.
 
   In the green bikini.
 
   For a moment I admired the look in the mirror. I’m not exactly a model. Parts of me are too bony. And my boobs are too big, especially compared to my bottom. My legs are slightly curved, probably from riding horses for a good portion of my formative years. I have a bit of a farmer’s tan, though I’ve worked hard to just stay covered, leaving my skin pasty white with a smattering of freckles. A couple of stretch marks mar the flesh just above my hips and I have a face that ranks pretty high on the cuteness scale, but only about a four on the pretty slider. Add in the red hair and I’m adorable, but if I were back in my natural “mousy” brown, your eyes would rest on me for about a second before looking for someone just a bit prettier. Well, actually… anyone prettier. I’m not depressed about it or anything, but I’m aware of it. Even Julie, who I’ve got beat in the body department, is prettier in the face than me. It’s just nature. Genetics. What I was given. Besides, I know that if you show a lot of leg and give a great big smile, with possibly a plunging neckline while pulling a big vibrator out of your wet pussy, men will think you’re gorgeous. Or you can just give them a few beers. 
 
   I pulled aside the little green triangle of material covering my sex and I reached down between my legs and removed the ben wa balls I’d been wearing all morning. These I tossed aside onto a hand towel and then I began pushing the heavier, more bulky, vibrating egg through the light pink petals of my sex. I groaned, my entire body wanting something a lot more intense than just the egg. I wanted to cum. I needed it. My mind thought ahead a couple of hours. What would it be like at noon, standing out in the middle of a park, rain pouring down on me, masturbating?
 
   Well, thinking like that while still in my bedroom wasn’t very helpful, so I put on a fresh pair of jeans over my bikini bottoms, a new tee shirt over the top, and then went down for breakfast. The rest of the morning passed easily and no one commented on my attire, because the only difference was beneath. Granted, there were a couple of tense moments with the egg. It wasn’t vibrating, but it was still bigger than the ben wa balls and I caught my daughter looking at me peculiarly when at one point I was thrusting my hips forward, shaking the thing inside me. She’s not old enough for that sort of stuff yet so I blushed and looked away.
 
   Then, right after lunch, it was time. I announced I was going out on an errand and about five minutes later, after traversing the walk from the house to my truck with an umbrella, I was safely ensconced in my Ford F-150, driving through heavy rain. The problem was that I wasn’t really allowed to go far. So the moment I hit the main road to the south of my ranch I pulled over. 
 
   There’s tradition, and then there’s insane. I decided against both and eschewed stripping out of my blue jeans and tee shirt at the front of the truck, mostly because Tropical Storm Bill had picked up sixty billion gallons of the Gulf of Mexico and was in the process of dumping it on my head. The point, I’d like to remind everyone, of stripping in front of the truck, on a public roadway, was to increase the risk of me being seen and set me scrambling to cover up enough to prevent myself from going to jail. Or getting asked out on a date. This in turn would arouse me, because somewhere deep inside my psyche is a messed up little button that gets seriously turned on when I’m publically humiliated.
 
   So I sat in the air conditioned and somewhat dry interior of my truck, and stripped. Less than three minutes later I had to turn the air almost off since I was just wearing the skimpy bikini. I tossed my boots over onto the floorboard and slipped my bare feet into the flip flops I’d brought. I settled back and then realized I’d forgotten the orchid clamps. And I don’t mean I’d forgotten to put them on. I’d totally forgotten them!  I considered for a moment going back to the house, but that meant getting back into my clothes and everything. I bit my lip. Well, I was going out anyway, right?
 
   Twenty minutes later (it took longer than I’d thought thanks to the rain) I pulled into the gravel lot of the garden center. The building itself wasn’t very impressive, just a simple one story structure that fronted the massive greenhouse and garden center behind it. The nice thing was that there wasn’t a lot of customers braving the weather. It was windy, gusty, but the worst of that had already passed us by. Now we were just dealing with a downpour. And I do mean a downpour. Some people like to say “it’s raining cats and dogs” when it’s a heavy rain. For us? Elephants and Hippos.
 
    
 
   I got out of the truck and was instantly and completely inundated. Everything. It was like I’d just jumped into a pool. My hair was slicked back in seconds and the rain almost tore my bikini off. That’s how heavy the rain was. It was totally nuts. I took a step and found myself standing in a five inch deep puddle, the water up to my ankle. I wiped water out of my eyes and slogged forward, heading for the shop. I pushed in through the glass doors, and stepped dripping into shelter. One hand wiped at my eyes and when I’d cleared enough of the rain out my face, I saw the shocked and surprised look on the cashier’s face. 
 
   She was a pretty, middle aged woman who could have easily been my mother and the shock of seeing me changed into disapproval rather quickly. I took a deep breath. God, my life would be so much easier if men were everywhere. I gave her a sheepish smile and shrugged my shoulders.
 
   “It seemed easier,” I told her, clearly referring to my bikini. Then I brushed as much of the water off as I could. There was a rain mat under me after all, and then I hurried away into the little aisles, my little flip flops making squishing noises on the tile floor beneath me.
 
   I found the orchid clamps in about a minute, right where they’d been last time I’d been in to get some. They weren’t expensive and I grabbed the pack and headed back up to the counter with a chagrinned look on my face.
 
   “Orchid clamps?” the cashier said suspiciously, scanning my purchase while trying to obviously avoid looking at the small triangles of green material covering my rather obvious nipple piercing and padlock. I dug a few waterlogged bills out of my bikini top where I’d stashed them before coming in. They were wet and I might have accidentally flashed the cashier too.
 
   I nodded. “Yep. Needed a pair.”
 
   “A pair,” she repeated suspiciously, unrolling the paper bills and waving them back and forth. 
 
   I smiled, but it was full of chagrin, with just a touch of embarrassment.
 
   “Do you grow orchids?” she asked, opening the cash register.
 
   I blinked. Uh… “Oh yeah! Tons! Love em!” I said cheerfully. “That’s why I needed the clamps.” I didn’t realize I was blushing until I felt the heat on my cheeks.
 
   “Really? What kind?” she asked. She started to make change.
 
   “Kinds? Oh… all kinds. I really don’t do specific orchids. Just the average, everyday sort,” I stammered, knowing I was bullshitting, and doing it badly. She turned back and looked at me. “Here’s your change. Please leave now.”
 
   My brow went down. Well that wasn’t very nice. I gave her a dark look. “You don’t want my business?” I asked petulantly. She shook her head.
 
   “You are dressed inappropriately, even for the weather, and I don’t know what you’re going to use those for, but you aren’t growing orchids.”
 
   My eyes narrowed. I plucked the card full of orchid clamps up out of the bag as she handed me my change.  I held the little, green plastic vice up, staring at the little spines. “Do you really want to know what I’m going to do with this?” I asked wickedly, leaning forward.
 
   “No,” she said adamantly. “I really don’t care. Don’t come back in here unless you’re appropriately dressed, like last time.”
 
   That made me blink. “Last time?”
 
   She rolled her eyes. “You think I wouldn’t remember a girl with fire engine red hair buying orchid clamps? Last time you were in blue jeans and a tee shirt and I thought you were respectable.”
 
   “Oh,” I replied, somewhat deflated.
 
   “You’re a grown woman and should know better than to be traipsing around dressed in just a swimsuit, and especially in a swimsuit like that.”
 
   “Umm… right.”
 
   “Does your mother know?” She asked with hostility.
 
   Well, this conversation wasn’t going the way I really wanted so I grabbed the rest of my purchase, gave the cashier chagrinned smile, and said “bye!”  Then I went out into Noah’s Second Flood and tried to drown on my way back to the truck. Eventually I made it and climbed back into the increasingly went interior of my vehicle. I had a towel and I used it, but I was still wet. The money went back in my purse and that left me with the orchid clamps. I didn’t have to worry about prying eyes. Who could see me through the inundation? Water poured down from the heavens. There were guys next door probably building an ark.
 
   I pulled my bikini top down exposing both breasts. The gold padlock that dangled from the hoop that pierced my right nipple was beaded with water. I ignored that. It was gold and wasn’t likely to rust. So I took the orchid clamp I’d already pulled out of the package and positioned it delicately over my right nipple. Then I let it close.
 
   Orchid clamps are unique. Unlike clothespins or my clover clamps, the orchids have these tines that your nipple gets caught in. They’re small, so they can’t sit far back on your breast. That means the really sensitive tip is caught right in the worst sort of way. It aches when you first put them on. And unlike clothespins or duck bill clamps, you don’t numb up. It just keeps hurting because the tines are too small to impede much blood flow. And that hurt just keeps getting worse, throbbing in time with your steps and your heartbeat. So talk about a painful and rather intense sensation - wearing orchid clamps is an experience.
 
   Wincing, I put the second one on my left nipple and then looked down at the package. I bit my lip. Bonus points maybe? What would Julie say? Crazily, I plucked a third clamp off the package cardboard and pushed at my bikini bottoms, exposing my clit. Gingerly, and maybe just a bit fearfully, I placed the orchid clamp over my clit. I’d never done that before.
 
   Oh wow.  Oh God. That… hurt. But in a freakingly fantastic way. In seconds my hips were rolling. I fished the egg vibrator remote out of my purse and turned it on and my entire body rolled as my hips began thrusting. The pain was delicious, exquisite and perfect and I loved every precious second of it. One hand went up to my right breast, cupping it, squeezing the curves, even jiggling the clamp and the piercing and the padlock. Shocks of sex laced agony shot through me even as my left hand began lightly flicking the little orchid clamp chewing on the pink nub of my clit. Orgasm was there! Right there! Just seconds away! And I knew exactly what I had to do.
 
   I tore the bikini off, my fingers frantic. One flip flop went flying. I didn’t care. In seconds I was nude, wearing only the dark green of the orchid clamps. My fingers scrabbled for the door latch, feeling the oncoming explosion building between my legs, the sparks at the tips of my breast and on my clit the incineration points. My blood seemed to boil and I slammed the door shut, running out into the rain. I looked up at the sky as the water fell, standing naked in the front lot of the garden center, my nipples and clit tingling, the buzzing egg inside me violently shaking. I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
   It felt amazing. The rain slammed into me, washing me away as I screamed out in agonized pleasure. My entire body trembled and I just let it happen. It was perfection. I felt clean and refreshed and whole and totally at one with nature herself, in all her glory. Then as the hormonal induced euphoria began to fade I swiped a hand across my face and saw the cashier standing there in the doorway, looking out through the half open glass. I flushed and immediately looked back at my truck, twenty feet or so away. The rain began to lighten and I saw the expression on her face. For a moment, I didn’t know what to say or do.  How embarrassing! How humiliating! To be caught like this? But then… then I had to smile. I was wet, in the rain, naked. I cupped my breasts, holding them up like gifts. I knew exactly what to say.
 
   “How do you like ‘dem orchids?” I shouted.
 
   The glass door shut and I let go of my breasts, then hurried back to my truck. For a second I thought I’d locked myself out, the keys inside, but then the door opened and my panic subsided. I scrambled in, water streaming from my naked body and I didn’t even bother trying to dry off. I just found my keys, jammed them into the ignition and drove, water splashing up from my heavy tires. I drove away fast, but safely, and didn’t stop until I’d put a few miles behind my bumper.  Then I squirmed and found my swimsuit. It was cold and hard to put on, all twisted up and wet, but I managed, covering up my orchids. The egg buzzed inside me, but I was sated. Happy. Wet and happy.
 
   I went home. I was done with my manufactured errand and I’d done what Julie, and hopefully Master Matt wanted. I didn’t go back to the house either. I went out in the soybean field, still dressed in the skimpy green bikini, under the crying sky, and splashed mud all over myself, trying to clear another blocked water drain.
 
   Oh. Right. The clamps. How long did I leave them on?  LOL… well I finished up around two that afternoon, went back to the barn, got dressed after stripping off the bikini, and went back inside to my room to write this whole thing up. And know where those little green clamps are right now?
 
   How do you like ‘dem orchids?
 
   
 
 
   [bookmark: tenstrokes]10 Strokes
 
   “What?” Julie said with exasperated disbelief. “Already?” She turned and looked at me, one eyebrow arched in a “Spockish” sort of way that I liked. I wanted to smile, to grin at her, but I was just a little bit focused on maintaining my poise. My face was steel and the rest of me was almost as firmly tense. She sighed, rolling her eyes.
 
   “Christ, Breanne. It’s only been ten minutes,” she said, grabbing my hand and looking around. I nodded, my throat tight as I tried to focus on my breathing, which was steadily becoming more labored. My hips suddenly thrust forward and I let out a little whimper as Julie spotted an appropriate clothing store and hauled me in.
 
   We moved past the counter rapidly, Julie’s commanding look more than enough to satisfy the clerks that we were on the level. That was a girl who knew where she was going. What she wanted. And she dressed like it too. Gold earrings and necklace, combined with a stunning black blouse with some intriguing black lace panels, with a pair of those chino type pants that flared and hung loosely around the calves. High heeled open toed sandals with purple painted toe nails.  All in all a definite possibility for a decent commission.
 
   The girl with her? The redhead? Um… yeah. Not so much. Cute, definitely. Especially with the shoulder length red hair. But that halter top! It looked like it had been through the wash one to many times, faded and thin. And you could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra either. You could practically see her nipple! And speaking of nipple, did you see what was hanging off her right tit? You could see it right through the shirt! It was a padlock! An actual padlock! Granted, it was a small one, but what kind of girl has a lock hanging off her nipple? The skirt? Blue denim, flared and pleated. How old fashioned. Definitely needs a new one. It was too short too. I’ll bet if she were sitting down it wouldn’t cover her bottom! Shoes? Flip flops you mean. How… base. Couldn’t she at least afford some nice beach sandals? At least her toenails were painted a crimson to match her hair…
 
   I stopped trying to imagine what the clerks were saying about us as Julie snatched a blouse off the rack and pushed me toward the changing rooms. I was breaking down, too close and Julie glanced around. “Hush!” she whispered, then opened the small door and took us inside. The changing room was nothing more than a closet with a mirror, though there was a small bench. Julie hung the shirt up on a hook and then nodded at me. I groaned and put one leg up on the seat while Julie pushed her hands up underneath my skirt. Her deft fingers followed the Velcro straps upward to my hip, finding the small controller and with a simple swipe of her thumb she turned the Rotating Venus Penis off.
 
   I crumpled, whimpering as the four inch plastic cock inside me went silent. It also stopped moving. The “rotation” function of the “ROTATING Venus Penis” makes the little cock churn inside me like a wooden spoon stirring a pot of soup. It drives me crazy.
 
   “They were only on medium!” Julie said in disgust as she ripped the first of the straps off. I trembled, unwilling to answer her. She pulled on the other side and the front of the RVP loosened. Her hands tugged and a moment later the entire thing came away from my sex, the soaked petals glistening. My clit was peeking out, desperate for release as well. The RVP, silent but wet, hung down from beneath me, half the straps still connected, or I was sitting on them. Julie opened her purse, pulled out a leather sap and gave me an expectant look.
 
   I took a deep breath and spread my legs, pulling my feet out of my flip flops and setting them on the bench. It was an awkward position and my knees were forced wide apart, almost to the walls. I braced myself, clenching my teeth as Julie dropped down to get a better angle. She knelt right in front of me, then bent low and kissed my clit. It was a wet kiss, with lots of tongue, and this just brought me right back to the edge of the cliff, desperate for release. Then she pulled back, her lips wet with my juice, raised the small leather paddle, and smashed my clit into paste. 
 
   The only reason I didn’t scream was because I was ready for it, clenching my teeth. Still, I let out a whine that filled the little room. My legs jerked as my bottom came up off the little bench. Oh my God did that hurt! My pussy felt like it was on fire! Julie let me tremble and shake, adjusting to the sensations, and only when it looked like I was recovered did she come back down for the second “kiss.”
 
   I gasped, her tongue swirling around my clit, then up and down through my petals. Pain was suddenly replaced by exquisite pleasure and my hips really did begin to move. Julie pulled back again.
 
   “Hey. No cumming. You know what will happen,” she warned. I knew. I just didn’t care. But then she lifted the sap a second time and whipped it down hard on the flared and wet folds of my flower. I squealed, my legs jerking half closed before I caught them and my entire ass came up off the bench. The RVP fell to the floor with a light clatter. Neither of us cared. Then Julie’s mouth was on me again, sucking and licking, devouring me. It was too much. I let out a single, muted wail through my teeth, hips bucking and grinding against her. I was cumming. No hope for it. She wanted me to anyway. It just gave her the excuse she needed to punish me. To hurt me more. To make the next orgasm that much more intense. I was a construct, with larger and bigger levels to come. The moment she felt the climax start she pulled back and hit me again. A third time. I really didn’t care. That burn just melted into the explosion, making it bigger.
 
   I was lost in a daze, blown away, a limp noodle. I could feel the wetness trickling out of my pussy, onto the bench. The clerk had been right. Sitting down the skirt didn’t cover my bottom. Julie bent down and ran her tongue through me, sending a fresh set of shivers rushing up through my spine.
 
   “Yum,” she whispered, smacking her lips. This went on for a minute, maybe two, then she lifted the sap again and hit me, right between the legs. I yelped, my legs closing almost the entire way, but her head was already there, mouth pressed up against my clitoris, sucking the little swollen nub in. My heels thudded once, then twice more against the sides of the changing room. It was hard to be silent as waves and waves of the most amazing bliss spurted up through me from my clitoris.
 
   Fresh arousal blossomed within me and she just kept at it until my chest was again heaving. I grabbed hold of the bottom of the halter top, hauling it up, my hands cupping my breasts, squeezing the nipples. The padlock danced and when I moaned again Julie hit me a fourth time.  A ragged gasp exploded from me and I began to buck, the blow only stimulating me more and Julie paused between that fourth stroke and the fifth only long enough for one terrible, wonderful lick. Then the sap took another turn at my sex, the wet leather stinging and burning as I thrust up to meet the impact. 
 
   Julie bent down again and stabbed at my clit with her tongue, sending me into paroxysms of delight, shifting and wriggling as it seemed she were trying to push the exposed nub back into the hood. I shuddered and she responded by pulling back and hitting me a sixth time, the sap landing with a moist crack against my entire sex, the flexible tip curling up and over my pubic mound. This time I let out a little cry and Julie glared at me, pressing her thumb against my clit. She pushed, and rubbed, watching as my body was jacked right back up to the edge of climax. She pulled her hand away and landed the seventh stroke against my clit and our eyes met.
 
   “PLEASE!” I hissed, irises wild. She nodded and this time she swung the sap, hitting me with the eighth, ninth, and tenth strokes with rapid swings. My pussy exploded with agony and my arms went out, fingers splayed, knuckles white as I pushed against the walls of the changing room. It was too much. Too close. I could feel it… just there… outside the limits.  My entire body shook.
 
   Julie stood, putting away the sap, staring down at me. She wiped a hand across her face, removing the film of wetness I’d left there. Then she reached down, grabbed hold of the RVP, and deftly slid it back into my depths. I shuddered and let out another moan. It took her only a minute or so to secure it back in place, while I twitched and tried to get my brain working. Finally she stepped back and pulled me to my feet. I let her tug my shirt back down and swipe a hand over my ass to brush my skirt back into place.
 
   “There. You look adorable,” she said softly. I nodded. I could feel the cock of the RVP inside me. I was squeezing it to death, my pussy contracting with spasms of need around it. But it was off. Julie nodded, then lifted the side of my skirt, found the controller and gave me a look that was wicked, deviant, and all mischief.  “You know the rules. If you cum....” she left it trailing and I braced myself. Her thumb slid along the controller. I felt the rumble, the vibrations start in the base, pressed against my petals, my clit, translating into the plastic phallus inside me. And then it moved, swirling inside me, churning away like I was cream being turned to butter. I gasped, shuddering, eyes closed as my hips began to move again. So intense…
 
   Julie pulled me out of the changing room, holding my hand as we quietly left. Each step for me was hard and she was having to pull me along. My entire focus, my being, was centered between my legs, dealing with the sensations of the Rotating Venus Penis, trying not to give in. The pressure built and built as we moved out into the mall. Julie held my hand tight, moving slowly, letting me set the pace as I shuffled forward, scared of swinging my hips and starting the cascade again.
 
   Two stores, then three. I felt myself tighten and knew I was close. My throat locked up and I pulled Julie to a stop, our eyes meeting.
 
   “Julie, please,” I whispered. “I can’t help it.”  She gave me this beaming smile. 
 
   “Oh I know. That’s the point. But don’t worry. After three or four orgasms you’ll be able to handle things for longer. And if you manage not to cum between now and the time I finish your ten strokes, you know we can start the RVP off at low,” she reminded me.
 
   I let out a stressed whine. “Julie! I’ve got to…” I broke off, biting my lip, another wave rushing against me. “I’m going to…”
 
   She laughed and grabbed my hand, dragging me into another clothing store. We hurried to the back, again no one stopping us. We were the perfect couple. Just some girlfriends shopping. Julie spent ten seconds selecting an item, a gauze shirt in blue with print flowers, meant to be worn over another undergarment and then pushed me into the changing room. I hurried, sitting down, spreading my legs, opening up, propping my feet up on the bench. This closet sized room was bigger than our last, but there still wasn’t that much space. Julie found the controls and again turned off the RVP just before I was about to gnaw on my own knuckles.
 
   The Velcro ripped and then she pulled the toy free. My pussy, bright red as well as wet, was perfectly exposed. My breath caught in my throat as I pulled up my shirt, watching as she kneeled. Her tongue darted out, caressing my clit and I trembled violently, almost spurting. Then, sensing how close I was, she pulled away. I hadn’t even seen her take the sap out of her bag but I saw it when it licked my petals, the sting and heat spreading them open. I clenched my teeth, letting out a soft whimper as Julie came down again, her mouth opening to suckle my entire clitoris into her mouth. My bottom kept tightening rising from the bench seat. 
 
   Stroke after stroke was laid on my open, sensitive, trembling sex, interspaced with the darting licks and sucking kisses of a bisexual dominatrix intent on taking me to the edge. It was so hard. I didn’t know if I should cry or scream, but I knew I wanted to cum. Some moments with her mouth between my legs lasted a whole minute. Some were just a mere swirl of her tongue. But each slap of the sap against my flower was hard, biting, and left me aching. I didn’t know how to handle it. My body ramped up.
 
   But I didn’t cum. I guess the last one was just too close. The final stroke of the sap didn’t drive me over the edge and she let me calm down just a bit before sliding the Rotating Venus Penis back into me.
 
   “We’ll start it on low,” she whispered as the sliders on the control moved with her thumb. And at low I felt the slight vibration, the gentle swirl. I knew that she’d gotten what she wanted: the pain of the sapping held off the orgasm. I grabbed her arm, swaying as the RVP moved inside me, the phallus agitating my insides. The tiny motor that caused the vibrations in the base seemed pressed against my clitoris and for a moment I thought I was going to have to tell her to hit me again. She opened the door, saw the look on my face and paused.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked quietly.
 
   I shook my head, on the verge of crying. The sexual tension was so thick you could cut it with a knife. “No. I’m… I’m…” I stammered. Then it was too late. I felt it. I gave her a panicked look and she grinned.
 
   “Well, this is nice,” she said softly. Then she put the blouse she’d plucked off a nearby rack on the restocking cart. A second shirt seemed to leap into her hand and as I stood there shaking like a leaf in the wind, trying to control the climax, juice trickling down my thigh. Then as I lost it she pushed me back into the changing room.
 
   “Let’s try this one on,” she said clearly. The door snicked closed behind her and I felt her hands pushing me down. She helped me out of my flip flops, then lifted my right leg, bracing my heel on the seat. My skirt flipped up as my sex continued to flutter around the lightly purring phallus inside me as well as its base pressed to my folds. Julie took hold of my other ankle and pushed, opening me up. Her fingers tugged at the Velcro and for the third time exposed my sex, pulling the wriggling, buzzing probe out of my sopping wet slit.
 
   “Oh. Oh my. Look at your little pussy!” she gushed in this cute schoolgirl voice. “You’re all red and wet!” Then she dropped down, pulled the leather sap out and then ran her tongue through my folds up to my clitoris. I sighed, groaning, lifting my hips, my toes curling with pleasure and then she pulled back, her face from nose to chin wet.
 
   “Let’s make it redder!” Then she flicked her wrist and the sap flattened my petals, spreading them open. I cried out but then bit down and tried to stay quiet as she immediately went back down and began suckling my clitoris. It rolled around in her mouth, like a lemon drop, driving the stinging pain back with floods of pleasure. I whimpered and moaned, my body beginning to tremble. I’d just had another orgasm. I wasn’t close to cumming again, but I could feel it. I was so sensitive. And then she hit me again.
 
   Light and dark. Soft and Hard. Wet and... well... wet. The stinging heat of the sap against the soft swirling bliss of her tongue. Julie teased and tormented me, slapping my pussy over and over between each tender moment of sweet seduction. By the time I took the tenth stroke I was horny again, wanting another orgasm. She slid the Rotating Venus Penis back into me, then strapped it in as my hips churned with involuntary need. I was pulled to my feet as she reached for the controller. 
 
   “Too bad you came. That means it has to be on full power,” she whispered, sliding her thumb across the controls. I felt the RVP move inside me, the phallus taking a slow, deep turn through my depths. The vibrations spiraled through my flower, into my clit, then to my spinal cord, shooting up to my brain. I was starting to get sensitive, my clit tingling, not from the sapping now, but from over-stimulation. Julie could tell and she loved it. She helped me with my attire, then pulled me back out into the mall, one step at a time, holding my hand. I must have looked like her mentally handicapped kid sister, or older sister. Or something. One step in front of the other, hips rocking back and forth, shuddering. Eyes closed. Mouth open. Tough to breath. Must not… cum... and... oh.  Oh God. I can feel… Oh… Uhhhhh…. Ohhh.
 
   “Julie?”
 
   She smiled. “Yes dearheart. I know. Another ten strokes.”
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: terracededges]Terraced Edges
 
   I was dressed in white, which I generally don’t find very flattering.  White is for weddings. Or days to the beach. Personally, I don’t think I particularly look good in white. I’m a little pasty when it comes to skin color and the bright red of my hair makes me look even more ridiculous. Wearing white doesn’t help. I do admit I liked the cut of the outfit though. The skirt wasn’t slutty. Or more accurately, it was slutty, it just wasn’t obviously slutty. The hem was loose, flared, and came down almost to my knees. The waistband was elastic and wrapped nicely around my hips without me having to worry about twitching the wrong way and sending my bottoms to the ground floor. The shirt wasn’t bad either. It matched the skirt; same material, a light cotton that felt like it belonged on seashore, over a swimsuit. Of course I didn’t have a swimsuit on underneath. I wasn’t even wearing a bra or panties. 
 
   I’d driven over to Julie’s apartment and been surprised to find her waiting for me near her car. This was actually a nice surprise for me since normally I’m required to climb the three stories up to her apartment, where I am then subjected to what is probably the most violent “hello” in the world. So instead of having to bare my breasts and endure a smart, stinging set of spanks across my bosom, I just smiled, kissed her passionately, and took stock of her attire, right there in the parking lot.
 
   The nice thing about Julie is that you can tell what sort of mood she’s in based upon color. Pink means nasty. She’s going to hurt you and laugh at the same time. Orgasm for either of us will mean little because she’s going to be mean. Red is for romance and deep, dark, intense sexual situations. Agonizing pleasure. Hours of being bound, tormented to edge of sexual sanity, and then brought back into the light with intimacy. Black means we're doing something official, with her running things like a little goddess, ordering her pleasure slave/priestess/sacrifice around. Unless she’s in a little black dress. Then we’re going out to hunt men.  Julie is bisexual like me and lately she’s been trying out Kari’s old trick of cock milking. It’s been intense. Where was I? Oh. Right. Blue is for fun. And yellow… well. I wasn’t sure about yellow.
 
   Julie was in yellow. A yellow sun dress. With huge sunglasses, white leather sandals, and a sunflower purse.
 
   “Hi girlfriend!” she gushed, waving the white purse with a huge fake sunflower stitched into the side around like a club. Her high heeled sandals were white leather and cork and left her toes exposed. I have to admit, she wore the yellow dress well. It concealed the stick thin figure she has underneath and made her look more curvaceous. I’ve caught her putting padding into her bra, so I can’t be absolutely sure those were real though. We were certainly a pair. We looked ready for the beach. Or at least we would have been ready for the beach if we’d actually had swimsuits.
 
    
 
   She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet kiss. Then, pulling back, she gave me a wicked glance. “You ready for this?” she asked me seriously. I was clueless as she took the canvas bag from my hand. . 
 
   “Ready for what?”
 
   She grinned as she took stock of the contents of my sack. “Walking the edge,” she replied. She began plucking a few of the items out and then began putting them in her purse. My eyes widened and I glanced around. The casual exchange of sex toys in a parking lot is not the sort of thing I wanted others to see. What would they think? In general you shouldn’t be loaning things like dildos and vibrators to your friends. Finally she was done, tossed the bag into the back of her car and then turned toward me again. Her eyes flashed with mischief. 
 
   “Here. Now. Just your fingers, facing me. No one will see. We’re between your truck and my car. Just rub yourself lightly until you almost cum.” Her words were sweet but intense and I felt them compelling, even though the last thing I wanted to do was lift the front of my skirt and stick my hand between my legs. I was wet though. Insanely wet. I’d been wearing a set of ben wa balls since that morning and to be totally honest, I hadn’t had an orgasm in what seemed like forever. An edge sounded fun, but frustrating.
 
   I glanced around nervously, already feeling the gushing wetness that comes when someone suggests I do something outrageous. I bit my lip and then slipped my hand between my legs, lifting the front of the skirt just enough to give myself unfettered access. My petals were slippery, a not uncommon condition for someone like me. I gave myself a number of slow but steady circles, working into tighter and tighter circumferences until I could feel the tension bubbling upward. My eyes were locked on Julie's face as I felt the shudder of need translate from my sex to my brain. I was getting close. I could feel it. My breasts started to rise and fall as my breathing picked up and I let out a low moan.
 
   "I'm close," I whispered. Julie smiled in delight and nodded, getting even closer to me, enjoying the look of desperation on my face.
 
   "But close isn't good enough. You've got to be right there, on the edge, trembling between. That's where I want you. Can you do it? For me?" 
 
   My breath caught on my throat. I nodded. For her? Of course. At least, I'd try. So with delicately dancing digits I swirled my wet way forward, until I could see the abyss itself, so close to the edge that had a single breeze caressed my clit I would have cum. Our eyes were locked together and I was shocked to see that Julie was just as excited, just as turned on. Maybe she wasn’t quite as ready to explode as I was, but I knew that if I put my hand between her legs, slipping my fingers up her thigh, right to her sweet little slit, I’d find her soaked.
 
   “There,” she whispered. “Right there. I can tell. You’re about to cum. No more rubbing. Just leave your finger right there on your clit.”
 
   I burned. I wasn’t on the edge. I was over it. It was like I was clinging to the cliff with my fingernails, barely hanging on. My pussy tightened rhythmically around the ben wa balls, driving me insane. Need surged through me and I let out a choked sob as the climax I’d been working myself to slowed, strained, then petered out, leaving me breathless, empty, and aching. My shoulders slumped and I closed my eyes, breaking the rapport between us. I pulled my hand out from between my legs and Julie grabbed hold of it, bringing it up to her mouth. She sucked on my first two fingers with slow, gentle movements, as if I were some boy with my dick down her throat. I looked up. I felt… 
 
   Wonderful.
 
   I know. I shouldn’t have felt that way, but the reality is that my body is keyed to exactly this kind of stuff. Don’t get me wrong; I was stretched thin, still wanton, still madly in need of a good fucking, but the sexual tension I’d felt between my legs had spread throughout my entire person. It was energy. Dark, terrible, sexual energy and it moved me. I’m addicted to the stuff. I took a deep, somewhat tremulous breath, and then Julie let my hand go.
 
   “Now,” she said, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Let’s go have some fun!”
 
   We climbed into her car and drove. It was a cheerful ride. Other than pulling my skirt up so that she could see my bare pussy, still wet, she left me alone. No evil caresses, no pulling up next to truck drivers to give them a view of my slit. No demands that I masturbate again. Instead we talked, laughed, and giggled like any pair of girls heading out for a fun afternoon of shopping. As we headed toward the south the area became more familiar and it wasn’t long before I realized we were in Rice Village, one of the more quaint but idyllic spots for shopping in Houston. Julie pulled up into the parking garage, found a spot on one of the upper levels and parked her car. I climbed out. Even in the shade the oppressive and humid heat found its way in and I felt in encapsulate me. The garage was quiet for a weekday, which was good, because Julie came around the car clutching her little purse, blocking me in.
 
   “Now. Again. Right here. Except this time one hand beneath your skirt, the other teasing a nipple,” she said urgently.
 
   My eyes widened. I’d been close to cumming not thirty-five minutes before. I could still feel the underlying threads of desperation. I’d need another half hour at least before I could risk masturbating to the edge again. I glanced around fearfully, almost hoping to be interrupted, but there wasn’t anyone within immediate sight. We were back against a concrete wall and her car blocked the view one way and a concrete pillar the other.
 
   “Do it,” she whispered, stepping closer. “And remember, right to the edge. Hanging over it even. And don’t cum. If you cum I’ll have to punish you.”
 
   I looked her straight in the eye. “You want to punish me,” I accused her.
 
   She laughed, like a tiny little devil, her eyes glittering with delight. “Oh yes. You have no idea. But before I do I want you to suffer. I want you to need. I want you to be on your knees begging me to humiliate you, to hurt you. If I punish you it will be because you earned it, because you wanted it. And you’ll know it was truly your fault. Not mine.”  She took a step closer. “Now, get your hands under your clothes or I’ll punish you for refusing to obey my orders.”
 
   The white cotton skirt yielded easily to my hand, the hem coming up as I slid my right hand up between my legs. The second I touched my clit I felt the wetness surge, seeping over my petals, hot and slippery. The ben wa balls began to slip around inside me. I hadn’t even technically come back down off the mountain, so this time, instead of having to climb the whole slope, I just turned around and headed right back toward the cliff I’d been standing a half hour before. I let out a sweet groan, the overwhelming pleasure blasting through me like a missile in an enemy ammunitions dump. 
 
   “Don’t forget your nipple,” Julie said, putting one finger on my breast and flicking the hard tip. I gasped and nodded. My left hand went up under my shirt. It was loose enough and in seconds my fingers began teasing my left nipple. I didn’t realize it, but the cotton shirt had ridden up and my entire left breast was totally exposed as I faced Julie and the rest of the parking lot. Had someone driven by right at that moment I’d have been… well… really, really embarrassed.
 
   But no one drove by. Instead the combination of the intense sexual pleasuring between my legs, the thick ben wa balls inside me, and then my tingling nipple increased the level of arousal tenfold.  My previous edge seemed to be nothing compared to this one. I was bursting at the seams, my left hand digging hard nails into the tip of my breast. Then Julie reached out a single hand, and using her nail, began lightly caressing my other nipple right through my shirt.
 
   “That’s it. Get close. Right to the edge. You’re not there yet. I can tell. Work your clit. Circles. Rub it hard and fast,” she whispered, getting closer. “Feel the energy. You want it, don’t you?”
 
   I was panting. And whimpering. My hips were slinging back and forth, the ben wa balls rolling around inside me and I wanted desperately to plunge my fingers into my sopping wet slit and just cum. Cum and cum and cum. My toes curled in the sandals and I realized there was a metaphorical, orgasmic freight train barreling down the tracks. I could see the light. I had to stop, and stop NOW in order to keep it from hitting me. 
 
   “Julie!” I croaked. “Please! I have to stop!” I whined.
 
   “No! Not yet! Just a little farther. You can do it,” she said intensely.
 
   My eyes widened in alarm. This was the point of no return. “Julie! I have to stop now or I’m going to cum!” 
 
   She flicked my nipple hard, then hissed. She waited another five seconds, rubbing my breast as my fingers moved through my wetness, then nodded, stepping back. “Alright,” she said. “You can stop.”
 
   But by then it was too late. I willed my hand to move but something else, something more feral, more dark, was controlling it. I jammed two fingers deep into my slit, pumping, not caring if the hem of my skirt danced up or not. My left hand pinched and twisted my nipple and then I let out a solid, sweet cry of release, eyes closed, mouth open, cumming with a wet surge that left a splatter of droplets on the concrete floor around my sandaled feet.
 
   “Ohhhhhh,” I gasped.
 
   Julie’s grin was huge. She was practically dancing with glee and the hungry look in her eyes brought me back from the euphoria of climax quicker than anything else might have. The moment my vision cleared and I tugged my hands out from under my clothes, she stepped up close.
 
   “You came! I knew you would! You can’t control yourself.”
 
   I felt too good to argue. If she had let me stop when I wanted to, I don’t think I’d have cum. But at that moment, I was too relaxed to really disagree with her. And to be honest, I had wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I felt amazing. I was high on naturally produced adrenaline, endorphins, and dopamine, with a healthy dose of oxytocin, all swishing around in my brain pan. I gave her a lazy smile. That might have been a mistake because it looked a bit naughty.
 
   “Now I have to punish you,” she said with delight. Julie leaned forward and caught my hand, ignoring the fact that it was covered in goo. She yanked me forward out into the garage proper and we began walking. I didn’t care where we were going. All I knew was that I felt perfect and that I was walking hand in hand with a girl I loved. How could things be any better?
 
   “There,” Julie suddenly said in my ear. Her fingers tightened as she drew me close and I felt her hand move to my arm. “See that man in the car? We’re going over there and you’re going to ask him to witness your punishment.”
 
   I blinked. Julie’s words seeped into my brain and it took me a moment to really understand them. Julie was already propelling me forward. There was a black sedan in a parking space near the back corner with a man in it. He’d just pulled in. We took a few more steps forward as he turned off the engine. Suddenly a surge of fear and embarrassment hit me and then we were standing right behind his car, facing his opening door. My eyes widened as Julie shoved me forward and I looked up into a mildly surprised face.
 
   “Umm... hi.” I stammered. He was tall, at least six foot two or so, and wearing a nice pair of slacks with an expensive polo shirt. Thick, wavy brown hair and a pair of gold, wire rimmed glasses were on his head. He was clean shaven, but there was a bit of a shadow around his finely chiseled chin. He took one measured look at the two of us, assessed us easily, then smiled.
 
   “Hi,” he replied, his eyes taking in my outfit and Julie’s.  “Can I help you?” he asked politely, probably expecting us to beg a ride or perhaps ask him to change a tire.
 
   I felt Julie push a hard finger point into my back. I closed my eyes for half a second, summoning the courage I needed, then with my lower lip caught between my teeth, I looked up at him.  “Sir, I’ve been a bad girl and am going to be punished. I was wondering if you’d be a witness.”
 
   Okay. It might not have been that well stated when I said it, but it wasn’t like I had a tape recorder going. I was shifting from one foot to the other, mortified at the words coming out of my mouth, the implied sexual connotations, all of it. Still, I managed to get the message across. His eyes widened and he stared at me. I could only guess at his interpretation of my attire. White, low cut blouse, loose, two pinpoint bumps along with an obvious piercing, matching skirt with a strip of skin showing at the midriff, sexy but not overly revealing. 
 
   “Punishment?” He asked. “What did you do that was bad?”
 
   Julie snorted, leaning around me with deliberate eagerness and gave him an appraising look. “She was told to masturbate right to the edge and instead the naughty girl exploded like a stick of dynamite.” She held up her hand. It was still gooey. “See? She even got me sticky.”
 
   And then the man did something unexpected. He laughed. “Sure. It’s been that sort of day. By all means. Punish her.” He waved a hand at me.
 
   Julie reacted immediately. Her hand, which was gripping my left arm, spun me in that direction so that I was facing away from his vehicle. Another car was right in front of me and a light push in the center of my back made it clear she wanted me bent over the hood.
 
   “Time for a spanking,” she said clearly enough for him to hear. My breath caught in my throat and I braced myself. There was a long pause, then Julie clucked her tongue. “You know better, slut. How are you to present yourself for a spanking?” She flipped up the back of my skirt and I felt the warm air swirl across my exposed bottom.
 
   Present myself for a spanking? Oh. Right. There were rules about that sort of thing. I’d almost forgot. The first thing I did was widen my stance. Julie liked me standing with my legs apart for two reasons. One is that it increased my exposure, making me twice as embarrassed knowing that my wet petals would be on display, the string of my ben wa balls sticking out of my slit. The second reason was so that if she wanted to land one spank on my actual pussy, her fingers wouldn’t get blocked by my thighs.
 
   “Um… and your boobs?” She demanded, as if I were mentally defective and had forgotten something basic.
 
   I blinked. That wasn’t her rule. It was somebody else’s. But I remembered and so with one hand trembling slightly, I lifted my shirt up and exposed my breasts. The gentleman to my right let out an appreciative grunt, his eyes flashing over the gold hoop piercing my right nipple and the little padlock that dangled from it. I laid both of my soft globes on the hood of the sedan I was bent over.
 
   Julie didn’t wait. Her hand flashed out and her open palm slapped my right buttock with a hard, loud crack. My entire body jerked forward, my hips slamming against the left front quarter panel of the car. I let out a quiet, but disconcerted gasp, the ben wa balls ricocheting around inside me, eyes wide as the burning sting turned into hot coals. One hand came up off the car and almost went back to cover my bottom and I did lift a foot off the ground, all involuntary physical reactions to a very painful stroke.
 
   “Owww!” I squealed, twisting and squirming as if that movement might make the pain subside quicker. Actually it did, though that was mostly thanks to the golf ball sized spheres rattling against each other in my pussy. Unfortunately the moment I was back in position she hit me again, on the other cheek, leaving me gasping. I jerked, hips thrusting against the car like I was fucking it and then she tried to knock my left buttock onto the parking lot ground again. You have to understand that these weren’t playful spanks between lovers. She was hitting me. Hard. Tears sprang to my eyes and by the time she laid her hand across my ass for the sixth or seventh stroke my cheeks were wet and I was seriously regretting the orgasm.
 
   But you know what? Despite the pain of my punishment, I was getting turned on again. I know. It’s wrong. But you have to understand my perverted, mixed up, warped psyche. I was in a public garage, with bared breast and bottom, stuffed with a rolling, sweet sex toy, my pussy in plain view as well, getting watched by a handsome guy as my beautiful, sadistic dominatrix spanked me. If that isn’t erotic, I don’t know what is. I was mortified. Humiliated. Embarrassed. Almost terror stricken. I grit my teeth, not wanting to call more attention to myself and I endured the strokes as quietly as I could. Nine. Then ten.
 
   “Care to feel the heat?” Julie asked the man innocently, stepping aside so that he could get easier access. “I’ll bet she’s wet too.”
 
   I let out a quiet sob and put my forehead down on the car, too scared to straighten and fix my clothes. I felt a masculine hand on my bottom, gripping and squeezing. It hurt, but it felt good too. He touched both sides, giving himself a good feel. Then, to my utter shame, he slid his fingers through my petals and found that Julie had been right. I was soaked. I let out a soft groan. He felt so good!
 
   “Damn. She is wet!” he exclaimed. He did some light rubbing and then I gasped as he actually slid his forefinger into my sex. Deep. It struck the ben wa balls, moving them inside me a little more intensely than I’m used to. I twitched a bit as he finger fucked me, shuddering as waves of pleasure began building that same pressure I’d experienced before. 
 
   “Does she have something in her pussy?” He asked Julie, questioning.
 
   She nodded. “Yeah. Ben wa balls. They keep her nice and wet at all times.”
 
   He used his finger to move them around inside me and I let out a groan of orgasmic pleasure again. I wasn’t quite close but still, it was incredibly arousing. Another few minutes bent over, breasts bared, bottom out, his finger in me and I’d be bucking for another punishment.
 
   “Yeah, she’s pretty damn wet.” He said, still pushing the little balls around in my pussy. I just laid there, my hips churning, quietly whimpering as Julie grinned. After about a minute he pulled his fingers out from between my legs. His hand came up to my mouth and I opened up rather than let him smear my own goo all over my lips. He clearly had no compunction about letting me suck his fingers clean. When even the taste of my own sweetness was gone he pulled his hand away and wiped it on my skirt.
 
   “Very nice.” The tone was complimentary, but I could hear the snicker. I flushed crimson. It was like I was just an object. Not a person. 
 
   “Tell the man thank you, Breanne,” Julie ordered.
 
   “Kevin. My name is Kevin,” he replied to Julie.
 
   She grinned. “Kevin. Tell Mr. Kevin thank you, Breanne.”
 
   I straightened up and my shirt fell back down, covering my breasts. I half turned and my skirt did the same. I felt a flare of relief, even though I was still completely disgraced. I couldn’t really even look at him and kept my eyes down. “Thank you, sir.”
 
   “Thank me for what?” he asked clearly, his voice clear and strong. Commanding.
 
   I blushed. Oh God did I blush. Right down to the tips of my breasts. “Thank you for seeing me spanked. And for checking my wetness.” I wanted to cringe, to roll over and die. To hide.
 
   Kevin grinned. “I enjoyed it. It was very nice. And I’d love to see what else your mistress has planned for you this afternoon, but I’m already late for a business meeting.”  He nodded at Julie. “It was entertaining. And refreshing.”
 
   Julie grinned. “We haven’t even really started yet, I assure you.”
 
   He grinned. “Good.” Then he nodded once at me and walked away. I felt a sort of let down. I’d expected to get put in his car or something, you know… suck his cock. Or even just let him have me after all that. 
 
   Julie looked a little discombobulated as well, but she recovered quicker than I. She shook her head, then grinned. “Come on. Let’s go find a nice spot for you to edge again.” She took my hand, gave it a knowing squeeze, and then pulled me forward as my mouth hung open in disbelief.
 
   Fortunately it took her twenty minutes to find the next “edging spot” and I’d mostly sort of recovered by that point. The underlying tension of arousal was there inside me, thanks to the incessant rolling of the ben wa balls, not to mention the memory of Kevin’s finger slipping in and out of my petals, but the still awkward ache of my ass made it less of an issue. We were in one of the larger complexes, standing in this sort of covered alleyway between the various store entrances. There was a niche and she pushed me into it while she stood in the corridor directly, her head going left and right, looking to see if anyone was coming. Besides me that is.
 
   I stood there shocked. Here? Was she mad? 
 
   “Hold still,” she said softly, her eyes locked on mine. I felt her hand slide down my body and then slip beneath the white cotton of my skirt. She pulled it up and dug her fingers into the soft, sweet spot between my legs. I spread my thighs open a little more as she hooked her nail through the string that held the ben wa balls. Then with a soft, but firm tug, she pulled both of the golf ball sized spheres from my dripping slit.
 
   For a moment I thought she was going to make me lick them, but instead she opened her purse and pulled out a small plastic baggie. The ben wa balls went in, smearing my own goo all over the inside of the bag. Then to my absolute astonishment she pulled out an actual dildo. It wasn’t a big one, only about five inches long, covered in soft silicone, and shaped like… well… sort of an elongated diamond, with a ring on the end. She handed it to me and I took it, holding the toy. It was new to me. Then she pulled out another item and this time I got concerned. She held out the Wartenberg Pinwheel and grinned.
 
   I’ve had pinwheels inflicted on me before and to be honest, I find them stimulating. But this wasn’t just a single wheel. This was like four of them, a cylinder filled with spikes. If I ran this across my nipple it would handle the entire areola as well. I stood there, my eyes going back and forth between Julie’s grinning, expectant face and these tools, wondering what the hell I was going to do.
 
   “Edge. Edge now,” she whispered. Her eyes were so intent.
 
   I leaned forward and looked down the corridor, both directions. Then my eyes snapped back to her. “But here? What if someone comes?” I demanded. I was shaking. This was too much!
 
   Julie shrugged. “I’m here. If someone comes I’ll warn you.”  Then she grinned. “Or maybe I won’t. You have no idea. But that’s not the important part. The important part is that right now you are going to edge. You are going to work yourself into a froth with that dildo. I want to hear it going in and out of your pussy. I want to see the little flashes of pain as you roll the pinwheel over your nipples and breasts, back and forth. I want you quivering, shaking, so desperate that you can’t help yourself as you edge.”  She took a step closer, our noses almost touching. “And Breanne? Please cum. Break the rules. Let me punish you again.”  It was a whisper and it scared me.
 
   I swallowed hard then dropped my right hand, the one that held the dildo. I used it to lift the hem of my skirt, then I spread my legs as I leaned back against the wall. I felt an electric thrill as the tip of the soft dildo touched my clit and to my shock, it slid easily through my petals and right up into me as if I’d been ready for it for hours. I let out a little gasp, my pussy clenching tightly around the toy and then I drew it out and pushed it back in.
 
   Oh. My. God. It was beyond good. It was fantastic. It was perfect. It felt amazing. I know. I can’t even describe it properly. It was just the most insanely right thing I’d felt all day. The ben wa balls can be frustrating, rolling around inside me like that. A dildo though… oh yeah. That little dildo wasn’t huge. It wasn’t long. It wasn’t wide. And as I pumped it I realized that it was designed to do exactly what Julie wanted it to do.
 
   It made me insanely, irrevocably, wantonly turned on.
 
   Trembling already I lifted the pinwheel. My shirt was loose enough that there was no problem getting it up under the white cotton and in seconds I sucked in a sharp breath as I felt the pins against the underside of my right breast. My eyes flashed back up to Julie. She wasn’t watching the corridor. She was watching me, her eyes locked on my face as I pushed the pinwheel across my pierced and padlocked nipple, the little spikes digging in. She moved closer and her own hand was pressing down on the little “v” between her legs, right through her yellow sun dress. Her breathing was short, rapid and matched mine perfectly. Waves of pleasure rushed through me as I slid the little toy in and out of the wet hole between my open legs, the skirt bunched up around my wrist.
 
   “Yes,” she hissed. “Closer. Get closer. I know how much it turns you on,” Julie said softly. She reached up and touched the hard bump of my left nipple, even as I dug the spiked cylinder into my right. I whimpered and she began pinching the tip of my breast between her fingernails. “That’s right. You can’t take it, can you? You see it? The cliff? You want to jump!”  And then she put her other hand right over my other breast, pushing the cylinder hard.
 
   Pain exploded along my tits and I pounded the little toy between my legs even faster. My pussy began convulsing around the thing and I let out a small cry of urgency. Orgasm. Yes. I could feel it! It was like holding a garden hose right after you’ve turned on the water. You can feel the surge, the power of what was coming. My eyes widened and I realized that I wasn’t going to stop. I was going to just run pell mell right off the edge of the cliff and give her exactly what she wanted.
 
   Movement caught my eye. Two faces, both of them staring at us in shock. I was mostly shielded by Julie’s body, but the fact that her hands were on my tits were enough. Suddenly my impending orgasm crashed in a wave of fear and I turned away, yanking the pinwheel off my breast. The dildo came out of my pussy with a fast jerk of my hand. A line of wet splatter appeared on the floor and Julie whirled. The couple was already walking away, studiously ignoring us and Julie let out a frustrated hiss.
 
   Me? I slumped against the wall panting, holding the sex toys low. I’d edged. No doubt about that. The line of perspiration on my brow, the aching need that made every one of my limbs tremble with desire. My heaving chest tingled from where her hands had hurt me and our eyes met with one hard, emotional gaze. Then a small smile crept up on Julie’s face and she began giggling. A moment later I joined her, the two of us laughing, the noise echoing down the corridor. 
 
   “Clean that thing off,” she said to me with a grin, pointing at the dildo and I obediently stuck it in my mouth. It tasted wonderful and I handed it back to her with a flourish.  She shook her head with chagrin and opened her purse and I dumped both the pinwheel and the dildo inside.
 
   “What else you got in there besides my stuff?” I said smugly. I’d beaten her and I was feeling the rush of success. She’d tried to blow me over the edge but I’d managed to hold off despite a pretty serious masturbation session. 
 
   She laughed. “You’ll see,” she said mysteriously, taking my hand. “Now I want some chocolate.”
 
   We headed over to the chocolate shop and Julie spent quite a bit of money on some samples that made my mouth water. We sat and talked, giggled and whispered, all while eating candy. Then, since no security or police officers had appeared, we linked our arms together and headed back out to browse the other stores.  There was lots to see and do and Julie dragged me into practically every single place, declaring “I just want to see.”
 
   I understood. I was like that when Kari first took me out when I was in high school. I was a girl who had good quality clothes, but they were blue jeans and tee shirts. Kari had money thanks to a rich dad who felt guilty about separating from Kari’s mother. So Kari always had more money than she knew what to do with. Julie had a new job that paid way more than her old management position and while she was socking away tons of it, a good portion had found its way into material gains. Her wardrobe had doubled in size. Shoes especially.
 
   And I think she spent a bunch on sex toys too.
 
   It was about forty five minutes later, while in the back of one of the larger clothing stores that she pushed me up against a pillar. There weren’t any customers and the two female clerks were busy with some task up at the front, ignoring us. 
 
   “It’s time,” she whispered, eyes bright, tone dark.
 
   I gave her a glare of complete disbelief. “Here? In the store?” I hissed back. Julie nodded. Then she pulled the vibrator from her purse. It was a small, insanely powerful, and very quiet. I know because I took it from her, my lips a thin line, and turned it on. I didn’t even wait to see what else she was pulling out of her purse because between my legs was an itch that hadn’t technically been scratched. Without the ben wa balls I’d been empty. Empty and longing, so I was wet already. In fact, I hadn’t stopped being wet. The vibrator slid in, but then I pulled it back out, changing my mind. This one was going to be clitoral.
 
   Julie held up the clover clamps with a bright grin. “This might hurt a little. Then she slid both hands up under my shirt. The cold metal slid against my boobs and I whimpered, at least until the pincers found the tips of each breast. They closed tightly, one behind my piercing on the right side, the other just getting a good grip on my left nipple. I let out a moan as waves of discomfort exploded out of my bosom and shot straight down to my clit. My hips began to grind and Julie stood there, mouth half open, eyes bright, taking it all in as I stood there, rubbing my clit with the vibrator.
 
   I definitely got into it, the smug and cheerful arrogance I’d felt for beating Julie the last time washed away as the surge of pain laced pleasure lanced what little will I had left. That vibrator was too good. It rumbled frantically against my clit and I didn’t climb the mountain toward the cliffs of orgasm. I shot up it like a fucking cannonball. Some part of my brain recognized that I was going too fast, that I needed to back off, but with the pincers on my nipples and Julie’s hand giving the chain little tugs every few seconds, one hand against my belly, there was absolutely nothing I could really do. I was going a hundred miles an hour and I bit my lower lip as I blasted off the cliff into the empty bliss of relief.
 
   For about a minute I leaned against the pillar, trembling like a San Francisco high rise during an earthquake. My eyes were closed as my poor, sex-soaked brain once again produced the chemical soup that left me in a state of near catatonia. My vision swam and I think Julie held me up, pressing her body to mine. I felt her lips against my mouth and she was kissing me, her hands going back up under my shirt, cupping my breasts, then sliding down my sides. I moaned, soft and sweetly, satisfaction making me just a tad bit loopy.
 
   “Breanne,” Julie whispered in my ear, her tongue flicking against the lobe. It sent shivers through me.
 
   “Mmmm?” I hummed.
 
   “I want to hurt you now,” Julie said softly, urgently even. “I’m going to hurt you now.”
 
   I nodded dreamily. “Okay.”  I said it lightly, like I was agreeing to something benign, like she’d asked me “Breanne, would you like an ice cream sundae?”  Yes. Of course I’d like an ice cream sundae. Can I have a cherry with that?
 
   Julie nodded and took my hand. I followed her obediently, stupidly even, still dazed with the mind-numbing euphoria of sexual relief. The clover clamps were still hanging from my nipples, throbbing with each beat of my heart. I didn’t have a chance to remove them and to be honest, I wasn’t thinking straight either, or I’d have asked Julie to take them off. We went straight for the front door, right past the two clerks who were still busy putting up some sort of cardboard display. Both were girls, pretty and younger than me by about five years, but easily the same age as Julie. They glanced at us with smiles, not even aware that my entire nervous system had recently been shorted out and then forced into reset.
 
   Then I ran into Julie, the clover clamps digging into my nipples. I blinked, trying to figure out what happened. She’d stopped. I had no idea why. I stood there, admittedly empty-headed, wondering what the hell was going on. When Julie’s eyes met mine.
 
   “You came when you weren’t supposed to. You have to be punished. So ask them to witness it,” she said softly.
 
   The two clerks looked up at me, their faces expressing less confusion than mine. I blinked again, trying to process the thoughts. Words floated through my head. Punishment. Cum. Ask. Witness.”  It took almost five seconds for it to click and then my head cleared. My thoughts went from slow to full speed and my eyes widened in shock as the blood drained from my flushed face. 
 
   “Uh…” I stammered.  Julie didn’t wait. She grabbed hold of my arms and whirled me around to face the two girls. I stood there, stock still, staring at the two blue shirted girls, totally stunned.  
 
   “Hi. This is Breanne,” Julie said quickly. Her tone was no nonsense and she was clearly in her dominatrix role. “She’s been a bad girl, masturbating in the back of your store. She had an orgasm, didn’t you Breanne?”
 
   I nodded stupidly, making a soft whining noise. My nipples ached. The two girls stared at me in shock.
 
   “And now she has to be punished for that, so I’m going to spank her ass and her breasts. I need a witness. Either of you want to watch?”
 
   The two girls blinked and the blond one shook her head no, but it was a pathetic sort of response. I could tell that the idea of it intrigued her.  The brunette just looked at me in a sort of strained disbelief. Then she shrugged.  “Sure.”
 
   Why can’t I ever meet people who don’t want to see me sexually abused?
 
   Julie grinned. “I think the back of the store might be more appropriate, don’t you?” And then I was marched back to where I’d cum just a moment before. I noticed a few wet marks on the floor and shied away, not wanting to draw attention to the physical evidence. Then Julie pushed me into one of the changing cubicles, left the door open, and the brunette stuck her head in, an expression of conceit and disdain on her face.
 
   “Spanking. Get in position. And remember the rules this time,” Julie said ferociously. I nodded and bit my lip again. Then I turned sideways, bent over and flipped the back of my skirt up. I spread my legs wide and caught sight of my ass in the double mirrors. It was still a little blotchy from the last beating. Then I lifted my shirt.
 
   “Nice,” the brunette breathed. I spared her glance and she was grinning. She was Hispanic, or Asian or something. Cute and very pretty and her eyes were focused on the crushed tips of my breasts, both nipples caught delicately between the pincers of the clover clamps.  The chain dangled down and as I bent over it swung back and forth. I put my hands on the bench and closed my eyes.
 
   Julie slapped my ass hard, but I don’t think she hit me quite as hard as she did the first time. She also went much quicker, back and forth. Each blow rocked my entire body and my nipples throbbed as the chain swinging from the clover clamps swayed. I grimaced, then whimpered, and eventually cried out, my body trembling from the stinging heat and burning pain in my bottom. I counted ten in my head, thankful that Julie hadn’t made me do it aloud.  Then she grabbed my hair with her fist, twisted it up into a knot, and yanked me upright. I yelped, my hands going to my scalp and Julie hauled me up straight. I rose up on tip toe, seeing the look of sadistic pleasure on her face in one mirror, and the eager look on the brunette’s. Then I spotted the blond girl peeking in from around the brunette’s shoulder.
 
   Julie reached around me and yanked my shirt back up. It had fallen down to cover my tits when she’d pulled me backward. Exposed, she grabbed hold of the clover clamp on my left nipple, unclipped it, and then dropped it heavily so it tugged hard on the right side. I groaned. The rush of blood back into my crushed nub made me want to cry. Then she lifted her hand and without a word of warning began slapping my left breast.
 
   Down, sideways, back and forth, even a few upward blows landed with quiet intensity. I clenched my teeth and hissed, then whined. It began to really hurt and I squirmed. She held me tight and then I couldn’t help myself, I covered my breasts, both of them, with my hands. To my shock the brunette seemed to leap forward and she grabbed my wrists, wrenching them away from my bosom and Julie just went right back at it.  Then the blonde came into the tiny dressing room too and she took hold of one wrist and pulled off the other clover clamp. I cried out, bucking as all three of them began slapping my breasts back and forth, fingers flicking my nipples, hard fingers squeezing and pinching and just abusing my bosom. I began making some rather pathetic sounds and then, as they really got into it, hitting my boobs harder and harder, a bell rang.
 
   The blonde and brunette froze, then seemed to explode out of the changing room. I was left panting, tears streaming down my face, my breasts feeling like I’d just let a herd of wild stallions trample them. Or maybe a better analogy would be me laying them down on a table and asking a guy with a rubber mallet to take a few swings, aiming for the tips. I could already see the bruises developing and my breasts seemed to burn. I cupped them, whimpering and then the brunette reappeared, a finger to her lips.
 
   “She’ll be gone in a moment,” she whispered, closing the door. “Browsing.”
 
   Julie nodded and I let out a choked sob and turned to my mistress as the door shut behind us. Julie held me as I silently cried, shuddering in her arms. It took ten, maybe even fifteen minutes before the cute brunette opened the door again. She was grinning, but then seemed disappointed to find my skirt back down, covering my bottom, and my shirt in place.
 
   “Oh.”
 
   Julie smiled.  “Thank you for your help. I’m not sure I could have inflicted that much punishment on her by myself.”  
 
   Suddenly the blonde was there. “She’s dressed already?” she demanded.
 
   Julie stared at the girls. Then back at me. She shrugged in apology, but not to them. To me. I stared at her in astonishment. No. No way…
 
   “I think it’s time for another edge, Breanne. Right here.”
 
   My mouth dropped open even as the two girls grinned. They stood there expectantly as Julie opened her purse.  “And since you have an audience, you can take off everything,” Julie said as she rifled through the depths. I didn’t even move. I just wasn’t prepared. Then the brunette reached out, flicked my left nipple right through the material of my shirt, and said “take it off, bitch.”
 
   Well that hurt. And it motivated me. Slowly I took off the shirt. I laid it on the bench but the brunette took it, tossing it to the blonde who draped it on one of the restock stands, well out of reach. I must not have been moving fast enough because the brunette reached down, grabbed my skirt and yanked it down. I had to lift my feet fast just to keep her from tearing it right off my body.
 
   “Sit down on the bench and spread your legs wide,” Julie ordered.
 
   I turned around and sat. Julie was in front of me, the brunette to my left, the blonde behind her. Everyone was staring at me and I had this overwhelming urge to cover myself. I was buck naked, my bottom and breasts hurt and most of all I felt ashamed. Ashamed because there, in plain sight, right between the pink, shaved petals of my sex, I was wet. I was aroused. How could I be? They’d just spanked me.
 
   “My God,” said the blonde. “Look how wet she is!”
 
   I turned crimson and looked away, my bottom lip caught between my teeth, but that didn’t help. There were mirrors on every side. Then Julie’s hand came out of the bag. “Here,” she said. “You will edge with this.” And she held out a thick, massive vibrator. I took it gently and brought it down to my pussy.  “I want to hear it going in and out of you,” Julie said sweetly. I slid the thing in, turning it on with a twist of my thumb, and groaned. My pussy tightened around the thick plastic encased motor as my mind churned over the fact that I was a spectacle. Three sets of eyes seemed to burn me, watching as I steadily picked up speed, thrusting the massive rumbling synthetic dick into my hole. I let out a low moan as I felt the pressure begin to build, but I wasn’t anywhere close to the edge. Not this time. My boobs hurt too much.
 
   It was the brunette. She suddenly moved, peeling off her shirt. She wore a pretty, white bra underneath and then, just as quickly, both of her breasts were free. She pushed her way in between Julie and me, grabbing hold of my hand, taking the vibrator away from me. The blonde got right up in the doorway, eyes bright and eager, her head darting back to look at the storefront door every few seconds. Julie’s eyes widened and she backed up, giving the brunette more room.
 
   The sedate pace I’d been taking was replaced by the frantic thrusting of a girl I suspected would have been happy to trade places with me. She jammed the vibrator in and out, then used her finger to rub my clit in this rapid back and forth movement that left me quivering, gasping for breath. Talk about acceleration. My body just wasn’t equipped to handle that and I let out a tiny squeal. My toes curled, my hips began rolling, and my entire lower half tilted to give the brunette a better angle. My legs opened ever more and I didn’t realize until a moment later, but I was offering myself to her.
 
   Her right hand roamed over my body, up from my clit to my breasts, squeezing and pinching, then flicking each nipple in turn, leaving me yelping and fucking the vibrator in her hand desperately. The sexual tension inside me built with each little torment and when she brought her hand back down, running it along my labia, next to the vibrator, only to jam it into my ass, I reached the same damn heights I’d been in multiple times that day. I was there. On the cliff. Staring at another orgasm.
 
   “Please! I’m going to cum!” I whined.
 
   “Don’t!” snapped Julie. “You aren’t allowed to.”  I heard her words. They reverberated in me. Don’t cum. But I was so close. And I wasn’t the one pumping that damn vibrator or pinching my nipple. My legs twitched closed, but the brunette was in the way. There was nothing I could do. I put my hands down on her hands, trying to stop her from ramming the vibrator in, but she forced it up inside me anyway. I felt her fingers find my clit, pinching and pulling and then I cried out as the blonde got involved, reaching into the little room to give my left nipple a decent twist.
 
   I exploded and the brunette took the brunt of it across the chest. I let out a wild, sex soaked cry that was so filled with the bliss of release, of relief, that I’m guessing the folks in the next building could hear it. The blonde straightened and let go of my breast, a look of absolute delight on her face. The brunette just looked frustrated.
 
   Julie sighed, a look of total enjoyment on her face.
 
   I lost track of things for a moment. There was movement and someone took my hand. I found myself standing, swaying dangerously and then Julie was holding me, her mouth in my ear.
 
   “Kneel, Bre. Kneel down.”
 
   When I did I realized that the brunette girl had taken my place. Her khaki pants were gone and she had one leg propped up on the bench next to her. Her pussy was covered with dark fur and I didn’t understand for one long moment. Please don’t think I’m stupid. I’m not. But I had just ricocheted my way through another orgasm. I was tired and not thinking straight. I stared and then Julie tapped my shoulder. I turned, blinking and Julie held out the clover clamps. That sort of cleared my thoughts and I took them reluctantly. I didn’t want them on. My breasts still hurt from what they’d done to me. But I’m a good girl. I held up both clamps, turned to the brunette, and offered them to her.
 
   I expected her to take them and put them on my breasts, but what she did shocked me. Instead of taking the clamps from my hands, she cupped her own bosom and offered her tits to me like a gift. I ran with it. If she wanted to wear the clamps, more power to her. I put them on deep, letting the plier cut pincers pinch her tightly, then gave the chain a decent tug to set them. She winced, pain flashing across her face but I knew how to solve that. A half second later I was bent way over, my face buried in the wetness, sucking on her clit and thrusting as many fingers as I could manage into her hairy pussy. She obviously loved it because she began rolling her hips, one hand in my hair, the other wrapped around the chain, giving her breasts violent little tugs.
 
   I felt and saw Julie drop down behind me. Don’t forget, the entire room was lined with mirrors. It was hard to miss. She had her hand in her purse and when she touched me I moaned, letting the sound vibrate the brunette’s clit. Julie’s hand cupped my sex, her thumb stroking my petals from behind, gently caressing me. Even in my sexually shattered state I responded. I don’t think it’s too much to believe. I’m me first of all, but come on. The brunette was naked, I was eating pussy, finger fucking her, and she had her nipples clamped! I mean wouldn’t that turn YOU on? 
 
   I wasn’t close to orgasm or anything. I was way down at the bottom of that mountain, but thanks to Julie I’d at least started the long trudge up the path for the umpteenth time. I ripened just enough to make her fingers slip through my folds and that’s when I felt it.  It was hard and about four inches long and the tapered point penetrated uncomfortably. My sex tightened around it and I wondered what it was, but I was just a little busy with someone’s clit at that particular moment and couldn’t really spare it much though. Julie began pumping it, running it through my flower deep into my depths and when my hips were finally moving in time with her thrusts, she pulled it out and moved it just an inch or two up. I felt the point at my bottom and that’s when she pushed.
 
   I found out later that she’d pushed a jeweled anal plug into my ass. It ached going in but it could have been a lot worse and I’d already had a finger up in there just a few minutes before. I let my groans of discontent make the brunette’s clit swell even more and concentrated on seeing if I could make her cry out. The little booth filled with whimpers and moans and we were only interrupted once by the bell of the door ringing once. The door shut behind us as the blonde girl went out and did the sales thingy. She came back not five minutes later to watch the climax as my face got covered with girl goo, the brunette exploding loudly and passionately.
 
    
 
   “My turn,” the little blond declared to her co-worker and Julie grinned as I sat back, wincing from the anal implantation. The girls swapped places, with the blonde waiting to strip until the brunette was back in her uniform looking rather pleased and relaxed.  Khaki chinos gave way to a pair of light pink panties, which then revealed a well-trimmed bush and some very pretty petals. The little blonde blushed, picked up the clover clamps that the brunette had taken off and held them up.  I blinked, then reached up to take them and she giggled, pulling them back.
 
   “No. I want them on you while you do this,” she said simply.
 
   Well. Crap. So this time it was me and I cupped my bosom and offered both breasts out to her. She didn’t even hesitate. I winced and made the appropriate noises, probably more vocally than I really needed too, and with both nipples throbbing again within the tight grip of the clover clamps I bent down and took a long, slow, deep lick. I took my time too, teasing her unmercifully. If she wanted me hurting, then the least I could do was keep her tense for an unusually long time. At least, that was the plan. I was just bringing her to an edge, then moving down, driving my tongue into her, when I felt Julie again reach up between my legs. Something firm, solid, and wide was pressed against my pussy and Julie began wiggling it back and forth, spreading my petals, pushing. I let out a soft groan and within a minute the entire egg sized object was buried inside me. I knew what it was; a vibrator of sorts. One without any wires. There was a control box in Julie’s purse though it moved to her hand soon enough. I knew because the damn thing inside me started to vibrate.
 
   I took stock of my situation. I was in a changing booth, surrounded by mirrors, on my knees, buck naked while my cotton skirt and matching shirt were at least ten feet away. The only part of my regular attire that I was still wearing were the high heeled sandals, my little painted toenails showing. Both of my breasts were not only exposed, but tightly clamped between the steel pincers of a pair of clover clamps, the pads of which had been filed into non-slip surfaces resembling a pair of pliers. A heavy steel chain connected one clamp to the other and swung rapidly beneath me. My face was buried between the thighs of a scrumptious twenty year old blonde whose well-trimmed pussy was leaving a glistening film on my face from my nose to my chin. My bottom was tightly wrapped around a hard piece of smooth and tapered plastic, ending in a fake crimson colored jewel that matched my hair. And buried deep in my sensitive, tormented, wanting pussy was a vibrating sex toy the size of a large egg, shaking and rattling, sending tremors through my entire body and pushing me inexorably up the orgasmic slope to that very same cliff I’d danced along multiple times since this whole insane afternoon had started.
 
   Suddenly I didn’t want to cum. Or at least, I wanted the blond to cum before me. Long before me. The last thing I needed was Julie declaring another forthcoming punishment session. Or worse, telling me to edge again. We needed to move along. So I stopped playing around with the girl and really got to work. She lasted two minutes. That’s all. Then she was making so much noise that the brunette clerk actually shut the door in concern. The blond girl squirmed under my tongue and tried to push me away but I put my hands on her hips and literally held her sex against my mouth. Then she let out a tiny scream, her fingers in my hair. I couldn’t tell if she were pulling me in, or pushing me away. I didn’t care. I took the pain and just sucked and licked her clit until there wasn’t any doubt. The shudders that wracked her body and the good shove she gave me broke the connection and I fell back into Julie, who caught me in her arms.
 
   Julie stood up as I sat there. I ran a hand over my face, wiping some of the girl sauce off, trying to ignore the ache in my bottom and breasts as well as the vibrations in my sex. My nipples throbbed and I took a ragged breath. Julie opened the door, stepped out, disappearing for just a few seconds and then she was back with my clothes. She tossed them to me as the blond looked on with a small, contented smile on her face. 
 
   I got dressed. Fast. There wasn’t any reason except my natural inclination not to be naked. You have to understand; I’m not an exhibitionist. I don’t like being naked in public, or showing off my goodies to strangers. I don’t want to be wearing clothes that scream “this girl is a nympho humiliation pain slut! Come on up and try her out!”  If Julie had given me a burlap sack I’d have been fine wearing THAT.
 
   I felt better dressed. More in control. The vibrations and the pain of the clover clamps continued of course, as did the ache of the anal plug, but I could handle that. Being covered was better. I looked at Julie and my brows furrowed. The expression on Julie’s face was difficult to analyze. I wasn’t sure if she were upset, or stressed, or what. She was moving a little strange too, her steps shorter than normal, as if she had a stone in her heels or something.
 
   I didn’t have time to really contemplate what was going on though. Julie took charge. In seconds she was telling the blond girl to get dressed. I was pulled out of the changing room and sent to the little restroom at the back of the store to clean up and fix my makeup. She even gave me the little cosmetic set out of her purse. I went and did a number of things, including use the bathroom. Then I spent about five minutes with my face. When I got back Julie was at the front of the store with the two clerks, laughing and smiling, obviously having a very deep conversation with the two girls.
 
   “Bye Breanne,” the blond said sweetly, a blush on her face. The brunette just gave me a silly grin. Julie evidently knew their names, said goodbye, and pushed me out of the store back into the late afternoon heat of the day. I wrapped my arms around myself as we started to walk.
 
   “That was amazing,” Julie said to me a moment later.
 
   I gave her a look. “I was forced to edge, accidentally had an orgasm and was then punished in front of two strange girls I didn’t know, who decided to help you beat my breasts black and blue, then forced to edge again, which was interrupted by the audience and put me back into orgasm. I was then punished a second time, forced to lick both girls into their own orgasms while my sadistic mistress let them put clover clamps on my tits, jammed an anal plug into my ass, and then pushed a vibrator in me. Which, I might remind you, is currently set to medium and driving me crazy.”
 
   Julie just stared at me in shock.
 
   I looked away, suddenly embarrassed. “Sorry.”
 
   “No! No! That was wonderful!” Julie gushed, giving me a wide grin. “I loved it.” She suddenly grabbed my hand and glanced around. I blinked, already getting a bad feeling.  Julie seemed to spot what she was looking for and a second later was leading me down a shadowed alley. My heart thudded painfully when she pushed me behind some sort of electrical box, my back to the concrete block wall. I stared at her as she rifled through her bag and then came out with the small vibrator again. She handed it to me and I gave her a look that clearly meant I was doubting her sanity.
 
   “Again?” I asked in disbelief. “Julie! I can’t!”
 
   She snorted. “Nonsense. You always can. Edging is about limits. I don’t care how long you have to rub that cute little clit with that vibrator. You can edge. I want to see it. I want to hear you mewling with need.”
 
   “Julie,” I whispered. “I’m sensitive! And you’ve got the egg inside me. I’m halfway there already! How am I supposed to stop?”
 
   Julie shrugged. “I don’t care. In fact, I’d prefer it if you didn’t stop. Then I could punish you again.” The grin on her face was huge. “Another spanking, then I’ll smack your breasts. And then,” she said softly, intensely, her eyes lighting up. “Then I’m going get the sap out of my purse and spank your clit.”
 
   My mouth hung open and the silence suddenly stretched.
 
   “So edge. Now.” The tone of her voice made it clear that I had no choice. She was the mistress. I was the submissive. Unless I could articulate a justifiable reason to deny her, I had to do it. I glanced around. No one was in the alley, though I suppose anyone could have come out of any of the back doors. It was hot. And a bit smelly. Certainly not the sort of place you’d expect to find a cute, adorable, redheaded sex slut doing the naughty.
 
   My hand trembled as I turned on the vibrator. I lifted the front of my skirt and exposed my clit. It was bright pink and already swollen. I sucked in a sharp breath as I held the little vibrating toy right up to my sensitive nub. The egg inside me roared and my bottom contracted around the anal plug even as my pussy did the same to the egg. My hips began rolling and within two or three minutes my chest was heaving. Julie got closer and put one hand on the wall, then wrapped her left hand around the chain, slipping her arm under my shirt. She pulled, a good solid tug, and my nipples burned.
 
   “You know I love you like this,” she said softly, watching my panting face turn slowly red. “I like you stressed like this. I’m so turned on right now. You know I’ve got your ben wa balls in me? I put them in when you were doing the little blond. I can feel them rolling around inside me. I’m so horny right now that if a guy came around the corner I’d have him here. You know that? Or you. Maybe I should make you use your tongue on me instead? Would you like that?”
 
   I ignored her. I was a little preoccupied. The cliff was approaching and there were too many things for me to keep track of. I rolled the vibrator up and down my petals, always going back to my clit. I reached a moment where I thought I’d almost lost it and in a thick, heavy voice, I begged Julie to turn off the egg.
 
   “Please!” I gasped. “The egg! You’ve got to turn it off!”
 
   Julie grinned and leaned against me, breast to breast and started to grind her pussy against my hip.  “I don’t want to turn it off,” she whispered. “I want you to cum. And I want to punish you for it.”
 
   I let out a whine and half crumpled. “Then just punish me damnit!” I said loudly.
 
   Julie blinked. Then she reached down, grabbed my hand, and yanked the vibrator away from my clit. Her fingers dived into her purse and a second later the vibrating egg stopped. I let out a desperate cry and slid to the ground, my hands starting to go between my legs. 
 
   “NO!” She hissed. “Don’t cum! I stopped it! Don’t cum! If you cum I’ll punish you!”
 
   “That’s fine!” I snarled. “Punish me! I’m fine with that!”
 
   Julie held my hands as I trembled and then she began pulling me up. I was uncooperative.  But as she got me back on my feet the pressure lessened to something I could handle and I let out a choked sob and leaned against the wall.
 
   “Bre,” she said softly. “I’m sorry. I pushed. I got…” she swallowed hard. “A little too intense. Take a deep breath.”
 
   I did. It didn’t really help. She had the little vibrator in her hand and she turned it off, then put it back in her purse. She took a deep breath, looked around, then stared hard at me. Finally she gave a little nod, reached out and touched my arm.
 
   “Okay. I think that got away from us. I apologize. The assignment was for each edge to be a little more intense so that you’d mess up and cum more as we went along.”
 
   My eyes narrowed. “Someone doesn’t understand edging,” I said sarcastically, a trifle angry.
 
   Julie bit her lip and nodded. “Yes, well it sounded like a good idea. I realize now that just edging, and doing it as much as we have, is all the intensity we need. Just each time makes the next that much more difficult to endure.”
 
   I didn’t reply. She wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t know already, though I’m glad she figured it out.  She took another big breath. Her hips still rolled and I knew that the ben wa balls were rolling around between her bony hips. I liked the idea. Maybe she should be the one to edge next!
 
   “So no more intensifiers. We’ll take the egg out. The next edge will be just you in control, so you can actually stop if you want to.” She nodded toward my crotch. “Go on. Take it out.”
 
   I hesitated. I was still charged and taking a sex toy out of your own sodden pussy is not something that is easily undertaken without some sexual stress. But I’d already backed enough away from the edge that I knew it would take some serious masturbation to get myself right back to the cliff again. I figured twenty seconds with my fingers would have me flying. Except… I didn’t want to cum. I was tired and the edges and orgasms I’d already endured had me feeling hollow, like a watermelon with its flesh scooped out. Slowly I put my hand back down between my legs, lifting my skirt. I put my fingers in the right spot, feeling the wetness, avoiding my swollen, wanting clitoris. A moment later the egg was in my hand. I didn’t lick it. I just handed it to Julie, who had a paper towel she’d pulled out of her purse ready.
 
   “There,” she said, tucking the toy away. “Feel better?”
 
   “No,” I said sullenly. I ached. Then I looked up. “Can I take the clover clamps off?” 
 
   Her eyebrow went up. Then she shook her head. “I said I didn’t want you to cum. I didn’t say that I don’t want to hurt you.”  She leaned in. “They hurt, don’t they?”
 
   I nodded. My nipples throbbed, caught in the crushing bite of the clover clamps. Somewhere along the line the chain between the vices had been tugged, making them very, very tight. The pain was sufficient to keep me tense. Very tense.
 
   Julie smiled. “Then no.  They stay on, unless I decided to change them out for something worse. Maybe during your next edge?” She grinned. “Or… do we need to do it right now?”
 
   I blinked. “What? Do what?”
 
   She shrugged. “Your next edge.”
 
   “Julie, I just edged a moment ago,” I said it slowly, as if explaining something simple to an absolute idiot.
 
   She snorted. “That was five minutes ago. Really, I’m supposed to make you edge every thirty. We kind of got off track back there with the girls.” Julie sighed as if there were just too many options. “Okay I think I’ll let you decide. You can put this on,” she said, rooting in the bag. “And wear it until you’re close to cumming. Or we can go eat, take a break, and the next edge will happen during dinner.”  She hauled something small out of the bag. I blinked and swallowed.
 
   It was a vibrator clamp. Not like mine, that’s for sure. I have two pairs, all of the same, each of them with a little vibrator built into the actual duck clamp. This one was a dangly. It was like an unfired .50 caliber rifle bullet, hung on a chain.  But that’s not what had me staring in absolute terror.  What got to me was the clamp part. The bloody thing was attached to a jumbo alligator clamp.
 
   If you’re an electrician you know exactly what I’m talking about when I saw “alligator clamps.” They’re metal clamps that look like the dangerous end of your average crocodilian. I own an entire trio of the things, but I have to emphasize that mine have been altered. The spring has been adjusted, bent actually; stretched so that the “pounds per square inch” of force has been drastically reduced from standard. This is a good thing because alligator clamps have metal teeth, which if put on while fresh from your local hardware store, bite into you with enough strength to not only leave marks, but chew you up and make certain sensitive areas bloody. Not my thing. So my alligator clamps are adjusted so they actually pinch less than your average wooden clothespin. And I took a file to teeth. To dull them just a bit.
 
   This one? I wasn’t sure. I plucked it from Julie’s hand and held it up. The first thing I noticed were the teeth. They weren’t sharp. All of them were slightly dulled. I pinched it open and then set it on the flap of skin between my left thumb and the rest of my fingers. It hurt. But it didn’t cut me. Mike the Hardware Guy must have helped her get it set correctly.
 
   Still, the idea of wearing this thing, hanging off my clit, letting the vibrations and our little walk, along with the still painful clover clamps, work me back into a froth sounded… both awful and wonderful. I held it up as Julie studied me, wondering which option I’d choose. Immediate torment now followed by a peaceful, relaxing dinner, or a soft break now followed by the utter humiliation of being made to edge in a crowded restaurant where I’d be forced into circumspection and possible utter humiliation by what I was asked to do.
 
   I took a deep breath. We were still in the alley. I could hear cars driving down the road not thirty feet away. Shadows were lengthening, the scents of cooking food all around us. No one was in sight but that could change at any second; a cook dumping trash, a delivery driver using a back entrance, an employee just wanting a smoke. So with one hand I pushed my fingers into the waistband of my skirt and swirled downward with my arm. The light cotton spun and fell, landing in a pool at my feet. Julie’s eyes widened in shock at my sudden nudity and she too glanced around. I spread my legs wide, and I mean wide, exposing myself completely. Then, delicately, with one hand, I spread my petals. The other held the alligator clamp. My chest was heaving as I slowly let the jaws close and then my clit sent a burst of agonized objection up to my brain. I let out a soft whimper, wincing as the pain joined the hurt coming from the tips of my breasts, and then I turned the little dangling vibrator on. It jittered at the end of the chain, attached to the toothed metal clamp and my clitoris felt like it had been bound to a live electric wire. My knees buckled and the only thing holding me up was the cement block wall against my stuffed ass. I could feel the heat it had absorbed from the sun on my spanked buttocks. Waves of pain rocked through me, but there, a half second later, there was this tornado of pleasure, a swirl of necessary relief. I moaned and gasped, then looked up at my mistress in stunned torment.
 
   “Very well,” Julie said with a satisfied smile. “Looks like you’ll get a chance to relax during dinner.”  She bent over, grabbed my skirt from the pavement and helped me step back into them. She straightened, drawing the light skirt up my legs. I shook my head even as she settled the white cotton around my loins, snapping the waistband around my hips.
 
   “No,” I whispered. “If the assignment said every thirty minutes, then we need to follow it. So if we’re having dinner in thirty minutes, I’ll edge again.”
 
   She gave me that look; the one where my insanity has actually surpassed her expectations. “Can you handle that?”
 
   My response was fast. “Does it matter?”
 
   She laughed, her smile wide. “Oh God, Bre. No it doesn’t! It doesn’t matter if you can handle that. Because it would be even better if you couldn’t!”  She took my arm, steadying me as we turned and started down the alley back toward the street. My clit burned and tingled and the excruciating pleasure was driving me absolutely bonkers. I took small steps, the vibrator clamp swinging free under my skirt, skittering off my thighs and tugging on the little sensitive nub it was attached to with terrible intensity.
 
   I had no clue where we were walking. I know we crossed a street. Maybe two. Julie’s arm was in mine and as my body began trembling, my chest heaving as I got closer and closer to the orgasmic climax, she held me defensively. We were on a main thoroughfare too. Cars drove by me on the left at forty or so miles per hour. People were walking past us, staring at the cute redhead, probably wondering what the hell her problem was. Too many drinks? Hardly. I hadn’t had anything all afternoon. No, my problem was the evil little monster chewing on my clitoris, pain laced ecstasy blasting up through my loins, combining perfectly with the throbbing of my clover clamp crushed nipples and the thick ache of the anal plug.
 
   I remember quite clearly when I reached the point. The metaphorical cliff was right there and I was running toward it very fast. My eyes widened in alarm and I froze, my entire body shaking. Julie was yanked to a halt and she turned toward me. Our eyes locked.
 
   “I’m close,” I whispered.
 
   She grinned. “Good. Thirty more seconds!” Cars hurtled by behind me.
 
   I shook my head. “No. I can’t last that long!” I whined.  It was close. I felt it pushing me inexorably forward, the huge abyss of release stretching wide. Ever stand at the edge of the Grand Canyon, looking down? Imagine being twenty feet away from that edge and someone starts pushing on you. Your feet slip in the dust. There’s nothing to grab onto. And all you can think about is what it would feel like free falling until you hit the bottom like Wile E. Coyote.
 
   “Yes, yes you can,” she urged me. “Twenty-five more seconds. Hold it. Focus.”  She let go of one arm and slid her hand right up my shirt, ignoring the fact that in about ten seconds some people behind us were going to walk right on up. Her fingers snagged the chain connecting the two clover clamps. She tugged, little pulls. My eyes widened frantically. Oh no.  No fucking way! I shook my head violently, reached down between my legs, jacked up the hem of the skirt, and dug. Behind me cars whizzed past. My fingers found the vibrator dangling first. I didn’t bother trying to turn it off. The switch was tiny and the whole thing was wet. I went straight for the clamp itself and even though it too was slippery, you’d be surprised what a girl can do when it hurts. And when she has to cum.
 
   I got it off just in time. The couple walking up behind us looked in shock as my hand came out from under my skirt, probably flashing them a good bit of pink at the time, wet and trembling, holding a fucking alligator clamp. The vibrator buzzed loudly, at least it seemed that way and Julie was laughing. I let out a choked sob as they hurried past and I fell into Julie’s arms, practically sobbing in relief. I hadn’t cum. I was so close! Julie patted my back and then once more put her hand under my shirt. Quietly, without fuss, her fingers released the clover clamps, one by one, drawing the entire chain out from under my clothing. I bit my lip and screamed into her shoulder, muffling the sound of the pain. Oh my God did it hurt! My nipples surged with agony as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips.
 
   It took three or four minutes, still standing there in Julie’s arms, before I was able to get a grip. I wiped away a few tears, nodding that I was okay as she kissed me on the cheeks. She smoothed down my shirt, staying away from my breasts.
 
   “You okay?” She asked, obviously concerned.  She wasn’t the only one. A few bystanders had given us both a very intense once over, but finding nothing obviously wrong except for a highly emotional redhead crying on her best friend's shoulder, they’d moved on. 
 
   I took stock. Anal plug… and nothing else. She’d even relieved the pain in my boobs, though I wondered how long that was going to last. Still, this was pretty good. At least for me. I shifted left and right, gave myself a little stretch, then nodded.  “I’m alright,” I replied.
 
   “Hungry yet?”
 
   I blinked, an entirely new sensation occurring to me in that split second. My stomach rumbled. “Oh! Yes,” I replied, quite surprised.
 
   She grinned. “Good.”  Then she took my arm again and marched me down the street. It took maybe five or so more minutes and I was more than happy to turn into the restaurant she’d chosen. The place wasn’t exactly crowded. It was only around five o’clock and we were just a tad bit early for the dinner rush. We took a nice, private booth in the back corner, with big heavy wooden sides against the wall. Both of us ordered and I drank an entire bottle of beer and ordered a second before our dinner had even arrived. It kind of concerned Julie.
 
   “You okay? I’ve never seen you drink that much?” She asked as I put down the half empty second bottle. I shrugged.
 
   “I was thirsty,” I replied happily. I could feel the alcohol starting to kick in. I felt more relaxed. A little looser, and since I’d been relatively tight all day, it was like getting into a refreshingly cool pool of water after a hot afternoon.
 
   She rolled her eyes. “There’s thirsty, and then there’s drunk.”
 
   I laughed. “Two beers isn’t going to floor me,” I assured her. Though three would give me a nice buzz and to be honest, that’s what I was aiming for. I picked the bottle back up and drank.
 
   “Are you trying to get drunk?” She asked suspiciously. I sighed. I totally understood her concern. Alcohol and BDSM don’t go well together. Alcohol impairs judgment and BDSM, of any kind, is all about exactly that.  The master or mistress should NEVER drink, because they’re the ones pushing the submissive to a line. And the submissive shouldn’t be drunk, because they are the ultimate backstop on the dominant. They are there to say “whoa, no. I don’t think so.” So it’s not a good thing if either of them are impaired. Julie hadn’t even finished her first beer and I knew she’d drink water for the rest of the evening. 
 
   I leaned forward. “I’m hurting, Julie. I ache in places that are unmentionable. I feel like a piece of salt water taffy, stretched, wrung out, and pulled apart. I’m so horny right now that I’m still dripping, thinking that one of those stupid dill pickles they serve here would feel really good right about now.”
 
   Her eyebrow went up and she grinned. “Really? I can get you one,” she replied.
 
   I ignored her. “So I want a buffer. I want to be just a little buzzed. Not falling down drunk. But definitely buzzed.”  Then I took another long pull off the bottle and set it down empty. Julie didn’t say anything but I could see her disapproval.
 
   A third beer arrived with the wings and we chowed down. I was feeling the alcohol by then and was talking rather animatedly with Julie about a number of things. We talked about my daughter Rachel. We talked about the Society of the Golden Rose and some of the crazy drama going on there. We discussed politics and the Supreme Court. I pushed my third beer away and started on my fourth, then emptied the two little cardboard baskets of edible food. I put all the leftover bones in one, I licked my lips, looked at Julie with an intense sort of craziness, and gave her a wicked smile.
 
   “It’s been longer than thirty minutes,” I said, leaning forward. 
 
   Julie laughed. She was in a good mood. Our conversation had been good for that. “Are you ready to edge?”
 
   I nodded. “Sure. We can get our check and find a nice quiet spot,” I replied with a little suggestive look.
 
   Julie snorted. “Hardly.”  She grabbed her purse, looked through it, then pulled something out and pushed it under the table so quickly that I couldn’t see what it was.  “Here.”
 
   I leaned down and swung my hand beneath the table top. I found hers and felt the hard plastic. My eyes widened as I took the object and brought it toward myself. Eventually it ended up in my lap and I gasped. It was a massive vibrator, easily nine inches long, and thicker than most of the ones I’ve ever used. She’d definitely bought new toys!
 
   “What the hell?” I asked, just a bit stunned, holding the thing in my lap and looking at it.
 
   “Put it in right now. Here.” She leaned forward. “On full power. And try not to cum.”
 
   I glanced around nervously. The place wasn’t packed but a hell of a lot more people had come in since we started eating. The only good news was that it was noisy and we were out of the way, in a back corner. I could have run a chain saw and had a good chance the folks around us might not have noticed. I bit my lip. There were worse places to do it. No one was at a really good angle to see what was going on. I could slide it in, sit on it, let it buzz me close to oblivion, and then just pull it out. The light was dim under the table, everything was in shadow. Damn… it actually was better. If we did it on the street, or in a shop, God only knew who would get a show!
 
   So giving her a naughty, daring look, I slid it down between my knees. I glanced around hurriedly, making sure no one was staring, and when I was reasonably sure I was unobserved, I shifted my hips, tilted to the right and pressed the vibrator up to my sex. The other hand was already twisting the bottom and I was shocked at how loud it was. That worried me, even though it shouldn’t have. I spread my legs a decent amount, then arched my hips and slid the whole thing into my sex with a concerted push and a bit of wiggling.
 
   I can’t even begin to tell you what a relief it was to have that vibrator in there. It was like light after darkness. Water after thirst. Chocolate after a hard day’s work. I hadn’t even realized how much I needed to be filled. Not stimulated to orgasm. Just filled. With something cock like. I love being stuffed and I rocked my hips, my face no doubt reflecting the utter bliss of someone getting exactly what they wanted. That little five inch dildo she’d given me earlier? Too short. The egg? Too wide and stubby. But this thing? Oh yeah. Oh HELL yeah. With one hand I jammed the vibrator downward so that it was pressed against the seat. I closed my legs, rocked forward so that I was upright and properly impaled, then brought my hands out and put them on the table. I grinned at Julie, feeling the vibrations inside me as well as the thick, full stuffing. Of course within a minute my hips began twitching, slowly bouncing up and down as my body demanded satisfaction. Then Julie pulled two more small, glittering somethings out of her purse and slid them across the table, right in plain view.
 
   My alligator clamps. I snatched them off the wood just in time, because the waitress swung by at that moment. She’d noticed I needed another beer. I was going to hold the limit at four, but the alligator clamps changed that. I nodded for another one and the moment the girl was gone I leaned forward, a look of panicked disbelief on my face.
 
   “Are you crazy?” I demanded. “I can’t put these on here!”
 
   Julie’s eyebrow went up. “Yes, you damn well can. Just slide a hand under your shirt and put them on.”
 
   I bit my lip, my eyes roaming over the restaurant as my hips began wiggling. Being impaled on the vibrator was becoming a very interesting ride. The idea of having my poor, abused nipples bitten by the alligator clamps created some rather intense psychological arousal as well. I waffled for a moment, then took the first of the clamps in my fingers. I licked my lips, then slid one hand up my shirt, the shiny metal toothed vice tight in my fingers, the chain that connected it to the other one cold on my wrist. I felt the teeth against my nipple, the image of serrated knives flashing through my brain. I knew it wouldn’t cut me. But I could imagine it slicing into me. That was when I let go. The teeth dug into the little hard nub and a shard of pain shot through my tit. You would think that sort of shock to the central nervous system would go straight to the brain, but it didn’t. It went straight to my sex, circulating through the focused need there and my humping pumping bottom half went into overdrive. My ass squeezed the anal plug, my pussy tightened around the vibrator, and I actually had to resist the urge to put my fingers on my tortured, swollen, sensitive clit and rub.
 
   “Are you okay?” The waitress asked. I blinked, looking up, my face flushed and my chest heaving. I nodded frantically, the pain of the alligator clamp on my nipple making me so tense I thought I’d shatter.
 
   “She’s fine,” Julie laughed. “Having a great time, aren’t you Bre?” She said wickedly.
 
   “Yeah!” I managed to squeak. “Great time!”
 
   The waitress evidently didn’t really care and thankfully she hadn’t noticed the other clamp, still dangling from the chain, poking out from under the bottom of my shirt. She shrugged, put the bottle down and hurried off. If she suspected anything she didn’t show it.
 
    
 
   “Now the other one,” Julie whispered, eyes eager. I gave her a hard look but then grabbed hold of the other clamp. It was dangling by my belly button and I pushed it up to my right breast. I set it behind my piercing, as usual, and then let it close, leaving me desperate for air, both nipples burning with pain, my entire body shuddering at the intensity of the stimulation.
 
   “Now,” Julie said softly. “Edge for me. And Breanne, I want you so close that you’re hanging on by your fingernails. Understand?”
 
   There really wasn’t much for me to do except for the signature and tell tail coital thrusting that any girl sitting on a nine inch vibrator would be making. I was really starting to feel it, the waves of pleasure bursting up from between my legs, swirling through my insides, all while Julie quietly asked questions about how it felt, what I wanted, offering to abuse me.
 
   “I’m sort of hoping you do cum,” she said intensely. “Cause I’m going to spank your ass, then your breasts, and then I really am going to use the sap on your pussy.”
 
   Like that was punishment. I actually thought about just cumming at that point. I was really feeling it when suddenly someone was standing there, right next to the booth. Two someones in fact.
 
   I blinked and looked up in shock, freezing. It was a man. In fact, it was the man. Kevin. The guy from the parking garage. His thick, dark, wavy hair was still in perfect position, his polo shirt still crisp, and he grinned down at me. He was accompanied by a similarly dressed male, who was a bit lighter and sported a few tattoos on his upper arms that were peeking out from under his short sleeves. Kevin didn’t say hello, or ask anything. He just smiled, sat down in the small space next to me and pushed me with his hip, forcing me to move over.
 
   My eyes bulged as the vibrator inside me shifted violently and I almost came just at that moment. My mouth fell open as the other guy sat down next to the very surprised Julie, who moved over just in time to avoid getting sat on. I clenched my teeth hard and held my breath, struggling not cum. 
 
   “Hi! It’s great to see the two of you again. Breanne, right?” Kevin said to me with a big grin. I sucked in some air and realized I had clamped down tight on the vibrator, which was really, really not helping. Waves of sensorial ecstasy tried to capsize me as I grabbed hold of the table and held on for dear life. He studied me for a moment, as if he knew exactly what I had stuffed up inside me, then looked at Julie. “And I didn’t get your Mistress’ name?”  
 
   Julie’s eyes narrowed and she answer the question for me. “Julie. Can I help you?”
 
   He laughed. “I hope you remember me from earlier this afternoon.”
 
   Julie smiled, but it wasn’t a warm one. I could tell. “Mr. Kevin,” she said, obviously remembering him. He grinned.
 
   “This is my friend Dave.”  He waved at the other guy who smiled and looked at me like I was a piece of steak; a piece of steak having serious trouble holding still because of a fucking vibrator jammed up her twat as well as that silly anal plug. And the alligator clamps? Christ, I was ready to explode. Julie knew I was hiding it, but she also knew that I was a ticking time bomb with a short fuse.
 
   “When we met earlier I was late for a meeting, so I’m sorry I rushed off. Dave and I decided to get some dinner and to my surprise, I saw the pair of you sitting here. Of course I had to tell Dave about how Breanne had accidentally orgasmed a few hours ago and that you’d needed a witness in order to spank her cute little ass. He didn’t actually believe me and I’m hoping you’ll both be willing to prove to him that I’m not a liar.”  He looked at me with a grin. A knowing grin. He knew. Oh my God. He KNEW.  “I don’t think I’ll have to wait long for proof, will I?” He glanced at Julie with a smirk.
 
   I could tell that a number of thoughts flashed through Julie’s mind, though her face remained cool and impassive. I could see it. She was thinking about how to play it. To be honest, a number of thoughts went through my own mind. The first was the utter humiliation of these two men knowing I was jammed full of vibrating sex toys. This did not help in the least because it set me shifting awkwardly, which just made the vibrator inside me touch other, unexpected areas. I was also bouncing. Not that much, and it was involuntary, my body’s reaction to the sexual onslaught of stimulation, but it was obvious. The tips of each breast seemed to throb angrily, beating in time with every labored pump of my heart. I glanced at Julie, half hoping she’d tell them to buzz off. She caught my eye and then a smug expression settled on her mouth. To my shock she scooted closer to Dave and I realized that her earlier comment, the one about being so horny and turned on, had just doomed me. And I knew she was still stuffed with those ben wa balls. She’d had to walk all the way over here with them rolling around inside her. One of her hands disappeared under the table, but when Dave’s eyes widened, I knew where she’d laid it. 
 
   Julie sighed loudly. “Honestly, she’s had a tough afternoon. And been very naughty. She’s edged like five or six times, cum twice more and been punished for it, and right now she’s fucking a nine inch vibrator, has a jeweled plug up her ass, and is wearing a pair of alligator clamps on her tits. I’m shocked she can even hold still.” She gave me a long look. “Never mind. She’s not holding still, is she?” The tone of her voice was playful and my widening eyes and gaping mouth meant nothing to her.
 
   Both men looked at me with interest and Kevin laughed. “Oh, she’s not holding still. Trust me. I can feel her hips grinding.”
 
   I blushed crimson and looked away. I was shaking. The humiliation factor had just been turned up to maximum and I figured I had about thirty seconds to figure out what I was going to do before my libido hit the boiling point and I exploded. I had to try to hold it.
 
   “So do you think she’ll be able to hold off?” He asked curiously, “because if she’s going to be getting another punishment, Dave and I would love to witness it, perhaps even help.”
 
   Julie laughed. “I’d like that very much. Spankings are always better when the girl has got a thick cock inside her.” A vision of myself riding Kevin while Julie spanked my bottom flashed through my imagination. Holy shit.
 
   The look on Dave’s face made it clear that Julie was having as much fun as the guys. I wanted to look, betting her hand was rubbing the bulge in the man’s jeans frantically. Dave stared at me but it was Kevin who did it. He slid his right hand under his left arm and I didn’t even see it. I felt it, the tip of his finger touching the contour of the little metal clamp chewing on my right nipple. That was all it took. That little twitch. Not even a quarter twist. Just a little bit of pressure, the metal teeth digging into my flesh. A tiny twist. I let out a wide-eyed gasp and the orgasm began.
 
   There were two distinct parts to what happened that next second. Time seemed to slow for me and my vision narrowed. I remember seeing Julie’s face, but Dave and Kevin sort of disappeared from view. I knew they were there, I just couldn’t really see them or the rest of the restaurant. Physically my body went through a number of immediate changes. My enlarged clitoris suddenly retracted, becoming fifty percent shorter than it had been before. My skin flushed and practically every muscle in my body began to contract. My blood pressure, heart rate, and breathing all increased by another fifty percent and I let out a sharp and wild whine as some part of my brain tried to keep what was happening to me under wraps. Between my legs I began feeling a series of intense pulses, timed to about one per second. These weren’t light flutterings, but felt like some thickly thewed man was pounding on my sex from the inside, wielding a fucking sledge hammer. These pulses, contractions if you will, enfolded the massive vibrator, which created a sort of feedback loop as the vibrations just made the next squeeze more powerful. The pulses spread out immediately, encompassing my ass, which was of course stuffed itself. Mild orgasms have three to five of these pulses, these contractions. Me? Mild? Hah. I don’t do mild.
 
   The second part was more reactive. Somewhere around the fifth pulse between my legs my endocrine system kicked it into high gear. First it dumped a load of adrenaline into my bloodstream. This gave my body the necessary boost in energy to deal with the intensity of the humiliation/pain/pleasure caused orgasm ratcheting through me. Adrenaline is a drug, albeit naturally produced, and it surged through me, making the tightening of my coital muscles stronger. It also happened to increase the power of those orgasmic pulses tenfold. Then I got a healthy dose of dopamine, a neurotransmitter of the catecholamine and phenethylamine families responsible for the brain’s reward system. Probably. There’s still some debate about that since it just might be about activating the brain’s neurochemical communication system to allow the other chemical that my body was now producing: oxytocin, to do some amazing things. Oxytocin is a hormone produced by the pituitary gland and has been found to cause all sorts of positive things in people, from suddenly becoming more generous, to being happier, to being affectionate. It’s another one of those “reward” things the brain does. Suddenly I was higher than a kite. I felt better than good. I felt fucking amazing. I put my hands down between my legs, pulling up my skirt. I knew, somewhere in the back of my mind, that Kevin was watching, sitting there with wide eyes as I frantically rubbed my exposed slit, but I didn’t care. I threw my head back as the pulses hit the fifteen count and I hit that wall. I couldn’t tighten any more. I let out a wild cry, putting poor Sally to shame, and Kevin suddenly put his hand over my mouth as I screamed. It took the better part of thirty seconds for the orgasm itself to stop and I took a huge, shuddering breath as the pulses slowed and disappeared. Every part of me seemed to relax, the tightness becoming loose. There was still pain of course, most noticeably coming from the tips of my breasts, but also from the still intense vibrations of the vibrator. I twitched wildly for a few seconds too, then managed to get that under control as well.
 
   “Well,” Julie said wryly, with a slightly disgusted roll of her eyes. “That’s a punishment earned. You didn’t even try to hold off.”
 
   Kevin and Dave were both speechless as they kept their eyes glued to me. I can understand. I’d just done a full blown When Harry Met Sally Moment, except with a real orgasm. Thank God we were in a sports bar with ten televisions and enough noise to keep things like stupid little redhead sluts like me from making too much of a scene. And I suppose Kevin’s hand helped. A little.
 
   I blinked and then started to turn off the vibrator. Too sensitive. No one said a word. I didn’t take the thing out though. That would have been too much.  But I did reach under my shirt and remove the alligator clamps. Yes. I did it without permission. I’d reached a limit. My nipples hurt way too much. I tossed them on the table and leaned back. I grabbed the full bottle of beer that was in front of me and downed the whole thing. I was thirsty! I then took Kevin’s bottle and drank that too.
 
   Dave paid our dinner bill which I thought was very nice of him. Julie and Kevin were deep in discussion, most of which zipped right past me with little to no coherence. I was still lost in the sexual euphoria of climax. A nuclear bomb could have gone off next to me and I’d probably have been grinning. Eventually I was pulled sideways and hauled to my feet. I blinked, felt something slip, and heard a sharp rattle on the floor between my legs.
 
   “Christ Breanne,” Julie said with disgust. She bent over rapidly, scooped up the silent vibrator from where it had left a wet mark on the floor, and quickly hid it away. I started to laugh. Maybe… I’d sort of had too much to drink. I’m not sure. I giggled. Kevin took my arm and escorted me out while Julie stayed with Dave.
 
   Dave’s car was right there in the parking lot, so we didn’t have to walk all the way back to the parking garage. I remember Julie taking a picture of the license plate and texting it to someone, which is standard security for us, and then I was in the back seat with Kevin and the car was moving. Kevin didn’t wait either. He pulled me down across his lap so I was looking up at him, half twisted on the seat. One hand was between my legs, a finger deep in my wet slit, while his other hand played with my tender and blotchy breasts. I gave him a big smile and just let him do it. If the forming bruises on the soft curves of my bosom bothered him he didn’t say anything about it to me. We kissed passionately and wetly as I spread my legs, his fingers sliding in and out of my sodden swamp.
 
   I’m not sure how long we were in the car but I’d eat my shirt if it were more than ten or fifteen minutes. Dave and Julie disappeared for a few moments at one point, but then came back and when the car stopped again we all got out. By this time Kevin had already removed my shirt, so I had to scurry into the hotel room with my arms wrapped around my bare chest. I think I was chortling like a mad school girl, but that didn’t seem to bother anyone.
 
   The hotel room wasn’t exactly fancy. There were two queen sized beds which I suppose made sense, plus all the other usual standards; a small wooden table by the window capped with a pair of ancient but still clean armchairs, thee nightstands, the center one holding a clock, phone, and the remotes that controlled the television and cable boxes. There was a closet, shower and so on. You know. Typical hotel room. I have no idea if it was clean though. I wasn’t really checking for that because the second the door closed behind me I was attacked, molested, and ravished by three people.
 
   Well… okay.  Maybe “attacked” is too strong a word. Kevin and Dave hung back for about a second as Julie shoved me down onto the first bed and practically tore my skirt off, leaving me wearing absolutely nothing but my high heeled sandals. Since my ass was in the air, I suppose they all got to see the jewel at the end of the anal plug too. I wriggled a bit and then spread my legs as she ran her hand up my thigh right to my labia, stroking my petals softly as she turned to the two gentlemen watching with increasing interest.
 
   “Breanne’s punishment is cumulative. So to start off with she’ll be getting a hard spanking. Except this time I want her firmly mounted on something thick, long and pulsing. Any volunteers?”
 
   Dave and Kevin looked at each other with big grins, but it was Kevin who moved first. He approached me on the bed and I rolled over, kicking my feet and looking all innocent. I watched with distinct interest as he undressed, helped along by Julie, who got immediately and forcefully involved, unbuckling his pants and stripping him naked. I watched, feeling a strange sort of longing. I’d been tormented multiple times that day, edging and cumming, always with toys or fingers. I wanted cock. Real cock. Not a silicone coated dildo. Or a vibrator. I wanted a firm but soft and pliable dick inside me. And there it was. Kevin’s shaft was already hard and pointed upward. 
 
   “What a horrible duty,” Kevin observed wryly, “but someone has to do it.  Come here Breanne. I want you riding my cock.”
 
   The moment he laid down on the bed, moving to the center, I jumped on him. But not the way he expected. I went low. I wanted him in a certain state and I knew Julie wouldn’t mind my strategy.  My breasts were pressed into his thigh and I opened my mouth and began to give him the best blowjob he’d ever had. Hopefully.
 
   “Holy shit!” Dave observed, watching from the side as Kevin let out a groan so deep that I knew I struck a nerve.
 
   Julie laughed. “I have to admit, I’ve never seen anyone better at fellatio than Breanne.”
 
   Sucking cock is an art form and if it were something openly accepted I’m sure I’d be like the Georgia O’Keefe of the fellatio world. Well, maybe not. But I’ve never, not once received a complaint. The key to giving good head is to know that it’s not just about using your mouth. I’ve seen videos of girls tied up and some guy comes up and just jams their cock between their lips. That’s NOT a blowjob. That’s a skull fuck and frankly I can’t imagine that feels any better for the guy than it does for the girl. Skullfucking is about power. It’s about forcing a girl to do something she may not want to do, or at least can’t stop you from doing even if she does want it. Under certain circumstances I can like and respect that. I’ve been skullfucked before.  It’s wild, brutal, and dehumanizes you perfectly. It makes you an object to be used and to be honest, I respond well to that.
 
   But a blowjob, the kind that sucks the very essence out of a man out through that wonderful soda straw down there is a whole nother thing. It takes skill, patience, and most of all, an understanding of what makes a man tick. Personally I like to take at least fifteen to twenty minutes to do a blowjob properly, assuming I’m going to take his spunk in my mouth or have it blasted all over me, or (as some assignments have required) deposited in various articles of my clothing.  Of course if the idea is to get him close to cumming and well lubricated, so I can then straddle him, impale myself on his spear, and then see if I can manage to cum myself before he squirts a tablespoon or two of cream into me, well… that’s a different strategy altogether. Still starts the same way though.
 
   I wrapped one hand around the base of Kevin’s cock while the other went to his scrotum. I began squeezing his shaft gently with my fingers while my nails began lightly caressing his balls. My tongue flashed out, the warmth of my mouth around his circumcised head, and I began this soft, wet caress while both hands made rhythmic motions. Poor Kevin never stood a chance. He gasped and was immediately bucking, thrusting up through my tight fingers, completely unaware of where my hands ended and my mouth began. Bobbing my head just made things worse for him, or better depending on your perspective. If he was trying to hold off, my taking most of his cock in my mouth, driving it down into my throat was hardly helping. 
 
   “Oh yeah, suck it baby,” Dave said from the other side of the room. I took a quick look and couldn’t help grinning around Kevin’s cock. Over on the other bed Dave was getting the same thing, or at least Julie’s approximate replication of my own oral antics. Julie’s dress was gone and instead she was wearing a bra and panty set that looked like it had come from Victoria’s Secrets. She was still wearing her shoes too and Dave’s expression pretty much matched the one on Kevin’s face. I decided to focus on cock though and spent the next five minutes slurping and sucking and licking until finally Kevin was clearly in sexual distress. That was right where I wanted him too. I needed him pulsing and so close to cumming that if Julie wanted to spank me until he came, I’d get off with just a light beating.
 
   “Now mount him,” Julie said from the other bed, her eyes bright as her mouth came up off Dave. He turned and looked at us as Julie straightened up and climbed off him to come over to us. I wondered if Dave felt a little disappointed at that, but then realized, probably just as Dave did, that immediate gratification wasn’t exactly a good thing in this situation. There were two girls here and he was going to fuck at least one of us, if not both of us. 
 
   “That’s it girl, get him in there so I can spank that cute, little, pumping ass of yours,” Julie said. Her words came out laced with dark sexuality and I did exactly what I was told. I didn’t even need her telling me to do it.  I wanted him between my legs. I needed that cock. I wanted it deep. I took the condom she handed me and slid it onto his shaft. Kevin let out a groan of need and I got on my knees, moved up his body, and reached between my legs. I found his cock and aimed it at my sweet spot, sinking down with a groan of wet desire, tight need, and immediate intensity.
 
   I love the feeling of cock going into me. First, I’m usually soaked, which I absolutely love. I’m normally pretty moist in general, and the fact that I’m regularly required to keep a sex toy of some kind up in my slit to keep me that way doesn’t help dry me out either. So sexual insertion is always simple for me. The tip of the cock spreads my labia wide, pressing the thin petals outward, opening me up. Then I feel the first inch slide downward, along the padded half of my slit until he finds the hole, or is guided to it. His cock slides in, angled perfectly, and for a moment pure bliss shatters my concentration. This subsides quickly, the beautiful burst of penetration replaced by the pleasurable sensation of being filled. One of us, or both of us, begin thrusting and I rolled my hips, grinding my entire pussy down on him. This is where things got really interesting. Sure, I loved the feel of his cock going in and out of me. But what I really loved was mashing my clitoris up against the tangled nest of his pubic hair. I arched my back, teasing myself with every little thrust as he fucked me. I needed it. I wanted it. It felt amazing. I closed my eyes, mouth open; pure, sweet self-indulgence. Everything was perfect.
 
   So naturally that was when Julie hit me.
 
   I cried out loudly as her hand struck my bottom. I rocked forward, falling face first onto Kevin, who caught me easily, wrapping his arms around me. I thrashed for half a second and then the second blow landed across my buttocks. I felt strong, masculine hands grab hold of my ankles, pulling me straight along Kevin’s body and I realized that Dave had moved over to the end of the bed, not only get a better view of the sex kitten getting walloped, but to help as well.
 
   “Damn,” Dave whistled. “Look at that handprint!” I couldn’t see it, but I sure as hell could feel it! I was still deeply pinned and Julie struck my bottom a third time, hot and heavy, clearly more concerned with turning my rump into a fiery mound of charcoal briquettes than anything else. Each impact drove me down onto Kevin’s throbbing rod, burying it deep in me. You should have seen the expression on his face. Trust me, there is nothing more erotic than having a writhing, naked, sexy redhead impaled on your cock while another girl spanks the smithereens out of her ass. Through the spanking Kevin’s hips pumped and he jammed his cock into me over and over. I loved it. I loved every horrible second of it. The constant movement of his shaft combining with the heat of the punishment was absolutely amazing. It both hurt and felt good, all at the same time. It made my pussy tighten, which I guess is exactly what Kevin needed because by the time Julie delivered the sixth or seventh stroke to my luscious, perfectly rounded and now well-cooked bottom, Kevin suddenly groaned, arching his back, his fingers digging into the soft and bruised curves of my bosom. He drove his cock as deep as physically possible and then exploded with such force that I thought his ejaculation was going to tear the condom and geyser through my insides to froth from my open mouth.
 
   It didn’t. Of course. Condoms are designed to withstand a lot and no man, regardless of how amazing I might be, or he might be, is going to be able to SQUIRT a hole in a condom. Maybe if I were fucking a gorilla or Superman, but you have to seriously misbehave to tear a prophylactic. And if you do that I’ve heard you go to the special hell.
 
   Of course Kevin’s orgasm caused a new problem. His cock was now a limp noodle. I couldn’t ride him and get the rest of my spankings. Honestly that didn’t bother me, but it certainly bothered Julie and she ordered me to the other bed, where Dave had immediately laid back down, his cock hard and ready and totally erect. I didn’t even look back at poor Kevin. I went straight to Dave, climbed up on the bed, swung a leg over his body and just slid right down his condom covered cock. He slid in perfectly and in seconds I was grinding, hips slinging wildly, as if there really hadn’t been a break.
 
   “Oh yeah sweetie, swing it!” Dave said as his hands came up to grasp my hips. Julie’s fingers raked across my buttocks, leaving me tingling right before her hand swung and left another stinging print along my left buttock. My entire body responded by going into overdrive, rocking back and forth, grinding my sex into Dave’s loins. 
 
   “Just one more, Breanne. Take a deep breath, baby. This one is really going to hurt.” Julie said finishing the spanking, leaving my rump hot, pumping, and well-marked as I panted with frantic need on Dave’s shaft. That last spank burned and I cried out, teeth clenched as Dave writhed beneath and inside me. Julie came up to my arm and I watched out of the corner of my eye as she peeled off her panties, exposing her very wet, shaven slit, right between two comically thin thighs. She left her bra on. Smart girl. It was padded and gave her a more normal appearance. Even as charged as Dave and Kevin were I wouldn’t want to confront them with my mistresses’ rather depressing chest. Julie gave me a tight grin and reached down between her legs. I saw her tug my ben wa balls out. They were dripping wet and she just tossed them onto the nightstand where they rattled to a stop next to the phone, leaving a smear of nectar across the wooden surface. She then climbed up on the bed, swung one sandaled foot right over Dave’s head, planted her knee next to his ear, straddled his entire face, and then dropped down, mashing her slippery flower right into his face.
 
   Instantly Dave let go of my hips and wrapped his arms around her stretched legs, yanking her downward. If she wasn’t in the right spot before, she was in seconds and I saw the flicker of surprise on her face as the man she was riding dug right in, licking her pussy with all of the eagerness of a two year old with a lollipop. 
 
   “Kevin?” Julie gasped, looking over at my previous lover. “Her arms? Can you lift them up and hold them above her head?”
 
   With Dave’s cock still pistoning inside me, Kevin rose up off the other bed. His dick was already twitching as if the tableau before him was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen. He climbed up behind me, carefully avoiding touching his friend’s legs, and then grabbed my wrists, only to yank them up above my head. For a moment I absolutely loved it. I was out of control, with no ability to do anything but rock my hips and endure. I’ve always enjoyed being bound, tied up, or held down. It’s a turn on for me like nothing else. So having Kevin pinion my wrists, controlling my movements, was like turning up the heat. And I had Julie to look at, who was rapidly finding out what a Jelly donut feels like when someone licks and sucks out all the goo.
 
   But then her eyes focused on me. I blinked, suddenly understanding what was about to happen. I took a deep breath. My breasts were already a little blotchy from the beating the two clerks had given me at the clothing store, but it wasn’t like I had an option. Julie’s eyes were hard and her hand flashed out with a rapid swing and struck me on the left breast with a solid and loud crack. I cried out, jerking away as my entire body took the force of the blow. Kevin moved with me for a moment, but then straightened me back up as my eyes widened in shock. Julie swung again, catching my right breast this time and the pain just blasted through my breasts from one direction to the other. Kevin moved closer and I felt his hardening cock press against the crack of my ass, thumping against the anal plug, even as Julie let loose with another flurry of swats that left me squealing.
 
   Of course all of this just made what was going on down between my legs that much more intense. Dave certainly seemed to like it because he was going crazy on Julie’s clit at the same time his hips were pistoning against my loins. I could see his chin move as if he were lapping milk from a saucer. Her hips were almost grinding as much as mine. Pain flooded through me and I tightened up on Dave’s cock, bucking like mad. Julie gasped, a shudder going through her body and I realized that my boobs had just been spared by her orgasm.
 
   “Oh my God!” She exclaimed, “Yes! Right there! Right there! Bite me!” Dave’s head moved and then she cried out, fell forward, clinging to me, our chests pressed together. Dave let out a dark groan. I felt his cock throb between my legs as he pounded upward, but it was poor Julie he clung to and despite the orgasm he’d just given her he tried to lick her clit right off. Evidently she liked that too and for a moment all four of us just sort of moved together. There was this frantic rhythm of need. I felt him harden inside me, turning to granite as Julie’s face went white. A pained look crossed her eyes and then we fell apart. 
 
   Dave softened beneath me, spent. Julie twisted and fell over, pulling herself away from Dave’s tongue. Kevin let go of my hands and I knelt there for a moment, trying to figure out what happened. I was still horny. I still wanted satisfaction. I liked being stuffed! Kevin was still semi-hard so I turned toward him, my hand going to his cock as we climbed up off the bed Dave was in. Behind me Julie took a deep breath, collecting her thoughts and I saw her eyes go to her purse, sitting over on the little table. Her eyes cleared quickly and she glanced over at the bed Kevin and I had moved back toward. 
 
   “I want you. Do me again,” I said to Kevin, ignoring Julie. He nodded eagerly. I was going to get to fuck him again! But this time I wanted the bottom. I wanted to be pinned to the mattress. So without being told I quickly moved over to the other bed and laid down, spreading my legs. Kevin stood there, watching me intensely as I got into position, his right hand lightly rubbing his shaft. But then Julie put one hand on Kevin’s shoulder and the other on his cock. She looked around him at me, stroking his shaft delicately. It completely unhinged him and he groaned. Worse, he didn’t take me.
 
   “Not like that, Bre. Sideways. See if you can touch the top and bottom of the bed with both feet.”
 
   I smiled. I didn’t care which way I got screwed as long as I was on the bottom. So I wriggled around with a little laugh, giving Kevin a little wink. Then with my head along the far left side of the bed and my hips at the other, I spread my legs.
 
   “Wider. Spread them or I’ll have Kevin and Dave open them for you.”
 
   Julie knows how to speak to me and what to say to turn me on. Her tone of voice was commanding and the idea of the two guys each grabbing an ankle and pulling me apart was so erotic that I almost decided to let them. Except Dave still looked a little out of it. So I opened my legs on my own. I spread them. I moved them until my thighs rippled. I exposed every little nook and cranny. Julie went back to Dave, leaned down to his face, and whispered in his ear, her hand also cupping his soft cock. I saw him smile and that seemed to give him the energy to rise. 
 
   “Kneel up there by the headrest,” Julie told Dave, pointing toward my left hand. “Kevin, you’re at the foot.”  She loomed over me, every inch the dominatrix. “Bre, you reach out both hands and rub their cocks. Start rubbing them,” she said.
 
   I blinked as the two men got in position. It was… an interesting situation. I felt like a sexual sacrifice on some sort of altar, two acolytes of the high priestess kneeling and ready to help defile the virgin redhead in order to placate the Goddess. I grabbed hold of the available, *ahem* love handles, and looked at Julie. I had no idea what was about to happen, but how could it be bad? I had two horny, extremely good looking guys kneeling over me, a cock in each hand, and the expectation of being screwed silly in just a moment.
 
   Dave’s shaft wasn’t actually stiff though. At least not yet. I’d pretty much done a number on him and having two girls riding both ends probably had intensified the whole experience. So he was soft and wet. Still, that didn’t exactly dissuade me from starting some one handed massage on his member. And while I focused on him my right hand was full of Kevin’s shaft, a firm thick sausage perfect for being stuck rapidly up some willing girl’s open sex. I looked back and forth at them until Julie loomed up over me. I glanced at her as she grinned wickedly, a villainous look on her face. 
 
   “When the first one cums again, I’ll take these off,” she said clearly, her hands moving toward my body.
 
   “Take what off?” I asked stupidly. Then I saw them. The alligator clamps. She held them up in both hands, the chain stretched between them. Again. A thrill of fear went through me and both men groaned as my fingers tightened involuntarily around their cocks.
 
   “Oh. Please Julie! Not the alligator clamps!” I whispered.
 
   She loomed over me, actually crawling up onto the bed itself until she could look me right in the eye.
 
   “Did you cum when you were supposed to edge?” She asked me harshly. The tension in the air was so thick you could cut it with a knife.
 
   I nodded, whimpering. “Yes Mistress,” I said, my voice high pitched and cracking.
 
   “And tell these nice gentlemen what happens to disobedient nympho humiliation pain sluts when they break the rules.”
 
   “I get punished,” I said, my voice trembling violently.
 
   “That’s right. And I explained exactly what the punishment would be, didn’t I?”
 
   I thought back. Somewhere, a while ago. I thought I remembered something about it. Cumulative punishment. And what was next? What was next! I couldn’t remember! Julie put all her weight on her knees and then used her left hand to plump up my right breast. Her fingers flicked at my sore nipple, hardening it, only to then crush it between the metal toothed jaws of the alligator clamp. I cried out. It certainly hurt enough, but it was the throbbing that followed that really did me in. She clamped my left breast next and I actually let go of cock to wrap my arms around my bosom.
 
   “Oh no. Can’t have that,” Julie said, grabbing a wrist. She glanced up at Dave who nodded and took hold of my hand, bringing it back down to his cock. Except he didn’t let go as I wrapped my fingers around him.  On the other side Kevin followed suit, holding my wrist and keeping my palm on his cock. He started pumping and I curved my hand into a cylinder.
 
   “Just rub, Breanne. The punishment will be over soon,” he said. I let out a pained whimper, my face contorting as my body reacted to the pain in my breasts. Then I remembered what Julie had said. The alligator clamps come off the moment one of them cums. Instantly I started rubbing, almost frantically, hoping I could get one of them, either of them, to explode as quickly as possible. Handjobs aren’t easy under any circumstances, and doing it one handed, without oil or some other lubricant almost impossible. I looked back at Julie and she stood there, staring down at me. I was about to tell her how difficult what she was asking would be, when she lifted the leather sap and waved it about ten inches above my soaked slit. 
 
   “And when you make the second one cum, I’ll stop doing this,” she said, and brought the little leather paddle down hard.
 
   I know the word “hard” can be a bit subjective. Did Julie hit my clitoris like Babe Ruth hit baseballs hard?  Did Julie smash my petals flat like a boxer gets knocked out hard?  Did Julie slap the flexible leather paddle into my sex like Kevin was hard in my hand?  Okay, probably not the last one, but you can probably understand what I’m talking about. How do I convey to you exactly what that sap hitting me between the legs really felt like? I don’t even know how to categorize it! Slap? Spank? Smack? Stroke? Swat? A wallop? No. No it wasn’t a wallop. Though I suppose any of the others might work. It stung. I can tell you that much, and after the sting blasted through me there was a flash of heat radiating through my loins, followed by a deep ache. I gasped and my body did exactly what any of you would expect. I closed up, my knees coming together.
 
   “Grab her legs!” Julie said, swearing as she threw herself down on my body, trying to hold me open. I let go of cock, for obvious reasons and then thrashed as Kevin and Dave both swarmed down, grabbed hold of a limb each, and tried to draw and quarter me. Suddenly I found myself unable to move, staring up at the ceiling and Julie’s face, my wrists and ankles tightly held by the guys. I kicked a little but it made no difference. It was like they were expecting it. Julie ran a finger down through my wet petals, then back up to my clit where she flicked the tender little nub hard. I gasped, my bottom coming up off the bed.
 
   “Now. Let’s try this again. Since you’re no longer rubbing cock, we’ll just do this until I feel like you’ve had enough.” Then she raised the sap above my glistening wet pussy, licked a bit of moisture off the leather pad with her tongue, and then flicked her wrist hard, slashing downward. The rectangular flap of leather swung and then snapped into the perfectly soft spot between my legs. My petals, opened slightly thanks to Julie’s finger, were slapped wide and the pique tingled along each fold. I would have felt this turning to an acidic burn, except the top of the sap caught my clitoris as well, whacking the raised nub with enough force to make my legs jerk half closed, despite the fact that two burly guys were holding me open. I let out a pretty intense cry at that point and Julie clucked her tongue. A moment later she was back from her purse and while I was in the middle of a sob, she jammed something into my pussy. I gasped and jerked again, but it wasn’t the sap. It was thick, short, and very cock like. I groaned as she pumped wildly for about ten thrusts, then yanked it out, leaned over me, and then said softly, “open up.”
 
   I don’t like gags. I don’t like drooling on myself. It’s just… well… it seems… I don’t know… sort of wrong. Though how I can think getting sapped between the legs while wearing alligator clamps on my tits, held open by two men who I’d just fucked while a sadistic girl hurt me is okay is beyond me. I have no idea. Still, I’m not a gag girl. And my mistress know it. So when I’m gagged it doesn’t mean they’re trying to humiliate me. It means they’re trying to actually gag me. I’m being too loud.
 
   Okay sure. We were in a hotel. Rooms on either side. Maybe full. Maybe empty. Probably empty. But who knew right? The last thing we needed was police barging in. I can respect that. But a dildo gag? Really? Where the hell did she even get it? I’d never had one stuffed in my mouth. Especially not one that had just been rammed through my pussy a moment before. The taste of my own extract exploded across my tongue and I cried out as she pressed the damn thing in. She lifted my head as I squealed, the sound effectively muted to something resembling a television set on medium. Then it was buckled on and I was forced to suck dick, as it were. 
 
   I threw my head back, furious but also turned on to a point that defies belief. My God. If either of the guys had let go I’d have fucked them both, one after another and then offered to blow them back into hardness. We could have gone the whole night. My entire body was thrumming with need and Julie used that against me. She picked up the sap, aimed right for my clit again, and struck with the perfect amount of force. My vision turned white, then black, then green as I strained hard against the gag, the guys, and even my own response. 
 
   She struck again, and then again, tapping out a beat that only she and I heard. My heart pounded and I felt it in my throat, at the tips of both breasts, and in my swollen clitoris. My thighs burned as I pulled hard, struggling to break free, to cover up, to protect myself, but there was nothing I could do. I twisted, my torso turning this way and that but with both my wrists and ankles held tight Julie had basically carte blanche. Kevin even climbed down off the bed, pulling my limbs tight against the mattress as he knelt at the end. He was able to use just one hand to hold me at that point, his other futzing with the alligator clamp on my right nipple.
 
   Heat blossomed inside me. I screamed, though all that came out was a quiet whine. I trembled and shook. I burned and I froze. I hated and I loved. That little rectangular piece of leather bit into my sex and ate down right to the very nerves themselves. I knew I was done for. I couldn’t handle anything more. I was so aroused, in so much pain, there was no way for anything to be reconciled.
 
   Julie stepped back, my pussy so hot I was positive that the juices leaking from it were steaming. Perspiration beaded her brow and she tossed the sap to the side, onto the little night stand. She leaned back over and released the alligator clamps from my nipples. I cried out again, bucking.
 
   “Punishment is over,” she said, sounding exhausted. She turned and looked at Kevin, then Dave. She’s yours now. Fuck her. Both holes, or one of you can do me and take turns. Whatever. I’m yours too. Sandwich us. Make us fuck each other if you want. Whatever. We’ll follow orders.”
 
   Kevin and Dave glanced at each other, and smiled.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   There’s not much to tell actually. We had sex. The gag was removed from my mouth. Kevin took me first while Dave threw Julie down on the bed and fucked her from behind, holding her by the hair. I know I came. I think Julie did too. Then, after both guys had cum again Julie and I were pushed to the floor on our knees and told to suck cock until they were hard, with both of them sitting in those stupid chairs by the table. Julie acted the good little submissive, even letting them remove her bra. They slapped her barely recognizable breasts and even she took the verbal abuse that came with it. 
 
   After another round of sex Julie and I were set on each other, a tangle of limbs and tongues, sixty nine on the bed. Then Dave handed Julie the vibrator and she had to make love to me with it.  He made her sit between my legs and then alternate thrusts, once into me, then once into her. Then it was back to getting the guys hard again. Dave ordered pizza and both Julie and I had to answer the door naked. The clover clamps went back on my nipples. I came again. And then… again.
 
   It was almost midnight before Julie and I were dropped off with Kevin at the parking garage and we walked up the stairs together. I was dressed again in my white cotton shirt and skirt, the material feeling strange around my loins. Julie held my hand as Kevin took us right to Julie’s car. It was the only other vehicle in the place besides his.
 
   “I had an absolutely fantastic time,” Kevin said to us. “I hope we might be able to get together again.”
 
   Julie nodded. She looked almost as tired as I felt. I yawned and smiled stupidly. “I think that might be fun,” she said, though I knew her. They’d never see us again. Probably. That’s just the way Julie works. She walked me over to the passenger door, unlocked it, and then helped me in. I sat down, taking a deep breath. I felt amazing. Exhausted, but totally amazing. One thing unbridled and crazy S&M sex can do for you is to really take you to the edge. I’d been there and it stressed me. Then that stress was gone, and along with it everything else. I felt light, free, clean and pure. Julie shut the door and walked around to the driver’s side door. She started the engine and the car moved. I closed my eyes, feeling the turns she took to get us out. Then she was on smooth roadway. I was just starting to fall asleep when I felt the bump of the wheels. But it came too early. There was no way were we home yet. I opened my eyes and lifted my head. We were in a parking lot. I sat up, looking over at Julie.
 
   “Everything okay?” I asked.
 
   She was digging in her purse, the engine idling. “No. It’s not okay.” The words were clipped, short even. I pulled the seat up, actually worried. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked. Julie looked over at me. 
 
   “Symmetry. That’s what’s wrong,” she explained.  She took a big breath.  “This was a pretty important assignment, Breanne.”
 
   I grinned. “I think we did good,” I said.
 
   She shook her head. “We did intense. But I’m not sure we did good. The master who assigned this was rather specific.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Could he ask for more? I mean, Christ… look what you did to me!” And I meant it. My pussy was still bright red, my insides felt sensitive, my clitoris looked like raw meat and my boobs were mottled with green and blue. There were still teeth marks on my nipples!
 
   “That’s just it. Look what I did to you. The point was edging. That was the issue.”
 
   I stared at her. “What are you getting at?” I asked.
 
   She took a deep breath. “Breanne, I know you’re sore, tired, and sated. But I need you to do this,” she said softly, pulling the vibrator out of her purse.
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me!” I exclaimed as she held out the dildo. 
 
   “Edge. Edge for me. Edge so close that you can barely stand it,” she whispered. 
 
   “Right here? Now?” I gave her a look like she belonged in a nut house.
 
   “Think of it as a test,” she said. I took the dildo, staring at it. “Bre, it’s not a request,” she added.
 
   I gave her a long hard stare, then flipped up the hem of my skirt. I spread my legs as wide as her car would let me, exposing the bright red petals of my sex, barely illuminated by the white light of the parking lot lamps. I turned the vibrator on and then gently, very, very gently, held it against my clitoris.
 
   “And Bre?” Julie said as the car lurched into motion. I let out a little gasp, my pussy fluttering in response to the fresh vibrations.
 
   “Yes Julie?” I said, resisting the urge to moan.
 
   She flashed a deep grin. “Don’t cum. Because if you cum, I’ll have to punish you.”  The car picked up speed and I slipped the vibrator in good and deep. Thrusting, I reached out and gave her leg a light squeeze.
 
   “Good,” I whispered. Then I began pumping with a steady beat as my left hand found my nipple and began rolling it with increasing pressure. Waves of rapture expanded through me. The hell with these terraced edges. I knew what I wanted.
 
   

 
 
   Mistress Julie,
 
   Please forgive me for going to you directly with this assignment, but it would be best if Breanne was unaware of the particulars prior to actually completing the required instructions. I would like her to spend a day edging, one edge every thirty or so minutes, in your company, out in public. You will choose the place and exact time, whether she is to be observed or not, whether to ask permission of her audience or not.
 
   Breanne should be wearing attire that makes it simplistic and easy to expose her bottom, breasts, and pussy. As usual, she should not be permitted underclothes of any kind. A few specific items will be needed for this assignment based upon her actions and I leave that selection to you.
 
   The point of the assignment is gradation. For Breanne’s first edge, she should only use her fingers, lightly caressing her clit, exposing herself in a limited fashion. The second edge should be one hand between her legs, the other tweaking and pinching her own nipples. The third edge should be done with a soft dildo and perhaps a wartenberg pinwheel. The fourth, clover clamps on her nipples and a vibrator. And so on. Each successive edge should be more intense, more revealing, and make it more likely she will fuck it up.
 
   Alas, what if Breanne cums? First, punishment should be swift, certain, and severe. It should also be cumulative. While I leave this up to you, I would recommend a bare bottomed, bare breasted spanking to start off with. A second orgasm perhaps a breast slapping to accompany the spanking?  A third orgasm could result in the aforementioned punishments, along with the application of alligator clamps. And so on. I also recommend that Breanne be forced to edge again immediately after the punishment in order to inflict the right psychological torture on her.
 
   I beg you consider my request, and that you try hard to make sure she both edges and is punished in public as much as is conceivably possible.
 
   Thank you,
 
   A fan
 
    
 
   [bookmark: balance]Balance
 
   It was insanely difficult to concentrate, what with everything that was going on. The television on the wall to my left flashed and images of naked people writhing in scripted and frantic sex assaulted my peripheral vision. I didn’t have a lot of room, the extra wide seat of the faux leather chair in the middle of the room was bolted to the floor which forced my feet uncomfortably apart, spreading my legs. Thank God I’d remembered to bring the kneeling pad. It was a pair of foam bricks I’d duct taped together after purchasing them from a garden supply store. The floor of these little viewing rooms weren’t exactly the softest, or most sanitary of places.
 
   The lighting was dim, but not so dim I couldn’t see the thick, but average length cock that stuck out of the wall. There was a hole carved in the partition and I had to wonder why standard building codes didn’t seem to apply to these types of constructions. A normal wall in any house or office is at least three inches thick. Why was this one less than an inch?  Of course it made it easier to make a glory hole, which was probably the point. I shook my head, trying to focus, to get past all of the different sensations fraying my nerves. I reached down, grabbed the bottle of flavored oil, and poured a tablespoon’s worth on the extended shaft before me. Eyes glazed, I began rubbing, long back and forth strokes of first one hand, then a second. I could hear him groan through the thin walls and I picked up the pace even as my own throbbing arousal burned through my veins. I wasn’t sure which one of us was going to cum first.
 
   I spent at least four or five minutes just rubbing him. It was a new thing, a process I was trying to perfect. I figured that a handjob would just make him more sensitive, more receptive to what was coming next. I took a deep breath, the clothespins on my breasts jiggling. There were six of them. One on each nipple while the other four pegs were latched haphazardly onto various other spots, pinching my skin tightly between multiple wooden jaws. It wasn’t a comfortable situation to be in, but at least there was an option to remove another clothespin coming up. All I had to do was suck this guy dry. A single explosion on his part meant some relief for me.
 
   The problem was that the clothespins were just the tip of the iceberg. As I brought one hand down and bent forward, my open mouth surrounding the tip of his now strawberry flavored cock, I tried very hard to ignore the vibrating movement that was overwhelming my self-control. Most of it was located below the waist, thrusting, churning and shaking like riding a motorcycle on a tilt-a-whirl in a Los Angeles theme park, shuddering as a nine point six earthquake trembles beneath it all. I’d lubricated and forced the Thrusting Anal Vibe into my bottom even before I’d left the house, dealing with the width and length of the alien-looking probe with cool indifference. I’d left it off while driving, since there was no way I was going to be able to handle steering a truck with the damn thing rocking and rolling in my ass, thrusting along to some pre-programed score. No. I’d waited until after I’d arrived, bought the flavored oil, found the room, and even stripped before I turned the inhuman sex toy on to full power.
 
   The taste of strawberries filled my mouth along with an acrid flavor of cock. I didn’t mind. I’m used to both tastes, though I probably wouldn’t order it as a smoothie. I bobbed my head rapidly, letting my tongue slide along the full length, my lips caressing the thick sausage in front of me. I could feel the pulse, the heat of it and knew that I’d soon be dealing with another creamy deluge, which was exactly what I wanted. An orgasm spurting right into my mouth just gave me options. I suckled harder, then blew a thin, cool trickle of air back down to his balls as my long fingernails tickled the loose skin of his scrotum. His cock jumped in my mouth and I closed my lips around him, taking a long, slow suckle that had him groaning. There was another pulse, then a thud, and I felt the first squirt of ejaculation hitting the back of my throat. I started swallowing, hard, taking even more of his shaft downward as I held my breath. Another tablespoon of cream exploded inside me, in the back of my throat and I gagged a bit. White froth exploded from between my lips and down his shaft, but I sucked it up again. Spittle and spunk fell from my lips and down my chin, but I ignored it all, just thankful that I had another opportunity. My mind reeled as I bobbed my head, considering what to do next.
 
   I could remove a clothespin. Ignore everything and just go for the goal. The assignment was over if all the clothespins were off, but I now knew that was a waste. I’d tried that a few times. I had to think strategically, instead of just tactically. I’d come to realize that the more immediate problem was the RVP, also known as the Rotating Venus Penis, a cheap motorized toy that seemed to be designed with me in mind. Four inches of plastic cock had been embedded in my slit, attached to a wide base filled with dual motors; one for shaking things up and the other for stirring my insides into butter. It was an intense sensation, one that my body responds well to. And it was still driving me crazy. I’d activated the RVP the same moment I’d turned on the Thrusting Anal Vibe, setting both function to maximum. That had been a requirement. I’d exploded hard even before the first cock had been shoved through the hole!
 
   I pulled back as the shaft in my mouth softened and I licked my lips. A little roll of paper towels I’d brought with me provided an opportunity to wipe the excess off my chin and even do a little maid service on the floor. I hate leaving a mess. I looked up. The cock was already gone, disappeared back through the darkness into the other room. I didn’t care. A new one would be there soon enough. I pushed my hand past the TENS Unit controller and the wires leading up from it, over to the small pink remote that controlled the RVP. A half-setting was all I was allowed to lower the thing, but I’d already dropped the level twice. From high to medium, then from medium to low. Now I could turn the damn thing off, eliminating a full half of the pressure pushing me toward additional orgasms. I slid the dial controlling the rotation function down from “low” and the swirling sensation inside me stopped. I was left with just the vibration. It still was insanely erotic but the approaching orgasm I knew was around the bend suddenly seemed a little farther away. And I really, really didn’t want to cum. Then I picked up the TENS Unit machine. Two sets of wires went up my body straight to my breasts, where I’d stuck the double sets of electro stim tabs, one on either side of my clothespinned nipples. The setting dials were both on three, an “intensity” level that I wasn’t really comfortable with but really had no choice but to endure. The whole thing was set to a rhythmic series of beats, as if someone were standing directly in front of me, flicking just the tips of each breast simultaneously, hard, every second. There was no variation in time or duration, just the forceful, sharp, electrically produced stroke. It was driving me mad. But I had no choice. I’d started both sets on level one. I’d already blown four cocks before this one and raising those levels were part of the deal. Punishment no matter what happened. I turned the electricity up on my left breast and gasped as what felt like a pin was shoved through my nipple. The pain went away, and then a second later it happened again. I clenched my teeth and tried to steady myself.
 
   I heard noise in the other room; the door opening, then a long pause, and another close. The grapevine was active. Girl in Room 6. Amazing blowjobs. A pair of twenty dollar bills was shoved through the hole, fluttering to the floor. I swept them aside and leaned forward, my hand blindly searching for the bottle of oil. I found it as my body again began to respond to my brain instead of my libido. As I oiled the new shaft poking out of the wall, lubricating it thoroughly, patiently, and expertly, I realized that I was in trouble. The sensations were just too much. I could feel it. I tried to concentrate on the cock. Back and forth, rubbing with both hands. Feel the texture. Uncircumcised. Foreskin. Push it back. Rub. Caress. Then bend forward. Lick. Suckle. Rub. Mouth open. Swirl the tongue…
 
   But all I could think about was cumming. It was there, like a monster standing above my shoulder. Or maybe the better analogy in this case would be a railroad crossing. I was there, in my car, waiting. I could feel the energy of the approaching freight train, the sonic rumble as it rounded the curve, barreling toward me. The ground shakes and the earsplitting warning of the horn shatters my concentration. The light at the front is huge, illuminating my very soul. The Thrusting Anal Vibe rumbled in my bottom, the moving tip extending and retracting through my depths. On the other side of a thin wall my RVP oscillated, matching the vibrations of the anal probe and my pussy tightened in rhythmic delight around the now unmoving phallus. A part of me realized I’d been crazy to try and turn off just the rotation function of the RVP, but really… I can’t handle it. I wasn’t ever going to be able to handle it. Above my waist things weren’t any easier. My nipples throbbed horribly, though I was no longer sure if it were due to my heart laboring to push blood through the clothespin crushed tips, or the electric bite of the TENS Unit. The clothespins positioned around each boob wiggled and jiggled as I began bobbing, my mouth wide open and stuffed. The tension inside me seemed to increase exponentially and I let out a soft whimper as I realized that there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was going to cum. Again.
 
   Three.
 
   I managed to do it while sucking dick, which should at least earn me a mention in the annals of exquisite cocksuckers. The orgasm started between my legs, rushed out to the tips of my fingers and toes, curled and tightened everything, then shot up to the tips of my breasts, then into my heart, all before spiraling up my spine to lay waste to my brain. Adrenaline, dopamine, oxytocin, and endorphins flooded through my veins and my entire world seemed to spin as the chemical high of orgasmic euphoria almost dropped me to the floor unconscious. But I hung on, not with the tips of my fingers, but through pure suction alone. And a moment later my mouth was full of salty, tangy cream as the man in the room beside mine erupted like Old Faithful, spewing the white froth forward.
 
   I sucked him dry, clinging to this psychological and physical lifeline to keep myself from just keeling over and laying there in a stupor. I felt him pull away, even though I was still sucking and I let myself collapse, my chest heaving with exertion, the clothespins dancing. As the dripping cock slid back through the wall I looked over at the pile of clothespins. Whimpering I grabbed hold of another one, pinched a fold of my left breast, and then winced as the wooden peg latched on. Then, with trembling fingers, I pushed the TENS Unit dial that controlled my right breast’s electro stim pads up to four. Pain shot through my chest and I clenched my teeth, letting out a whine. I stayed just like that until I felt another pair of twenty dollar bills fall, landing on my shoulder only to flutter off to the side. I rose. I’d made him cum. I could turn something off, or down. I could take a clothespin off. My breasts were in agony. My bottom throbbed. My sex and clit were getting sensitive under the RVP’s full level vibrations and I knew what I had to do. The Rotating Venus Penis was my real enemy. Orgasms were bad, right? I grabbed the controller and the vibrations that were centered above my clit and in my slit went from high to medium.
 
   The pain enveloped me, but it was good too. This was a choice. Master Brandon had given me two ways to finish the assignment. A dozen orgasms or removing all the clothespins. I was on orgasm number three. Nine more to go. Or I could blow another eight guys, hoping I didn’t cum. Turning down the RVP meant I’d made my choice. I was going to tough it out. No more orgasms, right? I rose up, my hands moving rapidly, but surely as I caressed him, my palms sliding along his length. The scent of berries filled my nose and then I bent down and licked him, slurping and sucking until I could feel the pressure inside him burst. The pain I was feeling was strong, but so was the pleasure, the vibrations in my ass and against my clit still working me through what could only be considered the prelude to another orgasm. I ignored it and worked him with skill until he too jumped in my hand, his tip in my mouth, and another load of salty cream was shot into the open mouth of the redhead nympho humiliation pain slut in Room 6.
 
   Again my fingers went to the RVP controller and the medium level vibrations slowed even more as I set it to low. I could tolerate low. I’ve handled that and worse before. For extended periods of time. Then I had no choice but to turn up the TENS Unit again. One side. The left side. I gasped, clutching my breast, realizing that I’d reached a tolerance point. I couldn’t take it. It hurt too much. At least I couldn’t handle it unless I was ridiculously and horribly aroused. There was just no way. Another pair of twenty dollar bills fluttered down beside me and I scrambled for the electrical controller. I bit my lip, trying to figure out how to deal with it. For starters, I jacked both dials back down to level one. The pain spearing both nipples died away, leaving just the numb pressure of the clothespins backstopped with barely perceptible pulses. I sighed in relief, tears springing to my eyes.
 
   Medical out. Obviously. There are limits and my nipples are just too sensitive to deal with the higher levels the TENS Unit was capable of producing. I knew that now. Lesson learned. But if took the medical out, I needed to try to find an alternative or the punishment Julie could inflict upon me later would be terrible. What could I do? How could I make this right? A cock emerged from the hole as I considered my options. I couldn’t think of anything! I’d been at level five. That was six increases. I glanced around. The black knob of the thrusting anal vibe remote sat next to the dual slider pink box of my RVP. Then I knew. I bit my lip as my hand reached out. I picked up the RVP controller, and with a single push of my thumb, sent both the rotating and vibrating functions back to full power.
 
   Single words appeared in my mind. Cock. Cum. Suck. Yes… Rub. My world was centered on surviving the swirling maelstrom between my legs. I bobbed my head, one hand wrapped around the thick shaft I was suckling, the other stroking his scrotum. I circled the tip of his rod with my tongue, rubbing my hand up and down his length at the same time. It was instinctive, done with no thought other than the habits I’ve created over the years. Every part of my thinking being was brought to bear on the pulsing need I’d recreated, or reignited, inside me. The four inch plastic cock I’d strapped to myself swirled with ecstasy, vibrating maniacally even as my clit shook under the RVP base’s vibrations. Even as I knelt there, sucking with wild abandon, my hips began to rock, then sling, then pump violently and I let out a moan. I came to realize the race was back on. I hadn’t saved myself. I’d just made it that much more impossible to win.
 
   The cock in my mouth exploded, just like the others and I gulped down another load of salty cream. The process became mechanical. Pull back, clean up. Take another clothespin off. Turn one of the TENS Unit dials to three. Stretch. Take the next set of twenties. Pour oil. Rub. Suck. Cum...
 
   I was on my eleventh blowjob, with just four clothespins hanging off my breasts, the Thrusting Anal Vibe still slamming turbulently through my rear end, the RVP humming along at full power, both TENS Unit settings at level three when I exploded again. It wasn’t as powerful as the other four had been. I was getting tired. I’d been there sucking cock for almost four hours. At this rate it would be dark soon. I’d need to order a pizza. Get a cot. Take a shower. I wasn’t hungry, but that was no surprise what with all the high protein I’d been getting. The problem was still the Rotating Venus Penis. That… and sensitivity.
 
   My fingers trembled as I put a fifth clothespin back on my breast, wincing in pain. I blinked. I wasn’t getting anywhere. It was like being caught in an eddy. I’d started almost at this exact same point almost four hours before! Clothespins on my breasts, my nipples throbbing, and my pussy stuffed with a vibrating, rotating phallus and the throbbing thrusting probe in my bottom. It was a trick. An assignment that had no end until I collapsed. I could kneel here sucking cock until I was exhausted, my body ricocheting from orgasm to agony back and forth, crossing and meeting over and over in never-ending pain and pleasure. There was no way to get all the clothespins off, not if I was going to tolerate the electricity too. I was a fool. It had to be the orgasms. I can’t believe I didn’t see it! I rocked with stunned realization, the cock in my mouth half-forgotten. But only for a moment. I understood then, what had to happen.
 
   I took one hand away from him, leaving his balls untouched. I slowed down. I needed things to move slower orally, and faster vaginally. I put the other hand between my legs, slipping the strawberry oiled fingers underneath the RVP base and against my clit. For a second the cessation of vibration felt amazing, but then I began to rub and that felt even better. I know that my oral action improved as my entire body pulsed in time to the stimulation of my hand. Unfortunately he came first. It didn’t matter though. Another clothespin off?  Who cared? I plucked the wooden peg off and tossed it away. The trick was to use my opportunity to reduce one of the torments on the TENS Unit. So instead of turning it up, I left it at the third level, letting both nipples get the repeated flicks of electrical energy every second. I waited, my hands now working feverishly on my own body. I had to cum… and I was almost half way there.
 
   After my sixth orgasm I put another clothespin on my breasts, pegging it to the soft flesh and whimpering. Everything seemed to hurt. My pussy had been the center of a motorized onslaught for six and a half hours and I’d swallowed the spunk of twelve men. Each blowjob was taking longer and longer, mostly because I was exhausted. My hair was limp and scraggly, not to mention disgusting since one of the men had jerked and sent a spurting stream up into my face. I was trembling violently and I realized that there was no way to win. No way to get where I needed to go. I was stuck, sexually, immobilized by pain and ecstasy, vacillating between orgasm and punishment and back again.
 
   I gave up. I turned the RVP off, pulling it out of my swollen, bright red sex and tossing it aside with a sob of relief. The Thrusting Anal Vibe was silenced, then extracted with a disgusting slurping noise. The clothespins were gingerly removed and I let out another cry that no doubt baffled the man on the other side of the wall, as the blood finally rushed back into the crushed nubs of my boobs. The electro stim pads were pulled off, the sticky body adhesive leaving a film on the sides of each breast. I started to gather my things as another pair of twenties fluttered down, but I picked them up and stuffed them back through the hole.
 
   “Sorry! No more!” I called through the opening and continued getting my stuff together. It took fifteen minutes and the door handle rattled a number of times. Finally I was able to stand up. I felt empty. Hollow, and just a bit disappointed in myself. I was starving too. I checked the time on my phone. It was almost nine o’clock. I’d started just a little over eight and a half hours before. My God…
 
   There were still a few men out in the hall, some of whom seemed aggressively disappointed that I was leaving, begging me to stay. I turned, told them when I’d arrived, and told them I was done. That seemed to shut them up. Then I headed for my truck.
 
   I called Julie and thirty minutes later she walked across the restaurant to me, sitting down at my table. I was eating something unhealthy, with lots of cheese and bacon and she looked down at me with a grin.
 
   “So, how did it go?” She asked.
 
   I ate another spoonful, gooey goodness warm in my mouth. “It was a setup,” I said when I was done chewing.
 
   Her eyebrow went up. “A set up? In what way?”
 
   “The way to win. I should have figured out a strategy before I started,” I explained. “By the time I realized I could have gone either way it was too late.”
 
   Julie laughed. “So you called for a medical out?”
 
   I nodded. “I know you’re going to punish me, but really. I was done.”
 
   Julie shrugged and plucked a piece of broccoli off my plate and put it in her mouth. “I’ve already decided how to punish you,” she said.
 
   The fork froze, halfway to my mouth. Our eyes locked and I swallowed hard.
 
   “You get to do it over again tomorrow,” she said softly, leaning forward eagerly. “And maybe you’ll figure out how to win, before you lose.”  She stood up and blew me a little kiss. “See ya, Breanne.”  Then she turned and left.
 
   I sat there stunned. Flabbergasted. Bewildered. Again?  Another six or ten hours of desperate longing, of my backside being fucked silly with that damned thrusting anal vibe? With the rotating venus penis spinning and shaking against my clit and in my sex? The clothespins swinging and dangling from my breasts? The TENS Unit frying my nipples every second?
 
   I took a deep breath. Well… okay. I knew how to do it now. The next time wouldn’t be so bad, right? I could keep the pain and pleasure balanced.
 
   Right?
 
   Hah.
 
    
 
   Bre, your assignment today begins with three morning edges. When these are complete you will attire yourself in nhps standard including heels, insert your RVP and Thrusting Anal Vibrator, and drive to your favorite glory hole. Bring a dozen clothespins as well as the portable TENS Unit Julie bought you.
 
   Once you have arrived at the glory hole I want you to strip naked and put six of the clothespins on your breasts. Make sure this includes your nipples. Place the TENS Unit pads on either side of each clothespinned nipple and set the TENS Unit to a comfortable level. Turn the RVP and TAV to maximum, all functions, and begin servicing cock. For every man who explodes due to your talented skills you may remove one clothespin, turn down a sex toy or one set of pads of the TENS Unit down a level. However you must also turn up one side of the TENS Unit a single level. For every orgasm you experience a clothespin goes on. The assignment is complete when you've either had twelve orgasms or all of the clothespins have been removed from your tits. Enjoy.
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