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   Five by Nine
 
    
 
   “I like it,” Nick said, leaning against his car, arms crossed, a contemplative look on his face. Tall, good looking, with a wealth of dark hair, his face held a perpetually boyish charm that really appealed to me. He was taller than me by a good foot and a half and his lean frame belied the hours he spent playing racquetball. “Admittedly the peasant blouse is better. It looks sluttier. But I can still do this,” he said, gesturing at my attire.
 
   I took a deep breath, reminding myself that patience was a virtue and that choking him to death right then and there in the parking lot of his apartment complex would make me easy for the police to find. Nick and I went back aways and despite his physical age I wasn’t quite sure he was finished with puberty. With Nick there was this underlying attitude of sophomoric wiseassery that just seemed to exude from practically every pore of his body. Ninety percent of what came out of his mouth was sarcasm of one level or another. It made dealing with him amusing, but also frustrating. We were standing together, my white Ford F-150 off to my side while he stood an entire space away, studying my appearance. At five foot four and a quarter I’m not exactly tall. And while not exactly thin, I am sort of lean and muscular, a physical oddity that comes not from healthy eating but from the fact that I work on a farm most of each day and eat my mother’s home cooking. She’s not exactly a health nut but there are usually two vegetables on the table and only one carbohydrate. So I’ve been lucky rather than conscientious. My hair is perhaps one of my best recognized features. It’s fire-engine red, a color so stunning that it’s like having a billboard stapled to my forehead with the words, “HEY! YOU! LOOK AT ME!” or “ATTENTION WHORE” written in flashing, sparkling, neon colored ink. 
 
   I want you to understand one thing right off the bat. I am not pretty. No one would ever approach me and say “we’d like to feature you on the front of our catalog.” I’m not the kind of person to star in my own video, even the pornographic kind, and have people flock to purchase it. I have been told however, that I am cute. That, combined evidently with my personality and demeanor, make me irresistible to those who encounter me. So if you’re interested in visual porn, I suggest hitting the internet. There are plenty of girls who don’t mind strutting their stuff in front of a camera. But to me it’s a shallow and two dimensional format, designed to please hordes of horny college guys to whom a visual montage is the depths of their desire. Those girls? You know they’re doing it for money. You see them groan and moan and cry. But you never know how they really feel about what’s happening. What is going on in their heads while these Masters and Mistresses do things to them?  Me? No way. I’d die of mortification. That’s just not my thing. Of course you’re probably wondering why on earth you should be reading what amounts to the private diary of a girl like me. And that’s simple. 
 
   It’s private.
 
   I was wearing a dark blue skirt that came down somewhere between dangerously inappropriate and daringly sexy. I’ll admit right up front that if I’d been in charge of my wardrobe this skirt would have gone in the trash. Oh, it was in good enough shape, but I wouldn’t wish this particular garment on any female. The hem was annoyingly high and at least on me, sitting became something of a sensorial event since the material was cut in such a fashion that it had a difficult time covering my bottom. Of course it was better than some slinky little elastic thing that wrapped around my rump, or some of the other things I’ve been forced to wear. At least this skirt appeared to be acceptable even if it wasn’t respectable. I just had to be careful sitting down.
 
   The halter top I’d been instructed to wear was something of a blessing. At least, comparatively. Tight, pink, and sporting a collar that exposed, enhanced and emphasized much of my grapefruit sized breasts, it created a distinctive cleavage that could draw the eyes of just about every male. What I liked most is that while it left the top halves of my breasts bare, it covered the rest, and even did a somewhat decent job covering my stomach as well. It went most of the way down, leaving only a three inch strip of white, creamy skin between my top and bottom. My belly button had a tendency to peek out and while under normal circumstances I’d never have been caught dead in something like this, Nick was right. I could have been ordered to wear the infamous peasant blouse. That would have been like wearing a sign that said “Slut! Right HERE! Come get some red, hot SLUT!” I hate that blouse with a fucking passion.
 
   Nick stepped up to me and his hand came up to cup my face. For a moment I tilted my chin upward and our lips met. It wasn’t a passionate kiss. Nick wasn’t interested in passion. He was interested in labels. And what they might imply. His hand slid down my neck, over my shoulder, and then grabbed hold of my full breast, kneading the soft mound through the thin halter top. His thumb went searching for a nipple and I’m ashamed to say he found it soon enough, the little tip hardening right through the thin material of my shirt. I wasn’t wearing a bra and his touch sent an electric like jolt through me. It tightened certain… uh… parts.
 
   “Mmmm,” he murmured. “Like that, huh?” His thumb went around in a circle and I felt myself ripening. At least, ripening more. He whispered into my ear. “Is it on?”
 
   I took a deep breath again. I knew exactly what he was talking about. I could feel it inside me, silent and waiting, like a thunderstorm on the horizon. No. Not like a thunderstorm. Like that moment before an earthquake begins and your dog is trying to force you to safety. “No, Nick. It is not on. It doesn’t have to be on until we get to the mall,” I said firmly. I tried to make sure that he wouldn’t hear the desire in my voice because part of me really wanted it on. In fact I tightened up around it. He slid his hand to my bottom, cupping the curved flesh for a moment, but finding the remote easily enough. I had tucked it in the elastic waistband of the skirt.
 
   “Maybe we should have an appetizer?” He asked wickedly, bringing the bright pink controller out. There were two sliders and a number of LED lights positioned along the top of the stapler sized box. A matching pink wire emerged from one end and if one were to follow it you’d have noticed it disappear into my skirt.
 
   Leading to all kinds of possible interpretations.
 
   My eyes narrowed. “If I cum before we even start I’m allowed to abort this little assignment,” I declared. “And you’ll lose your chance to fuck my brains out at the end.”
 
   Nick laughed. “Like you would. You crave this kind of thing. But you’re right. I don’t want you to have an accident now. It wouldn’t count against you later, would it?” He leaned closer, eyes bright and mischievous. “Still, are you wet?”
 
   I almost snorted. Wet? Really? Of all the stupid questions… of course I was wet. I usually am. That’s the crux of it all. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
   For a girl who seems to hate labels, I know I probably seem pretty free with that one. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. It sort of incorporates an entire panathea of sexually deviant behaviors, wrapping them up in a nice bondage bow. The pure and unvarnished truth is that somewhere inside my fragile, messed up psyche is an urge. Some sort of primeval desire. Years ago I discovered that a little kernel of desperation lurked in my head, wanting something a bit off the beaten path. At first I thought it was just sex. But when I discovered (or was taught) that embarrassment, the act of humiliation, and then of sexualized masochism satisfied that urge so much better than the vanilla masturbations of my youth, well… things might have gotten a little out of hand.
 
   Nick pushed one of the sliders up, a corresponding light flickered to life, and inside me a four inch plastic and silicon phallus began slowly but steadily churning, spinning through my sex like a baker folding cream into his cake batter. It was a decidedly intense sensation, even set at the lowest setting, and my body responded with a whimper, a moan, and by tightening up around the synthetic, rotating sex toy.
 
   “Gotta love the Rotating Venus Penis,” Nick said with a grin. My hips thrust forward a few times, all totally involuntary, as I tried to adjust. My fingers were locked on his arms and I held fast.
 
   “Nick!” I hissed. After all, we were standing in the parking lot of his apartment complex. Who knew who’d wander by?  Of course that thought just caused a surge of excitement in me and I tightened up around the swirling finger like thing inside me even more.
 
   “Is the vibration function working too?” Nick suddenly asked. The other slider on the control went up, again only to the first level, and I could hear the motor kick in. The interesting thing about my Rotating Venus Penis toy was the fact that there were actually two motors. One handled the rotation function that was quickly driving me crazy. The other was attached to nothing but an offset weight. As it spun up, the entire centerpiece that the rotating phallus was mounted on began vibrating. From my clitoris down to my perineum, waves of exquisite pleasure set me on edge. I let out a soft whine, my knees buckling as the pressure built.
 
   For me, orgasm is like climbing a mountain. There are many paths, but all of them eventually lead to a metaphorical cliff. An indelible but fragile edge marks the boundary between desperation and satisfaction. A single leap into the abyss beyond is the culmination of pain and pleasure, humiliation and obedience. As much as I hate the journey, fear each and every path, wish I could never, ever, ever be forced to march up that mountain, that jump into bliss is such a draw that I’m willing to suffer. 
 
   And suffer.
 
   My eyes widened as I looked up at Nick. “Are you trying to get me to blow?” I whispered.
 
   “You want to give me a blow?” Nick said, deliberately misunderstanding me. “Very well. I accept,” he said, as if he were quoting some famous movie. I think he was trying to speak in a British accent too, but it failed dramatically, sounding like a mixture of Cockney and Australian.
 
   “Nick!” I said. He then burst into laughter and turned off the RVP. I felt the spinning stop, then the vibrations and I let out a little groan as my sex quivered with longing.
 
   “Fine, fine!” He chuckled. “Sorry, Bre. It’s just I really like it when you’re on edge.”
 
   “The edge is fine,” I said tightly. “It’s just getting pushed off that edge that can be a problem. At least, right now.”
 
   Nick laughed and tucked the remote back into my skirt. I could feel it against my right hip. “I thought that getting pushed was what you lived for?”  He took my arm and began leading me around to the passenger side of his car. 
 
   I couldn’t help smiling at that. “Well, yes,” I admitted.  He helped me in and I sat down. My skirt rode up and he grinned as the pink base of the RVP came into view. I blushed and he leaned in.
 
   “I’m no dummy. The longer you remain on the cliff, the stronger and more powerful the jump, right?”  He didn’t wait for an answer. Instead he kissed me. Softly. “I’ll get your bag.” Then he closed the door. He went back to my truck, picked up the mid-sized canvas bag I had left there against the tire, and then got in beside me. He handed the bag over. “Got everything I’ll need?” He asked.
 
   “Everything Julie told me to bring,” I said quietly. There were three “items” in the bag. I knew I was going to be forced to endure two of them. As for the third? Well, part of me hoped I’d manage to avoid that one. And part of me longed for nothing else.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The morning sun was already hot when Nick pulled me to a stop.  We were maybe twenty feet from the doors and I looked at him with a flutter of nervous tension bubbling in my stomach, not to mention four inches of still silent synthetic cock in my pussy. The entrance to the mall stood in front of us, a massive wall of glass and stone, beckoning us toward the materialistic, capitalist nirvana shopping experience that lay within. Inside the building were hundreds of stores, each hawking practically everything I could ever want to buy. 
 
   This was also where things usually began to go crazy for me. I can’t tell you the number of times I’ve been sent to my local mall wearing highly inappropriate clothing, and instructed to do highly inappropriate things. Nick was holding my bag looking excited and I was just standing there, half of me dreading the next two or three hours, the other half wanting it so bad that I could taste it. Nick wrapped one arm around me, pulling me toward him. 
 
   It looked affectionate, like a young man giving his girlfriend a loving squeeze, but I knew better. His fingers grazed my back and I felt him dig the controller for the RVP out of my waistband. I sucked in a breath and braced myself. There was no gentle increase, no spiral of sweet excitement. Instead he did exactly what the assignment called for. He pushed both sliders up to maximum. All twelve little lights came on and I was suddenly standing in the center of a maelstrom, the twin motors of the Rotating Venus Penis howling right between my legs.
 
   Had anyone been standing out there, watching us, they’d have thought I was having a seizure or something. I stood trembling, trying to keep my hips from grinding as my sex clamped down on the twisting phallus inside me and my clitoris responded to the intense vibrations. The arousal I’d been feeling from the moment I’d dressed that morning went from a burbling creek to a wildly churning flood, surging through banks unable to hold back the torrent. His hand came out from behind my back and he patted me on the shoulder. I could actually hear the motors, the sound emanating up from between my thighs. It seemed terribly loud and I flushed crimson.
 
   “There we go,” he said briskly. “Ready to window shop?” 
 
   I nodded, my lips tight together, my body humming with sexual energy. If you’d asked me to put a countdown timer to the impending implosion there wouldn’t have been more than five minutes on the clock. 
 
   And that was a guess. Nick took my hand, pulled me forward into a shambling walk, and we entered the mall. I could hear the motors purring.
 
   My local mall is a monstrosity. It’s also a bit notorious in my personal life. I met Julie here. Little had I known that a random sexual encounter would eventually become a close and deep relationship, culminating in compulsive servitude to a girl six years my junior with a sadistic streak wider than the Brazos River. Julie had been a manager at one of the small junk jewelry stores back then, channeling a sort of punk rocker/goth theme with particolored hair, torn black clothing, and a disturbing habit of greeting me by demanding that I bare my breasts for a vicious slapping. Over the last year and a half she’d ditched the vagabond vampire look, returned to the dark chocolate colored locks of her childhood, and replaced the lime green neon laced black combat boots with Stuart Weitzman heels. In fact, the only thing she hadn’t changed had been the ritual smacking of my breasts from one side to the other. As my mistress, she was in charge of setting the various assignments I got from readers and fans and I knew that the present challenge I was facing had as much to do with her as it had the man who crafted it.
 
   The good thing was that I knew this particular mall. I’d been fucked in about a dozen different places inside of it, from back rooms to changing rooms to hallways to restrooms to offices. I might not have been able to draw you a layout, but I’d seen some spots that boggled the mind. I also was acutely aware of the best way to walk if you wanted to take advantage of the natural niches the various store fronts created. Nick seemed oblivious so I turned him in the appropriate direction even as I struggled to maintain the apparently calm front of my demeanor.
 
   “So how is Julie?” Nick asked cheerfully as he tucked my hand into his arm. He was moving in a slow, sedate pace, calmly frustrating any attempt of mine to move us faster. I knew Nick was deliberately dawdling, since the assignment required us to do three laps of the entire mall. That was a lot of walking regardless of whether one was stuffed with a buzzing, swirling sex toy or just window shopping. I wasn’t fooled at all. He was taking his time so that I’d have more opportunity to orgasm. I was well aware that from his perspective, the punishment I earned from multiple orgasms could only get better the more I had.
 
   I snorted lightly in a very unladylike fashion. “I suspect you’ve spoken with her more than I have lately,” I said. I had actually talked with her that morning as she relayed some of the basic requirements of Master Brandon’s assignment to me, as well as letting me know to meet Nick. I’d been a little perturbed by her selection in companions. Nick was… well... a little unsympathetic to my comfort levels. Like Julie he was a sadist and of all my various companions, Nick would wield the leather sap I’d brought with as much force as Julie would have. And not being allowed to orgasm and set up to do so anyway? Yeah. Wonderful.
 
   He laughed. “All I got was a call with the question ‘want to abuse Bre?’ Of course I said yes immediately and she explained what I needed to do. After that it was just about setting an appropriate day.”  He leaned closer to me. “Feel like cumming yet?”
 
   Did I feel like cumming? Oh hell yes I did. But the mocking challenge of his question made me buckle down. I squeezed the Rotating Venus Penis tight, tried to ignore the oscillation of my entire lower half and picked up the speed, pulling him along. Nick laughed and pulled me back to a slower walk.
 
   “Calm down, calm down,” he exclaimed. “We’ve got time.”
 
   “That’s not the point,” I said, shocked to hear the tension in my words. It wasn’t anger I heard, but extreme need. I was closer than I thought.  “You’re deliberately sabotaging me.” 
 
   That made him blink. “Well, duh. That’s what I do,” he replied, as if I’d just stated that the sky was blue and grass was green. “And that’s also what Julie told me to do to you.”  He shrugged. “The idea is to force you into multiple orgasms, in an environment we know excites you, with torment designed to make it more difficult for you to hold off.”
 
   I bit my lip. I could see the edge. I was there. On the mountaintop. The abyss beckoned. I was so close. Nick pulled me forward a few more steps in the mall, the shifting of the phallic toy inside me, swirling pulses of pleasure through my nether regions. I let out a small whimper and I think that’s when Nick realized we were there.
 
   “Wow. We didn’t even make it a quarter of the way around!” He exclaimed with delight. Then I grabbed him, my face drawn tight, my teeth clenched together, a pounding wave of utter exhilaration exploding through my veins. I think I let out a long, thin wail, but the morning crowd wasn’t large enough for us to attract any attention. Not yet at least. Nick wrapped his arms around me, holding me as I shuddered, my hips grinding now, totally heedless of who might see. I clung to him, the euphoria of orgasmic climax turning my brains to jelly.
 
   “Now comes the fun part,” he whispered into my hair as I exploded.
 
   It took me almost two minutes to pull myself together and loosen the death grip I’d put on Nick. He grinned at me as I took a few full breaths, settling myself as the sex toy inside me continued to churn on at full power. That was also part of the assignment, and one of my concerns. I’m multi-orgasmic and under this particular kind of stimulation, I could go on for hours until my clit finally over sensitized. Even then I’d still be able to cum. Just each and every orgasm would be laced with agonizing pain. It was a classic Catch 22. Damned if I do and damned if I don’t.
 
   I guess I should explain. Some women, after orgasm, especially if it is clitoral, but even vaginal orgasms, are so sensitive that they’re done. Caput. Finished. Don’t touch. They will need at least some time, maybe even a lot of it, in order to recuperate. Then some women do not. They can take multiple orgasms, over and over, maybe even for hours on end. But eventually, even they will get sensitive, over sensitized, and ask for relief. I’m in the second group. Except for the masochistic part of me. When I get to that point where my clit is sensitive, and I’m beginning to feel the pain of it, instead of begging for relief, the broken part of my brain translates that impulse into desire. This is NOT a good thing. Pain is there to make you safe. It tells your body that something wrong or damaging is happening to it. It makes you flinch when you put your hand on something hot. It makes you walk a different way to avoid exacerbating an injury. It tells you when to stop because you’ve reached your limits.
 
   Unless you are a nympho humiliation pain slut. Then it just says “oh my fucking God that’s the spot!”
 
   So my brain is messed up. My body sends a signal upward to the command center saying “Okay, we’ve kind of had enough of this shit. Do something about it.” My brain somehow interprets that to say, “Wow. This is fucking amazing. More please!” This causes all sorts of problems and makes me who I am.
 
   “Okay, so find a spot,” Nick urged. “It’s punishment time.”
 
   I glanced around, ignoring the already pulsing need between my legs. Multi-orgasmic. Remember? I shook my head. Focus girl. Find a spot. Right. I considered my options. “Okay. This way,” I said, grabbing his hand. I forced my way forward, the RVP still swirling inside me. Up on the left was the store I was looking for. The store itself wasn’t large and it seemed that we were the only customers. I picked up a shirt to “try on”, then took myself and my “boyfriend” to the back. There were a number of small changing rooms and I picked the one at the furthermost end. The moment we were locked into the little changing area I gave Nick a steady look and I peeled off my shirt. Before I could say anything he slapped me, right across the breasts.
 
   “Ow!” I exclaimed, dropping my halter top on the floor and grabbing my boobs with both hands. Gold flashed. “What the fuck?” I half turned to look in the mirror. There was a slight reddening along the side of my left breast that continued across both nipples. Of course the fact that the tip of my right breast is pierced with a gold colored hoop and happens to have a small, charm-sized padlock dangling from it did nothing to mitigate the fresh coloring.
 
   Nick smiled. “That was in Julie’s memory. I think every time you come to this mall you should have someone slap your boobs. Hard. Multiple times even.”
 
   I glowered at him. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”
 
   He looked up, grinning, eyes focused on a distant place. “I can see it now, you going from one store to another to get your tits smacked! Whatever happened to David by the way?” Then he reached up and gave the little padlock a tug.
 
   “Stop that,” I hissed, batting at his hand. “David got promoted and moved to a different state,” I said sullenly. “And don’t do that.”
 
   “Do what?” He asked, reaching up to give the padlock another decent pull. I grabbed his wrist and his eyes got a little hard.
 
   “Excuse me,” he said tightly. “If I want to twist your nipple I will. That’s the rules. Isn’t it? Just like you having something in your pussy at all times.”
 
   I sighed in frustration and let go. He reached up and began rubbing my breasts, kneading the soft melons with strong fingers. His blow had stung. But he was right. Those were the rules. There were actually five of them. Constantly having some sort of sex toy stuffed up inside of me was Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1. Allowing Nick to have his way with me? Rule #3. Sometimes it made life tough but most of the time it was an amazing adventure. But I knew that his simple hand slap, or even the sharp little twist of the jewelry hanging from my right nipple, was nothing compared to what was coming.
 
   “Are we going to do this or what?” I asked impatiently. Nick nodded and let go of my chest, sticking his hand in my canvas bag. He came out with the leather sap and held it up. It was about a foot long, most of which was the leather wrapped wooden handle. The last five inches however was a rectangle of highly flexible, smooth cowhide, finely stitched and about as wide as my entire palm. 
 
   “Five strokes in each spot,” Nick said with a smile. I took a deep breath and braced myself, putting my hands on the sides of the tiny changing room cubicle. I figured that since he hadn’t turned me around or flipped up my skirt, my breasts were going to get it first. For a moment I thought about closing my eyes, but then I realized that I might not be able to keep from yelping loudly if the blow came as a surprise.
 
    
 
   “Ready?” He asked. I looked him in the eye. Ready? Fuck no. I was terrified. I was petrified. I was so fucking wet that if he didn’t get a move on he’d be delivering orgasm punishment number two right after orgasm punishment number one! My pussy clamped tight around the RVP and I thought, for just a moment that I could actually hear the motor slow down.
 
   “Do it,” I whispered.
 
   Nick’s wrist flicked out and the square of leather flashed downward, aimed right at the left side of my chest. It impacted with a sharp crack and immediately I felt a stinging sensation followed by a sharp heat. I let out a gasp, eyes widening with realization that this was not going to be easy. My loins tightened even more and I realized that I was thrusting my hips with longing.
 
   “More please!” I whimpered, closing my eyes. Nick obliged, smacking my breast with the sap again. The sound that escaped from my lips was somewhere between “oh my God, yes!” and “Shit! That fucking hurt!” But it didn’t matter. I managed not to cover up and Nick went on to deliver three more stinging, burning strokes. By the time he was done with my left boob my chest was heaving, my breast was a nice shade of light pink, and I was thinking that another orgasm wouldn’t be that bad an idea.
 
   “The other side now? Or do you want me to spread it out?” Nick asked.
 
   Balance in all things right? “The other side,” I whispered. He grinned and tapped my piercing and the padlock. 
 
   “Sure it’s okay to hit you with all the hardware?”
 
   “As long as you aren’t trying to knock it off me,” I declared, somewhat sarcastically. The hoop piercing, the only piercing on my body mind you, was made of twenty four karat gold and had been shoved through the tip of my breast during my initiation into a certain select organization called the Society of the Golden Rose. Mostly a mix of lesbian dominatrixes and their submissives, the Society was Julie’s primary social circle. It made for interesting dynamics on lunch dates and full-fledged lesbian BDSM themed orgies were common. The padlock was emblazoned with the symbol of the order, a gold rose outlined in black. It wasn’t a real padlock, though admittedly Julie had a key to it; it was more of an expensive piece of jewelry that had little material weight. Psychologically? It was a ball and chain.
 
   Nick aimed right for my nipple and a moment later the prickling flash followed by the burst of heat that I’d felt on one side was matched on the other. As I predicted, the piercing and padlock meant nothing as Nick used the flexible little paddle to mash my nipple back into the meat of my breast. I trembled and took it, gritting my teeth until he was finally done, five full strokes to each boob. I let out an explosive breath.
 
   “Your feet next,” Nick said. 
 
   I winced. Somehow, two or so years ago, someone decided that the bottoms of my feet were targets just as worthy of sexual punishment as my breasts. In the BDSM world it’s called bastinado, the beating of a victim’s feet with a cane or strap. To me it was something of a revelation that I still didn’t understand. How could hurting the bottoms of my feet make sex more intense? Yet it did. I took a deep breath, turned around, bent over the small bench, and slipped my right foot out of the pink foam flip flop. Nick grinned. I knew he liked the soft arch and I had to endure him running his fingers lightly along the sole of my foot, twitching until I giggled madly.
 
   “Please! God! No!” I hissed again, trying to be quiet as he tickled me. I twisted but he kept hold of my delicate ankle. I knew what was coming. 
 
   “Here we go,” he said sharply, squeezing me tightly. I groaned, pointed my toes, and then he struck. Most of his blows hit me along the ball of my foot but one of them was perfectly placed to sting only my arch. I cried out, twitching like mad as the sharp cracks of the paddle filled the little cubicle and I jammed my knuckles into my mouth, trying to stay quiet. The only blessing was that he went fast. A moment later he let go of my foot and it hung there in the air while my poor brain tried to figure out if actually trying to stand on it would hurt more than leaving it up there. Finally I realized I didn’t have much option. Gingerly I put my foot down. It stung, but other than that, the five sharp strokes had done little damage.
 
   “Other foot now,” Nick said stoically.
 
   Once again I slipped out of the flip flops and this time lifted my left leg. Nick grabbed a hold of me and in short order slapped the smooth leather flap of the sap against my sole with fast, sharp flicks of his wrist. The sting and heat of it seemed to swirl up my leg, only to settle right behind my clitoris. My entire body seemed to quiver as the urgency to cum became this overriding demand. My hips were twitching like mad. The RVP swirled and buzzed inside me, still on full power, totally mindless with its intense sexual stimulation.
 
   He dropped my ankle and as I perched on one leg he flipped up the back of my skirt. My bare bottom, sporting only the thin, black elastic straps of the RVP along the outer edges, beckoned. I knew that his eyes were caressing the soft curves, digging into the tight crevasse, even spying out the base of the RVP pressed against my perineum. He held the flat of the tiny leather paddle flush with my right buttock, waited just a moment for me to really internalize the reality of what was about to happen, and then spanked me. The sap bit into my butt cheek and I’m absolutely positive that five strokes left a series of overlapping rectangles of harsh pink. I know because I could see it in the mirror. I whimpered, half bucking, my loins thrusting madly now as Nick ran his hand over my ass. As far as spankings went it was pretty mild. More of a blurred heat than blistering. He moved to the other half of my bottom and proceeded to inflict similar damage.
 
   I stood there quivering, everything from the waist down pressurized. I was seconds away from another orgasm.
 
   “Nick,” I whispered, straightening up, my mind locked into a loop of aching need and desperate pleasure. My breasts tingled. My feet ached. My bottom smarted. But it was the incessant buzz and swirl between my legs, the RVP on full power that was driving that train. The rest of it? That was scenery. Or maybe the cars my pussy was dragging along.
 
   “Yes?” 
 
   “We need to move,” I breathed tenuously. “I think… I think… I’m going to explode again.”
 
   His eyes widened. “Well, that certainly will make things interesting. I suppose if we stay in this changing room any longer we’ll be interrupted,” he mused. He opened the door as I began to slip my bare feet back into the flip flops. He tucked the sap back into my bag and then dragged me out. I only barely managed to snag the shirt and hang it back up before he was leading me out of the store. Thankfully no one said anything to us as I stumbled out next to Nick.
 
   I was in a state. Hyper-sexualized, the buzzing was pressed against my clit in a way that made it impossible to ignore. Step by step I was being forced right up to the edge. I could feel the orgasm approaching, like standing on the rails bearing an oncoming freight train, the feel of it not just ethereal, but a physical presence. I mewled a little and clung to Nick as everything came straight at me.
 
   “Breanne, how close are you to cumming?” Nick asked, looking around, clearly trying to assess our options for another good spot to punish me.
 
   The solid whine that escaped from my lips, the churning of my hips, and the way I clung to his arm probably said more than any words could have, but in true nympho humiliation pain slut fashion I announced it loud and clear. 
 
   “Oh my God! I’m cumming!” I declared loudly. I didn’t hold back either. A number of shoppers walking by us turned and looked at me with startled surprise. Mostly intrigued looks but there was a visage of disgust too. Suddenly it was Nick’s turn to be embarrassed and he flashed everyone a big smile and then sort of dragged me off to the side of the concourse. I was in the throes of sexual nirvana by that point, grinding my sex into his hip, mashing the RVP between my pelvis and his femur, humping him like a dog in heat. Nick held me until the worst of the spasms had faded into a languorous blur and then I looked up at him, a stupid smile on my face, eyes unfocused.
 
   “Mmmmm,” I hummed. The RVP still churned inside me, still buzzed, but it would be a few minutes before it began to affect me again. To start the laborious climb up the metaphorical mountain of sexual climax.
 
   “Yeah,” muttered Nick, still watching the passersby. “Right. Okay. Punishment time again.” He looked around. “We haven’t even gotten to the fucking food court.”  He let out an exasperated sigh and then dragged me into a nearby outlet store. I didn’t pay attention. I just followed along behind him like a little lost puppy, my hand in his.
 
   To my surprise he found the perfect spot and it wasn’t even in a changing room. The public restrooms were tiny, single person rooms with a lockable door and he dragged me into one of them unobserved. The room was clean, smelled of disinfectant, and from the distinct lack of outside sound, would do a decent job muffling any outbursts from the floor. Nick pushed me forward and I spun, still higher than a kite on dopamine, endorphins, and the blast of all-natural oxytocin my brain had just pumped into my bloodstream.
 
   And people wonder why I do it? I’m a fucking addict. 
 
   “What first, lover boy?” I asked coquettishly, still feeling the euphoria of orgasm. “Want to do my ass?” I turned half way around and flipped up my skirt. I was dripping wet and my thighs glistened. I gave my ass a nice little wiggle. Nick frowned. 
 
   “No. I think we’ll start with your tits again actually.” He pulled out the sap and waved it at me as I straightened. Without a word I peeled off the halter top, this time taking it completely off before lifting both arms upward. I entwined my wrists and leaned back against the wall as I stared him right in the eye. He moved directly in front of me and lifted the sap.
 
   “Do you like it?” I whispered, right before he hit me.
 
   “Like it?” He asked. “Your breasts?”
 
   I shook my head. “The color. The look in my eyes. The heat of it. The way it makes me wet.”
 
   Nick’s frown curled upward. “You’re already wet.”
 
   “More wet,” I said softly. 
 
   He cleared his throat. “The first orgasm earned you five strokes. The second earns you…”
 
   “Ten,” I interrupted. “I know. And the next one fifteen. Five by One. Each time.” I grinned. “Is it the jiggle of the padlock?” And with that I shook my boobs at him. It was a distinctly slutty thing to do and in retrospect I have no idea why I did it except to invite an immediate and expressive response.
 
   He chuckled. “Ten.” Then he swung, right to left, striking my breast. My nipple tightened immediately, the areola puckering and it was all I could do to keep my hands stretched above my head high. My fingers tightened and I rose up on tiptoe. My left breast hurt, stinging and burning, but as expected, the signal that my brain interpreted was too lost in the urgency of the boiling depths of my sex. I couldn’t really separate the pleasure and intensity of the RVP and the stinging heat of the sap. Nick hit me again, and then again, faster and faster blows until I was quivering against the wall. I clenched my teeth through it and gasped when it was over, sucking air in. The left side of my chest felt as if I’d dipped it in molten wax, burning and stinging where the sap had seared my curved, voluptuous flesh. My nipple had risen, hard and swollen, oddly in contrast with the sunburned look of the surrounding skin. You could see the sharp edges of the sap lined up across my bosom.
 
   “That looks amazing,” Nick said, then bent down and suckled the tormented, rigid tip into his mouth. I gasped, my hips churning, thrusting wildly. He ran his tongue in circles around the same spot he’d just whacked with the leather paddle. The contrast was insanely heavenly. He came up as I closed my eyes as Nick moved over and began slapping my right breast with the sap. He used the same brutal intensity as he had on the right side and there was very little I could do as I was again catapulted into sexual oblivion. I cried out, my body undulating back and forth, my back arching, my hips thrusting forward. The second orgasm I’d had relieved some of the pressure, but the beating he was giving me had definitely turned the heat back up. I wasn’t quite boiling but you sure as hell could have poached an egg! 
 
   “Oh God yes!” I moaned desperately, closing my eyes. Nick tapped my on the shoulder and I bent over, hands on the sink. I lifted a foot but he went for my bottom first, flicking the skirt up. I expected him to just start the spanking but instead he ran his finger down my rear, then up between my legs. The RVP was in the way but that wasn’t his goal. He swirled his hand against my thigh, then drew his forefinger up across my perineum and right to my back door. For a moment I was scared he was going to slide it in, penetrating my ass. But instead he just teased the opening. It felt good, but terribly intense. Then Nick moved to the side, wielding the sap like a golfer’s club. He swung, aiming for the rounded curve of my left buttock. The crack of leather striking flesh was loud and sharp and I let out a tiny yelp, my head coming up as I arched and kicked. He swung again, then again, alternating between left and right, delivering both sets of ten in less than a blistering minute. My bottom lip trembled and I felt as if I could hear the rush of my pulse pounding in my ears. Then he reached down, grabbed my right ankle, and hauled my foot up, knocking my flip flop off with a simple shake.
 
   There was no warning. Not even a simple “brace yourself Bridget”. Nothing. Just the scouring spice of the paddle striking the sole of my foot. My toes wiggled and curled. I jerked forward, grimacing as the pain swirled around at my foundations. Nick did it quick, I’ll grant him that, the little sap slapping my bare foot with crisp, machine-like precision. He let me go after the tenth blow and it felt like I’d been walking on hot pavement. He didn’t give me a moment either, pushing my foot down and grabbing the other ankle, leaving me no option but to put my entire one hundred and seventeen pounds on my already well spanked sole.
 
   In moments I had a matched set and was wincing as I hopped from foot to foot. Nick let me go and I leaned against the wall. Then I slid down it until I my bare and spanked derriere was pressed bare against the tile. It felt wonderful and I let out another small whimper
 
   “There now,” Nick said. “You can put your shirt and shoes back on.” He kicked my flip flops over to me and I picked them up. My hand was trembling and it took me a few minutes to get my well-smacked soles into the pink foam shoes. I sat there, trying to collect myself when he reached out his hand. 
 
   “Ready?” He asked me?”
 
   I nodded, taking stock. No. Yes. Oh God. The RVP still purred, making a whirlpool of my pussy. Beneath the maelstrom, an earthquake. My feet, breasts, and bottom all ached, hot and tender. And worst of all; I wanted to explode. I needed it. I wanted to rip the RVP out and force Nick to the floor and ride him. I wanted to tear off his clothes and suck his cock until he pumped enough cream into me to fill a donut. I wanted him to spread my legs and take the sap, throwing away the RVP and aiming for…
 
   I shook my head. Not helpful. Nick took my hand and we emerged back into the raucous world, me stumbling along as my hips fluttered in short little jerks with every step. I took a deep breath. I needed to get with it. To resist. More orgasms just meant additional punishment and ten strokes of the sap to each of my breasts, buttocks, and feet had been enough to get my attention. If I came again it would be fifteen strokes. We managed to get back into the main concourse and Nick pulled me along.
 
   “So how is Mike?” Nick asked as we passed the food court and continued along the mall corridor. A few people looked at me, at us, but despite the fact that I was cute and somewhat sexy, there really wasn’t that much to see except for a girl wearing a really short skirt, walking gingerly. I’ve been in worse situations, believe you me. Thank God I wasn’t wearing that damn peasant blouse…
 
   “What?” I asked, blinking? The RVP was starting to get to me again.
 
   “Mike? The Hardware Guy?” He asked.
 
   My eyes narrowed. “Have you been reading my blog again?” Nick laughed.
 
   “Bre, I’ve read all your books. You’re famous. Hell, I’m in them and I like how you portray me. But I was asking about Mike. He’s been getting pretty serious with Julie and I was wondering about it.”
 
   I shrugged. “Julie is a grownup. She can fuck whoever she wants.” I stretched, trying to find a way to make the spinning shaft between my legs find a less intrusive angle. It was hopeless though.
 
   Nick grinned. “Well, that’s true I suppose. Think she’d be interested in me?” 
 
   I looked at him, considering it. “Why don’t you ask next time?”
 
   “I want your opinion,” he replied.
 
   “Would you turn down the RVP if I told you?” I asked. It wasn’t a spurious request. I really kind of needed him to do it. Otherwise I wasn’t going to make it around the back half of the mall without another “unauthorized” orgasm.
 
   He laughed. “Not a chance in hell. You know what the assignment is. You agreed to it.”
 
   I swallowed. “Yes, but I’ll be honest, Nick. I’m not sure I’m going to be able to do two full laps at this rate, much less three. Not with the punishment proscribed.” I brought my hands up to my breasts momentarily. I could still feel the heat of the sapping. It may have only been ten strokes, but that was combined with the earlier five, spaced out by nothing more than a few minutes. 
 
   He shrugged. “Don’t agree to things you can’t handle then. I’d try really hard not to have more orgasms if I were you.”  He gave my hand a squeeze. “And you didn’t tell me about Mike, or if Julie would be interested in having me around.”
 
   I sighed. “I’ll answer your second question first, Nick. I don’t think you and Julie are compatible. She seems to prefer older men.”
 
   “Hey, I’m older than she is!” He declared. “By a year or so.”
 
   I didn’t even bother to reply to that. Instead I tried to ignore the tingling of my clitoris. “Okay, I’ll be blunt. Compared to Mike the Hardware Guy, you’re a little immature.”
 
   That made him blink. Then he grinned wolfishly. “Actually, that makes me feel better,” he said. “Mike’s what, forty-five?”
 
   I shrugged. I didn’t think Mike was quite that old, but I had noticed he’d been going gray at the temples.  Ah… age. It gets us all, doesn’t it?
 
   “He make anything interesting for you lately?”
 
   I bit my lip. I didn’t mind the interrogation, but talking about sex related subjects was making it even harder to keep my lower half from responding even more intensely to the incessant buzzing and swirling of the RVP’s phallus and base. It was practically all I could do to keep my hips from thrusting with every step. If I were using the mountain metaphor I’d say I was three quarters up the slope. The edge wasn’t exactly in sight, but I sure as hell was moving fast enough that it would be soon.
 
   “I’m sure he has,” I said. “I just haven’t seen anything lately.”
 
   That made Nick give me a curious look. “Really? I thought he made all of Julie’s stuff.”
 
   I shrugged, again suppressing a shudder. “Yes. The last thing he made was the pillar. He’s been focusing on attachments lately.”
 
   That got his curiosity roused. “Attachments? You mean like the pin you had to straddle the first time?” 
 
   Julie’s dungeon was still relatively new since she’d only been in the apartment for about six or seven months. The prime piece was the “Pillar,” a wooden post crafted by Mike the Hardware Guy that sported quite a few interesting fixtures. The first and foremost was a pair of cast iron brackets, made into a single long strip, that was instantly recognizable as a medieval stock. Except instead of three holes, one for the neck and each wrist, there were five. I had no idea why and had never used all five, but I’m sure one day I’ll find out. The pin Nick was referring to was something like a French rolling pin, thick and well rounded. It had fit neatly into a pre-drilled hole located about a foot or so up the side of the pillar. I had been tied with my ankles up, bare soles exposed, hands behind me, and then lifted so that Julie could slide the pin into the hole. Since it had been positioned between my legs, not to mention oiled, when Mike let me back down the pin had come into direct contact with my sex. Worse, Mike had mismeasured. When my body was settled on the pin itself my knees no longer came into contact with the leather pad around the base of the pillar. So all my weight went onto the pin. It had been excruciating, especially stuffed with vibroballs. I’d been whipped across the soles of my feet, my breasts, tortured with clamps and the violent wand, all while riding the equivalent of the wooden horse. 
 
   “Yes,” I said quietly. “Like the pin.”
 
   Nick eyed me. “Well? Are you going to elaborate?”
 
   I shrugged, still concentrating more on not allowing my body to respond to the unrelenting stimulation between my legs.  “I was bent over backward, so my nose was pointing to the ceiling,” I said. “Mike had an attachment that was a support for the small of my back, like bending me over a barrel.”
 
   “There’s a pleasant image,” Nick agreed. “I take it your neck and wrists were locked in the stocks?”
 
   I nodded. “Yes. It was very uncomfortable. The attachment supported me very well, but the human body isn’t meant to be kept in that position. I almost would prefer the pin.”
 
   He laughed. “I like the idea of your weight resting on your clit.” He gave me a pleased grin. “Violet wand?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, remembering Julie dragging the purple glowing and electrified glass up my thigh, grazing my clit, before aiming for my nipples. She was definitely a cruel mistress. It was one reason I loved her so much.
 
   “Vibrator overload?” Nick queried.
 
   I bit my lip. “Yes sir,” I replied. That had been Mike. He’d been the one to hold the vibrator against my clit while Julie had taken her flogger and lashed me soundly across the chest.
 
   “And?” Nick pressed.
 
   I grimaced. “Can we please talk about something else?” I begged. “This topic of conversation isn’t helping.”
 
   He looked at me peculiarly. “Are you about to explode again?” He asked in disbelief.
 
   I nodded, taking short, precise steps and trying not to swing my hips or hyperventilate. I could feel the juice running down my thigh. We were about three quarters done and coming up on the food court for the second time.
 
   “Christ, really?” He asked.
 
   I gave him a sudden grin. “No. I’m faking it.”
 
   That made Nick laugh. He took my arm and suddenly I found myself moving at a much higher rate of speed. “Would going faster help?”
 
   I gasped at the sudden surge between my legs as my legs pumped. “Make me cum? Or move us along?” I whined.
 
   “Either,” he replied.
 
   I couldn’t help it. “Yes,” I whispered. The metaphorical cliff had just appeared and I was moving at a volatile and rapid rate of speed. “Nick! Please! You’re making this harder!” I hissed.
 
   “Good,” he said cheerfully. “You know, Julie said you might have three orgasms on your first lap. I’m sort of impressed with her acumen. She knows you really…” His speech came to a stop as I did, yanking him back.
 
   I froze in place, my body trembling, totally at the whim of the forces flowing within me. It was just too much. There were people around, looking at me, thinking I looked delicious or scandalous, the Rotating Venus Penis agitating the waters. The explosion started inside me and once more I closed my eyes and declared, in a loud enough voice for those passersby who took an interest, that I was not “having a seizure.”
 
   Nick wrapped me in his arms and I felt him actually pick me up. My toes dipped and he carried me across the floor of the concourse into a little niche while I made some sounds that were borderline hysterical. At least from a sexual perspective. I wrapped my arms around him, thrusting my hips wildly, shaking like a leaf in a tornado. 
 
   I sincerely hope he was embarrassed as I was.
 
   “A cum a quarter,” he said with a laugh as I slumped in his arms, once more lost in the pure bliss of orgasmic oblivion. I didn’t even really think about it as he manhandled me into another one of the stores. A moment later I was directed to the back of another large clothing store and Nick pushed me into one of the cubicle like changing rooms.
 
   “Punishment time,” he said softly.
 
   I’ve taken my clothes off a million times, in a variety of way, from sexy strip tease to frightened rabbit about to be spit roasted. But a slow, languorous peel? Not that I recall. I wasn’t trying to be sexy. I was just baring it. I pushed the skirt down first and stepped out of it. The RVP sat nestled in the cleft between my thighs, still humming loudly. I could literally see it moving slightly as it rubbed my insides and petals, caressing my clit into mindless gratification. The stupid smile on my face was lazy and soft and a minute later I turned toward Nick, gave him a bemused grin, and then turned my poor bare bottom in his direction. I planted my palms on the bench seat and in another fit of ridiculous response to the flood of “feel-good” hormones rushing through my veins, I wiggled my ass, practically daring him to spank it.
 
   “Fifteen strokes,” He said softly as he pulled the leather sap out of the canvas bag. I didn’t watch. I just stayed in position, waiting. His hand came down on the small of my back, my spine, fingers caressing me. Then the paddle flashed through the air, smacking my left buttock hard. I tightened up immediately and gasped, the sting sparkling like needles across my skin. Then the heat began. My bottom clenched and unclenched in a series of expectant spasm, which did nothing to help the situation where the RVP continued its cozy and ecstatic circular motions.  Fluid seeped down my thighs as Nick struck again, and then again, leaving a series of rectangular marks across one side of my bottom.
 
   Halfway through I had to put my hand in my mouth to keep from squealing. I don’t think he was hitting me any harder than he had before, but I was so much more sensitive after already getting a full fifteen strokes that it certainly felt like he was blistering my ass. I was almost ready to let out a choked sob when he finished and moved on to my right side. I found my entire body seeming to fold to the left as Nick smacked my buttock into the same shade of dark pink he’d left my other buttock. 
 
   “Breasts now,” Nick said when he was finished with my ass. I straightened up and turned around, my breath catching in my throat. It’s one thing to accept punishment when you have no choice. It’s another to offer yourself up for it, knowing that it will hurt. And Nick made it worse.
 
   “Cup your breasts for me,” he whispered. “Offer them up. Ask me to hit them. Beg me.” It was a demand. An order.
 
   I swallowed hard. “Please sir,” I breathed. “Please spank my breasts.” I brought my hands up underneath each grapefruit sized globe and hefted them up. It made them look fat and soft and perfectly beatable. My nipples tingled. 
 
   “Tits. They’re called tits, Bre. Beg me to hit them,” Nick said, lifting the sap and rubbing the smooth leather across my left nipple. I let out a quiet moan and squeezed my thighs together hard.
 
   “Tits. Please sir, spank my tits. Hard,” I pleaded, eyes wet and large. Then I leaned forward. “Hurt me, Nick. Please. Make me cry?”
 
   Nick sighed, a smile so big across his face that he looked almost menacing. Creepy even. He leaned down and kissed me gently on the top of my head.
 
   “Oh sweet princess, not yet. But don’t worry. When I finally get to deliver the last punishment you’ll be sobbing.”  And then he began spanking my breasts.
 
   Again, I don’t think he hit me harder than he had before, but this time instead of concentrating on one side before going to the other, he alternated. The strokes came hard and fast, first one nipple and then other. I held it together through maybe the first six strokes, then began breaking down. My clenched teeth couldn’t hold back the whine. My titled chin and closed eyes couldn’t stifle the squeal. And since I’d been forced to hold up my breasts for him, two hot targets ready for his paddle, I couldn’t even gnaw on my own knuckles.
 
   Oops.
 
   Nick cursed and dropped the sap into the canvas bag, then scurried to get me dressed. He practically shoved me into the skirt and the halter top was dragged down over my head. A single tear came down my cheek but I didn’t say anything. My boobs and bottom were hurting too much. He grabbed the bag and opened the door, pulling me out.
 
   A clerk was standing there, key in hand, clearly suspicious. “Hey, no couples in the changing room!” She declared, instantly taking into account my attire. Clearly I wasn’t hiding anything, not dressed like THAT.  Nick nodded.
 
   “Sorry. She wanted my opinion. We’ll leave,” he said and grabbed my hand, pulling me rapidly through the store. The clerk looked into the changing room, still suspicious, obviously trying to put two and two together. 
 
   “Wait a moment! I need to check your bag!” She declared, hurrying up to us. Nick let out a soft curse.
 
   “Please. We aren’t thieves. We didn’t take anything into the changing room,” he said. A second lady walked up, her eyes and face dark and angry. 
 
   “The bag,” she said.
 
   Nick didn’t hand it over, but he did let go of my hand and open it up. Two sets of eyes went into it and had either of them looked up at me they’d have seen me flush down to the tips of my breasts in utter humiliation. See, I knew what was in the bag besides the stupid leather sap.
 
   The older lady scowled. “Get the hell out of my store,” she declared. The younger girl gave me a curious look, almost as if she’d have been interested in watching. I could see the questions forming on her lips, but neither Nick nor her boss gave her an opportunity. Instead he took my elbow and a moment later we were back on the concourse. 
 
   “Nick,” I whispered. “You forgot my…”
 
   “Feet,” he finished for me. “Yes. I know. In a moment.”  His eyes darted left and right and he moved me quickly. Then he turned left and a different store loomed up in front of us. I hesitated. 
 
   “This um… isn’t a good store for me,” I whispered. “They know me.”
 
   Nick grinned. “Hasn’t it been awhile?” He asked.
 
   I shrugged. “I haven’t messed around in here in months,” I admitted. “But they did try to trespass me once.”
 
   Nick laughed. “Well, you’re dressed respectably and you’re with me. I think we can risk it.” He led me in and a moment later we were lost in the racks of clothing right in the middle of the store. Had it been a weekend we’d still have been in trouble. But since it was a Wednesday shopping was light. He led me to one rack and then smiled.
 
   “Here. Slip off your shoe.”
 
   I blinked. “What? You’re going to do it here? In the middle of the clothing section?” I demanded. The RVP buzzed against my clit and I could feel the first signs of sensitization. It was a sort of tingle, like accidentally getting a tiny rug burn or something. Or maybe feeling yourself get a sunburn. Yeah. That’s more accurate. It doesn’t hurt but you can sense that you are doing damage to yourself. That’s what my clitoris felt like.
 
   Nick shrugged. “Here or out in the parking lot. Your choice,” he said. “But we’ve also pretty much finished the first lap. We came in through the next entrance, which means you’ve got a choice to make and one of those items in the bag to play with.”
 
   My eyes widened. Here? Well I already knew which of the two “toys” I was going to opt for next. And if my choice was putting it on here or in the parking lot, then I knew then, surrounded by racks of clothing, with a fricking man made mountain behind me, that doing it inside was definitely the better choice. Slowly but surely I took a deep breath and slipped my right foot out of the flip flop. I turned toward a rack of jogging shirts, braced myself against it, and lifted my toes up.
 
   Nick did it fast. Fifteen sure and hard slaps to the sole of my right foot. Over half of them scoured the arch. I bit my lip, wincing, but didn’t cry out. When he was finished I shuddered, still locked in a death grip with the rack.
 
   “Hold up a minute,” Nick said. “Let’s move a bit. Then I’ll do your other foot.”
 
   I didn’t really want to move. The RVP was beginning to rub me raw, the vibration suddenly a much worse torment than the four inch oscillating cock inside me. Now my hips weren’t just grinding back and forth, but to the left and right as well, each movement predicated on the notion that I might, just maybe, be able to get my clit out from under the palpitating sex toy.
 
   Nick pretended to browse as I sort of limped along next to him. Three minutes later it became apparent that no one was coming to find out what the cracking noise had been, much less to investigate what the hell we were doing. Finally he picked another spot and got my attention by flicking his finger against my nipple.
 
   “Ow!” I yelped, clutching my left boob. “What the hell?”
 
   “Here,” Nick whispered. “Now. Give me your left foot.”
 
   I sighed and slipped out of the flip flop. Again I held onto the rack as I lifted my heel upward. He grabbed it with strong fingers and a moment later I was flinching and shuddering as the leather sap again left my flesh as stinging hot mess. My toes curled and my ankle twisted but that seemed to make little difference to Nick. He finished leaving fifteen distinct and individual strokes to my sole and I let out a choked sob. He dropped my foot and I wished my flip flops had five inch foam bottoms instead of just an inch. The arches of both feet hurt terribly.
 
   We moved again after that, once more acting like frightened mice as we wandered around the store. Finally Nick stopped me in the middle of one aisle, hunting bows on one side of me. He turned and opened the bag.
 
   “Pick one,” he said simply.
 
   I glared at him. “That’s not a choice. You’re forcing me to pick the clamps,” I complained. Nick groaned and rolled his eyes.
 
   “Give me a break. I know you. You’ll put off choosing the Thrusting Anal Vibe until the very last,” he retorted. “But hey, if you want to stuff the dildo up your ass right here, I’m fine with it.”
 
   I almost snarled at him, but he was right. I’m not a fan of anal anything and I was trying to put off even thinking about what it would feel like pushing that six and a half inch long, ridged monstrosity up my tush. I frowned at Nick and instead grabbed the clover clamps.
 
   Clover clamps are these ingenious devices that tighten the more you pull on them. Don’t ask me about the mechanics behind it. All I know is that the steel chain that dangled from the pair I had with me weighed about half a pound and if you were to give it a good strong tug, instead of pulling the plier like clamps off my nipples, you’d just make them squeeze me tighter. 
 
   Did I mention these things are cruel?
 
   I did a quick glance around but was reassured we were marginally alone by Nick’s easy stance. I gave him a frustrated grimace and then yanked my halter top up, baring both breasts in one fell swoop. My boobs were flushed, and not because I was embarrassed. The skin was hot and tender. I was just about to lift the clamps when Nick suddenly slapped me. Not across the face, but across my chest. I yelped, both hands going to my breasts and even as the sharp pain started to mull I glared at him in anger.
 
   “Hey!” I snarled, half under my breath, scared to death of attracting more attention. 
 
   “In honor of Julie,” he said simply. “Clamps. Now. Before someone cums.” I think he meant me, but I couldn’t be sure. I wanted to cuss him out but I didn’t have time. I brought up the first clamp and set the ridged pads right behind my piercing. It pinched a good deal of my breast and the weight of it tugged me down a bit. I sucked in a sharp breath and then did the left nipple, not quite as far back as the first, gasping as the dual shards of pain seemed to spear each thick breast, heading straight for my spinal cord. There the alarm of pain acknowledged by my nervous system was sent to my brain and as expected immediately and irrevocably mixed up and confused with the other sensations I was experiencing. My feet ached. My breast burned. My bottom felt scorched. And underneath it all, the rubbing, trembling, churning sexual torment of the RVP brushing my abraded clit and finger fucking my sodden, gooey hole.
 
   The second the clamps were on I tugged my shirt down over them, covering my nakedness. Of course it did absolutely nothing to conceal the clamps. The outline of each mechanical vice was clear as day through the thin cotton of my halter top and you could even see the chain. The shirt wasn’t transparent. Just tight. But that was going to be problem enough. People would see and there was no hiding what was clamped to the tips of my breasts.
 
   “Well now, that certainly is a nice accessory for a beautiful young lady,” Nick said with a grin. He put a finger out and touched the clamp through my shirt. I could feel my nipple beginning to throb. “What do you think people will appreciate more? These clamps clinging to your nipples or your cute little reddened ass?”
 
   “Nick, please.” It came out plaintive. I ached everywhere.
 
   He laughed. “Come on. Let’s walk.”  He took my hand and led me, trembling and burning and aching and swirling and needing out of the store and back out into the mall. 
 
   “Think you’ll cum again before we get to the food court?” Nick asked me, my hand tucked in his arm, his strength not only keeping me upright but moving me forward. I kept one arm up around my boobs, trying to hide the clamps. My feet felt leaden and I was constantly shuffling, even bending my soles a fresh pain. I shambled with him, my mind focused inward, on what the RVP was doing, and fresh aching pain at the tips of both breasts, the throbbing pulse timed perfectly with my heart.
 
   I nodded when the words finally percolated through my brain pan. I wasn’t exactly thinking straight. “Yes,” I said softly. “I’m close now. The clamps have really made a difference,” I whispered. I wasn’t lying. We were still a full section away from the food court. Variables ran through my head but I realized that the real problem was that my clitoris was stinging. And that was bad since my brain was translating that sensation into arousal. My hips were already pumping. The heat and pressure building and building until I leapt from the cliff into the abyss of orgasm.
 
   Nick grabbed me as I came and without a word, ignoring everyone around, ripped my halter top right off my body. My breasts bounced free and as the crowd gathered around to stare and cheer and hiss, my aching nipples throbbed within the tight grasp of the clover clamps. The little gold padlock dangling from my right nipple flashed in the neon lights of the store signage. Nick grabbed the chain and pulled me upward by my breasts, his hand so far above me that even when I reached to grasp his wrist, going up on tiptoe, some of my weight still hung from that chain. The clamps tightened horribly, fiery pain shooting down through my jugs, only to combine with the orgasmic bliss of wonder that was erupting from between my legs. Pain and pleasure, agony and ecstasy all combined in one fleeting moment as the neurons in my brain misfired, misinterpreting what was happening to my body and thus changing simple orgasmic pleasure into something so powerful it literally swept me off my feet. Someone behind me grabbed my skirt and began yanking it down, baring my already well spanked bottom. Hands began touching me while Nick held me up and I was lost in a swirl of pinches and strokes.  The RVP was torn away from my loins and then Nick let me go. I fell downward, only to have my body held upward, lifted and spread, opened up. Fingers delved into my wetness, pumping madly and hungry mouths began licking at my clamped nipples. Fingers, hundreds of them touched me everywhere. For a second I saw Nick, his eyes flashing with delight. “Who are you?” He asked me. My mouth formed the answer and I whispered my name, my body arching with pleasure and pain as the crowd tore at me. “What are you?” He demanded of me, staring down at my spread-eagled body. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut!” I cried out. He leaned down. “And what is your purpose?” 
 
   “To give you the pleasure of my body, sir!” I gasped.
 
   Nick’s arms were wrapped around me and we were standing in one of the little niches between storefronts. There was no crowd. I wasn’t naked, spread-eagled on the floor, being ravished by a crowd of sex-hungry people. In fact, other than a few curious looks, most people were walking past us with complete disregard.
 
   “Nick?” I blinked. The people were gone. I was standing. My vision swam.
 
   He laughed. “Hey. You okay? You came again and sort of blanked out there for a moment.”
 
   I shook my head. I put a hand down to my skirt, feeling for it. It was there. I shuddered for a second. I still could feel the hands on me, the pull of the clover clamps against my nipples. Except now I could also feel the still buzzing, swirling torment of the RVP against my clit and inside my sex. I could feel the juices of my last orgasm seeping down my legs. I let out a choked sob and buried my face in Nick’s chest.
 
   “Whoa, girl. You okay?” 
 
   I nodded, letting out a choked sob. “I’m… I’m...” I stammered into his embrace. I don’t know what I meant to say. “I’m fine?” Maybe. But I wasn’t fine. I felt like a piece of taffy that had been stretched far beyond its intended limits. I felt thin and worn. I hurt. My feet and bottom both hurt.  My nipples throbbed with every heartbeat and my clitoris felt as if it were being licked by a man with sandpaper for a tongue. Gently of course, but still sandpaper. 
 
   Nick looked around. “That was five sweetheart. I’ve got to find a spot to punish you now,” he said simply, glancing around. I didn’t care. Well, I mean I did. Another orgasm meant another punishment, and as Nick had mentioned, this was the fifth one. Five by Five. Twenty five strokes. The very thought of it turned my knees to jelly. I’m glad Nick was there to hold me up.
 
   He began walking me and I just clung to him, unable to do more than put one foot in front of the other. One of the main entrances to the mall came up on our left and to my surprise, Nick led me outside. The hot summer air blasted us and he walked me along the concrete to our right. The movie theater loomed ahead and then Nick found what he was looking for. 
 
   It was a cross between a dumpster area and a loading zone, but between the quiet morning and low number of shoppers, the heat of the day and the fact that it looked like it belonged to the theatre which wasn’t open yet, it afforded us a cursory privacy. Nick backed me up behind one of the dumpsters which was loaded with cardboard and smelled like popcorn. Then with a grin, he nodded at me as he held out the canvas bag.
 
   “I want to make you an offer,” he said simply, ignoring the leather sap in the bag. 
 
   I looked up at him, still trembling from the orgasm and the sick fantasy I’d lived out in that brief moment of orgasmic climax. Did I really want that? Was that what a girl like me really dreamed about in those inexplicable moments of sexual insanity? I shook my head, still trying to clear it.
 
   “An offer?” I repeated dumbly. The RVP shimmied against my clit and my hips thrust forward. I couldn’t control it. 
 
   Nick nodded. “Julie said that if you had five orgasms before you made it through two laps, you could avoid the third one by taking the Thrusting Anal Vibe immediately.”
 
   I blinked. “What?” 
 
   Nick sighed. “It also adds three orgasms to your final count - the orgasms Julie thought you’d have before you finished.”
 
   I bit my lip. The Thrusting Anal Vibe. Right that moment. Oh my God.
 
   I knew that I was going to have to take it eventually anyway. There was no choice. The moment I started the third lap I’d have that monstrous oddity shoved up my ass. The idea that I could take it now and avoid a third lap wasn’t even worth considering. Of course I’d take it now. There was just one problem. I was exhausted and I’d managed to go an entire half a lap with just one orgasm. There was a good probability I’d make another lap and a half with just one or maybe two more orgasms. After all, there are limits on what a girl’s body can take. I was already tired. But three orgasms to the final punishment count? That would mean five by eight. And what if I had another orgasm before we made it back to Nick’s car?
 
   “Okay,” I whispered. Nick grinned. 
 
   “Fantastic!” He said with a smile. “Because frankly, I’m ready to get you back to my place, deliver that last and final punishment, and then fuck your brains out.”
 
   I gave him a wan smile. “Okay.”
 
   He reached into the canvas bag and a moment later my Thrusting Anal Vibrator appeared.  It was a little over seven inches long, though only six and half of it would go into my rear end. It was made of slick, black silicon and had a series of strange, organic looking ridges that frankly looked like a bug’s carapace. To be honest, I’ve frequently said that it looked like Sigourney Weaver’s character “Ripley,” in the movie “Aliens,” had managed to somehow castrate the luckless xenomorph and cut off its dick. Except I know that the alien was female and that it didn’t have a dick. Still, if it had been male I’m pretty damn sure that my Thrusting Anal Vibe would have worked just fine as a stand in for Xenomorph phallus.  In addition the damn thing not only vibrated, but two inches worth of the tapered tip actually moved, in and out, ostensibly thrusting a bit past it’s intended length. I hated the damn thing. It moved in my bottom. It wasn’t a thin plug either.
 
   I stared at it as it emerged and I’m pretty sure the expression on my face expressed not only my revulsion, but absolute unhappiness at the idea of that thing going in my butt. Nick wielded it with a happy grin though so with a sigh I turned around and bent over, practically touching the curb. This of course lifted the back of my skirt up high enough that Nick didn’t even need to flip it up to get a great view of my ass, but he did anyway. Then I bit my lip as he began running the tip of the Thrusting Anal Vibe through the slick wetness coating my thighs. It didn’t take him long to lubricate the dildo to his satisfaction because maybe half a minute later he dragged the now slick and glistening tip up another two inches and I felt the pressure of something trying to enter my back door. I forced myself to relax, a distinctly odd sensation as the tip of the Thrusting Anal Vibe managed to slide through my sphincter. I groaned and tightened up, but Nick was ready for that and held the anal toy in place. The moment I lightened up though he shoved, mashing a good three or four more inches into my colon. I whimpered and clenched my teeth, but the battle was already lost. He pushed again and the last bit was set into place, the back end wedged tight against my rear. 
 
   Nick began fiddling with the control unit and a moment later an entirely new earthquake began, this one in my bottom. Like the RVP, the Thrusting Anal Vibe was set to maximum power. By itself it wouldn’t have aroused me. Probably. But combined with the unrelenting burnishing of my clitoris by the RVP, not to mention the use of my pussy as a butter churn, the vibrations of the Thrusting Anal Vibe made everything exponentially more difficult.
 
   And then the thrusting started. I gasped as the toy jerked inside me, pressing deeper. I trembled violently as I straightened, only to turn around and see Nick plucking the leather sap back out of the bag. 
 
   “Spanking time,” he said sweetly. “I think we’ll start with your feet.”
 
   I couldn’t stop shaking. Slowly I turned around and slipped my right foot out of the flip flop. I leaned forward and grabbed hold of the dumpster. This time Nick grabbed my ankle and hauled upward. I gasped as my entire body tilted. My bottom tightened around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, but the new position also changed the angle of the four inch phallic probe still mixing my insides into the sexual jelly. It suddenly supercharged everything, from the biting throb of the clover clamps pinching my nipples, to the digging of the Thrusting Anal Vibe, to every little ache and burn that echoed up from the parts of me already punished. 
 
   As the sap fell on the sole of my foot, right along the delicate arch, part of my brain marveled at the complexity of the assignment. This whole thing was designed to push me to the very limits, using every little trick to upset my psyche and push me even further down the road into sexual overload. It had all started so easy, with just enough torment to push me over the edge. And then as my body became adjusted, or tired, or just plain inured against it, the ante was upped, crueler and more sadistic challenges were placed in my way, and every little thing adjusted so perfectly that I had no choice but to explode.  Right then, with one foot feeling the stinging bite of the leather sap striking the soft part of the center of my foot, the RVP phallus digging into the sides of my sex while the base chafed at my clit, the Thrusting Anal Vibe digging upward through my ass, I realized that I wasn’t just on the path toward orgasmic climax again. I was being shoved violently and rapidly back up that mountain. 
 
   I was being played.
 
   Twenty-five strokes to my foot left me whimpering and teetering. I wasn’t sure if it was the stinging heat of it or the vibrators roaring within me, but I knew that I had a death grip on the dumpster’s edge. I grit my teeth as Nick finally let my right foot go and I let out a choked sob as I set it down. Standing on it was the last thing I wanted to do and Nick seemed to understand. Instead of dragging up my other leg he flipped up the back of my skirt and proceeded to land the twenty-five required strokes to each of my buttocks with appalling quickness and efficiency. The blows rocked me forward and I discovered that I was actually thrusting in time with the leather sap slapping at my bottom. The burning heat of the blistering blows seared me but this was all warped and muffled by the surging need building up inside me. The Thrusting Anal Vibe seemed to burrow deeper and I began fucking the RVP, my body involuntarily trying to explode.
 
   Nick went down for my left foot by this time and I cried out as my weight shifted. My right foot burned and ached terribly, especially along the arch, but Nick didn’t seem to care. He tilted me again, once more causing the RVP and Thrusting Anal Vibe to change orientation inside my body. I shuddered, my chest heaving as I struggled to deal with the sensations. Then the sap lashed out, Nick’s fingers tight on my bare toes. The sap bit into the tender arch, searing me with a hot sting and this time I did cry out, loudly, unable to handle the pain of it. I jerked my leg and actually managed to get it free of Nick’s grip. He snarled something, reached back down and caught my ankle in an iron grip. He shifted position, pinning my foot against his hip and as I ground my hips, my pussy trying hard to both stop the abrading caress of the RVP and to use it as motive for another mind-blowing orgasm, he pounded at the sole of my foot. My cheek was pressed to the dumpster.
 
   Tears streaked the green sides of the metal box as he let my ankle go and I tried to put my foot down. It burned, as if I’d just walked across hot shards of molten glass. I know. You can’t actually have hot shards of molten glass, but all the same, that’s what it felt like. I wanted to scream. To yell. To cry. To cum. He turned me, his hand strangely gentle, until my back was to the green bin behind me.  
 
   I stared up at him and to my shock, he brought a knee up between my legs. It wasn’t a blow. It was a soft and gentle pressure, but what it did was push the RVP hard up against my clitoris. I let out whimper, my eyes glazing. He reached out and pulled up my halter top as I began to slump. Then he pulled back enough to grab my wrist. I stood there, feeling like melting butter, as he grabbed my other hand. Then he lifted up my arms and pinioned my wrists above my head with just one hand.
 
   Then he spanked my boobs.
 
   The only thing I can say was that I think he went easy on me. It burned. It stung. I wanted to scream. But considering the shape I was in had he really taken it up a notch or even struck me as hard as he had during the last punishment, I’d have been screaming bloody murder. Or worse. Back and forth the sap flickered, smacking, cracking, flattening my grapefruit sized breasts. The clover clamps clattered against the leather, the metal mashed deeper and deeper into my chest. 
 
   And then it was over. I let out another choked sob as he let me go and when I fell forward Nick caught me. He began kissing me as I cried against his chest, my body strained to the point of breaking. He wriggled a hand between us and pulled down my shirt. I felt his fingers smooth my skirt back into place. Then, carefully, slowly, he began to walk.
 
   He led me back into the mall and I just clung to him. It was no longer about orgasms or humiliation or pain. It was about surviving. I think Nick knew that. Julie had played her game a little too well. I was beyond the edge. A third lap? What the hell had she been thinking? But I knew. She had planned both ways. Had I been able to hold off I’d still be facing another lap and a half, rather than just the single length of the mall. A simple half-circuit. That’s all I had to endure.
 
   With sore, aching feet, a burning, blistered bottom that was stuffed with alien cock that both vibrated and dug, harshly clamped nipples centered on two scorched globes of soft flesh, and an excoriated clit subjected to incessant vibration, not to mention the four inch probe still twirling inside me.
 
   Yeah. Right.
 
   I had no eyes for window shopping. All I could think about was placing one foot in front of the other. Wild energies surged through me and my nervous system began to shred. I’d feel this shard of mind-numbing pain searing through me, followed by a deep-seated pleasure so intense that I’d gasp or mewl in immediate need. Nick was my rock. My pillar. I clung to him as a lifeline, knowing that I’d be lost in seconds if he wasn’t there. Faces and lights became a blur and I didn’t even realize I was crying again until after we passed the food court. 
 
   I didn’t make it.
 
   My sixth orgasm struck while we were passing the Outdoor shop. Again. Nick almost didn’t notice except that my breathing quickened and my knees buckled. I missed a step and almost fell as my body began curling into a fetal ball. But he held me up, holding me as the violent urgency hit me like a bowling ball to the belly. People looked at us, but no one said a word and Nick helped the poor, sick girl to a bench, right by the entrance where we had come in. I sat down and he held me as I struggled to regain my composure.
 
   “Please! Please!” I begged, so softly that no one could hear. “Please turn it off! Please!” I pleaded. 
 
   “What? The Thrusting Anal Vibe?” Nick asked, eyes widening.
 
   I shook my head. “No! God no! The RVP! Please!”
 
   Nick looked at me strangely. “Part of me wants to say no. Not until you leave the mall. And you aren’t supposed to leave the mall until you’ve been properly punished for every single orgasm you’ve had here.”  He looked around. “I should take you back into one of these stores and sap your tits, ass and feet with thirty strokes each.”
 
   I cringed. I couldn’t. I couldn’t take that. 
 
   He took a deep breath. “Julie says I’m a little too eager to abuse you. And right now I recognize that you’re pretty much done, at least with this part.” His hand slid down to the small of my back and he found the remote to the RVP. Suddenly the burning shaking between my legs dipped into silence, followed by the slowing and then stopping of the four inch cock inside my pussy. I let out a sob of relief and hugged him tight.
 
   “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you so much! I’ll do anything for you!” I promised, half-blubbering.
 
   Nick smiled. “Yes. I know.” Then he pulled me up and helped me to his car.
 
   An hour later we pulled into the parking lot of his apartment. The RVP was still inside me but off. The Thrusting Anal Vibe was still dancing weirdly in my bottom, but it was tolerable. My nipples throbbed from the pain of the clover clamps. And the bottoms of my feet, my breasts, and my rump still felt like I’d scaled them all on a hot stove.
 
   But I was doing much better. Nick had taken me out for lunch, a quiet, recuperative affair, before heading back to his apartment. I got out of the sedan and we headed up to his place. Nick’s definitely lived in a bachelor pad that expressed his interests. There was a massive television set, a number of game consoles, a kitchen that was barely used, and a single bedroom with a full sized bed in it. It was this last room he led me to and I could tell that he’d been expecting me. The place had been picked up.
 
   “You’ll need to undress,” he said softly as he pulled open the drawer of his night stand and extracted the full skein of soft, nylon rope. “And you can remove the Rotating Venus Penis.” I nodded obediently and in seconds my skirt fell to the ground, the remotes of both the Thrusting Anal Vibe and the Rotating Venus Penis held in one hand. I set them on the bed, the wires trailing to my lower half, and peeled off my halter top, revealing the piercing, the padlock, and the silver steel of the clover clamps. Taking out the RVP was a blessing and I groaned as the small probe came out of my well sauced cleft. I laid it down gently, shocked at how red my petals were. 
 
   Across from me Nick was placing his pillows against the headboard. When everything was as he wanted it, he turned to me and held out his hand. I moved forward and then let him position me on the bed. I expected to be drawn and quartered, spread-eagled across his mattress. Instead he propped up my head and upper body against an armful of pillows. 
 
   “You can put the anal vibe remote down,” he told me softly, but eagerly. I did as he asked, setting the Thrusting Anal Vibe controller down by my leg. I looked down at myself. It was not pretty. There were angry red blotches on both breasts and the discoloration made it clear that I’d be sporting some impressive bruises eventually. My sex was bright pink, the skin flushed and my clitoris was swollen. I opened my legs, bending my knees and I got a glimpse of the bottoms of each foot. It was like I’d stepped in pink paint. There were even marks, thin red lines, where I suspect the edge of the sap had welted me.  Nick picked up the rope.
 
   “Your wrist please?” He asked softly. I held out my arm and he wrapped several loops around my right wrist. Properly secured, he drew my hand up above my shoulders, tying me to the headboard. A moment later my other hand was secured the same way. I couldn’t have freed myself if I had wanted too. Then he ran the cordage downward, slipping it through the back of my knee and then looping it back up through the headboard. He did the other leg and then with a pull spread my lower half wide, drawing my knees upward and back, opening up my thighs and exposing my sex like a buffet. My feet dangled two feet above the mattress, my toes curling. He tied off the rope and I realized I had little freedom. I could kick a bit, but couldn’t close my legs. He could literally do anything he wanted to my sex and there would be absolutely nothing I could do to stop him. The anal toy continued to purr and move in my ass and I tested the limits of the rope.
 
   He went to his bureau and to my surprise took out a red rubber ball gag. My eyes widened. “Please! I don’t need that! Really! Please! No Nick! PLEASE! NO...aggmmyuurrphh,” I sputtered as he jammed it into my mouth. I gave him an angry look and even tried kicking him as he buckled it tight. When he was finished he gave me a smile as he grabbed my head and forced me to look him in the eyes.
 
   “I live in an apartment, Bre. And you’re noisy. Especially with what I’m about to do to you. You earned this punishment.”
 
   My anger faded and I closed my eyes. He was right. I had earned the punishment. I’d been told not to cum as well as what the consequences of exploding had been. The whole point of the assignment was actually about putting off the real punishment. Control. I watched, helpless and quiet as Nick pulled out the leather sap and set it down on the bed. In my head I counted the number of orgasms and did some quick multiplication. Oh my God. Six actual explosions, plus three for taking the early out, meant nine. Five times nine was forty five. 
 
   Nick took off his clothes. He looked amazing and his cock was semi-rigid. I so wanted him in me, grinding and pumping. He gave me a sweet smile, his hand coming up to trace the chain that lay on my tummy, his fingers going up to my pinched nipples. “Are you ready?” He asked me.
 
   I could feel the drool starting and I tried to swallow. The gag pissed me off. I hate gags. It’s not that I mind being muffled, or unable to speak, but I hate saliva pouring down my chin, soaking my chest. It’s sort of gross. I didn’t respond but if looks could kill Nick would have been mortally wounded.
 
   He picked up the sap, held it about a foot away from my sex, and gave me a little wink. “One,” he said simply, flicking his wrist fast. The sap swung downward, the rectangle of leather aiming right for the huge, swollen, pink, rounded nub at the top of my opening. I sucked in a sharp breath and strained with every bit of my strength to close my legs, to protect that little kernel of already frayed and strained nerves. But Nick was good with the rope. My knees moved inward only a fraction of an inch and he’d tied me with my legs spread much further than needed in order to slap my sex. The paddle fell and then the supple leather impacted upon my pubis, curving downward, flattening my clitoris and spreading my petals out. I screamed into the gag, pain shattering everything as my bottom came up off the bed. But only for a moment. With my hands and legs tied to the headboard I had no choice but to come back down, chest heaving, toes curled as the agony seared into me.
 
   I expected another stroke but Nick set the paddle aside. He leaned forward, going lower and lower until he was laying on his chest. Then to my utter shock, he put his mouth on my beaten clit and began licking, softly and sensuously, swirling his tongue around until I mewled with pure pleasure. My brain couldn’t handle it and I began twitching again. Nick spent almost a full minute giving me the most intense, sensual, overwhelming oral sex I’ve ever felt in my entire life. And then, when I was panting with need, my body humming with the approach of another orgasm, he pulled back, sat up, grabbed the leather sap, and undid it all with a single, heart stopping, burning stroke. 
 
   “Two,” he said softly. And as I reeled from the sudden reversal, my brain short circuiting from the stinging heat, he once more laid down and put his mouth on me. I squealed again, eyes rolling into the back of my head as Nick’s tongue brought me back to the edge of orgasm. He waited until I was again trembling, toes wiggling in distress (or acute pleasure. I’m not sure which) and then picked up the sap. It seemed to sing as it flashed, slamming hard into the pulped flesh of my sex.
 
   “Three,” Nick said as my body went rigid with agony, fighting the ropes, my eyes closed against the pain. I knew he was putting down the sap, lowering his face again to my heated petals. I knew his tongue was about to caress me, relieving the pain, easing the agony, forcing me closer into orgasmic ecstasy. But then I heard his voice and I let out a low, terrified, desperate whimper, even as his words were lost in the sensitive, scalded, petals of my sex.
 
   “Five times nine, Bre. Just forty-two more to go.” 




 
 
   Breanne, your assignment today is simple. You will attire yourself in a loose but short skirt and a halter top. You will wear comfortable flip flops. Beneath the skirt you will insert and wear your Rotating Venus Penis. Once you are appropriately attired, you and a companion will go to your local mall, bringing with you a set of clover clamps, your thrusting anal vibrator, and your leather sap. The moment you arrive turn on the RVP, both functions, to full power. Your task is to make three complete laps of the mall without cumming. Realistically we know you will cum however. When you do explode, find a quiet, private location where your companion can administer the punishment for orgasm. He will strike each breast individually, each buttock individually, and the sole of each foot individually, five strokes each. But not your clit. He or she will NOT strike your clitoris or pussy with the sap. You will continue walking. Every subsequent orgasm you have while trying to complete your three laps will result in another whipping. Again both breasts, both buttocks, and the soles of both feet will be targeted. Except for each subsequent orgasm you will add five strokes to the amount received. So on your second orgasm you will receive ten strokes in each of the assigned locations. On your third orgasm, fifteen and so on.  After you complete the first lap you may select either the Thrusting Anal Vibe or the clover clamps to be used upon you. If you select the TAV it must be turned to the maximum setting and depth. At the end of your three laps you and your companion will return to your vehicle and proceed to a private location where you will then present yourself for the final punishment. You will strip naked, remove the RVP, and present your pussy for a sapping. You will receive five strokes for each and every orgasm you experienced during your walk. Your companion may then fuck your brains out. Enjoy. Or not. - Master Brandon.
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   It was dusk and the whine of mosquitoes filled the hot, moist, south Texas air. I bit my lip, trying to ignore the discomfort, not to mention the thought of all the really horrible places that I could have been bitten. The only good news was that as far as meals went, skeeters tend to look for victims who were relatively still. Me? Well… “still” was about as far away as “pleasurable” in my book.
 
   I was braced on an empty, concrete bird bath perched on a wobbly flagstone, tucked between a grouping of pampas grass and a row of boxwood. The scent of mulch, fertilizer and water hung in the air and I could barely see a few feet in front of me it was so dark. Not that it mattered much. The impacts I was sustaining from behind were more than enough to keep me from being able to focus on just about anything other than the straining form behind me.
 
   “Oh yeah, Baby!” Jeremy grunted, pounding his hips in a rhythmic slap, his loins striking my bare buttocks. There was a muted, soft ringing noise that accompanied every movement and I let out a pained whimper as his massive cock dug a deep furrow through my rear end. This wasn’t sex, not even a little bit, and the steady purr of the vibrator clamp hanging off my clitoris didn’t help. Nor did the three plastic spheres that I’d had stuffed into my pussy hours before. I bit my lip, grimacing as the mousetraps that hung from my nipples swung wildly in time with Jeremy’s thrusts, adding injury to insult. I whimpered. That was the extent of my options.
 
   “God your ass is tight!” Jeremy commented, his hands gripping my hips. No it wasn’t. There just wasn’t that much room in there. My ass is not tight. At least, not the way he meant it. I lubricate that particular orifice every day, praying that having something long, thick, and pumping wouldn’t get shoved up in there. Don’t get me wrong. It’s not something I’m willing to put on my “no no” list, but it’s not exactly something I enjoy either.
 
   Jeremy grabbed me by the hair and yanked my head up and I couldn’t help squealing a little bit, like any filly being mounted by a stallion. He held me like that for a moment, then noticed the black leather collar around my throat and switched his grip. A second later my knuckles went white as Jeremy threw his head back, let out a yell that could have woken the dead, and then jammed himself deep and stayed there, his cock throbbing. I tried to cry out but the only sound I could make was a disjointed gurgling as I struggled to suck in a bit of air. He exploded in ecstasy. He was the one cumming. Me?
 
   It just hurt.
 
   A few minutes later I was hunting around in the dirt looking for my skirt, my hand absently rubbing my neck. The skirt was blue denim with a flared ruffle that you’d expect to find on any reasonably decent looking south Texas cowgirl. Or perhaps “indecent” Texas cowgirl, since mine was just a tad bit short to be considered appropriate. I had been forced to wear it under my hips instead of around my waist, positive that a single wrong twitch would send it swirling to the floor. As it turned out, I was right.  I was pretty sure I’d lost it in the rhododendrons three rows back.  
 
   “Have you seen my clothes?” I asked Jeremy, who was buckling up his trousers with a stupid and incredibly satisfied smirk on his face.
 
   “What? You’re worried about your skirt? Like that?”
 
   I looked down at myself. I was smeared with dirt, though that was mostly from being manhandled rather than any sort of personal mud grubbing. Both of my nipples were distended and discolored thanks to the mousetraps, and my clit was swollen and seemed a darker shade than the rest of me.
 
   “My skirt?” I said, snapping my fingers to get his attention off my boobs and back up toward my eyes. “And my shirt while you’re at it?” I told him with a bit more ice in my tone.  He sighed and ran a dirty hand through his hair. Yuck. But at least he got up off his ass and began helping me look. We found them five minutes later between some roses and the nandina. I pulled everything on, ignoring the mousetraps and the clamp. Getting the halter top down over them hurt.
 
   “You’re going to leave all of that on?” Jeremy asked, nodding toward my breasts for a second before his eyes flicked down to my sex. I knew he was referring to the alligator clamp that was still chewing on my clit, not to mention the still slightly buzzing vibrator that dangled from it. I suppose he might have been talking about the mousetraps, though I’m not sure why. I’d come in with them on, the shapes so obvious under the cut-off halter that you’d have to have been a blind idiot not to have noticed. And despite the fact that he’d had his cock in my ass I’m pretty sure he didn’t know that I had three cat toys stuffed up inside me either. I nodded. I could have explained, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to. There was a whole story involved. An entire afternoon of one screwy sexcapade after another. How could I admit that it never would have happened if I hadn’t been a snarky bitch? I took a deep breath. Well, there was one easy way...
 
   “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said simply, shrugging.  And that was that.
 
 
   Nine hours earlier…
 
    
 
   “God I’m borrrrrreeed!” I said into the phone with a roll of my eyes.  I was lying on my bed, staring up at the ceiling, chatting with Julie.
 
   “Bre, I’ve told you not to call me at work,” she said patiently, but clearly with a bit of irk.
 
   I rolled over. I was wearing blue jeans shorts and a tee shirt and my bare feet stuck up as I bent my knees, kicking mindlessly.  “Julie, I’m sorry. But please… the ben wa balls? Really? And no orgasms? You’re driving me nuts!” I protested.  She knew the whole thing was making me crazy too. I’d spent all morning just a tad bit desperate to explode. I’m one of those girls who would cum three or four or even five times a day if I could get away with it, maybe more, but we are generally limited by circumstances to something more genteel. My problem wasn’t privacy though. It was interfering mistresses who thought denial torment was way more fun than letting me do a little finger spelunking in warm, wet, and dark places.
 
   Julie sighed. “Okay. Fine. You want excitement?”
 
   I grinned, a surge of adrenaline flashing through me. I rolled over, looking up at the ceiling, one hand already slipping underneath the waistband of my shorts, questing toward that little nub.
 
   “Oh God yes!” I said enthusiastically, hoping for something intense and erotic and most of all, pressure relieving.
 
   “Fine. Stop being a bitch.”
 
   I blinked. Then my eyes narrowed. “That is not an assignment.”
 
   “Well it should be. You’re being demanding, petulant, obnoxious, and annoying. So you’re going to pay for it. You can start off by getting dressed. Blue denim skirt, the purple halter top - you know? The one with the cut?  And sandals. Don’t worry about panties or a bra.”
 
   I nodded, the grin on my face nicely matching the excitement I was feeling between my legs as my pussy was tightened up around the ben wa balls. “And then what?” I asked eagerly.
 
   “Then… text me to let me know you’re ready.”
 
   I sighed in exasperation, but before I could say anything she hung up on me. I tossed the phone aside and sat up. I wanted to masturbate, to cum. Not jerk around like a flag in the wind. But I didn’t dare go against Julie’s orders. Doing that would result in some pretty extreme punishment and the post in her apartment was the sort of thing normal, or even weird girls like me, try to avoid.
 
   It didn’t take long to take off the shorts and shirt and replace them with the blue denim skirt and the purple halter top. The cut Julie was referring to was across the belly, leaving my midriff almost completely exposed. The bosom was tight enough to cup my breasts though, so I didn’t mind too much. I examined myself in the mirror and flipped up the front of the skirt to examine the wet and demanding petals there. God I SO wanted to touch myself!
 
   I picked up the phone. “Okay.” I texted. “I’m dressed. Now what?”
 
   The reply came fast. “Remove the ben wa balls. Leave them at home. Then drive to a pet store. In the parking lot edge yourself. Text me when you’ve done this.”
 
   My eyes widened and I glared at the phone. This was not what I bargained for! More denial torment? I sighed as my fingers found the string that led to the ben wa balls. Slowly, moaning lightly, I tugged the two golf ball sized spheres out of my depths and tossed them away in frustration. Now even that little bit of fun was gone. I shook my head. It was time to grab the keys and go.
 
   It only took me thirty-five minutes to get to the pet store I’d selected. Five or so years ago I’d come here to purchase my very first collar, getting involved with a young man who really wasn’t with it. I sat in the parking lot, the engine running, air conditioning blasting as I slid my fingers down between my legs. I rubbed until I was panting with exertion. You have to understand how much the pressure was getting to me. I was so wet, so horny!  My bare toes danced along the edge of the cliff as I whirled, barely hanging on.  Part of me thought about just doing it, jumping off the edge, but the last time I pulled that sort of stunt on Julie her next words had been “okay, go home. You’re done. Clearly you didn’t want an assignment.”  And then she didn’t let me orgasm again for three days.
 
   So I edged, bringing myself so close that I could feel every nerve ending between my legs tingling. A single touch, the slightest pressure, any of it would have set me off. And with my petals wet and slippery I climbed from the truck, shouldered my purse, and with a determined expression headed into the store.
 
   “I’m here. Very nice edge. Now I’m so horny I’d almost be willing to fuck one of the dogs,” I typed quickly into my phone and sent it off to Julie. It took less than a minute to get a response. When it came my mouth went dry, my eyes widened and I had trouble swallowing. Finally I put the phone away and began browsing, aimlessly wandering the store.
 
   Thirty minutes later I approached the cashier with the selected item in my hand.  I’d found it right where Julie had told me to look; the cat toy aisle. The cashier, whose name tag said “Dana,” took the package and rang it up. Just a few dollars. I paid with cash and let her put it in a plastic bag. I licked my lips, trying to summon up the nerve.
 
   “Uh… is there… someone I can talk too… about maybe adopting a cat?” I asked tentatively.
 
   Dana blinked at me and then smiled. “Oh! Absolutely!”  She gave me an appreciative smile. “Let me get someone up here!”
 
   I nodded, not feeling very confident. She pulled a phone down off a little stand and a moment later spoke to someone named Jacob. I breathed out a sigh of relief. I could handle talking to a “Jacob.” That would be easy.  I shifted left and right a bit until a nice looking young man showed up. He gave me a warm smile, his eyes clearly appreciating the bared midriff and ample curves. He nodded at Dana, and then to my shock moved behind the register so that she could leave it.
 
   “Come on! Let me show you our cats!” She said, turning and heading back into the store, clearly expecting me to follow.
 
   I cringed, internally.  Don’t get me wrong. I love cats. They’re cute, soft, adorable, and don’t really require much in the way of attention. But my mother is allergic. Like REALLY ALLERGIC. So we’ve never had one, at least not inside the house. There are a couple of rogue tabbies wandering the farm and barn, but I don’t even feed them! I was hardly going to adopt a cat! That wasn’t the point! I needed Jacob! The dark truth was that I’d bought those little cat toys for an entirely different sort of pussy.
 
   “Here we are,” Dana said, arriving at a couple of viewing windows. There were six different cages, each of them filled with adult cats. Most of them were sleeping but a few looked at us. One even got up, obviously pleased to see Dana.
 
   Dana began rattling off a long description of each and every one of the various cats, describing attitude and personality and I learned one very important thing through the ten minute monologue. Dana worked there way too much. She actually stayed after work, or came in early to play with the cats. Wow. Someone needs a fucking life.  Or maybe that is her life. I can’t be judgmental considering I ride a horse practically every day and I love Star. So maybe this was Dana’s thing. She was certainly cute enough.
 
   I chickened out. I listened politely, then explained I was looking for a certain color and begged off. There was just no way I was going to ask her. I couldn’t. She wasn’t looking at me the right way. It was just too big of a risk. She seemed so disappointed when I said I wasn’t interested and immediately started in on the sob stories, how some of the cats had been abandoned and such.
 
   “Look,” I said apologetically. “I’d really like to, but I can’t. Really. I’m sorry.” I started to turn.
 
   “What’s your cat’s name?” She asked softly.
 
   I paused. “What?”
 
   “Your cat. You bought cat toys?  The balls?” She pointed at my bag.
 
   I blushed furiously. She was trying so hard! I opened my mouth and then bit my lip. The butterflies in my stomach all took off at once and I thought I was going to throw-up. 
 
   “They’re…. they’re for me,” I whispered.
 
   Her eyebrow went up but despite my furious blush and the whispered words, she didn’t understand.
 
   “What do you need cat toys for?” She asked, her head cocked sideways.
 
   My psyche tore in two. Part of me wanted to flee, to run away, terrified that this cute little nineteen year old girl would discover the dark secret of my life, that I’d bought those bell filled balls for my own little pussy. Another part of me, the one that controlled my libido, urged me to tell her, knowing it would humiliate me. Already I could feel the wetness. My edge forty minutes before had just primed the pump so to speak. Now I really was desperately horny and the idea of each of those little plastic balls being slipped into my slit was just so tempting. I froze and she stared at me, utterly confused.
 
   “They’re for my pussy,” I whispered, horrified and turned on, all at the same time.
 
   And she still didn’t get it! She looked really confused, as if I were speaking a strange language. Why would I be embarrassed about buying a toy for my pussycat?  Who would be concerned? Who would even care? I could literally see her mind working through all this, the logical progression flashing across her face.
 
   I turned away and began walking, heading toward the entrance fast.
 
   And then she got it.
 
   “Eeewwww!” she exclaimed loudly and it wasn’t a nice noise either. “That’s disgusting!”
 
   I fled.
 
   Fortunately I’d already purchased the balls so despite the fact that she followed me all the way to the door I was able to leave before she could do more than glare at me. I hurried back out to the truck and fumbled my keys, then managed to get in and leave. I admit that it was mostly from embarrassment, rather than need. But still… not my finest hour. Not everyone is up for a little bit of sexual excitement. That’s for sure.
 
   Though where there is failure there can also be success. I’d only driven a mile before I saw another opportunity. Ten minutes later I was on my knees, kneeling on a cardboard box, a long, thick cock sliding in and out of my mouth, while three of the four plastic balls rung lightly in my pussy. It had felt so good when they’d gone in, pushed into place by a gentleman on a smoke break as I sat in my truck, the door open, my legs spread wide. We were in the back alley and about four minutes in he exploded, sending streams of cum down my throat. And with that I’d finished, fulfilling Julie’s textual requirements.
 
   “I’m done,” I wrote to her. The real problem was that I still hadn’t popped. And I wanted to pop. Then I sat and waited for Julie’s next text.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   “Now go to a horse supply store that you’ve never been to before. Edge yourself in the parking lot. Then go inside, browse for thirty minutes, then ask an associate for help in finding a riding crop. Select an appropriate crop, but ask the associate for help in ‘testing’ it. Ask them to spank your sex twenty-five times with the crop. If it doesn’t sting, the swat doesn’t count. Thank them for assisting you with oral sex.”
 
   I stared at the text message, realizing that this must have all been prepared in advance. No way was Julie just coming up with this in a heartbeat. A horse supply store? No one referred to a saddlery that way, at least not in Texas. And that was the only place I’d be able to find a crop. The local feed stores wouldn’t have one. Of course finding a saddlery I hadn’t been to before would be the easy part.  I just needed to drive a bit… stuffed to the brim with three plastic balls that were every bit as distracting as my ben wa balls had been.
 
   I headed toward Houston. There’s a saddlery just outside the Beltway I’d never been in but had seen any number of times. I figured that was as good a place as any. So about twenty minutes later I was parked in an entirely too small parking lot, halfway between a still teeming Starbucks Coffee and a donut shop.  I left the engine and air conditioner running as I slipped my hand beneath my skirt and for the second time that day began the torturous process of edging.
 
   It wasn’t easy. The cat toys… uh… pussy toys… were a distinct distraction. I could feel them moving and hear the little bells. My clit was swollen and wanting, and I was seeping juice. My chest heaved as I worked my fingers up and down through the soft petals, over my clitoris, and with the knowledge that I was going to shortly be purchasing a crop, which would then be forcefully applied to that very spot, it wasn’t long before I was trembling with need, totally close to losing it. Only the fear of being a spectacle kept me from just blowing a gasket and letting it happen. I was so close… right there on the edge when I pulled my fingers out and locked the truck. I wiped the excess off on my skirt, but I could feel the trickle on my thighs, each step ringing lightly as I went into the saddlery.
 
   It wasn’t a big place but it was a nice one. I’m not sure if Houston is a typical Texas city, since I’ve only been to Dallas once and San Antonio twice, and neither time was to go saddle shopping, but I have to admit that in Houston we’ve got great saddleries. This one was really nice.  It didn’t take me long to find what I was looking for and once I’d plucked a Roma gel handle from a stand, testing it for flexibility and strength, I went looking for an associate. I knew I had thirty minutes or so to kill per Julie’s instructions. This time I was in luck. One of the young men keeping an eye on things in the store was also definitely keeping an eye on me. I made sure to smile at him a number of times, the crop in my hand, and finally when the time and certain other things were ripe, I sidled up to him in a back aisle, a wicked and naughty smile on my face.
 
   “Hi, can I help you?” he asked me graciously.
 
   I nodded. “Just wondering about this,” I said, holding out the crop. “Do you think it will sting?”  He took it from my hand and I have to admit, he looked good holding it. 
 
   He gave it a little practice swish and then laughed. “No, not really. I mean the idea is just to get the horse’s attention right? As long as you aren’t trying to hurt him deliberately, you’ll be just fine,” he replied. He held out the crop, clearly intending to give it back to me. I ignored it. I shook my head and took a step closer. If he was paying attention to my body, he’d have seen the swish of my hips, the coquettish tilt of my head, the lowered lids. 
 
   “I’m still worried about it. I’d be scared to use it without knowing for sure.”  The words came out of my mouth smoothly, but I was about as nervous as I’d been with Dana at the pet store. I was also wondering what he thought about my outfit. And collar.  It wasn’t a choker. It was a collar. A bondage collar. A real one. He was sure looking at it and then he looked back at the crop. A connection perhaps?
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to know,” I said more seriously. “Would you mind?” I asked and then half turned, presenting my denim clad rump.  His eyes widened.
 
   “Are you serious?” 
 
   I shrugged, my bottom still presented sweetly. “You said it wouldn’t hurt,” I replied.
 
   He glanced around the store, making sure no one was in immediate sight, or possibly to see if there was help. I’m not sure. Then he looked back at me. “It isn’t right,” he whispered.
 
   I grinned and gave him a little wiggle.  “I can’t buy it unless I know it’s safe to use,” I said seriously. “Go on. Just one little whack? Or do you need to see skin?” And with that I used both hands to haul up the back of my skirt. I wasn’t wearing panties and immediately he got a perfect view of my derriere and maybe even a glimpse of my soaked petals. I gave him another wicked smile and then swung my hips. “Just one?” I pleaded.
 
   He looked uncomfortable, gave another glance around, but then lifted the crop. He gave my bare bottom a light tap and I let out an exaggerated gasp.  
 
   “Mmmm,” I hummed, half closing my eyes. “That actually felt good,” I said softly.  His eyes widened.  “Can I have another one?”  I tilted my hips again and bent over even more, presenting much more. If he bent over he’d get to see the wet petals of my sex too. After another almost panicked glance around the store he set the leather flap of the crop against my cheek and then with another flick of his wrist struck me with a little more heat. The sound of the crop striking my bottom was soft and just a bit muffled, but I moaned softly again and then gave him another really wicked look.
 
   “You’re right. It doesn’t really hurt,” I whispered, taking another step closer. “But what if I want it to hurt?” I asked urgently as I straightened and faced him square on.
 
   “I...I’m not sure what you mean,” he stammered as my fingers found the front of my skirt. I drew up the hem. His eyes widened in alarm as his gaze locked onto the little swollen nub of my clit. 
 
   “You know where I’d like the next one?” I asked, licking my lips. “And I hope it stings,” I said softly, my left hand coming out and cupping his crotch. He tried to pull away but I already had him up against a stand. I gave his throbbing cock a good stroke. “And if you do a good job I’ll give you a blowjob that will leave you satisfied for a week,” I promised.
 
   The crop twitched in his hand. He glanced around again. “We can’t!” he hissed. “Not here!” 
 
   I looked around. He was sort of right. The store was too small. There were two customers wandering the store beside me and one other associate that I knew about. There could have been more. And the aisles weren’t exactly set up for privacy. I gave him a sly look and licked my lips. “When do you get a break? Or get off?” I asked him.
 
   He blinked, then glanced at his watch. “Uh, another forty minute or so I guess.”  It came out a little high pitched. I have that effect on some people.
 
   I laughed and took the crop back from him. “Forty minutes. In the alley behind the store,” I said darkly. “And because of the delay you’ll have to give me a full twenty-five swats with this,” I said, returning the crop to him. “Don’t forget it or no nooky for you,” I continued sweetly. Then I dropped the front of my skirt and turned, slowly of course, and did this erotic, hip wiggling walk, down the aisle. 
 
   I cooled my heels in the store for another twenty minutes and I have to be honest - I actually thought about buying a few things - honest cowgirl stuff, but then decided against it. I didn’t have cash and the idea of leaving a paper trail (other than the one I’m writing!) wasn’t very smart. Then I went over to the Starbucks, got a tazo chai latte, sat down and tried to ignore the three little cat toy balls inside me. 
 
   In some ways they were worse than the ben wa balls. Part of the problem was that they were hollow, so all the juice seemed to pour right in. That muted the bells, thank God, but it made the intensity of their movement a little more difficult to deal with than the ben wa balls. They were also slightly bigger, and that makes a big difference. Eventually though it was time. I had five minutes to spare, so I grabbed my cup, slipped out into the heat, and calmly, quietly, patiently, rounded the far side of the building and made my way through the empty but quite public, exposed but quite secluded alley. As long as the trash wasn’t picked up I knew we’d be uninterrupted.
 
   For a minute I thought I was going to be stood up but then he rounded the corner of the building. From the look in his eyes I knew he was shocked to see me. He was carrying the crop, but in a hap-hazard way, as if he didn’t expect to use it. His eyes widened as he caught sight of me and then his pace picked up. I leaned back against the wall and watched him, a naughty smile on my face.
 
   “Hi,” I said, scrumptiously.
 
   He swallowed nervously. “Hi.”
 
   “You ready to show me the right way to use that thing?” I asked him, my hands going down to my skirt and pulling it up just an inch or two. It wasn’t enough to flash him, but it almost was. His eyes went straight for my sex, as if he could see through the material of my skirt. The crop twitched and came up slightly and I took a step, but not forward. To the side, spreading my legs apart indecently. My skirt rode up slightly and I saw him lick his lips. It wasn’t conscious. He did it instinctively.  That was exactly what I wanted.
 
   “Twenty-five strokes,” I said as I pulled the material up to my waist, bearing the wet and pink petals of my sex. “Hard enough to sting or they don’t count,” I reminded him.
 
   He glanced up at my face. “How do I know if they sting?” He asked. I grinned.
 
   “If I hiss or cry out, they stung,” I assured him. “If I shake my head you’ll have to do it again or I won’t suck your cock.”
 
   He gave me a bewildered look. “Why? Why do you want this?” He asked, obviously confused. He shook the crop.
 
   I shrugged. “I like it. And I like you. Now hit me.”
 
   He took a deep breath, stepped within striking distance and then brought the crop up between my legs with a light, underhand stroke. The leather tip slapped my petals, but so softly that I didn’t even make a sound. My eyebrow went up and I gave him a look of incredulity that spoke volumes.
 
   He coughed in embarrassment. “Sorry. Just testing the distance. I don’t really want to hurt you.”
 
   I rolled my hips. “Well I want it to hurt. At least a little. I like it. It makes me so wet. So please? Can you please crop me?”
 
   Evidently my wheedling little girl voice was exactly what he needed because he flicked his wrist and the crop swung up again. This time it moved much faster and while I could have taken a much worse swing, he at least elicited a little hiss from me. I rose up on tiptoe too for a second, the perfect arches of my flip flop clad feet exposed, then dropped down, my pussy tightening rhythmically around the cat toys inside me. He seemed to like the effect. My hips rolled, my pubis pushed out and maybe he noticed the fact that I was dripping with excitement. I have no idea.
 
   “That was nice, but only barely. A little harder,” I said to him, my eyes burning. I pushed my knees outward, went back up on tiptoe as I leaned against the brick wall behind me, and then watched with excitement as the crop twitched again. It struck me, sort of to the left, burning along one petals and missing my clitoris. Still, it was a much better hit. I let out a little yelp and jumped. Then as the sting faded into heat I let out a low moan that was so filled with sexual lust it probably left no doubt in this young man’s mind that I was loving every perverted, sick, masochistic second of what he was doing to me. I came back down a bit, but made it very obvious I wanted another one.
 
   He obliged.
 
   Tap. Swat. Tap. The crop swished up between my legs in this steady tempo of about six swats a minute. By the time we reached fifteen my hips were rolling and those cat toys were definitely a favorite of the pussy that owned them.  The leather head of the crop was wet and my tormentor was grinning as the petals of my sex darkened with each stroke. It wasn’t perfect, not by a long shot. He never really hit me hard. It was a series of light stings, but the compounded interest just made me spiral upward into sexual nirvana. When we got to twenty I was panting and moaning, clearly getting close to exploding. He knew it. I was obviously getting off to what he was doing.
 
   So he didn’t stop at twenty-five. And he increased his tempo. And hit me harder. That was all it took. I have no clue what stroke we were on when I cried out, cumming hard. Wetness spurted from between my legs onto the concrete. My entire body trembled and then one of the cat toys fell out as well, ringing wetly and rolling across the two feet of space between the boots of my tormentor who stared in open-mouthed surprise.
 
   “Uh…” he said stupidly as I sort of just floated down in pure bliss. He bent over and picked up the gooey ball between two fingers. “You uh… dropped this.”
 
   I laughed weakly and then grinned.  “Your turn,” I said taking and tossing the ball aside. It clattered and rang on the concrete, leaving dark wet spots. I grabbed his hand and pulled him closer into the building, right by the back garage door, and positioned him directly above the three layers of cardboard box I’d placed there when I’d arrived.  Then I went to my knees, my pussy still tingling, still tightening around the two cat toy spheres left, and freed his cock.
 
   He was rock hard which I appreciated. It meant he liked me. So I did the very best job I could. I could even feel how close he was and so I deliberately held off, not wanting it to go too quick. I slurped and sucked and bobbed my head and caressed his balls until he finally couldn’t take the teasing anymore and grabbed hold of my head, pushing himself deep. I swallowed, as much as I could. Then I took control again, pulling his fingers out of my hair and giving him what he wanted. I loved having his cock down my throat and I wished I had the guts to take him and ride him.  But doing that in an alley is not smart and besides, Julie had said oral. And that made riding him an impossibility.
 
   Suddenly a spurt of white cream erupted in my mouth and I gagged for a second as I switched from sucking to swallowing. He continued to pump until he actually went soft and I stayed right there, cum dripping down my face, splattering down to my leg, drinking him down.  And then when he pulled away, soft and satisfied. I let out a sweet laugh, grabbed him by the balls gently, and pulled him back to my mouth. That’s also one of my tricks. The after explosion suck. I heartily recommend this to every girl. Once you’ve made him pop, suck on him again. He will love the feel of it. He isn’t sensitive like you are and work him until you begin to feel him throb or stiffen, ever so slightly.  That’s the key. You don’t want to make him hard again, unless you do, so leave him charged but not wanting. That’s important.
 
   “Wow,” he whispered, still stunned as I finally pulled back and licked my lips. I gave him one of those smiles that generally melts icebergs and then rose up on tiptoe to give him a kiss on the cheek. 
 
   “Thanks,” I told him. “That was really fun.”  Then without another word I started walking.  He blinked wildly, then struggled to get his junk all tucked back in, and caught up with me a few seconds later.
 
   “Hey! Wait! I mean wait!” He said as he ran up to my side. I smiled at him again. He held the crop in his hand. “You just can’t walk away from a guy like that!”
 
   “I can’t?” I asked him with a raised eyebrow. “Of course I can.”
 
   “Uh… we just made love.”
 
   “No. We had sex. And not even proper sex,” I said. I didn’t turn along the edge of the building and instead walked out into the parking lot, heading for my truck. It was getting late in the afternoon and I needed to get a move on. 
 
   “But...” he stammered, not understanding. Instead he followed me to my truck like a lost puppy.
 
   “I don’t understand,” he said, obviously hurt. I sighed.
 
   “What we did was a one-time thing, okay?” I replied as I climbed into my truck.
 
   “But what if I want to see you again?”
 
   I grinned. “Look for a redhead,” I said, then I grinned. “And keep the crop. You’ll need it.”  He frowned, clearly not happy.  So I leaned forward and beckoned with a single finger, then whispered my email address in his ear.
 
   The smile on his face was so big I thought his head was going to split. He waved the crop at me and stepped back, clearly ready to let me go. I drove away, then turned into a nearby parking lot, pulled out my phone and texted Julie.
 
   “I’m done.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It took Julie about twenty minutes to reply and in the meanwhile I decided that eating was probably a good idea. It was slightly early for dinner, but I didn’t mind. I felt amazing. One orgasm, the cat toys, and the still tingly sensitivity of my sex made for some pretty good sensations. So even sitting at a table while the three guys in the booth across from me watched with flushed faces as they kept catching glimpses of my bare slit under the skirt was just amusing.  The only thing that made dinner a bit more stressful was the way my phone chirped halfway through.
 
   “Breanne, go to a building supply store. Edge yourself in the parking lot. Naked except for your bondage collar. Then get dressed again, go inside and purchase two mouse traps and a paint stir stick. Find someone to spank your breasts at least twenty times with the stick, then put the mouse traps on your nipples. Thank them with oral sex.”
 
   The phrasing didn’t seem like Julie’s, which just reinforced my opinion that this whole thing had been concocted by someone else.  I wasn’t sure who. Master Brandon was probably a good choice, since he liked to incorporate a decent amount of pain into everything he has me do, but both Master Phil and Master Shadow both could have come up with something this deviant. I took a deep breath, imagining me edging, naked, and that just made me even wetter. I quickly finished my dinner, blew a kiss to my audience, and then headed out the door.
 
   Twenty minutes later I was in front of one of those giant home improvement stores, parked in a back corner. It was still light out, with about an hour or so left of sun, so I felt pretty confident about the edge. It only took a moment of squirming for me to peel the denim skirt off and sit bare bottomed on the seat. Then I followed up with the halter top, my breasts free, leaving me exposed and vulnerable to anyone who might have driven close or walked up. Just to make the psychological impact great, I tossed all the clothing on the floor of the cab in the passenger seat. Now if someone came up I’d have a mad, wet, naked scramble to get covered.
 
   It was that concern that fueled the edge. The idea of being discovered, of someone seeing me, of getting involved, was so much better than just my fingers could have been. It revved me in ways that are tough to describe. I wanted to cum and got terribly close, imagining someone driving up, seeing me, wanting me, the utter humiliation of my spread legs, my open sex, my exposure. I got so close that I thought I was going to cum and I sat there trembling for almost two or three minutes, still naked, carefully not touching my tight nipples or tingling clit. Then I got dressed again, two of the three cat toys rolling inside me. That didn’t help either.
 
   Julie hadn’t told me to take much time inside the store so I was able to go straight to it. I got a huge plastic paint stick which I thought would make a fine paddle and then plucked a package of heavy duty strength mousetraps off a shelf. Rat traps actually. Then, properly equipped, I went back out into the parking lot and considered my options, all while holding that paint stick.
 
   Getting whacked across the breasts is a very iffy thing. Especially like this. BDSM, especially the sadism/masochism part, requires a certain level of respect, understanding, and trust. Going up to random strangers, handing them a plastic paddle that could inflict actual harm, and asking them to beat you is not smart. Sure. I could have done that. I could have probably even maintained some control. Or not. So like a smart NHPS, I decided to play it safe. A quick phone call made things clear and I headed back into my part of town. I pulled up in front of the low bungalow house, climbed out of the truck, and took my mousetraps and paint stick with me.
 
   Mike the Hardware Guy answered on the second knock. Tall and built like a Texan linebacker, Mike is the perfect handyman. He even has a beard. He’s as broad as a Mac Truck and I suspect as strong as one. Creative, funny, and very sexy, Mike is the kind of guy whose shoulder is easy to cry on, his arms are easy to have wrapped around you, and his cock is perfect to ride. He gave me an easy grin and I smelled barbecue sauce on him.
 
   “Am I interrupting dinner?” I asked apologetically as I stepped into the house. Mike’s place is a bit spartan. There is the prerequisite altar to the technology gods, with a massive flat panel screen television set and a stereo system that can blow out your eardrums, but all of the furniture is comfortable and old. There are no plants except a bowl full of cactus I gave him that sits in the kitchen and survives on the three or four times a month I come over to water. The art on the walls is all contemporary and there are two or three peculiar blank spots, where small, eight by ten photographs had once hung. Mike is a widower and while he’s mostly over her, I know that some nights it can weigh heavily on him.
 
   She was a beauty. The photographs are tucked away in a closet. I’ve seen them.
 
   As I passed him he shrugged. “No. Not really. Besides, it looks like I get delivery for dessert.”
 
   I paused and looked back at him, then handed him the paint stick.  He accepted it with an inquisitive look, then studied it.  “Am I to presume you want me to use this upon your person, since I’m not planning on painting anything?” He asked curiously.
 
   I snorted. If he wanted to be all haughty… “You may presume so. Across my bosom kind sir. Twenty strokes.”  
 
   He looked pointedly at the mousetraps. Micetraps? Micetrap?  Whatever.  He looked at them with a half-raised eyebrow and I held them out.  “Accessories, for afterward.”
 
   “Ouch.  What’s in it for me?”
 
   I grinned. “Satisfaction?”
 
   “I hope you mean sexual satisfaction, because while spanking your tits with this paint stick will be immensely satisfying, I’ll be honest and tell you that I’ll want more.”
 
   I sighed, not that I minded. “I can offer you an insanely wet blowjob.”
 
   He looked thoughtful. “That seems cheap compared to what you’re asking.”
 
   I cringed. “Well I’m only allowed to offer that.”
 
   He shrugged. “Explain to Julie your tormentor wanted more.”
 
   “Like what?” I asked cautiously, considering my options. Going tangent to Julie’s plans generally ended up badly for me.
 
   He paused and I could see the wheels turning. He didn’t want to screw up Julie’s orders either. “A cock massage, with oil and release, then the blowjob. Same ending.”
 
   “Twice? Are you that horny?” It was my turn to be a little skeptical.
 
   He laughed. “Are you that sexy?”  Then he shrugged. “And I’ll do the spanks in stages between, to draw it out.”
 
   Ooohhh. Okay. Sign me up.
 
   It turned out he was actually done with dinner and ready to start dessert so I went and gathered the things I needed as he stripped down and then sat in the center of the large sofa. I have a box of supplies at Mike’s place so I found my oil, the flavored kind I like, and quickly stripped out my clothes leaving only the black leather collar around my throat. Then I hurried back to find my lover ready for me, already stroking his cock. He was semi-hard, almost rigid in fact, and I knelt down in front of him looking exactly like the little sexy submissive I happen to be.
 
   I got out the oil, poured a healthy amount on the tip and watched it run down the sides of his shaft like the frosting on a sweet roll. Then I put both hands on him and with deliberate, agonizing slowness, pushed downward. Mike’s eyelids fluttered and I let out a laugh. Then I got started with the handjob.
 
    
 
   “So what’s the assignment today?” Mike asked as my palms slid up and down his shaft, gently rubbing. I wasn’t working too hard, knowing that he was going to pick up the paint stick beside him when he was getting close to cumming.  I relaxed into the massage and just concentrated on keeping him nice and firm, only slowly turning up the heat.
 
   “It’s not technically an assignment,” I explained. “Julie’s been texting me these tasks. Lots of humiliation. A little pain. And I technically wasn’t supposed to cum.”
 
   “Technically?” He asked, which I turned into a groan with a flutter of my fingers and topped with a twist.
 
   I shrugged as his hips thrust upward. “Yep. I sort of accidentally had an orgasm when the last guy was hitting my clit with a crop.”
 
   “Really,” Mike taunted. “How uncharacteristic of you.”
 
   I gave him an exasperated sneer and focused on the edge of his tip, that really sensitive part for a moment until he let out a little groan and I went back to the slow, full-length strokes I know he favors. He moaned again and I saw his left hand move toward the stick. I immediately backed off but when he picked it up I knew it was too late.
 
   “Present them, Bre.” 
 
   I arched my back and put my oily hands under each breast, cupping and supporting them. Mike smiled and leaned forward. Then without another word he aimed the paint stick at my right nipple and gave me a series of five, hard spanks. The sound of the paint stick hitting the padlock rattled me. I gasped and flinched, but by the time I moved back he was already done. Five strokes. Instantly there was this tingling sting, the same sensation I get when my razor does too good a job on my legs and takes just a bit of skin with it. Then the sting hit me, like a wasp had just landed on my nipple and stuck that needle into my flesh a half dozen times. Then, before the last sting had even landed, the first turned into heat, flashing through me like an alcohol fire, burning me up. I let out a sharp gasp and grit my teeth, sucking in air as the pain hit me. 
 
   “Now,” he said forcefully as I sucked air through my clenched teeth, “edge.”
 
   I blinked. “Edge?” I said stupidly.
 
   He nodded. “That’s right. Edge for me. Your hands are covered in oil so reach down between your legs, slip them inside that hot, cute little pussy of yours, and edge.”
 
   I bit my lip. “I’m not supposed to cum,” I repeated. I put my hands back on his cock and began rubbing. 
 
   Mike’s eyelids fluttered and then he shrugged. “So? I’m not telling you to cum. I’m telling you to edge. One hand in your pussy, the other around my cock.”  He laughed. “Tell you what. If you can make me cum before you have to back off, the rest of the spanking will be light and sweet, just the way you like it.”
 
   Now it was my turn to laugh. “What if I want it the dark way?” I asked.
 
   He shrugged. “Then don’t rub me to orgasm. That simple. You’re talented enough to know what you’re doing.”  Then he put the stick down and laid back. I immediately began rubbing him again, but this time only used one hand since my left was now rubbing my own slit. God I was wet. Mike was right about how horny I was. Within a minute both of us were straining; both of us trying to hold back. For a moment I thought about it; making him cum, but then I decided that it sort of defeated the purpose Julie intended.  And I thought about giving in to my own baser needs too. Once more I held off, gasping and straining, desperate for that last inch. I sat back and Mike gave me a grin. 
 
   “Very nice. Present your breasts again.”
 
   My chest heaved with excitement and expectation as my pussy tried to crush the cat toys still rolling around inside me. I cupped both breasts, the right one still smarting and warm from the last spanking. As I kind of expected, Mike went for the left side this time, repeating everything. Five quick strokes, each one aimed with a flick at my nipple. The skin turned red, the tip of my breast raised and hard. I gasped and whined and then at the end he gave me a grin, put the stick down, and nodded.
 
   “Good. Now edge again.”
 
   My eyes widened. “What?” I exclaimed. “Are you crazy? I’ll cum for sure!” 
 
   He shrugged. “I wouldn’t if I were you. You’d get punished.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “I’m already going to get punished,” I muttered as I reached down between my legs and felt the wet, swollen nub already throbbing with pleasure. 
 
   Mike nodded. “But if you cum again the punishment will be worse than if you don’t cum again, correct?”
 
   I nodded, my voice already catching in my throat. It had only been two minutes since my last edge. I hadn’t even backed away from the cliff yet and here he was, pushing me right back up to it. The physical was so amazing. I was so right there. Just twirling and skipping along the edge. A single breeze of anything even slightly erotic would knock me right off into oblivion.
 
   “Of course, the interesting thing is that if you cum again right now, not only will you get punished by Julie, but you’ll get punished by me,” Mike said.
 
   Boom. I fell.
 
   The orgasm that rippled through me was a powerful one, probably thanks to the edging and paint stick boob spanking. Mike certainly liked it as I shuddered and moaned on my knees, one hand wrapped around his throbbing cock while the other churned, half buried between my spread thighs. We moved like that for a moment and then I looked up at him in dismay, realizing just a bit belatedly that I’d blown the sexual equivalent of a gasket.
 
   “Nice,” he said, grinning. “Another few spanks I think. Present.”
 
   I whimpered this time as I cupped my breasts, my fingers scented with the sweet tang of release.  Julie had said twenty strokes. I’d already had ten. Just ten more. Mike picked up the paint stick, set it back over the right nipple, and wiggled it around enough to make the piercing and padlock that dangled from the tip of that breast to jiggle. He diddled around for a moment and I tried to think ahead, to my next chance to put my hands on him. It occurred to me that if I at least got him to pop he’d give me a little bit of a break. The paint stick came back, then snapped forward. I heard the click of the plastic striking the gold hoop and charm-sized padlock, then a sharp sting exploded along my right side. I gasped as Mike whacked my breast another four times, leaving a swath of red tinged flesh striping me across the nipple.
 
   I folded, hurting, arms crossed over my bosom as if that would either protect me or make the pain easier to endure. It did neither. Mike immediately grabbed my arms, hauled me upward, flung me around in a circle, and pulled me down into his lap. I could feel his cock hard against my bottom and then he pinned my arms behind me, reached around with his left hand to hold my body, and with his right, began spanking my breasts with the pain stick.
 
   I felt the tip of his shaft dip into my pussy and even slide in a full inch, but I was just a bit occupied at that particular moment. My primary concern wasn’t the cat toys either. It was the blistering heat he was searing me with. The paint stick struck hard and sharp along my bosom, a flash point of heat and searing need. He pulled me backward as my body began to jerk, involuntarily responding to the beating my boobs were getting.
 
   I cried out, yelling as my bosom burned and the paint stick just fell over and over. He didn’t stick to one side either. Not like before. He did both. I couldn’t get my hands free to cover my breasts and my chest exploded with heat. He suddenly spread his legs and wrapped his ankles around mine, pulling me open and spread. I could feel him thrusting, trying to get his cock into my stuffed pussy. I was strained to the breaking point, crying out with each impact of the stick and then he just brought it down between my legs. The first stroke hit my clit square and each one that followed made it even more difficult to endure. I felt his cock jam upward and Mike grunted with frustration, threw the damn stick away, manhandled me around until I was facing him and then shoved me to the floor. My head literally bounced off his cock and his fingers grabbed hold of me and practically shoved me back down on his throbbing shaft. I opened wide and took him, hoping he’d let go and he did. That gave me the space and freedom I needed and ten seconds later he was thrusting and groaning and letting me give him what he really needed.
 
   Release.
 
   I downed my third shot of cum that day, swallowing quickly and firmly, using my throat and lips to massage his cock. I didn’t stop either. I kept going until he was so limp and relaxed that I thought maybe he’d fallen asleep. And even then I put a hand to his scrotum, lightly caressing him until I finally felt that same little twinge of renewed strength. In poker terms I was just giving him a dollar. Never leave a man broke. Right?
 
   “You okay?” He asked me a few minutes later. I looked down. I was going to have some magnificent bruises on my breasts, the kind that would certainly impress Julie. They still hurt too. My clit was swollen, but undamaged, just very, very sensitive.
 
   “Yeah,” I replied. “I guess.” I climbed to my feet and he grabbed my hand, holding me there. I looked down at him curiously.
 
   “Thank you,” he said honestly. “That was wonderful.”  
 
   “You were supposed to cum twice,” I said, shaking my head. He laughed.
 
   “Or one massive orgasm,” he explained. “I’m getting old, Bre. I’m not sure I can keep up with you in quantity, but I can sure as hell do quality.”
 
   I couldn’t help smiling as I leaned over and kissed him. He gave me a satisfied hum, then pulled back. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” He asked.
 
   I blinked. Then groaned…
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Go to a landscaping nursery. Edge yourself in the parking lot. Go inside and find someone to put the dangling vibrator clamp on your clit and turn it to low. Thank them with anal sex. Then walk around vibrating for thirty minutes.”
 
   I sat in the car, my breathing labored, my fingers wet, both nipples throbbing. My skirt was up around my waist and my legs were spread, but in the gathering darkness that really didn’t matter. Even the mousetraps I had hanging off my breasts, covered with the cotton front of my halter top weren’t that noticeable, at least in the poor light of dusk. I suppose up close they might have been a topic of conversation since the last third of each trap peeked out from the cut off bottom of the halter top. Mike hadn’t been too cruel putting them on. He could have set them and let them snap close. Instead he just pulled back against the spring and let the trap bar down gently so that the painful pressure came on sorta gradually.
 
   I was close to cumming though. That’s the problem with edging. The nursery itself was about five minutes away from closing and since I was in desperate straits I climbed out of the truck, smoothing my skirt down quickly as I wrapped one arm around my bosom and hurried in.  I didn’t bother with the main building, or the greenhouse, and instead made my way to the rows of outside plants. The hot sticky heat of Houston’s summer was thick around me as I wandered. I knew exactly what I was looking for and I found it just a minute later, doing some last minute watering at the back.
 
   “Hi,” I said, coming up behind the guy, one arm firmly wrapped across my breasts to hide the mouse traps. He jumped, clearly startled, and he turned and looked at me in shock.  He was tall, with dark shaggy hair and enough hair on his face to call him bearded. Sort of. It was kind of scraggly.  His dark blue shirt matched his pants and there was a name tag clipped to the front: Jeremy.
 
   “Uh. Hi. Can I help you?”
 
   I gave him a smile, trying not to let the throbbing agony of my mousetrapped nipples show through. “You have no idea. I’m looking for something special.”
 
   He grinned. “Well, you came to the right place, but we are about to close soon. What are you looking for?”
 
   I shrugged a little, then pulled my right hand out of my purse.  For two weeks Julie had ordered me to keep something special with me at all times: specifically my jumbo alligator clamp. The problem was that she had attached something to it; a dangling vibrator. She’d pulled it off another clamp and done this Frankenstein thing to it so that now if I turned it on it would vibrate right up into the monstrous steel jaws of the worst looking clamp I owned. It was this little horrible thing that I pulled out and showed to Jeremy.
 
   “I need someone to put this on my clit,” I said simply. “And in exchange you can fuck me up the ass.”
 
   Jeremy’s jaw came unhinged. I took the opportunity to let my left arm fall so he could see the mousetraps under the shirt. His eyes locked onto the familiar shapes, his brain clearly figuring out where they were attached and he suddenly glanced around crazily.  It took him only about five seconds to pull it together, then he suddenly put down the hose, stepped forward, and tugged me into the back of the lot.
 
   We moved fast, which startled me, and I expected him to start immediately, but instead he looked around furtively and then sat me down on this iron bench.  “Wait here,” he insisted, then disappeared back down the rows.  I sighed, spread my legs, and began edging again. It was a way to pass the time. I let out a little whimper and felt the wetness spread.
 
   It was almost a full fifteen minutes before Jeremy came back. Over half the lights had shut off a minute before, leaving me faintly worried that I was locked in, contemplating a mad scramble over a chain link fence to get out. I was thinking of going to find a ladder when Jeremy reappeared with a grin on his face.
 
   “We’ve got the place to ourselves,” he said happily. I nodded, pulling my wet fingers out from between my legs.
 
   Jeremy wasted no time and eagerly accepted the alligator clamp when I held it up. I climbed up onto the iron bench, perched delicately for a moment, one foot arched in my flip flop, and then pulled my shirt up and off my head. His eyes widened we he saw the mousetraps, but then I slid the skirt down and pointed to the right spot.  He pinched open the toothed monstrosity, placed it over the correct point, and then let it close.
 
   Pain shot through me and I cried out, crumpling down into his arms. He held me for a moment and then I felt his hand go to my thighs, worming its way between them. His fingers found the vibrator and he switched it on and the pain I was feeling suddenly changed in timbre and pitch. Now it just wasn’t painful. It was arousing. Terribly, horribly, awfully arousing and I was already at a fever pitch. Our mouths suddenly met in a wet kiss and then he was pushing me down, onto my knees in the dirt, one hand already flicking a mousetrap as his other began unbuckling his pants. His cock came out and I eagerly swallowed it, sucking and licking him. I worked fast, knowing that another orgasm could easily come at any moment thanks to the sensations between my legs and my nipples. We jerked back and forth, his hips thrusting forward even as I bobbed my head. 
 
   “Please! Please fuck my ass!” I begged him a moment later. Jeremy’s face was all scrunched up and he nodded.
 
   “Yes,” he growled. I stood up, one arm wiping at my mouth. He looked around, didn’t seem pleased, then grabbed my wrist and pulled me away, deeper into the maze of plants. I felt a few blades of pampas grass tear at my side as we half-ran and then a concrete bird bath stood in front of us. It was only a few feet tall and he pushed me forward and bent me over the empty basin. The mousetraps dangled beneath me, swinging violently and gravity’s pull just made them hurt more.
 
   “Oh God yes,” he exclaimed. Then I felt the pressure of his cock against my ass. The cat balls rolled inside my pussy. My clit tingled from the vibrations and it throbbed from the pressure of the toothed clamp. Then Jeremy thrust himself deep, sending a sharp pain through my ass as seven inches of thick, hard, cock buried itself in my bottom.
 
   Ow.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Slowly I limped up the stairs to Julie’s apartment door. I was a mess. I was dirty in places I didn’t want to think about, scratched all along my right side, cut into slivers by an ill-timed brush with… brush, and hurting in ways that I didn’t want to think about. My halter top covered the mousetraps still dangling from my nipples, my collar was still tight around my throat, my pussy was still stuffed with cat toys, and my clitoris was still being chewed on by the jumbo alligator clamp. The only thing I’d been spared was the vibrations. I’d been allowed to turn them off.
 
   I’d texted Julie when I was done and she’d only asked a single question. “Did you cum at all today?”
 
   I had to be honest so I wrote “twice,” which was the absolute truth. Once with the crop and once at Mike’s place.  I waited in the truck, twitching. Finally she texted me back.
 
   “If you had managed to hold off, your instructions would have been to head home, put the most painful clamps you own on your nipples and clit, and masturbate to orgasm five times in an hour.”
 
   I literally stopped breathing. If that was the reward for being good, what the hell was she planning for me being bad?  I shifted painfully in the seat. I waited.
 
   “But since you couldn’t hold off like you were told to, come to my place.”
 
   I knocked on her door, tired, hurt, aroused, and wanting. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to cry or scream or beg. She opened the door dressed in a black negligee that left nothing to the imagination and she pulled me in with a soft, warm smile. I let her. I needed that. She wrapped her arms around me, ignoring the dirt, the ragged appearance, my tension, all of it. She held me.
 
   “Am I going to be punished?” I whispered a moment later as she rocked me back and forth.
 
   “Not tonight dear heart. Today was the punishment,” she whispered. I let out a gasp of relief and buried my face in her neck. She stroked my hair. “But tomorrow?  Tomorrow there might just be a punishment.”
 
   I swallowed and looked up at her again. “When? What?” I asked, half in dread, half in desire.  She laughed, then kissed me lightly. When her mouth came up again she spoke in sweet words.
 
   “I’ll text you.”
 
    
 
   Breanne
 
   Leave the toy of the day in until after lunch, then remove it and do not put anything back in. Change into a tight, thin midriff bearing tank top or camisole, a low rider mini skirt, comfortable heels and your slave collar. At no time are you allowed to cum during this assignment. 
 
   Objective 1) Drive to a pet store. Once you’ve parked, edge yourself. Go inside and walk around for at least thirty minutes then purchase three of the balls with the bells in them from the cat toy section. Find someone to put all three in your pussy. Thank them with oral sex.
 
   Objective 2) Go to a horse supply store that you haven’t been to before. Edge yourself in the parking lot. Go inside and walk around for at least thirty minutes. Find one of the sales associates and tell them you’re interested in purchasing a riding crop but you need to test it first. Ask them to spank your sex at least twenty five times with the crop. If it doesn’t sting, it doesn’t count. Thank them for assisting you with oral sex.
 
   Objective 3) Go to a building supply store such as Lowe’s or Home Depot. Edge yourself in the parking lot. Go inside and purchase two mouse traps and a paint stir stick. Find someone to spank your breasts at least twenty five times with the stick, then put the mouse traps on your nipples. Thank them with oral sex.
 
   Objective 4) Go to a landscaping nursery. Edge yourself in the parking lot. Go inside and walk around for at least thirty minutes then find someone to put the dangling vibrator clamp on your clit and turn it to low. Thank them with anal sex.
 
   If you have been able to refrain from climaxing, go home, strip naked and remove the mouse traps, balls and clamps. Put on your most vicious nipple clamps and make yourself climax at least five times in the next hour with your most powerful vibrator.
 
   If you have not been able to refrain from climaxing, or you cannot manage five orgasms in an hour, go immediately to Julie’s for you punishment.
 
   Whenever you are in a store, bend over as much as possible and flash as many people as possible. If anyone asks you any questions about your attire or what you are doing, tell them how much of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut you are and describe your assignment in as much detail as possible.
 
   I hope you have fun with this assignment. - Master Phil
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: reading]Reading
 
    
 
   Sunlight streamed down from above as I fidgeted nervously, my eyes darting left and right as I climbed down the stairs. Behind me the bus rumbled, the heavy diesel engine stinking of petrol and sending a mismatched flurry of vibrations through me until I pulled my hand off the metal rail. For a second I stood still, trying to adjust to the drastic change in temperature, moving from the cold, air conditioned interior of the bus to the humid, hot south Texas summer day. But as much as I wish I could have blamed it, the disparity between where I was and where I’d been had nothing to do with general state of tension. 
 
   I spotted my destination almost immediately; a fourteen story office building that I’d been in a few times before, once with my former mistress Kari and once by myself. Gray, professional, and just a little bland, the tenants ranged from a local bank to a few law firms. To be honest, what companies occupied the building had little meaning to me since what I was really interested in was their in-house deli and lobby. The place had been remodeled a year or two earlier and I knew there was comfortable seating in both spots.
 
   Not that I’d be comfortable. 
 
   The bus rumbled off behind me and I lifted my right foot to take a step. At the same time I sucked in a breath and held it, trying very, very hard to focus on the simple things; one step, then another. Tension spread throughout my body with such intensity that I thought I was going to start trembling. I knew where it was coming from. I knew it intimately, deep inside. Had I wanted to, I could have relieved myself of the stress. But I also wasn’t permitted that option. And besides, I’d have needed to do it privately, and that was to be denied me.
 
   My hips rolled involuntarily as I swung my other leg forward. I could feel the massive, twelve inch long vibrator moving within me, the off-set motor inside the plastic casement running at a sedate but constant speed. My shaved petals were wrapped around the thing, gripping tightly, trembling and pulsing, squeezing the thick sex toy as if it dropping out might be an option. It wasn’t. The blue jeans I was wearing were tight around my loins and ample ass, belted on with a leather strap two inches thick, sporting a buckle that weight at least three pounds.
 
   I had no control over the vibrator. It was a gift from one of the mistresses of the Society of the Golden Rose, an upscale BDSM club of lesbian women. I was one of the accepted submissives while Julie, my personal mistress, was a member. The vibrator, which I called my “Monster,” could be controlled remotely, via my smartphone and a bluetooth technology. Wireless is a dangerous thing.
 
   So short of me finding a bathroom and removing the twelve inch long vibrating plastic core I had no option but to endure. And endure it I had, all morning. It had gone live at around six am, coming to life with a gentle purr. At the time I hadn’t paid it much mind. It was a minor inconvenience, an annoyance if you will. At least until I’d gone five and a half hours with it on, buzzing away inside me, with no respite.
 
   I took a deep breath, fighting the arousal. It was of little use. I was desperate. I longed to push a hand into my waistband, slip a finger along my clit, or give the tender little nub a decent pinch before grabbing hold of the vibrator and giving myself a friendly little climax to make things go easier. My bottom half was already jerking, moving along at a slightly different tempo than my steps, clearly the impetus of a different beat, going at a faster pace. 
 
   The good news was that no one had really noticed. I was hiding the stuffed and tormented nature of my slit by being almost totally unremarkable in other ways. My red hair was partially concealed by a white canvas cowboy hat. My top was a simple yellow oxford, fancy enough for an outing on the town, but also sufficiently thick that no one could see the hard points of my breasts, both turgid nipples caught tightly in small elastic bands. It also meant that thin white cord I’d used to wrap up my breasts into a tight harness was invisible. My blue jeans were standard issue Wranglers, tight across the ass and narrow around the ankle. And footwear? I’d been allowed to eschew the normal stripper shoes I’ve been so frequently attired in, so that I’d feel more “at home” wearing standard cowboy boots.
 
   I might have been noticed because of my red hair, or perhaps being uniquely dressed for where I was, but I doubted that. I was more worried about the book I was holding, a soft paperback, well-used, tucked up under an arm. I focused on the doors fifty feet away. Step, breathe. Step, breathe. My eyelids fluttered as each swing of my hips drove the vibrator deeper, in and out. I could see the desire, the want, even the dark need of it. But I knew what I was doing. A moment later the cool metal of the door was under my fingers. Then I was in the lobby.
 
   Plants. A fountain. Bank on the left. Bland modern art. A number of black leather seats with glass side tables. I strolled over to one of the chairs and sat down, feeling the vibrator jam a little deeper. I sucked in another breath, a wave of pleasure threatening to swamp me, but then I managed to get control. No one noticed. I put the book face down on the seat next to me, fished my phone out of my pocket, and began typing.
 
   I remember the days when phones were for calling people. Now they are technological marvels. They are cameras. They are telegraphs. They can track your location. They can connect you to information. They can calculate numbers, schedule appointments, check your bank account, and even shop for you.  I think I’ve even gotten a phone call once.
 
   But at that moment I was “texting”, my fingers dancing across the screen. The lobby was busy but other than casual glances, no one was really paying me any mind. Redhead cowgirl? Check. Nothing else to see here. I hit the send button a moment later and waited carefully, wondering just how bad it was going to be. I put my phone down next to the book but to be honest I wasn’t expecting Julie, my mistress, to text me back. Not when there was a much easier, and more direct method of getting my attention.
 
   I’d just picked up the book when the vibrator between my petals went into overdrive. It was so loud I could actually hear it through my denim jeans, buzzing away as if I’d stored a honeycomb in my pussy. I stiffened immediately, my knees coming together as everything from the waist down tightened in immediate desperation. I wasn’t just aroused. I was on edge. I was so close to cumming that my control of the situation was going to last seconds. Not minutes. Which left me with a singular question.
 
   Who would notice?
 
   The flow of traffic was steady, people moving from the elevator banks behind me toward the doors. Occasionally someone would be going the other way. Casual glance toward me, but little focus. Pretty redhead, all dressed up in cowgirl attire. Ants in her pants? Maybe.
 
   I bit my lip as the orgasm slammed into me, every muscle going rigid. I fought with my vocal chords, since half of me wanted to scream out in undiluted pleasure. The vibrator inside me began pulsing, waves of strange oscillations that didn’t just feel good, but intensified things. I was locked, trembling, the book shaking violently in my hands.
 
   Who would notice?
 
   Finally my body began to respond to something besides sexual input. I gasped softly, eyes fluttering as my pussy again began a rhythmic tightening and loosening around the Monster vibrator. I put the book down. I didn’t need it quite yet. Instead I grabbed my phone again. 
 
   “That didn’t take long,” I typed, with enough misspellings to frustrate a 3rd grade teacher. Thank God for autocorrect. (That’s a change, isn’t it?)  
 
   The buzzing between my legs didn’t lessen an iota. But the pattern changed. It was like waves in a sea, rolling through me, the swirling pulse of the earthquake just became a different shape. I knew instantly that I wasn’t going to be able to handle it for long.
 
   “Enjoy your book,” appeared on the screen of my phone and I struggled to keep my composure. I looked around. Who would notice?
 
   I lifted the book. It had just words on the cover instead of a picture. For good reason. Julie and I had debated about which book to bring. I’d wanted Michael Alexander’s “Challenge of Love”, but Julie had overruled me. That’s why I was carrying around the second novel of Anne Rice’s “Beauty” series.  
 
   I opened to a random page and immediately wished I’d just started at the beginning. Poor Beauty was being used by the Captain in his room, her sweet little delectable pussy slick and hot and open. I wished instantly that I was her, forced to obey, to spread my legs, letting the hard, cold handle of the Captain’s dagger penetrate me just as deeply.
 
   The surge didn’t come from the vibrator. I knew that. It was the damn book. I’m a girl who handles abstract very well. Describe a scene for me and my vivid and lucid imagination will do some amazing things. It was like I was there, bared to the soul, naked and exposed and offering myself up, knowing that I’d be punished later. My sex fluttered around the Monster Vibe as I turned another page. I didn’t even realize I was rocking back and forth, my hips pumping frantically until I noticed the guy standing in front of me, staring curiously.
 
   My eyes widened in total panic and I blushed scarlet. I could feel the heat. I looked away as another surge of adrenaline, the fight or flight option, kicked in. Except I could do neither. There was no way I could run, not with what was going on inside me. There was just no way. So I bit my lip and struggled to hold as still as I could.
 
   He moved on. Evidently time was precious and I let out a tiny whimper. Others were walking past, glancing at me, then looking past me. But I couldn’t hold it in. My sex tightened violently around the Monster vibrator and then my bottom rolled again, totally of its own accord, thrusting forward so that the thick phallus inside me would drive deeper.
 
   I started to pick up the book, my mind going back to poor Beauty and the ravishment and….
 
   I exploded again. I must have looked like I was in agony; eyes closed, strained to the breaking point, trembling against the rush of exquisite pleasure rushing through me. The Monster Vibrator had changed its dance again; a short series of heavy bursts followed by a rolling wave of intensity. It was like being kicked a few times in the crotch, followed by a series of delicate thrusts from a thick, welcome cock.
 
   Who would notice?
 
   A new man was staring at me, his expression between doubt and concern. Clearly there was something wrong with the redhead cowgirl. Was she hurting? Were those tears? And why was she trembling? He took a step toward me, only then noticing the book. The title, in black ink against a cream background. He recognized it. I brought my eyes up, mouth open in a soundless gasp of relief and he paused. Was I really in need? Or just needy? Or just satisfied?
 
   I licked my lips and looked down, opening the book, trying to make it seem like I was fine. I crossed my legs, increasing the pressure on my slick sex with my thighs. I could detect the faint scent of my arousal, already soaking my jeans. The vibrator kept going, shaking inside me. He moved on, shaking his head, telling himself he was wrong about what I was doing. He had to be wrong. Right?
 
   I grabbed my phone again. “Two,” I typed hurriedly. I waited. No response. The Monster Vibe stayed on high. The phone was silent. So I picked up the book again. I’d lost my place. Where was I? Couldn’t think. Couldn’t process. Random page again. Beauty, tied open on the kitchen bread board, white flour under her bottom, Mistress Lockley demanding that she spread her legs or have them spread for her. I’m Beauty, wondering what it would be like to let Mistress Lockley spread my legs. Would she force me into the splits? Punish me even more? Could I handle that? Fear rocked Beauty but for me it was desire, insane and intense and so real that I could practically smell it.
 
   In the book Mistress Lockley bunches up Beauty’s breast and snaps the girl’s delicate nipple with a white leather belt. I so wanted that. Right then. Anyone could have done it. I’d have stood up and unbuttoned the yellow shirt. They would have seen my bare breasts, the small elastic bands on each nipple, holding them taut. My chest seemed to heave and I felt the waves again, smaller this time, less intense, but only because I was tiring. My pussy fluttered around the Monster Vibrator. I braced myself. A third explosion in twenty minutes? I was insane. I didn’t want this. I needed it. I tried to hold off, to pace myself and then silence.
 
   My groan was audible, loud enough for others to hear and a number of people looked in my direction. The Monster Vibrator had gone dead, cut off, a rigid, unmoving pole stuffed up between my aching legs. I shifted, my lower half wanting the tremors to come back, to ramp up, to send me frantic over the edge of the cliff. How could she have known?  Was it just random fate? I whimpered again, clutching at my stomach, leaning over as if I were ill.
 
   “Are you okay?” 
 
   I looked up. A man in a cheap suit, red tie, comfortable shoes. I nod frantically. Building security.
 
   “Yes. I’m… I’m fine. Thank you,” I said, trying to assure him. His eyebrow goes up, curious but not skeptical. Not suspicious. I smile again, fear of discovery enough to give me the strength to get past the need. It helps… the vibrator being off.
 
   “All right miss. If you need anything please let me know,” he said quietly. I watched him walk off, but he turns and glances back at me.
 
   “I need something,” I whisper under my breath as he leaves me be. “I need you to take me to a private room, strip me naked, and fuck my brains out.”  No one hears me of course. I can’t have that. I take a deep breath. The vibrator is still silent and slowly I picked up the book. My eyes traced over the words, my mind forming images. Beauty straining as the pain takes her skyward, of the white leather belt snapping into her breasts, one after another, then licking her clitoris into heat. Mistress Lockley adorning Beauty’s body with butter, letting the cat clean it from her sex.
 
   I’m just about to turn the page when the Monster Vibrator comes back on. It starts low but in seconds is roaring inside me. My cry is audible. It turns heads. People are looking at me, wondering. I feel strained to breaking as the vibrator purrs and rumbles and moves inside me. I can’t stop my hips from rolling with each precious second and the top button of my shirt comes loose between my thumb and forefinger before I even realize I’ve done it.
 
   I blinked, totally shocked. Was I about to undress? I shook my head, adjusting, contemplating, analyzing. I needed to get a grip. Forty stupid seconds of peace and here I was, ready to pop again almost instantly? Just as powerfully as before? It was wrong. Just wrong! I braced myself, holding my breath as the waves shot through me, rocking me into instability. Suddenly I knew it was too late. I was going to explode. Again. No way to stop it. My hand came up to my breast, imagining Beauty’s poor nipples being struck by that white leather belt. I pinched myself, hard, with a twist and let out another little cry.
 
   Another bystander saw me. He was watching, eyes bright and astonished. He knew what I was doing. It was obvious. My flushed, frantic face, my heaving chest, my fingers pinching my nipple right through my shirt, even the deep roll of my hips, pumping and thrusting as the vibrator moved within me. Our eyes met and I turned scarlet, humiliated as he grinned. I lifted the book, burying my face in the pages, my pussy still fluttering tightly around the vibrator. I didn’t even realize that the words “Beauty’s Punishment” was even more damning than my physical reactions.
 
   “Having fun?” He asked, coming up to me. I looked up. I’d just exploded but there had been no stopping the Monster Vibrator. I could feel it. I could hear it. He could hear it. My mouth went dry as he cocked his head to the side.
 
   “I can tell you are,” he said softly. His head dipped toward the book. “That’s a good story. I’ve read all three. Do they turn you on?” He asked.
 
   I nodded, still unwilling to speak. He watched me intensely. “So, are you Mistress Lockley, or Beauty?”
 
   My response was breathless, as if I were scared to speak. He nodded with a smile. “That’s what I thought,” he said, then glanced at his watch. “I was heading out for a late lunch. Would you care to join me?” He asked.
 
   I bit my lip. Hesitated. I glanced around. The security guard in the cheap suit was still watching me. People were still walking by. I picked up the book and stood, all of a sudden. I got close to him.
 
   “I uh… I uh… have to stay somewhere public,” I said, the hum of the vibrator loud. I knew he could hear. He had to hear it.
 
   He smiled. “That turns you on, huh?” 
 
   “It’s complicated,” I said softly as I looked down. My eyes found my boots. My jeans. The dark wet spot marring the crotch of my pants. It didn’t look like I’d had an accident. It just looked like I was very, very damp between the legs.
 
   Oh my God. I pressed my thighs together, looking back up at him with a horror stricken expression.
 
   His eyebrow went up and he gave me this wry smile. “You seem to be enjoying yourself,” he commented wryly. He held out his hand. “Shall we?”  I took hold of his fingers, holding my book with the other. He led me through the doors and back out into the parking lot. I didn’t say anything, but movement was an immediate issue. He was over six feet tall and I’m short. I also had a violently shuddering foot long piece of plastic jammed up inside me. It forced me into short, stuttering steps. He was patient, clearly understanding that my pace was set not by hesitation but by mechanics.
 
   “What does it feel like?” He asked as we entered the shade of the parking garage. I looked up at him, my face flushed.
 
   “Intense,” I said softly. Actually, it wasn’t quite as bad as it had been sitting there in the lobby. Moving around helped a little bit. Or maybe it was the fact that I wasn’t quite as obvious. I’d also cum multiple times. I wasn’t quite getting used to the purring sensation between my legs, but my body was adjusting. 
 
   He led me to a nice sedan, only a year or two old and he paused curiously when I snapped a photo of his license plate.
 
   “What’s that about?” He asked cautiously as I tucked my phone away.
 
   I smiled. “Security. I’m about to get in a car with a strange man. If you take me somewhere and kill me my best friend will be able to give your license plate to the police,” I explained.
 
   He wasn’t happy, but a moment later he shrugged. “I guess it makes sense.”  Then he opened the car door for me and I climbed in. The Monster Vibe dug in deeper, changing angle as I sat down. I let out a groan and couldn’t help it. My hips began pumping again. I realized that sitting was worse on me than standing.
 
   He moved around to the other side of the car and climbed in. “Oh, by the way, my name is Larry. Larry MaGee.”
 
   “Breanne,” I said softly, but with a few other sound effects added in.
 
   “Breanne,” he repeated. “That’s a pretty name. You want to tell me what kind of toy you’ve got in there?”
 
   I nodded, my throat tightening with renewed sexual stress. “My monster vibrator. Twelve inches long, two wide.”
 
   He grinned with appreciation. “I like a girl who can take that sort of length,” he said wickedly, wiggling his eyebrows as if he were implying that his own equipment was of similar length. 
 
   At that moment the pattern of the Monster Vibe changed dramatically, from the rolling wave to a series of low and high oscillations that felt more like hard beats on a drum. I let out a shrill gasp, clutching the dash. Larry’s eyes widened. 
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   I nodded, trying to hold myself together. “Different p-p-pattern.”
 
   “Pattern?” He asked, putting his key in the ignition and getting the car started. A puff of air struck me that cooled almost immediately.
 
   I was panting. “The v-v-vibrator is controlled via my phone and bluetooth. Julie is fiddling with it,” I explained.
 
   “Julie?”
 
   And so I had to explain that as well. The next ten minutes was excruciating. I explained the sex assignment process, and about my mistress, and about everything. By the time we pulled up into the parking lot of a nice restaurant I was so close to cumming that I couldn’t hold still.
 
   “Having trouble, aren’t you?” Larry asked, watching my body twitch. 
 
   I nodded frantically.
 
   “Cum now. Here.”
 
   I swallowed. “I’m supposed to be in public,” I protested.
 
   He waved around the lot. “You are. But I understand what you need.”  He reached over, his fingers against my shirt. Two of the five buttons down the front were already open and a good portion of my cleavage was in view. Larry snagged the third button and I just leaned my head back, closing my eyes, letting him open me up. When I didn’t protest he undid the fourth button. He let out a grunt of appreciation for the rope harness. It did a good job keeping my breasts tight and together. He slipped his entire hand into the opening, cupping my right breast.
 
   “Nice piercing,” he said with a grin as his fingers found the padlock and hoop hanging from my right nipple. He fiddled with it for a moment, then pinched me lightly, giving my nipple a delicate little sideways twist. I cried out, losing it. Then his left hand came down to my pants. He pushed my legs open and I let him, thinking he was going to unzip me. Instead all he did was press his fingers against the wetness of my jeans and rubbed in a circle.
 
   I exploded immediately, intensely, with a cry, one hand up, pressing on the ceiling of his car, the other gripping the armrest with white knuckles. My hat fell off into the back seat.
 
   Larry smiled through the whole thing and when it was clear I was coming back down from my climax he pulled his hands off my body and patted my leg.  “Come on,” he said. “Let’s get some lunch.”
 
   I felt strained and stretched. The Monster Vibe hadn’t silenced and I realized that part of the problem was that I’d forgotten to text Julie and let her know that I’d cum. So she was no doubt thinking I was holding out, still seated there on the lobby bench. I bit my lips but nodded to him as he came around and opened my door, then helped me to my feet. The vibrator inside me changed angles again and I let out a pained groan. It felt amazing. I was just thankful it wasn’t clitoral too. Then I’d be getting sensitive as well.
 
   I started to button up my shirt since my breasts were half hanging out, the cordage binding them stark against my skin, but Larry stopped me. “No. I prefer them like that,” he said brusquely. I swallowed and nodded. Conservative Texas cowgirl into slutty bondage cowgirl. Okay. I put my hands down. I left my hat in the car but I brought the book. Larry didn’t object and he took my arm and led me into the restaurant.
 
   The seater took a long look at the excessive cleavage I was showing, but didn’t say anything beyond giving me a little frown of disapproval. Larry either didn’t notice or didn’t care and a few moments later we were seated in a both along the back corner of the place. I sat down carefully, the Vibrator changing angle once more. I pulled out my phone and Larry looked at me.
 
   “Letting Julie know I came again,” I said, typing at the same time.
 
   The response came maybe forty seconds later. The Monster Vibe went silent and then began again, this time at the lowest setting. Julie had set it to pulse again, the speed of the pulses as well as the general intensity increasing little by little. I gave it maybe ten or fifteen minutes before I was right back up to full power, buzzing away like mad.
 
   “It’s a fetching look, you know,” Larry said.
 
   “What is?” I asked softly, still shifting around in my seat. My sex was having these little spasms as it dealt with the delicate reverberation between my petals.
 
   “You fidgeting like that. With the shirt open, your tits all bound up. It’s damned erotic.”
 
   I blushed again and looked down, my bottom lip caught in my teeth. He stared at me then grinned again.
 
   “Flash your breast, the one with the piercing,” he suddenly ordered.
 
   My eyes widened and I glanced around the restaurant. I was sitting with my back toward most of the place, but there was still plenty of traffic and there was a pair of gentlemen in business attire sitting about ten feet away opposite us. They weren’t paying attention though. I took a deep breath, brought my hand up, and pulled me shirt away from my right breast long enough to give Larry a good long look at my nipple, gold piercing, and padlock. The rope was tight around the base, making my boob stand out. Then I covered back up, again with a frantic look around the place. No one had noticed.
 
   “Very nice,” Larry assured me, a smug and satisfied look on his face.  
 
   The waitress showed up a minute or so later and we went through the process of ordering. I didn’t get much; just a salad. It isn’t because I can’t eat with gusto, but I’d already had lunch and so this was sort of an afternoon snack for me. Still, Larry didn’t seem to mind. The moment the waitress had gone he picked up the book.
 
   “Have you read all three?” He asked, referring to the fact that Anne Rice’s novel was actually part of a trilogy. I thought it was a stupid question since I was reading the second book, but I didn’t say that. I just nodded.
 
   “I liked the first one,” I said softly. “The second one is my favorite. The third one I didn’t enjoy that much.”
 
   He nodded. “That’s pretty standard for popularity. I like the second one myself. My favorite moment is the ménage à trois scene with Lockley, Beauty, and the other slave, all up in Lockley’s bedroom.”
 
   I knew exactly what he was talking about. Mistress Lockley chooses two of the slaves, one of them Beauty, and takes them up to her quarters for some private time. Beauty is positioned against the headboard, kneeling with her legs open while Lockley slides beneath her. Evidently it’s Beauty’s first time being pleasured by another woman.
 
   I swallowed, the memory of Larry’s favorite scene did not help in the least.
 
   “So what’s yours?” he asked.
 
   I shrugged. “Lots of them,” I said.
 
   He reached across the table and pushed my shirt open a bit more. A flash of gold. I let him, feeling the quivering of the vibrator increase, ever so slightly. My hips rolled again, driving the twelve inch phallus deep. An expression of desperation flashed across my face.
 
   “So… I want to know your favorite scene,” he said wickedly. “Tell me everything.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   An hour later I stepped back into the lobby of the office building. Things had certainly quieted down and the traffic through the cavernous front entry had slowed dramatically. My bench was still there, just out of sight of the courtesy officer’s front desk. I sat down stiffly, trying not to jerk my hips. The Monster Vibe was going crazy, the pattern of vibrations alternating, seeming to roll and twist, oscillating like the analog wave of a roller coaster's height. I found it alarming. I’d had another orgasm during lunch, one that I couldn’t keep quiet, but Larry had found my little whine amusing and it had only drawn a few curious looks. In fact, I’d gotten more attention walking out.
 
   My shirt was almost all the way unbuttoned, a wide expanse of bare skin showed from my throat all the way to my navel, crisscrossed with the rope binding my breast. I had to be careful moving or there’d be a rather titillating nipple slip. In fact, I had a feeling that I was slipping already. At least from the side. A number of men passing through seemed to be halting at the same spot directly to my left. I tried to ignore the stares as I picked up my book, holding it up in front of my face, opening it to a random spot. It was a section about Tristan, one of the male slaves in the book, being given a girl, a delicate beauty bound with her hands above her. I couldn’t help it. I put myself in her place, imagining myself naked, leather cords holding my wrists together, right there in the lobby, naked and standing on the very bench I’d been sitting on. A line would form, men each wanting to have their way with me, allowed to spank and slap, pinch and twist, touch and taste, and then relieve their needs with me.
 
   My breathing got a little heavier and I knew I was getting close again. Ten minutes? That’s all the time I’d been sitting there since getting back from lunch.  Again the involuntary shifting of my hips made it even harder to tolerate the sexual resonance inside me. It was terrible. And amazing. All at the same time.
 
   Larry came in. He’d dropped me off at the front of the building, claiming he wanted to be able to see me sitting there, humiliated and exposed, close to cumming again. His dark hair and winsome smile hit me and I looked away, frightened that I might go to him, or plead. Instead I kept my legs together, moving around like I had ants in pants, fully impaled on the foot long vibrator. He walked slowly and then stopped to my left. He eyes tracked across to my chest and I took a deep breath, making sure my shirt was open enough for him to catch the glimpse he wanted.
 
   Then he laughed, turned and moved on. I bit my lip, my entire body trembling with need and embarrassment and deliberately turned to my favorite scene. And exploded.  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Five hours later I lay on the hard counter, a soft dusting of flour beneath my bare bottom. My hands were bound above my head, secured with the rope that I’d had tied around my boobs not a few hours before. I couldn’t move. Larry stood above me, a wicked look in his eyes. In his hand he held a leather strap. It wasn’t white but I didn’t care. Not at that moment. He leaned over me and I knew exactly what was going to happen. I still needed to hear it though. Mostly because I’ve always wondered. And because it was my favorite scene
 
   He smiled and bent over me and spoke the words I’d been longing, desperate to hear. I’d read the words a hundred times. I knew them by heart. And I wanted them said to me. I wanted to be Beauty.
 
   “Spread your legs or I’ll spread them for you.” 
 
   


 
 
   Breanne, isn't life so much fucking 'fun' sometimes, like a mouth full of funnel webs. I'm sure you've missed me, I've been having 'fun' *sigh*. So I'm in a bit of a chill mood, saw what you'd been up to recently, and thought I'd give you an assignment to suit. So your assignment is thus. Read a book for a couple of hours. Easy right? A couple of stipulations:
 
   1. Cowgirl attire, jeans, shirt socks and boots, bind your breasts tightly with rope for support, a cowgirl hat is an optional extra. This is your outfit till you finish the assignment, no changing.
 
   2. Find a public place to read. Lots of business people so you stand out in your cowgirl attire. Maybe Julie could join you for lunch :)
 
   3. Read something that gets you going, I believe you like Felicity Brandon. There is a strong preference that you read a dead tree format book if handy.
 
   4. You will be stuffed with something that vibrates on low from when you wake till the time you start reading, then it goes on high till the end of the assignment. Use the Wi-Fi remote monster dildo, with Julie at the helm, if possible.
 
   5. Get 2 hours relaxing reading time in public in.
 
   6. If you cum before you start reading see Julie for punishment at the end of the day. You may cum as much as you like while reading in public.
 
   Bonus points if you get a bus to and from your reading spot or have a long public walk to the truck. - Matt the CM
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: justshocker]Just Shocked
 
    
 
   The moment Julie answered the phone I said a word that I really hadn’t expected to ever be forced to use. Not with her.
 
   “No. No way,” I said, shaking my head at the same time. I was standing in the barn, my knuckles white from where I was gripping one of the stall rails. “There is no fucking way.”
 
   There was a brief pause. “Whoa there cowgirl. Get a grip. I presume you are referring to this morning’s assignment?”
 
   A little surge of anger spurted through me and my pussy tightened up around the ben wa balls, two small spheres strung on a line and filled with an offset weight that had been rolling around inside me since five am that morning.
 
   “I’m not kidding, Julie.”
 
   “I get that princess, but you need to chill. What’s your beef?” Julie asked.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “You want me to dress like a two dollar tart, stuff myself with a seven inch dildo with a suction cup on the bottom, followed by frying my tits with TENS Unit, while bouncing in a fucking mall’s food court.”
 
   She let out a little laugh and I stamped my foot. “It’s not funny!”
 
   “Oh but it is. Besides, I don’t see the problem.”
 
   I ground my teeth. “Julie, I can’t wear the outfit you put in the assignment.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   Why? The why was obvious! “Because it’s not a shirt! It’s a fucking piece of pleated curtain that barely covers my tits!”
 
   “I know,” she replied easily. “It’s very fetching on you.”
 
   “Not even a whore would wear something that indecent,” I retorted.
 
   “Then I’m glad you aren’t a whore. Is that your only problem?”
 
   “The skirt. It’s too short,” I added sullenly.
 
   She snorted in disdain. “It’s the same skirt you’ve worn for half of your assignments.”
 
   I shifted my weight uncomfortably. She was right about that. I had worn it before. Multiple times.
 
   “It’s just that in order to cum, I’ll have to bounce. And I’ll already be attracting too much attention due to the outfit,” I added.
 
   “And your hair!” Julie said sweetly.
 
   “Yes. And my hair,” I replied, running a finger through my red locks. “So people will see and stare and know I’m fucking myself.”
 
   “Do you think they will know what the wires going up under your peasant blouse mean?” She asked.
 
   I closed my eyes. The wires would go from the TENS Unit battery and control pack to the pair of electrostim pads she’d demanded I place on either side of each nipple. The peasant blouse wouldn’t conceal the wires. Not in a million years, just like it really didn’t conceal anything from my nipple down to my skirt.
 
   “In a food court?” I whispered.
 
   Julie sighed. “Okay. I can sort of see your point. So tell you what, let’s negotiate.”
 
   “Negotiate what?” I asked.
 
   “You decide what you want to change and I’ll make a counteroffer until we find something we can both live with.”
 
   I snorted this time. “Or I could just refuse flat out.”
 
   “And earn a brutal punishment from me?”
 
   I grunted at the threat. “Okay. Um… then how about I wear a halter top?”
 
   She paused, obviously considering it. “No. The point is to humiliate you enough to make you wet. A tee shirt would make you look young and cute and appealing. But it wouldn’t embarrass you the way I want you embarrassed.”
 
   I frowned. “Okay. Not the mall then. Somewhere else. Like Zach’s fraternity.”
 
   “Hmmmm,” Julie said, considering it. “Except that isn’t exactly in a public place, is it? And all those guys have seen you before, which would render the humiliation aspect meaningless. How can you be embarrassed to be seen by a bunch of guys you’ve already fucked?”
 
   I took a deep breath and tried another track. “How about a different toy? One that doesn’t require me to bounce crazily up and down.”
 
   “That makes more sense. Vibroballs?”
 
   I shook my head. “Not intense enough. I could be sitting there hours.”
 
   “You’re right. RVP. On low. And no panties.”
 
   “On medium,” I countered, ignoring the bit about the panties. The Rotating Venus Penis was a good idea, but on the lowest setting it could take me a bit of time to actually cum. I didn’t need the panties if I wasn’t going to have to use the dildo.
 
   Julie laughed. “No. Definitely on low.”
 
   “Julie! On low it could take me twenty minutes!” I protested. 
 
   “That’s sort of the point. I want your nipples fried and if you have to stop the whole thing and try again because it hurt too much that’s a good thing.”
 
   I bit my lip, not knowing what to say. Julie made a satisfactory grunt. “Yes. The outfit remains, as does the TENS Unit and the mall food court. But you can wear the RVP on low instead of the suction cup dildo.”
 
   This did not sound like a good idea to me.
 
   “I want security,” I declared.
 
   “I’m busy,” Julie warned.
 
   I shrugged. “I don’t care who. I just want it.”
 
   “I can agree to that. Who do you want?”
 
   I thought about it for a moment and then told her.
 
   She laughed.
 
   ***
 
   The crunch of the tires in the afternoon heat seemed inordinately loud in my ears as I stared down the baking expanse of asphalt. The road was quiet at the moment, without a car or truck in sight, but I knew that the stillness was a transient thing. Two new major subdivisions just to our south had sprung up and what had once been a quiet country back road was now a major thoroughfare. The change had been gradual but gone were the days where I could have stood on the side of the road for three or four hours and not seen a single car. Now? I’d be lucky if I had a twenty minute window.
 
   “Hey,” Nick said impatiently, leaning his head out of the window. “I want to see some tits and ass. So get to it.”
 
   I glared at him from where I stood. The soft rumble of the engine added to the buzzing cacophony of cicada and grasshopper and I chucked my heavy canvas bag on the hood of Nick’s car. It was hot, a trickle of perspiration already wetting my temple. Taking a deep breath I began unbuttoning my shirt. It was a long sleeved work shirt, the kind I wear when out in the fields to protect myself from both the sun and dust. It comes with being a South Texas Cowgirl. If you haven’t lived down here you have to understand that the sun is a physical force, like a hammer beating down on you. You can’t just let it go. You’ve got to be proactive, take precautions. Those of us who work in the sun know what it’s like. You’ve got to cover up.
 
   Nick stared at me through the windshield of his Kia Soul. What a weird little car. Still, I didn’t mind it. Either the car or his stare. Looking back at him with the smug satisfaction of knowing I had what he wanted, I peeled off the long sleeve work shirt, revealing a simple tee shirt underneath. My arms were lightly tanned, accidental exposure here and there during the summer, while the rest of me had remained a creamy white. Freckles of dark brown spotted my forearms and I folded the work shirt and placed it on the hood of the truck. No need to rush. If this was a strip tease, poor Nick was going to have to wait for it. 
 
   My tee shirt was white and plain, perfect for something that needed to be bleached on a regular basis. It wasn’t tight and it wasn’t loose, but instead conformed to my curves decently and was long enough to stay tucked into my blue jeans. I ignored it, as well as Nick’s demand. I could see his fingers tapping impatiently on the steering wheel. I resisted the urge to laugh. I kicked off my boots next, revealing stocking clad feet. I grimaced as I put my soles down in the gravel, hating this part but knowing that there really wasn’t a better way of doing it. Then my fingers found my belt buckle, opening it up, pulling down the zipper. A second later my thumbs were tucked into the waistband and my ass swung from side to side as I pushed my jeans straight down to my ankles.
 
   Had anyone come driving along just at that moment they would certainly have caught an eyeful. Me standing there in just a pair of pink panties and a white tee shirt would definitely been the highlight of their day. I stepped out of the jeans and actually put my feet back down on top of the denim. I didn’t care if my jeans got dusty. I lifted a foot and peeled off a sock, then did the other side so that my bare feet were exposed to the open air. I wriggled my red painted toes, grinning back at Nick, who was now leaning forward, eyes bright with excitement. The color of my nails matched my hair and I liked that. I took another deep breath, a little bit of anxiety spreading through me. Now came the hard part.
 
   I took off my tee shirt.
 
   I was wearing a bra underneath, something utilitarian rather than sexy, but it came off just a second or two after I’d folded the tee shirt and set it next to my long sleeve shirt. Another line of perspiration slid down my throat straight into my cleavage. Light flashed off the gold hoop piercing my right nipple and I could feel the weight of the small padlock, emblazoned with a rose sigil, dangling from my piercing. I ignored all that, hurrying now that I was actually half naked. Then I shoved my thumbs into the waistband of the panties and peeled them down. I turned as I folded them, posing for a full three or four tense, terrible seconds for Nick’s wolf whistle. He was grinning like a Cheshire cat and loving the sight of the beautiful, naked redhead in front of his car. I slipped my hand between my legs, finding the small string that my ben wa balls were threaded on, and tugged.
 
   “Feel free to take you time,” Nick shouted at me through the window. 
 
   I rolled my eyes and hurried anyway. The little groan that escaped my lips was tinged with sexual need and two golf ball sized spheres popped out into my hand. Both were covered with goo and I trembled a little as the petals of my sex spread. I took my hand away, letting my panties snap back against my waist and I reached into my bag, grabbing a small towel. I wrapped the ben wa balls up and put them in the bag, grabbing their replacement at the same time. I drew out my Rotating Venus Penis, or RVP for short, and studied it for just a moment.
 
   The RVP is one the most devilish toys I own. It’s hands free, strap on, and is basically two sets of motors in a single casement. One motor is offset and shakes the whole assembly, which rests along your entire pussy, rubbing you from clit to perineum, while the other motor turns a corkscrew shaft embedded in a four inch phallus. Imagine sticking your finger into me then curling and swirling it. Non-stop. My RVP’s controller is on a pink wire with two sliders, each one with six available levels. To be honest I can’t really tell the difference between any adjacent two of them when the bloody thing is inside me, but at that point it doesn’t really matter. All I know is that I have trouble handling both functions at the same time. Vibrate me I’m fine. Stir me like a martini and I’m okay. But shake me and stir me? I’m toast.
 
   I let out a little groan as I slipped the four inch phallus into my sex. It took me only about thirty seconds to handle the straps but once they were tight I took a little hop, ensuring that the RVP wasn’t going to fall off or out of me. I tucked the controller into one of the straps and then dug in the canvas bag for something to cover up with.
 
   My fingers found the short skirt. It was also made of denim, just like my jeans, but with only a quarter of the material. I liked the skirt but it was too short. It wasn’t a tight miniskirt either. It was more like a the kind of skirt a slutty little school girl would wear, short and flared, with just enough length to keep you from seeing anything unless you were behind her on a set of steep stairs. Then… well… then you’d get the whole caboose. But I also knew darned well that just sitting down meant a loss of coverage. It was the cut. I would sit, the hem would flare, and my entire ass would be on the seat without even a touch of coverage.
 
   Then I pulled out the last article of clothing I was being permitted, which in my book wasn’t really clothing. The shirt that I refer to as my “peasant blouse” was actually nothing more than a pleated strip of material that hung off both shoulders and used my breasts as support. A little elastic in the collar kept it from going too far up and my boobs themselves kept it from sliding down my body. Now normal “peasant blouses” have material beneath the bosom, covering the midriff all the way to the waist. Mine? Not a stitch. In fact, the closest thing I could compare it to is a valence, which is a short little curtain that covers the sheer rack in a window set. So there wasn’t much material there, only about seven inches between the collar and the hem line. It kept my breasts covered provided I didn’t do anything insane, like jump, or bend over, or swish. Any of that stuff and the loose curtain covering just my chest would fly up exposing everything.
 
   Originally the assignment had said flip flops, but Nick had vetoed that option and so I pulled my pair of stripper shoes out of my bag and dropped them on the ground. I bent over as I slipped my feet into the insanely high heels. As expected, the peasant blouse followed the laws of gravity as did my breasts and a moment later both nipples, one capped with the padlock and piercing, dangled down, totally visible. Nick whistled again.
 
   “Looking good, Bre!” He shouted.
 
   I picked up my blue jeans, folded them, and put them on the hood of the truck. I was fully dressed, or at least dressed in the assigned clothing and I knew there was just one more thing to do. Inside the canvas bag was a TENS Unit, also known as a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator. Two sets of electrostim tabs could be plugged in and independently controlled. I tugged the small box out of the canvas bag and a minute later I was placing the sticky adhesive coated pads on each side of my nipples, the valence like peasant blouse shoved upward exposing my chest. The wires dangled down, totally obvious, totally embarrassing and I could already feel the heat rising on my cheeks as Nick gave me a thumbs up. I plugged the TENS Unit in and turned both dials to one, setting the pulse function to beat. It was sort of like a system check, but instantly I felt each nipple tighten, an electronically produced sensation that was equivalent to someone lightly flicking the tip of each breast with their fingers. I let out a satisfied groan and my pussy tightened around the RVP’s phallus.
 
   I grabbed my stuff and hurried around to the passenger side of Nick’s car and let myself in. Nick looked at me with appreciation as I buckled up. Then his hand came up and lifted the left side of my peasant blouse. I gave his hand a little swat and he jerked back.
 
   “Hey!” he protested. “What the hell was that for?” 
 
   “Get your hand out of the cookie jar,” I replied saucily, crossing my arms across my chest. The TENS Unit was driving me crazy, both nipples being dealt small, soft blows every other second. 
 
   “I thought the point was to put my hand in the jar and yank out as many cookies as possible,” he retorted.
 
   I took a deep breath. Thinking was hard, what with the little electrical shocks jolting me. Nick put the car in gear and we peeled out. But just so that he wouldn’t get snippety I put my hand in his lap and immediately began worming my fingers into his pants. He chuckled and unzipped his jeans for me and a moment later his shaft, thick and hard and obviously straining, was cupped in my hand.
 
   “Better?” I asked.
 
   Nick shrugged but I could see the look of pleasure in his eyes. “It would be better if the RVP was on full power and the TENS Unit was frying your tits hard enough to make you scream.”
 
   I gave him a good solid squeeze which elicited a groan from his lips. “Good things come to those who wait,” I assured him. “Your job is to protect me while I’m doing this assignment. Not to make the torment worse.”
 
   He laughed. “Are you sure? Because I would love to make your torment worse.”
 
   I sighed but continued rubbing. The car turned north and about fifteen minutes later we hit the freeway. 
 
   “Okay, so let me get this straight,” Nick continued. “Your assignment is to dress like that, then go to a mall’s food court, sit quietly with the RVP and TENS Unit on low, and then stay there until you cum?”
 
   I shuddered. “Yeah, except there’s a catch.”
 
   “What’s the catch?” He asked, humming a little as my hand continued to move up and down his exposed shaft.
 
   “I have to turn both sides of the TENS Unit up a level every two minutes,” I said sullenly.
 
   Nick turned and gave me a concerned glance. “Really? I thought that you could only tolerate that thing up to level 5.”
 
   I nodded. “On my nipples. Elsewhere I might have handled more. Like on my bottom I can get up to eight or nine.  Five feels like someone is pushing a needle through the tips of my breasts.”
 
   He did the math. “So that means if you start out on level one, you’ve got eight minutes to cum.”
 
   “Or endure more shocks,” I finished.
 
   He considered it a moment. “Wow,” he said.  “So what happens if you don’t cum before you can’t take any more?”
 
   I shrugged. “We try again. But in a different place.”
 
   “A different mall? Why?”
 
   I thought about it for a moment. I was a bit distracted. I could feel the difference in texture between Nick’s shaft and the tip and I was enjoying it. Plus an invisible man was flicking the tips of my breasts in a steady, unwavering beat.  “I think it’s to humiliate me as much as possible.”
 
   “Well I can support that,” Nick agreed. “But that isn’t much of a punishment for fucking up.”
 
   I gave him a quirky look. “It’s not punishment. It’s encouragement dork. The idea is that more humiliation will make me wetter and more inclined to cum.”
 
   He snorted. “You should be punished as well as forced to move.”
 
   I sighed. “Like what?”
 
   He considered it for a moment. “Providing your driver with a blowjob?”
 
   I laughed. “You could have had that anyway. And how is that a punishment?”
 
   “True enough. Maybe a spanking?”
 
   I shrugged. “I guess. Doesn’t sound very creative.”
 
   “How about I fuck you in the ass?”
 
   I grimaced. “That doesn’t sound appealing or creative.”
 
   “Punishment isn’t supposed to be appealing. But you’re right. So let’s say that while I’m fucking you up the ass you also have the RVP on full power, both functions, and we fry your nipples at level five until I have cum.”
 
   I literally turned and stared at him. “Are you crazy? At those settings? What if I cum first? That would make it harder to cum the next time around!”
 
   He grinned. “I know. See, it would be truly wicked.”
 
   I shifted in my seat. I didn’t really want to agree to this. That was the problem with Nick. He liked to improvise.
 
   “Tell you what. We can wager. I know you like doing that.”
 
   I bit my lip. He was right. I had a little bit of a gambling problem, especially when my body was the ante. “What did you have in mind?”
 
   “If you can make me cum before we get to the mall there’s no punishment for not cumming.”  He turned and gave me a quick grin. “But if you fail, then my punishment suggestion stands.”
 
   Nick was already hard as a rock and throbbing in my hand. I looked down. There might even have been room for a redhead’s head. I suddenly grinned. “No deal. There’s no reason for me to risk this. I already don’t have a punishment,” I said.
 
   My driver frowned. “Alright, then the cost of transport just increased.”
 
   I blinked. “What?”
 
   “RVP on full power, both functions and you can turn the TENS Unit to six, right now.”
 
   “What!” I demanded. “You can’t ask that! I’ll cum for sure!”
 
   He shrugged. “Cost of transport.  Or you can take the bet.”
 
   I did more than glare at him. “That’s blackmail.”
 
   “Tick tock!” he sang.
 
   “Fine!” I snarled, then began rubbing his cock hard and fast.
 
   He grunted, then winced. “Easy there girl. Don’t yank it off!”
 
   At that I bent over in half, opening my mouth. I felt my breasts fall out from under the peasant blouse but I didn’t worry about that. I twisted slightly in my seat, no doubt exposing my ass to whomever was looking in the window driving by, but instead I concentrated on Nick’s prick. I took one long sweet suckle and then began bobbing fast. He groaned.
 
   “Shit,” I heard him mutter. “I might just lose this one.” Then the car picked up speed.
 
   It became a race. Nick was driving in tight, controlled, movements though I could tell there was some serious tension in him. I grabbed hold of the base of his cock and did everything I could, used every trick in the book. But I was hampered. His balls weren’t exposed and he was in a position that made me uncomfortable. The Kia Soul was not designed with passenger/driver oral coitus in mind. Someone needs to talk to those engineers! I felt the car rock to a stop and then Nick sighed. 
 
   “We’re here, Bre. I won.”  His voice was tight, as if he were right on the edge. Slowly I let go of his cock and sat up, one hand sweeping my peasant blouse back in place. He was right. The mall entrance was right there in front of us, not fifty feet away. I sighed.
 
   “Damn.”
 
   He laughed as he tucked his wet cock back into his jeans. “I’m going to love fucking you up the ass.”
 
   I didn’t say anything and instead sat there feeling just a little terrified. I was dressed like a two dollar whore, wearing stripper shoes that screamed “fuck me”, a short skirt that wouldn’t cover my ass when I sat down, a motorized sex toy that would both vibrate and spin, and a strip of cloth that barely covered my boobs. The wires to the TENS unit went from my canvas bag, which I hooked over a shoulder, and disappeared under the peasant blouse. So obvious. I bit my lip, trembling as I caught a glimpse of myself in a car window as I got out. I looked… I looked…
 
   “You look amazing!” Nick said, coming around to my side. He stepped back and eye fucked me thoroughly. I felt dirty. Almost sick. I kept looking around, scared to death someone would see me. He held out his hand.  “Come on. Let’s go walk the mall!”
 
   He took my fingers and pulled. I stumbled forward, tripping over my own shoes before catching myself. My breasts dipped and I felt hot air around my tingling nipples. Ten feet. Then twenty. A few more and the automatic doors opened and we went into the mall.
 
   Thank God it was slow. It was after lunch and in the middle of the week. I naturally hugged the wall but Nick, who kept hold of my hand, dragged me right out into the middle of the corridor. I felt my cheeks flush, the heat creeping along and down to the tips of my breasts. The TENS Unit continued to flick my nipples and I suddenly wished the RVP was on as well.
 
   It took me almost a minute to realize that Nick had purposefully parked as far away from the food court as physically possible. I wanted to turn and hit him, but realized that would just flash my breasts to everyone in the bloody place.  And I was already attracting attention. Lots of it. People were staring at me. Staring at Nick, clearly wondering what sort of power of attraction he had to force a girl like me to wear… that.  I took small steps, feeling the RVP phallus move inside me, even though it was off. There were flights of butterflies in my stomach and I felt so nervous I thought I might be sick.
 
   “Almost there!” Nick said with a grin.
 
   And up ahead there was the food court. We were at one of the offbeat malls, a small little thing that qualified for my assignment but wouldn’t have the same sort of traffic or security that the mall by my farm does. Sure enough there were way more people in the stores themselves than sitting at the tables. I could feel the eyes on me though. They saw the red hair first, which screamed “look at me! I want attention!” And then they’d see the peasant blouse and they’d think “my God, her boobs are about to fall out of that thing!” This would be followed by a dark curiosity about the wires going up under my shirt. Then they’d see the skirt and wish I were standing on a table. Finally they’d take in my long, bare legs and the stupid high heel shoes and think “stripper. Or whore.”
 
   Nick picked a table in the very center, where I could be seen from all sides and I cringed in horror. I closed my eyes, trying to focus.
 
   “This looks like a good space. Want something to eat or drink before we start?”
 
   I shook my head with wide, frightened eyes. Why would I want to extend the time we were there? 
 
   Nick shrugged. “Okay. I’ll handle the timer and the TENS Unit.”
 
   My mouth fell open. ‘What? No way!” I hissed.
 
   He gave me a hurt look. “What’s the problem?”
 
   “It would have to sit on the table! With the wires going up my shirt! Everyone would know!”
 
   He laughed. “Isn’t that the point?”
 
   My eyes narrowed and I pulled out my phone and set it on the table. I turned on the stopwatch application. Then I took a deep breath, slipped a hand under the right side of my skirt, and pushed the slides for both functions of the RVP up two notches.
 
   Then I whimpered.
 
   Nick reached out and started the timer and I watched in horror as the numbers spun. I tore my eyes away from my phone, telling myself that the spinning numbers were actually one hundredths of a second. I looked up at Nick instead and concentrated on the new sensations of exquisite pleasure pouring up from between my legs. My sex contracted around the churning phallus and I moaned, my bottom lip caught between my teeth.
 
   “I like that expression on your face,” Nick said with a smile. “But it will be better when you’re screaming in agony with my dick in your ass.”
 
   I pushed my thighs together, my hips already grinding. The RVP felt amazing. Better than good. It was pressing the right buttons. I could feel the arousal. I let out a little groan as I began rocking slightly in my seat. Nick smiled. 
 
       “You seem to be handling this pretty well. We’re only a minute in and look at you. You’re a spectacle. Everyone is staring because it’s obvious you're fucking something.”
 
       I looked off to my right. He was being honest. I was being stared at. There were folks in practically every restaurant, eyes locked onto the redhead slut in the middle of the food court. That actually helped me. I let out a tiny whine and my hips moved with a bit more force.
 
       “And two minutes. Another level.”
 
       I dug my hand into the canvas bag which I’d left on my shoulder. The TENS Unit was right there at the top and it took only a few moments to turn the dials up to where the number “2” was showing. Suddenly the little flicks became solid pinches, each nipple caught between the invisible fingers, spasms oscillating the pressure. I gasped, eyes widening and I looked back at Nick.
 
       “Your face is flushed and I’m wondering just what your cute little bottom is going to feel like wrapped around my cock.”
 
       I swallowed. “Wouldn’t you rather fuck my pussy?” I whispered, my voice strained.
 
       Nick shrugged. “But what would go in your bottom? Did you bring that alien cock thing? What do you call it? The Thrusting Anal Vibrator?”
 
       I shook my head. It was getting harder to think about anything other than what was going on with my body. My pussy was going through these tiny little pulses, squeezing the four inch spinning phallus hard. But the real issue was higher up. The TENS Unit was frying my poor nipples and I was loving it.
 
       Nick glanced around. “Look at them, Bre. All of them are watching, seeing your cute little hips jerk like that and they know. They fucking know what you’re doing,” he said, leaning forward. His eyes darted down to my phone. “Another twenty seconds and the electricity goes up,” he warned me.
 
       I looked to the side. It was worse than before. I was the show. One guy had his phone out, maybe taking a picture. I ducked my head down, letting my hair fall. My hips wouldn’t be still. I was getting close. I could feel it. The orgasm…
 
       “Time to turn it up,” he said, tapping the table, drawing my attention.  I stuck my hand in the bag and slipped the dials for each set of electrostim tabs up to three. The pinching sensation became serrated metal, pain bursting in little static explosions as I struggled to cum. 
 
       “Maybe I should just make you strip,” mused Nick.
 
       And I threw my head back with a gasp, gripped the side of the table, and clenched my teeth. Nick’s eyes suddenly widened as he realized that I’d done it. I was cumming. Well before I got to a point where I couldn’t take the pain of the TENS unit. A look of direct consternation crossed his face and his mouth curled down into a frown. I didn’t care. I was exploding. I was cumming. I was flying.
 
       Then it was over. I slumped down in my seat, my hands shaking as I reached for the side of my skirt, clearly intending to turn off the RVP.
 
       “Bre, wait!” urged Nick. He reached out and snagged my hand.
 
       I blinked. “What? I need to turn it off.”
 
       “Do you really need to?” He asked quietly.
 
       I gave him a confused look, because I was confused. “What do you mean? I’ve already cum. We can leave. I won.” The last little bit came out with a tone of smugness.
 
       “Yes. Yes you did,” he said, gripping my hand a little tighter. “But I’d like you to do it again. Another orgasm.”
 
       “You can’t be serious,” I whispered. The RVP inside me felt like someone was running their tongue around between my legs.
 
       He nodded. “I am. That one was so easy. Too easy in fact. You know you were intended to fail.”
 
       I shrugged. “So I beat this one. And you too.”
 
       He looked down at my hand. “Put your other hand on the table Breanne.”
 
       I hesitated. “Why?”
 
       “Because it’s an order. You follow orders, right?”
 
       I nodded slowly. Then I put my other hand down. Nick put one hand on top of the other, then gripped them both with his large paw. I felt the pressure.
 
       “What are you doing?” I asked, glancing around again. The interest in me had only increased. They knew what had happened. 
 
       “I want you to have another orgasm,” Nick said intensely. With his free hand he reached into my bag and pulled out the TENS Unit.  The dials were still on three and he thumbed both of them up to four. I gasped, whimpering. Now it felt as if someone were taking a pair of clover clamps, attaching them to my nipples, and twisting them hard. I winced and pulled but Nick is way stronger than I am.
 
       “Nick! That hurts!” I whined.
 
       “Good. Now cum!” He replied.
 
       I glanced around. More people. Eyes. Stares. Desire. Hunger. Pain. “Nick! I can’t! Not yet. Not right now! Like this!”
 
       He ignored me.
 
       I leaned forward. “Nick, I’ll do it. You can fuck me in the ass, okay? Let me go and we’ll pretend I didn’t win, okay?” I was squirming wildly, the RVP churning and vibrating away between my legs.
 
       He gave me a cautious look. “You’ll cooperate?”
 
       I nodded franticly. “Absolutely. I didn’t win. Okay?”
 
       He paused for just a moment, then released my hands. I gasped and then my fingers flew to the TENS Unit, turning the knobs down and then off. The pain at the tips of my breasts went away and then I silenced the RVP. I slumped down in my seat.
 
       “Your right nipple is showing,” Nick said softly.
 
       I jerked back upright, which forced my body to conform to the coverage provided by the peasant blouse. I gave Nick a grumpy glare, but then thanked him.
 
       He rose. “Come on. Back to the car.”
 
       I stuffed the TENS unit back into my bag and stood up. My skirt fell down to cover my ass but then I turned and saw the massive wet spot I’d left on the chair. My face turned crimson and I bit my lip, mortified. Nick saw and laughed, then took my arm to lead me away.
 
       The ten minute walk back to his Kia Soul was almost as bad as the one going in. I felt as if my soul had been laid bare, that every person who saw me knew I was a slut, a sexual object good for just one thing - to provide others pleasure by submitting to sexual torment. I felt dirty. Tears filled my eyes, though they didn’t spill over. Getting out into the heat and then again into Nick’s car were the best things to happen to me.
 
   We were quiet on the drive. I could tell he was aiming for his apartment. Twenty minutes later he parked in front of the small green door and we went inside. Nick’s apartment was a bachelor pad, unimpressive on most fronts, with just a television set and a computer to offset the stark white. I put my bag down, pulling the TENS Unit out of it and then I turned to face him.
 
   “I’m ready.”
 
   Nick sat back down on the couch. “I’m not. You’ll suck me until I tell you otherwise.” He pointed to the floor in front of him, right between his knees. “And the RVP will be set to medium and the TENS unit to three.”
 
   I nodded, agreeing. What did it matter? We were in the privacy of his home. Another orgasm meant nothing since I’d already finished the assignment. And I knew he wanted to see what my face would look like with the electricity at such a high level. So I sank to my knees, fished the RVP controller out and set it within his reach, and placed the control for the TENS Unit next to it.
 
   Nick grinned as he shucked out of his jeans. He was wearing boxers but those got tossed too. Then he grabbed the TENS unit.  “We’re going to start with your tits.”
 
   There was no warning. No “brace yourself Bridget.” No nothing. He just turned both dials up to three. I winced, but it wasn’t really that bad. He stared at me a moment, then shook his head.  “I was wrong. Level four.” Then he turned the TENS Unit up.
 
   Level Five is about all I can handle so you can imagine what level four felt like. I whimpered a bit and even brought my hands up to my breasts for a second before realizing I needed to be bent over with my mouth around him. I started that and just as I manage to bring my open mouth down on his cock he picked up the RVP remote and started up both the vibrations and the rotation function. I heard the click as the speed levels increased. I began getting a bit more enthusiastic about sucking cock as my body began to rev, getting to speed sexually.
 
   Nick loved it. I worshiped his cock. I ate it. I sucked it. I blew it. I slurped and tongued and licked and loved him. And it was Nick who pushed me away, nodding, his face red and strained. I stood up and then knelt on the sofa as he flipped up my skirt. He stood, moving behind me, his hard cock probing at my bottom. I reached down between my legs, helping to guide him. He turned up the RVP till it roared, spinning and shaking inside my pussy as he pressed against the dark opening of my rear end. Then he pushed, hard and harder and then he was in me. I cried out, grimacing as he drove his cock into my backside. He pumped, thrusting like mad. Then I felt him stall for just a second as he dropped one controller and picked up another.
 
   Then someone shoved a pair of flaming hot needles through both of my nipples.
 
   In retrospect I have no idea how long he fucked me. I know I came first though, unable to handle the wild ride I was getting from the RVP, not to mention the pressures of Nick’s cock in my ass. The TENS Unit did awful things to my breasts, but in the throes of lust I can evidently handle red hot needles through my nipples with aplomb. So y’all can keep that in mind. Eventually though we became entangled in a heap of arms and legs and wires, with me twitching madly until he turned everything off.
 
   “Owww,” I moaned.
 
   Nick laughed languorously. “That was fucking incredible.”
 
   I shook my head. “No it was incredible fucking,” I said.
 
   He smiled. “You are totally amazing.”
 
   I couldn’t help grinning. “Thank you.”
 
   He sighed, then patted my hip. “Well, we need to get decent. Places to go, things to do.”
 
   I cocked an eyebrow, but then shrugged. Then I lifted the peasant blouse and began peeling off one of the electrostim tabs.
 
   “Hey. What are you doing?” Nick said, suddenly reaching out, taking my hand and stopping me.
 
   “What do you mean? I’m removing this damn thing,” I said, giving him a look I save for crazy people.
 
   “Not yet you aren’t. You’ve got an assignment to finish,” he said sternly.
 
   “Excuse me? I already did that assignment,” I said with incredulity.
 
   He shook his head. “No. No you didn’t. You failed. Remember? It didn’t happen. That means I have to take you out, sit you down in the middle of a mall food court, and see if you can cum before your tits are fried.”
 
   My mouth fell open. “But… but… Nick! That was just for you! So that you could still fuck me in the ass! Besides, it’s four thirty! By the time we get anywhere it will be dinner time. The mall will be packed!” I protested.  He shrugged but I just kept going. “And… and… I just came! Twice actually now! At low I’ll never be able to cum in time!”
 
   Nick finished putting his jeans on and buckled his pants.  “So?”
 
   “Nick! I can’t!” I wailed.
 
   He turned and looked at me. Then he bent over and picked up the RVP remote. A second later it started humming inside me. I trembled. Then he turned on the TENS Unit again. Low, just level one, a light thumping at the tips of each breast. He turned to me, brushed a lock of my hair away from my face, and smiled warmly.
 
   “You are Breanne Erickson, nympho humiliation pain slut. And if any girl can suffer through the humiliation, pain, and exquisite torture of this assignment, it is you.”  He pulled me to my feet.
 
   “So get your heels back on. Go fix your makeup. Get situated. Because then we’re going to the mall.”  He let my hands go.
 
   I stood there, stunned. Again. I was going to suffer, again. As he walked away I looked over my shoulder at him. 
 
   “Nick? If I don’t cum will there be a punishment?” I asked, my voice trembling.
 
   He looked back at me.  “Breanne,” he said in disappointment. “What kind of question is that?  Of course. The same one as last time. And after I fuck your ass again I’ll take you to another mall, and then another, until you’ve finally satisfied the terms of this assignment.”
 
   I took a deep breath. My nipples tingled, the electrical taps against each tip vivid and strong. The RVP churned inside me while the base of it buzzed against my clit. I could feel the juices flowing, the tightening and pulsing of arousal. I bit my lip, imagining myself walking down that hall again, the wires going up my skirt and underneath my blouse, people staring, wondering, knowing…
 
     I pushed my shoulders back. “Nick? I’m ready.”
 
    He came back into the living room with his keys.
 
     “I know.”
 
   
 
 
   Breanne, your assignment today is simple. You will begin in your stripping spot, where you will remove all of your clothes and then attire yourself with a pair of panties, the short blue denim skirt and your peasant blouse. You will replace the toy of the day with your suction cup dildo, which if I recall correctly, is close to nine inches long. You may wear whatever shoe you feel is appropriate provided it is sexy. Lastly you will also bring Julie’s portable TENS unit. The electrostim pads (both sets) should be placed on your breasts, on either side of each nipple. You may bring a bag to carry the control unit.
 
   You will then proceed to a public location of your choice. I understand that there is a different between public and crowded and leave that distinction up to you, though I’m sure you can understand why I’d prefer you to do this assignment in the middle of a mall’s busy food court. Once you’ve arrived at your location you will find a place to sit, on a flat, level solid surface. You will pull down your panties exposing the suction cup. You will then sit in a way that allows the dildo to firmly attach to the seat.
 
   Turn the TENS Unit settings (both sides) to level 1, on the beat sequence, so that it feels as if I’m standing in front of you, flicking your nipples lightly. Start a timer. Your goal is to work yourself to orgasm. However keep an eye on the timer. Every two minutes you need to increase the level of the electrical stimulation going to your nipples by one level. I’m well aware that you consider level five to be painful. Hopefully you can cum before you get there. If you do, congratulations. The assignment is over.
 
   If however you yield to the pain and turn off the TENS Unit before you experience orgasm you will need to move to a new location and try again. Personally, I hope that you end up sitting in a crowd of horny young men, bouncing vigorously, your nipples fried, with your panties down around your ankles. – A fan
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: application]Application
 
    
 
   My phone rang at the most inopportune moment and I snarled an oath as I threw the steel pipe of the irrigator down in the dirt. It was hot and dusty, the south Texas sun having finally reemerged, drying up my farm along with most of Houston. Sure, we still got the occasional afternoon thunderstorm, but for me, some twenty miles to the west, there wasn’t quite enough. I hauled off my gloves, tossed them next to the pipe I was trying to build, and tugged out the rectangle of circuits, glass, and annoying interruptions.
 
   “Hello?” I said, probably with an exasperated tone as I ran a hand through my dirty red hair, throwing it over my shoulder.
 
   “Hi. May I speak to Breanne please?”
 
   My eyes narrowed. I didn’t recognize the number and there aren’t that many people who have it.  I straightened up and half turned. “This is Breanne,” I said politely, but cautiously.
 
   “My name is Mark Ryder and you submitted an application to work at my store a week ago,” he said.
 
   Instantly, all my caution and irritation disappeared. The irritation was gone and sudden warmth rushed through me.  “Oh!” I said brightly and with enthusiasm. “Oh yes! Hi!” It came out sort of breathy and bubbly, as if I were a peroxide blond with KY Jelly for brains.
 
   Mr. Ryder coughed. “I was reviewing your application and first of all, I have to ask you if you are serious.”
 
   I bit my lip, but only to keep from laughing. Serious? About taking a minimum wage job working a counter trying to sell crappy video games? Not likely. But I couldn’t tell him that. Not at this point.
 
   “Well, yes sir. I’m very serious,” I said seriously.  There was a long pause.
 
   “The reason I’m asking,” He explained, “is that your application is something of a…” he trailed off, as if he hadn’t really thought that far ahead in his mind.
 
   I took the lead. “Oh I know! Finding qualified people is so difficult these days isn’t it?” I asked sweetly. “But I would love to come in and show you in person all my specialized talents.” The way I said that sentence would have stiffened freshly cooked spaghetti. It was dripping with innuendo. Mr. Ryder sort of spluttered something, stunned into silence.
 
   “So when would you like me to come in and show you what I’ve got?” I said in a lighter, more teasing tone. 
 
   I could hear him thinking, the little hamster going round and round, the wheel squeaking as he tried to catch up to me. I’m sure he was still on “this has got to be a prank” concept he had when we started the conversation. Hell, he was probably shocked to find a girl on the end of the phone line.
 
   “Um… when are you available for an interview?” He stammered.
 
   I let out an uncharacteristic giggle, but it fit well with my adopted persona. “I’m available practically any time. I’m sure you’d like me to cum,” I said, emphasizing the word, “at a time when there won’t be any other distractions. I can come before the store is open, or after.”
 
   There was another long pause. “Oh. Uh… do you have a preference?” He asked.
 
   Duh. Of course I did.  I giggled again. “Absolutely. I’d prefer afterhours. That way if you want to do an in depth interview, exploring all my nooks and crannies, we’ll have the time. I’m sort of complicated that way.”
 
   I knew had I been looking at him his eyes would have been the size of dinner plates.  He coughed again, flustered but then he seemed to clear up.
 
   “Ok. Right. Well are you free tomorrow evening perhaps? We close at nine.”
 
   I pretended to think about it. “Nine is fine, sir.  But I do have a question.”
 
   “A question? Sure. What?”
 
   The words tumbled out of my mouth.  “What’s your favorite color?”  I held the phone up to my ear and smiled.
 
   The next evening I was parked in my Ford F-150 scoping the place out. It was in a strip mall north of I-10 along Highway 6 and was relatively quiet, especially for a weekday night. I’d watched the front door for about twenty minutes and hadn’t seen a single person go in all evening. One man was inside, but I couldn’t tell if it were Mr. Ryder or some other associate.  All I knew was that I was terribly excited about the prospects of this interview. So seeing how things were quiet and my father always taught me to be early for these things, rather than late, I climbed out of my truck, smoothed down my outfit, grabbed my giant purse, and headed for the door.
 
   My heels clicked on the concrete lot and I glanced down, making sure the stripper shoes I was wearing weren’t getting ready to tip me on my ass. I admit they make my cute little feet incredibly sexy, not to mention what they do to my legs and ass, but I always feel like I’m on the verge of falling when I wear them. I’m short in person and an additional nine inches makes me feel like I need to duck to avoid airplanes.
 
   Each step I took also rang lightly, my slave bell anklet wrapped lightly around my right ankle. I liked the anklet itself, the look and feel of it, but I hated the idea of the bells. It had been given to me to draw attention, and not the good kind of attention. I’m one of those girls who is terrified of being the focus. The last thing I want is people staring at me, mentally undressing me (presuming I’m even dressed).  The problem is my libido knows that being embarrassed like that makes my orgasms like fifty times more powerful. And that’s addicting.  So let me ask you… if you knew that chocolate was going to taste a hundred times better if you gave yourself a small electric shock before eating it, that it would be like an orgasm, mixed with winning the lottery, and biting into the best chocolate you’ve ever had.  Would you zap yourself for that? 
 
   I don’t wonder. I know.
 
   I opened the door and immediately the gentleman at the counter looked at me, his eyes widening. His name tag read “Mark” and I knew in an instant that this was going to be one hell of an interview. He was in his mid-thirties, clean shaven, with light brown hair, and was going pudgy under the chin and around the middle. He wasn’t fat or anything, just comfortably round. I certainly didn’t mind. He looked clean cut.
 
   “Hi!” I gushed, going straight up to him as he stared at my outfit. “I’m Breanne!”
 
   No response. The dazed look in his eyes made it clear I’d accidentally hit the “pause” button in his higher brain functions. Admittedly, I might have overdone it. I mean sure, the shoes can be forgiven, right?  And the little slave bell anklet. Possibly. But he said his favorite color was green and all I had was this green and black plaid skirt and the half blouse. Hey. At least the shirt was buttoned! All three of them.  It’s not my fault that seven inches of bared midriff was exposed between the waistband of the skirt and the shirt. It was the cuts. The skirt hugged my hip bones. That’s all. Really.
 
   He tore his eyes away from my cleavage, which was probably the real cause of his distraction. He glanced at my face and I grinned. Then I put my elbows down on his counter and leaned forward, letting the blouse fall forward a bit as I smiled.
 
   “I’m Breanne. Are you Mr. Ryder?”
 
   This time it took almost half a minute for him to form a coherent sentence and tear his eyes away from my almost exposed boobs. “Uhh… yeah.” He said.  Yep. That’s coherence.
 
   He blinked. “Yes. I’m Ryder. I mean. Mark.  I mean. Yes. I’m Mark Ryder.”  He held out his hand to me as if we’d just met on the street.
 
   I giggled again and took it. This was so cute! I shook it lightly but didn’t let go. Instead I began stroking the inside of his palm. His expression changed to one of shock and then he yanked his hand out of mine.
 
   “Uh. So… you’re early,” he stammered. “I wasn’t really… prepared.”  He said, looking around.  “I wasn’t expecting…” he motioned at me.
 
   “You weren’t expecting some as talented as me?” I asked brightly, innocently.
 
   He nodded. Then coughed. “Uh. I guess we can start,” he said, coming out from around the counter. He motioned me toward the back door of the store and I followed demurely, my steps ringing out. 
 
   The back office was a mess. There were boxes everywhere, stuff piled up on the desk, total disarray. That disappointed me. He went straight to a little desk, pushing aside two different chairs and then opened the top drawer. A manila file folder came out and at the bottom of about twenty other applications he pulled mine out. He turned and looked at me, then motioned toward the other seat. 
 
   “Please?” he said.
 
   So I sat. Now usually when ladies sit, we cross our legs. This is because we’re generally wearing skirts and don’t want to tantalize the gentleman sitting across from us. I on the other hand, definitely wanted to tantalize. So I just kept my knees together. The skirt slid up though and I knew that I wasn’t even sitting on the material. Mark’s eyes seemed to burn a hole in my kneecaps and for a second I thought I felt this overwhelming mental urge to spread my legs.
 
   But I sat there, hands on my knees, giving him a beaming smile.
 
   “So,” he said, clearing his throat. “I’m a little curious about your experience. You’ve listed “BDSM Sex Blogger.”
 
   I gave him a huge smile and nodded eagerly. “Oh! Absolutely! Great job!”
 
   “So you wrote about sex?” 
 
   I blushed and gave him a sort of sideways look. “Sort of. Actually, readers of the blog would send in these sex assignments. I’d do them, then write about them.”
 
   His eyebrow went up, then rose off his face, and then disappeared through the roof. “You what?”
 
   I leaned forward again and giggled. “Oh. It was lots of fun. See I’d get these crazy assignments. You know… like ‘go out in public dressed like a slut and masturbate with a banana,’ or because it was a BDSM blog, sometimes the assignments were like ‘have an orgasm after hurting your breasts.’  Things like that.”
 
   Ryder looked… well… shocked. Poleaxed. Stunned. Flabbergasted. He just wasn’t prepared. He just sort of stared at me. I leaned back and gave him a confused look.
 
   “You know what BDSM is, don’t you?” I asked suspiciously.  “Because I can show you if you’d like.” That last bit was said eagerly, like I was a two bit bimbo trying to show how good she was at typing.
 
   “Uh….” He replied. See? Short circuited. I just grinned and reached down to my bag. Poor Mark never had a chance. I opened up my purse, found my clover clamps, and pulled them out.
 
   “See? These are clover clamps. I used to have to wear them for assignments all the time.” I said it as if it were a drag. I grasped the first one and just slid it up under my shirt. I let out a little gasp as it closed on my nipple. Mark’s eyes were locked on my blouse were he could see the outline of my hand and the pincers locking down.  Then I pulled my hand out and drew it along the chain, giving it a slight pull. I let out a tiny gasp. There was no way I was faking it. The clamp really was on my nipple. Mark’s eyes got bigger as I did it again, except this time on the left side. The chain dangled down below the level of the blouse, across my bare belly.  That’s when Mark noticed I wasn’t being good about keeping my knees together.
 
   I only gave him three or four inches, but it was more than enough for him to see that I wasn’t wearing panties. And in all honesty, he probably could tell I was shaved clean. And wet. He could probably tell I was wet too. But I wasn’t focusing on that right then. His eyes burrowed between my thighs and from the silence I knew I needed to take control again. I gave him hips a little roll, which widened my legs for a half second, then spoke.
 
   “So I’m guessing you’re wondering about my ability to take orders,” I said precisely, almost affecting the tone of a British aristocrat. “I can assure you that I’m very, very obedient. Submissive even. Give me an order, even an outrageous one, and as long as I’m not going to get arrested because of it, or bleed or anything, I’m totally good,” I assured him. He just stared at me.
 
   “For example,” I said. “If you asked me to inventory the back room naked, I’d have no problem with that.”
 
   Mark replied, but it came out sounding like someone had racked Mickey Mouse in the nuts. He coughed again, his face turning red and this time I leaned forward and started patting him on the back.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked him, my nipples throbbing lightly from the clover clamps. 
 
   He shook his head, recovered somewhat, then gave me a hard look. “Is this a joke? Some sort of game?”
 
   I took a deep breath and leaned back. I crossed my legs. Slowly of course. I wanted him to see the goods. I shook my head and crossed my arms across my midriff. “No game. I’m here interviewing for a job and you haven’t exactly asked me many questions.” I sounded just a little perturbed.  It was exactly what was needed. He frowned, then looked back at my resume.
 
   “For skills you list inventory control and dictation,” he said, trying to reassemble some sort of control. From the way his hand was adjusting his erection I surmised it wasn’t easy. I nodded as if those two skills were right up my alley. And in a way, they were.
 
   “Well, for inventory control, I currently own forty-eight different sex toys, all of which I have to keep clean, maintain, and use on a frequent enough basis to keep them flexible and lubricated.”
 
   Mark’s jaw fell.
 
   I shrugged. “And as for dick-tation, well… it’s better if I give you a demonstration.” I leaned forward, my boobs practically falling out of the blouse. Our noses were an inch apart.  “I’m very good at taking dick.”
 
   And that was that. Interview over.
 
   Mark said nothing as I slid to my knees in front of him, my hands on his pants, unbuckling his trousers. Then I pulled his fly open and a half second later I had his incredibly hard cock in my mouth and I was bobbing my head like I was trying to scrawl my name on the back of my skull with his pencil. Mark groaned as I encircled the base of his shaft with my hand and I swear, we made it all of about forty seconds before he exploded, sending a massive burst of white cream into my throat. I took it all. Every spec of it. And I made sure he saw me swallowing his entire load. I licked my lips and hummed as if I’d just taken a bite of chocolate.
 
   Then I slid back into my chair, looking very pleased with myself, and propped one leg up on the other, my high heel just above my knee. If you were sitting where Mark happened to be, you’d have been able to see right up my skirt.
 
   “I’m also a wonderful personal motivator,” I said as Mark sat there in a Breanne induced euphoria. He blinked at me, trying to kickstart his brain back into gear. “For example, if I want to get your hard again, there are a number of things I could do.”  My fingers went to my shirt and I unbuttoned the top button.  “I could show you something sweet and soft and delicious,” I said, freeing the second button.  Mark’s cock, still exposed, twitched. I undid the third button and my blouse just sort of fell away from my clover clamped chest. I shrugged my shoulders, baring it all, grinning.  “Or I could do a little dance,” I said, standing up and doing a sweet pirouette. With my bottom right in his face, I pulled the hem up, showing him my ass.
 
   I let a thoughtful look cross my face. “I do have to warn you though that occasionally I’m naughty, so while I’m generally good at following orders, I need a firm hand to keep control of me. Maybe even discipline me on occasion.” I slapped a hand hard against my own bottom and gasped. I felt the heat and then Mark did something I wasn’t expecting. He leaned forward, grabbed my hips, stuck his nose right in my butt crack, and motorboated me.
 
   Yeah. Wow. 
 
   Okay, I’ve been “motorboated” before and it’s one of those things that looks good on film but really doesn’t do much for me. Not unless you’ve got your tongue stuck in my ass and I think by now everyone knows how much I like that sort of thing. But I have to give Mark credit. He was trying. I enjoyed the attention, even if he wasn’t really doing that good a job, and when he came up for a breath of fresh air I turned around, got on my knees again, and put my hand on his now firming shaft.
 
   “I want a boss who I can work under,” I whispered. “A boss that I can feel comfortable with but will push me to my limits. I need a man who will be firm with me, keep me pinned, and let me practice my skills. Are you that sort of boss Mr. Ryder?” The words dripped honey. They were filled with sexual intensity. His cock jerked in my hand and I rose. The skirt fell with a quick flick of my fingers and I grabbed a condom from my bag. In seconds it was on his cock and I straddled his legs and sank down, filling my wet, needy hole with Mark Ryder. His hands grabbed my breasts, his fingers around the chain and as our mouths met, lips pressing together, I used my own hands to show him how to tug and pull on me. Soon he was wrenching my boobs left and right, pain shooting through my breasts wildly as I rode him with crazy intensity. It got to a point where I couldn’t hold off and I let out a loud cry as I exploded, tense and strained, his granite like cock still inside me.
 
   I settled only a little, the sweet bliss of satisfaction written across my face. But Mr. Ryder was hard again. I had to do more. I stood up, his cock glistening between my legs, then took his hands.
 
   “Are you the sort of man who can be over me?” I asked, sinking to the ground, laying on my back, spreading myself open.  
 
   Mark Ryder looked down on me and then pinned me to the floor.
 
   An hour later I helped him close the store. We’d had sex once more and I think I’d pushed Mark a little farther than he’d been capable.
 
   “”I’m thirty-two, Breanne! Not sixteen! I can’t get it up again so quick!” He protested as I tried to get my head back down to suck his shaft into hardness a fourth time. I laughed and looked up at him.
 
   “If you were tied in my bed I could.”
 
   He rolled his eyes. “Well we’re not in your bed, are we?” he asked.
 
   I laughed and rolled on the floor looking up at him. “Too bad,” I said sweetly.
 
   He sighed and looked down at me. “It is too bad,” he said softly, almost sadly.  “But you aren’t here for a job. I’m the assignment, aren’t I?” he asked.
 
   I blinked. “What?” 
 
   “Your sex blog. I’m the assignment. Someone told you to do this, didn’t they?” He said it like we were done.
 
   I took a deep breath and stood up, collecting my shirt and skirt. I started to get dressed, not wanting to meet his eyes. Finally I didn’t have a choice.
 
   “Okay. Well… yes. This was an assignment,” I admitted. “But it’s more than that too.”
 
   He shook his head. “I’m going to lose my job. All of it,” he said darkly, looking away.
 
   That made me angry. “Whoa! Hold on!” I said loudly, protesting. “I will NOT use your real name, nor will I identify your store.” I declared. “And frankly, I applied for the position of ‘personal assistant’ and I’m serious about the job. I want to be your personal assistant.” It came out as a declaration.
 
   Mark looked at me in confusion. “But I don’t need a personal assistant,” he said. “I’m a two bit store manager.”
 
   I sat back down, fully dressed, the blouse back over my clamped nipples. I crossed my arms and legs and stared at him. “Got an apartment?” I asked.
 
   He blinked. “Yes.”
 
   “Do you have a nude maid who cleans it?”
 
   He rolled his eyes. “No. Obviously.”
 
   “Hire me.” I replied. “Got someone to give you full body nude oil massages?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Hire me.”  I grinned. “Got someone to tie up, whip, clamp, and spank when you’re feeling peckish?”
 
   “Hire you?” He sighed and sat down across from me. “I’m not sure I can afford you.”
 
   I leaned forward, the shirt falling away from my breasts one more time. Our eyes met and I put my hand on his knee. “I set my rates. The cost for being your personal assistant for one full month, three days a week, four hour shifts, is something I think you can afford.”  I leaned over and whispered just a few words into his ear.
 
   His eyes widened. “That’s all?” He asked in disbelief. I nodded.
 
   He took a deep breath, then settled back in his chair.  His hand found his fly and he unzipped his trousers, then unbuckled his belt. A moment later he was naked from the waist down while I sat there eagerly.
 
   “All right Breanne, let’s see how good your dick-tation really is.” 
 
   I slid to my knees, kneeling on his pants. His soft cock disappeared between my lips and I suckled and sucked, nibbled and slurped.  It took twenty minutes, but eventually we got there. His explosion was a tiny trickle, not even a full swallow. But it was mine.
 
   Paid. My application?
 
   Accepted.
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarnone]A Telling Yarn - Part One
 
    
 
   My morning was a lesson in frustration. How was yours? 
 
   Dawn broke on that beautiful Wednesday morning in the late August summer heat with its usual intensity. Crimson and gold played out across the clouds that spotted the horizon and the scents of wheat and sedge filled my nose as I worked out in the barn. The goats were happy and fed, goofing off in their enclosure. The pigs seemed satisfied with their feed and the piglets, which had been adorable and cute a few months before were starting to look more and more like bacon. The chickens seemed to doing well, though they were still a little disconcerted by the presence of this year’s gobbler, a still only somewhat grown turkey that wasn’t looking forward to Thanksgiving nearly as well as much as I was.  Our horses had already been fed, combed, and turned out for the morning and if I’d taken a survey of all the creatures in the barn that morning, only one of them wouldn’t have been perfectly happy.  Only one would have confessed to an acute discomfort, a sort of incessant pressure building on the senses that seemed to leave raw nerves exposed.
 
   That animal would be me.
 
   Frustration can come in all shapes and sizes, from the tiny elastic bands clinging tightly to the tips of my breasts, not to mention the one wrapped around my clit, to the set of vibroballs I’d been told to slip buzzing into my wet depths that morning. Frustration is all about unmet needs, and when it comes to that particular subject, the term “unmet needs” pretty much describes my life.
 
   Master Phil is the commander of “unmet needs,” inflicting them upon me with a skill that leaves me breathless. I’d been directed to go sans panties specifically so that the denim of my blue jeans would rub constantly against my distended, elastic wrapped clit, driving me crazy. So I had eschewed my normal white bikini style underwear and just pulled my work jeans up, feeling the seam of the crotch rub immediately against the extended, rubber-band wrapped nodule. I finished dressing, hyper-aware of the vibroballs turbulent movement, the tingling of my nipples, and of course the slow grinding of my clit against my pants. Then I started my chores.
 
   At six-twenty the first fifty minutes had passed us by and I swallowed, bracing myself. Master Phil, knowing how easy I am to flip, had also required me to turn the vibroball stimulation up for ten minutes each hour. It was time. I turned up the oscillating sex toy in my pussy to medium, cognizant of the fact that I wasn’t allowed to orgasm. That in and of itself was a problem, because I was already quite aroused, that “unmet need” a sort of fire being fed by the constant influx of sexual stimulation. Having an explosion of sexually satisfactory release without authorization was tantamount to disobeying a direct order from a commanding officer. And just like the military, I was well aware that such behavior was not only frowned upon, but rewarded with certain unpleasant consequences.
 
   For me it would mean a self-inflicted punishment, focused no doubt on the same parts of my anatomy that were already being subjected to intense stimulation. So I strained and tightened up and generally tried to think about other things while my pussy throbbed in time with the increased agitation of the vibroballs. I was perspiring when the prescribed ten minutes was up and turning the vibrator back down to low didn’t take the edge off, it just kept me from exploding as soon. I wasn’t even finished with the next hour before I couldn’t take it anymore, grabbed hold of stall door, and braced myself as my slight frame rocked with orgasmic bliss. It felt amazing, the idea that I was about to be hurting because of it nothing but icing on the cake. When I was done shaking, I felt wrung out. Slowly I straightened, walked over to the workbench along one wall of the barn, and found the implement I needed.
 
   I headed for a couple of half bales, small rectangular blocks of hay we had stacked in a corner of the barn and I spread an extra blanket over them. Then I unbuttoned my jeans. My clitoris already looked a little raw, the tiny nodule trying hard to get back under its hood, but incapable thanks to the rubber band.  I moaned as I sat there, my hips pumping slightly. The exposure made a second wave of near orgasmic pleasure very real and I sat down, my jeans around my ankles. I spread my knees, making sure my sex was wide open and exposed, then I lifted the flexible, plastic stir stick, and rubbed it very gently against my petals until it was wet.
 
   Paint sticks are cheap and this one was drilled with holes. The cost of cumming was twenty swats, each of which had to sting. That was the measure by which I was being held. So I lifted it up from my soaked slit, held it approximately six inches away, and then gave my wrist a sharp little twist. The paint stick, essentially a lever designed to magnify the minimal force of your movement, swung fast, the flat edge striking a three inch swath of flesh starting at my clitoris (the intended and purposed target) going down my labia. I’d done a good job because I let out a sharp squeal as the pain shot up from between my legs and my knees jerked close. It took me a moment to get myself all sorted out again, and this time, when I smacked myself with the stick, a touch of fear made the movement a simple tap.
 
   No sting. Damn.
 
   So I got to do it again. My results were haphazard. The third stroke stung, but just barely. The fourth was too hard again. The fifth, too hard still. The sixth too weak. I had no consistency. All I knew was that my clitoris felt raw, chapped, excoriated, and tender. I loved it. The vibroballs continued to dance inside me and on the ninth stroke the little rubber band around my clitoris couldn’t take the impact tremors and snapped off. I whimpered, taking the time to put it back on, having all sorts of trouble with my fingers wet and slick and my clitoris tender and moist. I managed it and kept going. Whack. Whack. Whack…
 
   The rubber band came off again. I was too erratic. Any more of this and I’d need help. I wasn’t going to be able to self-inflict the punishment. That realization didn’t stop me though. I needed to get through the first bit and I decided that more pain was the key to surviving it. So I ignored the rubber band and slammed the paint stir stick into my pussy with loud, wet cracks of plastic meeting soft flesh. And when I was done with all twenty strokes I let out a choked sob of anguish, collapsed back against the hay, and just laid there, trying to come to grips with my situation.
 
   Gingerly I put the elastic band back on, checked the time, and saw that I’d literally used up every minute I had before I was forced by Master Phil’s orders turn the vibroballs back up to medium. So I futzed with the controller and a moment later was moaning with my eyes closed, the stimulating vibrations rumbling with in me. I almost lost it right there.
 
   Two hours later I blasted through another unauthorized orgasm. This time, instead of doing the punishment myself, I climbed into my truck and drove a quick twenty minutes until I pulled up in front of a small, somewhat dilapidated building that looked like it belonged in the old television sitcom “Leave it to Beaver.” The exterior walls were painted an off-white and the parking lot was just gravel. I was very familiar with the place, since it was run by Mike the Hardware Guy, a close personal friend who I’d met some years before. I parked my truck and waddled inside, finding him in his office, working on paperwork. I pushed the door open with the toe of my boot and looked in with an easy smile. I had the paint stick in my hand.
 
   “Hey Mike,” I said nonchalantly, but quite aware that even that platonic greeting seemed laced with the sexual tension I was under. My petals tightened around the buzzing vibroballs and squeezed.
 
   He looked up and his eyes brightened immediately. “Well, well, well. What brings my favorite nympho humiliation pain slut here today?” He asked, leaning back in his chair with a huge grin. His eyes worked their way down from my throat to my feet and I could see he was curious about my attire. Usually when I show up at the office I’m dressed like a scarlet whore. Me looking wholesome, at least on the surface, was a bit different.  I came in and closed the door behind me. I locked it as well, just in case. Then I sat down on the edge of his desk and held up my canvas bag. He looked at it curiously as I drew the dreaded paint stick out from its depths.
 
   His eyes went from me to the stick, then back to me. He sighed and shook his head. “Seriously Bre? Where this time?”
 
   I bit my lip. “My clit,” I told him. “Twenty strokes.”  Then I paused, remembering. “Twenty-five I mean. I forgot there’s a five stroke increase after each unauthorized orgasm.”
 
   Mike eyed me and took the stick. “So you’ve only had the two?” He asked sarcastically, as if he expected more out of me.
 
   I nodded with a shrug. “It was an accident, but I think Master Phil was deliberately trying to set me up to fail. He wants me nice and sensitive for the real assignment coming up this afternoon.”
 
   Mike grinned. “What’s the real assignment?”
 
   I hesitated. “It’s complicated. Alligator clamps. Yarn. Strangers. Pain. Edging, Oral, Anal, and regular sex. That sort of thing.”
 
   “Just sort of a smorgasbord of everything huh?”
 
   I shrugged. “You know how Master Phil’s assignments are. Very complicated.”
 
   Mike glanced down at his watch. “Well, I’ve got my lunch break in about thirty minutes. I could come with you for the start,” he offered.
 
   I shifted nervously. “It’s sort of an explicit assignment. And to be honest, I think it will take me two or three hours. Maybe more.”
 
   Mike laughed. “Hopefully with you sexually wanting and in pain the whole time, right?”
 
   “Yep,” I said. Then I stood up. My fingers went to my zipper and I quickly tugged it down. The button and belt were nothing and a second later I was kicking off one boot and pushing my jeans down my long legs. Mike watched with appreciation, taking special note of the already bright pink nodule as well as the similarly colored wires coming from my sex.
 
   “No panties,” he said. “I love a girl who goes commando. Especially in jeans. You look a little wet. Vibroballs?” I knew he could see the wire and I nodded.
 
   “Buzzing much?”
 
   “On low right now, but set to medium for ten minutes every hour.”
 
   He leaned forward in his chair. “Is that a rubber band on your clit?” He asked suspiciously.
 
   I kicked off my other boot, then the jeans. “Yes.”  
 
   Mike reached out and picked up the paint stick, which I had thoughtfully left right there on his desk. “I presume I’m supposed to aim for your clitoris, right?”
 
   I took a deep breath, spread my legs, going up on tiptoe, all while leaning back against his desk.  “Yes. And it has to be hard enough to sting.” I put my palms on the top of the desk and thrust my hips forward, giving Mike the best possible target.
 
   Mike grunted. “Well that should be easy enough. I’ll just try to knock off the rubber band,” he said. “When do you have to turn the vibroballs higher?”
 
   Ignoring his sarcasm I glanced over at his clock. “Another ten minutes.”
 
   “Why not wait?” He asked. “You can put your talented mouth to work.”
 
   I gave him a cold, hard stare which he matched perfectly. Nothing happened and I realized I wasn’t going to get my strokes until I cooperated. Letting out a grunt of exasperation I sank to my knees, unbuckled his jeans, and took his cock in my mouth. He leaned over and yanked one of those foam pads gardeners liked to use and tossed it down to me to slip under my knees. You have to admit, Mike was very considerate. In return I worked hard to please him, bobbing and licking and stroking. He moaned and was clearly loving every second of it, but at the ten minute mark he was still only insanely hard. Not close. He patted me on the head and when I looked up all I saw was the wicked and sadistic smile on his face.
 
   “My turn. Up on the desk and spread those gorgeous legs of yours.”
 
   My heart thudded hard in my chest and I resisted this urge to run out of his office. I think the only thing that stopped me was the fact I was naked from the waist down. Slowly I stood up, wiping at my mouth, then sat back on his metal and wood desk. He’d already cleared off some of the papers and my bare bottom slid easily on the surface. I laid back, further and further until I was supine, my head hanging off the top edge as I assumed the butterfly position, my legs open, the soles of my feet together. I had to use my hands to hold my legs wide.
 
   “No, no. Open up, Breanne.” Mike pushed on my foot and swung my leg outward. I groaned, the muscles in my thigh rippling. Then I did what he told me to do and I spread my legs, almost to the opposite edges of the desk. It was very uncomfortable but it certainly presented my pussy in perfect position. Mike grabbed the remote control for the vibroballs and I felt the rumble inside me increase dramatically. It was too intense actually. I was so wet and bothered, getting to suck cock, the non-stop stimulation, the light pinching of my nipples and clit. It was just too much. Throw in the vibroballs, but turn them up to high. And then, to be spread like that on a man’s desk, all so he could take a paint stick to my pussy? Who wouldn’t be on the edge, knowing she was about to take that first stroke?
 
   Then Mike hit me.
 
   It was a decent snap of the stick, the flat of the blade striking my clit perfectly perpendicular, smashing it down. The rubber band snapped off immediately, unable to resist the force of the blow mashing the little nub back into the clitoral hood. My own physical response was to yelp, grit my teeth, and jerk a little. Then Mike bent over, and in what I can only call an extreme act of vicious cruelty, licked my clit once, long and slow. Then suckled it.
 
   “What…. what…. what are you doing?” I gasped as insane levels of pleasure snapped through me, replacing the hurt of his stroke. Mike didn’t answer, but he did come back up. My clit tingled with the warmth of his mouth. My hips rolled and thrust and then the paint stick was back in his hand. I didn’t even see it coming but by God I sure as hell felt it. Another cracking noise filled the little office and I cried out again, softly of course, my entire body quivering. Then Mike went back down, licking and sucking.
 
   That’s how it went for the next ten minutes. First there would be a fiery impact, a harsh abrasive sting, and then warm wetness followed by soft massage. All of this was going on at the same time the two vibroballs roared inside me, on full power, despite Master Phil’s assignment stating I only had to have them at medium. Clearly Phil wasn’t the only one trying to get me to fuck up the assignment. By the time we hit eighteen or nineteen I was so horny, so desperate for orgasm, that the idea of another twenty-five strokes didn’t seem that bad. And around twenty-two I couldn’t take it. I felt the roar in my ears matching the buzz between my legs. My heart thudded painfully as my pussy tightened around the two vibroballs. My clit felt like it had been split open and was being coated with hot magma. There was nothing I could do. The punishment had become the pleasure and this time I did scream, quickly bringing a white clenched knuckle to my mouth, gnawing on a finger as I exploded.
 
   Mike hit me two or three more times but I was out of it by that point, lying on his desk like a wet noodle with just about as much mental capacity. Moisture trickled down from my slit and I had every intention of just lying there in a stupor, until there was a tentative knock on the door. I jerked my head up as Mike pulled his pants back into position. I hurled myself up off the desk, scrambling for my jeans. Thank God I was still wearing my shirt. I jammed my feet into the pant legs and had them halfway up when Mike did the unthinkable. He opened the door. With my bare ass hanging out.
 
   “Yes Alex?” He asked. Behind him a twenty something year old guy stood, his eyes a little wide as he caught a glimpse of my bottom. Then it was covered up with denim and I turned my back to him as I buckled and zipped up my jeans. I glared at Mike, who didn’t see it. But for Christ’s sake, Mike’s employee would have to be a moron not to know what we’d been doing.
 
   Sorta.
 
   “Uh. I heard a cry and…” Alex stammered, looking past Mike to where I was putting the finishing touches on my outfit. The paint stick was on the desk, the end sitting in a pile of wet goo with suspicious origins.
 
   “We’re fine. Did you finish restocking the machine screws?” Mike said professionally.
 
   He blinked. “Uh. Almost.”
 
   Mike nodded. “Good. Breanne and I are heading out to lunch now. You’ve got the store. Call me if there are any problems.”
 
   Alex looked at me again, no doubt noticing my flushed face or still heaving bosom. Then he wandered away.
 
   “Who’s that?” I asked, nodding toward the door Mike was in the process of shutting. “I’ve never seen him before.”
 
   Mike sighed. “Alex. Someone who you’ll need to fuck sooner or later. He’s seen you twice now and been curious. We’ll need to get him satisfaction at some point.”
 
   I laughed, but it was a touch sardonic, rather than humorous. “I’ll put him on my list.” Not that I minded. Alex was a good looking kid, maybe four or five years younger than me and he wore his blue jeans well. I looked down at the paint stick, blushing. You could see the outline of my bare bottom in the wetness around the stick. I picked up the tool and jammed it back into my bag. Then I turned toward Mike. “I’m ready for lunch if you are.”
 
   We took his truck for a number of reasons. First, Mike likes driving. Second, it’s a lot easier to make me do things like take off my clothes if I’m in the passenger seat instead of behind the wheel. There’s also the fact that I’m allowed to turn off vibrators when I’m driving, regardless of the assignment, so making me sit next to him ensured that the two buzzing bullets inside me would keep going. Mike drives this massive black Dodge Ram pickup and we trundled away from the hardware store heading for the boonies with Mike grilling me about Master Phil’s assignment. You should have heard him laughing at me, shaking his head as he imagined what I’d be going through the rest of the day.
 
   “Still, I like the way that man thinks. He’s got a sadistic streak a mile wide. What’s the outfit again today?”
 
   “Skirt and shirt,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “It’s the accessories that are the problem.”
 
   Mike grinned. “Well, if I’m taking you out for lunch, I think you should be appropriately dressed.
 
   I blinked. “What? Are you crazy? Do you know what that will feel like? With the yarn?”
 
   He nodded. “Absolutely.” He turned north and a few minutes later we were on a gravel road in the middle of freaking nowhere, with fields stretching out on every side. We’d see a dust trail long before anyone got near to us and I gave Mike a dark glare.
 
   “Stripping on a public road. It’s my favorite thing to see you do. Should I get out too?” Mike asked.
 
   I shrugged. “It’s not like I need help. You might find it more amusing to sit here and watch.”
 
   “Except my truck is huge and even in heels I’d only be able to see you from the chin down.”
 
   I considered it for a moment. “Tell you what. I’ll do it in the middle of the road.  That should make Master Phil happy and satisfy you too.”
 
   Mike nodded. “Just as long as you do it where I can see. Middle of the road works for me.” So I got out of the truck with my bag, scurried around the front, and then hung the bag on Mike’s side mirror. Now came the easy part. In the late morning sunlight, on a dirt and gravel road, with open sky around me, cicadas and grasshoppers buzzing in the grass, I took off my clothes.
 
   I started with my boots, leaving me in stockinged feet. Then my tee shirt was peeled off. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My denim jeans came next and you already know I wasn’t wearing panties. I stood there posing stupidly for Mike who watched me in a clearly wanting state. I knew I was going to need to satisfy him soon or things weren’t going to be easy. For either one of us.  
 
   “Hey, what time is it exactly?” I asked suddenly, one hand on the wire stretched between my wet and dripping petals and the small pink battery pack of the vibroballs.
 
   Mike looked at his dashboard. “It’s eleven twenty.”
 
   “Shit,” I cursed. “I can’t take the vibroballs out for another ten minutes.” I reached down and grabbed my jeans, pushing my foot in.
 
   Mike let out a little shout. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
 
   I gave him a crazy look. “Getting dressed. I can’t stand out here naked for ten minutes!”
 
   “Sure you can. Besides, you can handle the punishment for your last orgasm. Twenty-five strokes, right?” He asked. Then to my dismay he tossed the paint stick out the window. It fell into the dirt at my feet.
 
   “You can’t be serious,” I demanded, stooping down to pick up the stick. “I came because you were hitting me!”
 
   Mike grinned. “Not my fault you can’t handle your sexual punishments properly. Get to it.”
 
    I spluttered, waving the stick, still half naked. “You want me to hit myself right here? In the middle of the fucking road?”
 
   “Punish, Breanne. Punish. Be precise with your language.” He looked up and down the road, then back at me through his open driver’s side window. “Besides, there doesn’t seem to be anyone coming except maybe you. And hopefully this time you’ll refrain. So go ahead. Make them sting. Twenty-five strokes.”
 
   I glanced up and down the road and then looked at the stick sullenly. “Thirty. I’m supposed to add five for every unauthorized orgasm.”
 
   He laughed. “Excellent. So I’ll help. I’ll provide the motivation. You’ve got nine minutes to get them all done. Otherwise I’ll come out there and punish you. Except I’ll start off back at one and we won’t be stopping at thirty.”
 
   I blinked. The thought of that… well, I wasn’t sure if I should stick out my tongue and make him do it, or if I should avoid it like the plague.
 
   I took a deep breath and glared at Mike, but brought the paint stick down against my sex. I spread my legs, going up slightly on tip toe, arching my feet, bending my knees so that my thighs were spread. I reached down with my left hand, spreading my petals so that I could see my clit.
 
   “Crap!” I said.
 
   Mike stared. “What is it now?” he demanded.
 
   “The rubber band! I forgot to put it back on my clit. It must be in your office.”
 
   Mike shrugged. “Or somewhere in between.” He let out a thick laugh. “Too bad princess. I’m sure Master Phil will come up with a suitable punishment for that lapse. Right now though you need to give your pussy a firm thirty whacks. And you’ve wasted another minute.”
 
   I looked up at him, my mouth a line of frustration. I shook my head, trying to clear it of all the rampaging thoughts. Focus. Breathe. I aimed the stick at the dark pink nodule, barely peeking out of the hood. The vibroballs buzzed inside me. I pulled back, and then with a flick of my wrist, struck my own clitoris.
 
   It wasn’t as intense as the spanking Mike had given me not thirty minutes earlier on his desk. Still, it was pretty wild. A number of new and exciting stimulants were affecting me. I was naked, standing in the middle of a public road. Granted, it was an empty public road, but my overactive imagination provided a whole herd of cowboys driving past, staring at my naked body. That made me tingle in ways that I have difficulty describing and despite three previous orgasms in the space of six hours, I felt myself ripening immediately. Then I heard it. The sound of the paint stick impacting against my petals went from a dry, crackling thud to a very wet sound smack. My legs trembled and I could feel the sting building up. I was around fifteen when Mike interrupted me.
 
   “Two minutes left. Better pick up the pace.”
 
   At that I just mentally said “fuck it” and went to town. My hips rolled and thrust and I matched the pelvic movements with hard strokes. My chest heaved and I found myself screaming in wild abandon, totally fine with anyone and everyone within two or three miles hearing me. I managed the thirtieth stroke just as Mike was doing a ten count down to zero.
 
   The moment we both finished I dropped the stick and stumbled forward, grabbing hold of the truck. Mike stayed in the cab, watching as I just clung to the door frame. “You okay?” he asked, his tone making his concern obvious.
 
   I was panting and sweating and I looked up at him. “That hurt,” I whispered. He looked down at me, naked, clinging to his truck, and smiled.
 
   “And you loved it, didn’t you?”
 
   I didn’t answer him.
 
   “So now you won’t be having any more unauthorized orgasms today, right?”
 
   I still didn’t answer him. Instead I took a deep breath, squared myself, grabbed my canvas bag from his mirror, and moved back out into the middle of the road. I put my hands on my breasts and removed both of the elastic bands I had wrapped around my nipples. It felt good to take those off but it also hurt since fresh blood surged through the constricted veins and capillaries. Next I extracted a silver chain, capped at both ends with alligator clamps. These steel toothed monstrosities looked bad, but weren’t really that hard to deal with. Sure, there was some discomfort, pain even, but the pressure was less then what I’d have been forced to deal with if wearing clothespins. They looked good though. Carefully I put both pincers on my nipples, one behind the piercing and padlock, the other on the bare and tender left tip. 
 
   I went digging again and this time came up out of the bag with my jumbo alligator clamp. A slightly larger version of the ones clinging to my nipples, this version hurt just a bit more. Dutifully, I clipped it to my clitoral hood, making sure the tender nub was crushed underneath. That almost made me fall as my knees buckled. Evidently hitting yourself multiple times between the legs with a plastic paddle does not make it easier to bear having a clamp placed on your clit. Again it took me a few seconds to collect myself. One I was finished, I drew the bright crimson colored piece of yarn from the bag and held it up to untangle.
 
   “Ah the infamous yarn?” Mike asked curiously.
 
   I nodded and bent over, my legs again spreading as I tied the end of the piece of yarn to the jumbo alligator clamp. Every twitch and movement was perfectly relayed into my clit and I realized that I was going to have another orgasm soon if I didn’t get the vibroballs turned off and out. I finished tying it and then pulled the thread upward.
 
   “It’s to connect the clamps,” I said. I threaded the yarn through one of the links of steel chain hanging from my nipples. Then I took another bracing breath and rolled my shoulders, using my upper arms to push my boobs together. The chain hung slack as the distance between one nipple and the other was dramatically reduced, and daringly, with one hand, I threaded the yarn through a link on the other side. One full loop. Then I made a knot. This forced my breasts together, creating a dark deep cleft as the soft mounds were pulled together. Unfortunately it also felt like I was having my nipples ripped off.
 
   Ow.
 
   When I was done my cleavage was impressive. Both breasts were drawn tightly against each other, as if I were wearing a push up bra. The only problem was that it was actually the nipple clamps and yarn that were doing it. The tips of both breasts were now pulled painfully sideways, the clamps sending twinges of pain up through both boobs. Worse, there was no slack between the knot and my clit. The yarn stretched perfectly straight up my body and seemed taut enough to be a guitar string. Mike murmured in appreciation as I moaned and whimpered with pain.
 
   “Wow,” Mike said. “The hell with the rest of it. Just wear that.”
 
   It took me a moment to deal with the ache and discomfort shooting up from the tips of my breasts and my clitoris. When I did, I reached down between my legs and pulled the vibroballs out of my sex. They were dripping wet. Very, very wet. Insanely wet and I whimpered again with understanding. This was not going to be good for me. I put them in the bag and got out the next item; a leather harness.
 
   “Hey,” Mike said. “Is that the one I made you?”
 
   I nodded as I buckled it on. The leather straps were easy to secure and there was a loose, black bungee cord looking thing right in the middle. I left that dangling.
 
   “What replaces the vibroballs?” Mike queried.
 
   I smiled, though it was incredibly strained. The physical realization of what was happening to me made my fingers tremble. “The G-spot vibrator.”
 
   “On high?” he asked hopefully.
 
   “Off right now, but it will go to low for the oral part of the assignment.”
 
   Mike scoffed. “I’d have made you wear it on high.”
 
   I looked up at him, a tense expression crossing my face. “Sometimes Mike, it’s the steady buildup of tension that makes for a superior experience.”
 
   He shrugged. “Yeah. Sure. It’s just I can see how close you are. You’re ready to pop again.”
 
   I ignored that. Mostly because he was right.
 
   I pulled the G-spot vibrator out of my canvas bag. It was seven inches long and made of bright purple plastic with a black, twist control at the bottom. I’d stuck an adhesive hook on the base, the kind you can pick up at your local *ahem* hardware store. It was small enough that I didn’t have to worry about it cutting me, but it was perfect to help hold the vibrator in. The bungee cord slid easily between the base and the hook and then I clipped the back of the cord to the little ring at the back of the harness. I took an experimental hop to see if the vibrator would fall out and instantly regretted it. Not because the vibrator fell, but because the tension between my alligator clamped nipples and my alligator crushed clit sent shards of agony through me.
 
   I whimpered.
 
   “Sweet. Do it again,” Mike cheered.
 
   I shook my head. “I’ve got to edge now,” I panted.
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he scoffed. “You? Edge? Now? You’ll never be able to stop. I’ve seen you like this before Breanne.”  But he gave me a satisfied smirk. “But by all means, go ahead. What’s the punishment for cumming again? Thirty-five strokes?”
 
   But I was already rubbing at my clit, or more accurately the jumbo alligator clamp crushing it. I pushed my fingers under the elastic bungee cord and felt the movements translate through the thick but silent phallus within me. Mike was right about one thing. I was close. I was desperate. I was hurting and the only thing that would have made this better was an audience, a few people staring at me in shock and disgust and awe and want. I whimpered and my fingers moved and a moment later I felt the surge of need overwhelm me. I stood there in the middle of the road, one foot up on my toes, legs spread, standing on the fallen denim of my own blue jeans, and masturbated. A minute later, maybe less, and I let out a whiny whimper as I yanked my hand out from under the bungee. It snapped hard against my clit, hurting twice as much as any of the paint stick snaps and made the G-spot vibrator dip and then resettle.
 
   But no orgasm. I managed it. I edged. Take that Master Phil!
 
   Honestly, I could have ended this right there and felt like I’d done a good job paying lip service to the all the tenants of BDSM. Torture? Yep. Humiliation? Absolutely. Pain? Present. Wild, imaginative sexual satisfaction? Absolutely. But instead I got out a loose, plaid short skirt, a midriff baring light blue halter top, a pair of slip on, four inch heels. The shirt made it obvious my nipples were tied together, clamped and tormented and the crimson line stretching down from the center of my impressive cleavage, straight down what my father might have called his “gig line”, only to disappear into the waistband of my skirt, screamed for attention. The skirt was in the style of “little school girl,” blue and white plaid. As I slipped on the shoes I realized that I looked exactly like a hooker. A hooker with a severe masochistic fetish.
 
   Slowly I picked up my mess. Dusty clothes. The paint stick. My boots and socks. I gathered it all up, put most of it in my bag, and then waddled painfully around to the passenger side of the truck. Mike helped open the door, took my bag like a gentleman, then watched as I climbed up, pain etched across my face. I settled down, finding relief in a sort of hunched over position which just made my breasts bunch up even more.
 
   “Now,” Mike said in satisfaction. “Let’s go get some lunch.”
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarntwo]A Telling Yarn – Part Two
 
   Lunch was awful.
 
   Oh, the food was good. Mike took me to this outdoorsy barbecue place where the food is served on paper plates and you sit at these big, clunky wooden picnic benches and there are rolls of paper towels on racks in the middle of the table. The brisket was amazing and the smoked sausage divine. No, the problem was definitely not the food. It wasn’t even the atmosphere. I was the problem, or more specifically my outfit and the accessories I had attached to various portions of my anatomy.
 
   Mike just grinned as I sat in obvious sexual discomfort. Evidently a forty five year old man being seen with a twenty-something redheaded slut dressed in schoolgirl plaid and obviously tied tit to clit is not something to be ashamed of. I can’t understand why. Wouldn’t you be embarrassed to be seen out in public with me? I would have been. But evidently for men it’s something of a feather in their cap. Look at me! Not only am I manly enough to have a twenty-nine year old redhead sex goddess willing to drop to her knees and suck my cock at any time, but I can make her dress like a slut, put clamps on her nipples and tits, tie her all up, and yes… even make her turn the vibrator she’s stuffed with on to full power.
 
   Not a shred of humility.
 
   The moment we arrived he asked me about the vibrator. I told him that every ten minutes I was supposed to turn it up until it was on full, and only then was I allowed to find a guy to provide oral sex. Mike looked at me curiously, then shook his head. 
 
   “And what happens if you cum before someone unloads down your throat.”
 
   I swallowed. “Stinging O,” I replied, then grimaced. “Or technically my over the counter replacement.”
 
   “Wow. Phil does nothing by halves, does he?”  Mike let out a big breath. “All right. Well turn the vibe on now and we can go get our food. By the time we’re done eating I guess you’ll either have publicly popped and can do the Stinging O - Oh, I mean ‘On 4 Her’ thing, or you’ll be ready to swallow cock.”
 
   I reached down between my legs. I twisted the base of the cock, the little black bungee cord twisting with it. For a second the cord seemed tighter, then the whole shaft inside me rotated, twisting so that the hook remained lined appropriately with the cord crawling up my ass. The vibrations, even on low, were sweet and intense and I let out a tiny whimper. My nipples and clit throbbed within the clamps, aching as my pussy began tightening in rhythmic spasms around the G-spot vibrator. I climbed out of the truck, smoothed down my skirt, and followed him up to the food stand, the scent of wood smoke and roasting meat filling my nose.
 
   Everyone stared. If they weren’t already staring at me, they stopped and stared. There was a group of about five men at one table, all of them construction workers, looking hard at my body. I turned crimson and huddled next to Mike. There was a couple, the woman glaring daggers at me, the husband trying hard not to look and failing miserably. The third was a single guy and you could see the envy in his eyes. But I don’t think he was envying me my predicament. He was envying Mike for having me on his arm.
 
   Mike ordered the food, familiar enough with what I liked to know what to get me. It came out relatively quick and as we made or way to an out of the way table (thank God) Mike gave me a quirky smile. 
 
   “Ten minutes. Time to turn it up,” He said in this sort of sing-songish tone. I gave him a horrified look, glanced around and then spotted the restroom.
 
   “I’ll be right back,” I said. I made it two steps and he grabbed my wrist.
 
   “Doesn’t work that way, Bre. You made the arrangements. Turn it up. Here. Right now.”
 
   I glanced around, butterflies in my stomach. I felt my world lurch. My pussy tightened around the vibrator. God I wanted to cum! God I wanted to puke!
 
   “Mike! Please!” I whispered.
 
   His eyes locked on mine. “Spread your legs a bit,” he said softly.
 
   I widened my stance.  Then his right hand slid up my leg, under my skirt. I could feel his fingers against my flesh. 
 
   “Do you want me to turn the vibrator up?” He asked.
 
   I’d have blushed if I hadn’t already done that exact damn thing. “Yes sir,” I whispered, terrified someone would see or hear, or even understand what was happening. Sure I was turned away, but how hard would it be to figure out Mike had his hand up my skirt?
 
   “There’s a cost. Will you pay it?” 
 
   I nodded, totally irrational. I should have asked what the cost was. Maybe it would have been smarter to just haul up the hem of my skirt and twist the damn dial myself.
 
   “Pick a number between one and ten,” Mike asked.
 
   Oh… I hate that kind of thing. Pick too low and they get mad and really hurt you. Pick to high and you’ve overdone it.
 
   “Seven,” I said.
 
   Mike smiled. Then I felt his thumb and forefinger snag the bungee cord. I expected him to follow it down, to turn the vibrator up, but instead he did something else, something so much worse. He went up, to the spot right above my clitoris, and he pulled back.
 
   Then let go.
 
   It was like getting smacked with the paint stick. My entire body jerked and I gasped, my knees buckling slightly as a hard sting permeated my clitoris and shot up through my body, straight to my brain. I let out a half audible cry and he snapped the bungee cord again, just as hard. By the time we got to six if anyone sitting at that barbecue stand didn’t know I was having something elastic snapped against my poor little pussy I’d have eaten my shirt.
 
   By seven, I was half mad with agony. Half mad with lust. Had Mike given me permission I would have masturbated right then and there and damned with the consequences. But instead he twisted the vibrator’s base and we went from low to medium.
 
   And I couldn’t take it.
 
   Do you blame me? I can’t imagine why you would expect me to be able to tolerate that sort of sexual stimulation and torment and not cum. I mean really, think about it. I was dressed like a whore, in high heels, short skirt, and a cut off halter top, with my tits and clit obviously tied together with a piece of red yarn made visible by my bared midriff. Hell I might as well have had a scarlet letter “A” tattooed to my chest. The tight halter made it damned clear that the string wasn't tied to my nipples, but actually bound to the toothed clamps chewing on the tips of my breasts. And my pumping hips made it clear I was stuffed to the brim. Thus… orgasm. And it wasn’t a pretty, easy orgasm either. It was an obvious, disgusting, squirting, When Harry Met Sally orgasm with all the good bits thrown in.
 
   When it was over I realized I was sitting in the dirt. My legs were splattered with girl cum and Mike was grinning like a Cheshire cat. The construction guys were applauding and the couple were obviously leaving. 
 
   “Well now, I guess that’s earned you a punishment.” He held out his hand. I took it, but without really thinking about it. I was in a daze. Totally blasted out of my mind. I felt amazing. Worn. Sandblasted. Hollow. I tingled in places I didn’t know existed. It was glorious. Mike hauled me to my feet, then set me down on the bench beside him. He cut a piece of sausage off the link on my plate, dipped it barbecue sauce, and then put it to my mouth.
 
   I ate it. Dumbly. Mutely. Still lost in the waves of pain and pleasure and sexual euphoria. Then Mike stabbed the whole link, held it up, and tried to put one end in my mouth as if it were a cock. I’d already opened up and licked the tip when I realized what he was doing as I bobbed my head and I snapped back, eyes sharp.
 
   “Hey,” I spat. I grabbed the fork and pushed the sausage link away. How humiliating!
 
   Mike laughed, turned and began eating his own lunch.
 
   “You made me do that,” I accused him, then looked around. The looks I got brought my utter humiliation back to the forefront and I shrank down, my cheeks burning. I turned my back to them all, sitting next to Mike. 
 
   “I can’t believe I did this,” I said heart-wrenchingly.
 
   “You are awesome,” Mike assured me. “Everyone here loved it. Now eat your food. In a couple more minutes I’ll turn the vibrator up again.”
 
   He did too. I was in the middle of some brisket when he slipped his hand between my legs, pushed the skirt up, and fiddled around a bit. Then the vibrator went to full power. Didn’t matter much. I was sated. The buzzing felt good, but it would take a hell of a lot to get me back to that plateau. I was good on orgasms for a while.
 
   Mike didn’t say anything about the punishment and for that I was grateful. Frankly, I wanted to do it after the oral sex requirement. I thought that would be fitting, and spare my lover any unpleasant accidents. So instead I concentrated on my food and tried very hard to be small and inconspicuous.
 
   Okay. LESS conspicuous.
 
   I scraped my plate clean before Mike did and then looked around. The construction workers were still there, as was the single guy. They were all still very interested in me.
 
   “What are you doing?” Mike asked.
 
   “Wondering which one I should ask,” I said.
 
   “Ask what?”
 
   “If I can give him a blow job.”
 
   Mike snorted. “No you won’t.”
 
   I blinked. “I won’t?”
 
   “Did Phil say it had to be a stranger?”
 
   I thought about it. “Not technically. He just said I needed to ‘find someone’.”  
 
   Mike smiled. “There you go. You found me.”
 
   I gave him a sheepish smile. “Thank you,” I said in relief.
 
   He shrugged. “Don’t thank me yet. Someone’s going to fuck that cute ass of yours later, not to mention the other side. That won’t be me I’m thinking.”  He finished up his meat and stacked everything up for the trash. “Here, take this and dump it and then meet me at the truck.” He stood up as my mouth dropped open. The trash bin was on the other side of the meat stand. I’d have to walk past everyone to get to it.
 
   I suddenly felt the buzzing of the vibrator. It seemed… intense.
 
   “Go on,” he said, waving his hand.
 
   I got to my feet. I felt awful. The vibrator seemed unusually loud. I knew everyone would hear it. I shuffled forward. The string tugged on my nipples and clit, sending fresh shards of pain through my body. Eyes were on me and I felt violated, weak, and worthless. I bit my lip, tears filling my eyes. This is what I was. A fuck doll. Worthless except for the degrading, demeaning use of my body for some one's sick sexual pleasure. I dumped the trash in the barrel, half of me wanting to run to Mike. The other half wanting to just stop in the middle and tear off my clothes, offering the rest of me to them. Take me! Just fucking TAKE ME AND USE ME I DON’T FUCKING CARE!
 
   “Breanne?” Mike said, a look of concern on his face.
 
   I blinked and stared up at him. He was there, right by me, a worried look on his face. I realized that the hem of my skirt was clenched tightly in one fist and from the shocked looks I’m pretty darn sure that I was in violation of the state penal code on public nudity. Probably lewdness too. I dropped the material and grabbed hold of Mike.
 
   “Please?” I whispered.
 
   And that was that. He picked me up and literally carried me back to his truck. He slid me into the seat, buckled me in and a moment later the engine roared in time with the pulsing of the vibrator. The wheels spun. Cool air flowed over me and I sat there, just trying to breathe. Then he turned down a road I didn’t recognize and a plume of dust came up behind us. Another country road. Gravel and fields.
 
   And privacy.
 
   “Blow me. Now.” His voice was dark, commanding, and every inch dominant. I had no ability to resist, nor desire to do so. I was putty in his hands, nothing but a sex slut for him to use, abuse, and toy with. He wanted me to give him a blow job.
 
   And I did.
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarnthree]A Telling Yarn - Part Three
 
    
 
   “Are you going to be okay?” Mike asked me carefully. He had an immensely satisfied expression on his face, but I could still see the look of concern in his eyes. I sat behind the steering wheel of my truck and took stock. I was still dressed like a two dollar hooker, what with the four inch slip-on heels, the short loose skirt, and the tight halter top. The dark red yarn that tied together my alligator clamped nipples and clit was taut between my cleavage and pubes. The G-spot vibrator with its curved tip was still jammed up inside me, though at that particular moment it was silent. The burning sting of the On 4 Her lube had finally subsided, though I could still feel the remnants of heat. My real issue were the clamps. All three of them throbbed painfully, though the two chewing on my nipples were the worst. 
 
   I looked up at Mike and nodded. “I think I’m alright,” I said softly. The engine of my Ford F-150 rumbled and he gave me a caring look. 
 
   “Well, okay. It’s just I’ve rarely seen you that...” he paused delicately. “Strained.”
 
   I knew exactly what he was talking about. It was the punishment for exploding. Halfway through the blowjob I’d been giving him in his truck he’d brought it up. So I’d paused long enough to dig the small bottle of burning heat out of my bag, and then to his astonishment, pulled the jumbo alligator clamp off my clit and applied a generous coating, only to put the clamp right back on. Then I’d pulled the G-spot vibrator out and given it a bit of a chemically toxic lube as well. By that time my clit felt like it had been dipped in molten lead and when I’d let the vibrator snap back into place my pussy joined in the scorching fun. It sort of felt like I’d slid a couple of hot coals into my panties. You should have seen my hips pumping as my lower half tried to handle the chemically induced mayhem. And to top it off, I’d twisted in my seat, leaned over, and started sucking his cock again.
 
   I like to stay focused. And to be honest, it made it easier to endure.
 
   Mike tapped his hand on the edge of the door. “Well, be safe. Okay?” He leaned in and gave me a kiss, right on the mouth and I couldn’t help smiling. I enjoyed that kiss. Then he turned and went back into the hardware store, no doubt to tell poor Alex to inventory screws next.
 
   I put the truck in gear, pulled out, and considered my options. 
 
   Master Phil had specified that my hunting grounds for sexual partners had to be in a “very public” place. I understood exactly what he meant. A solitary audience wasn’t going to cut it. I also felt like I had a limited amount of time to work with since there was only so much I could handle. Eventually I’d have to take the clamps off. So I couldn’t just drive around town for hours. So I decided to go back to school.
 
   There’s a community college nearby, one of the wonders of suburbia and the rising cost of tuition. I went to a full-fledged university, but I could understand the attraction of a two year degree institute. From a number of perspectives. It was only a quick drive down I-10 and at that time of day I was unimpeded by traffic.
 
   School was in session which meant that the campus was rather busy. Except, like most college campus, anything after lunch is sort of slow too. It was a mix. I could imagine a sea of eighteen and nineteen year old students flowing into the buildings that morning, but now, as I climbed out of my truck, there were just single students moving around. Lots of them for sure. But single or in groups no larger than two or three. 
 
   I took a deep breath and before I even shut the door of my truck I slipped my hand beneath the skirt. I gave the vibrator a short twist and felt it spin up. My sex responded instantly, clamping tight around it, accepting the light and playful vibrations with seeming perfection.
 
   I was wet and needy, but nowhere near an orgasm. Thank God. I’d had too many climaxes all ready (I can’t believe I just said that, so take it in context please) and while I certainly was willing to have more, it was going to take my body a little more stimulation and time to get there. No one had noticed me yet either, and I knew when that happened my warped and damaged psyche, the one that is manically turned on by public humiliation, by being stared at and judged, would no doubt ramp up the situation.
 
   I started walking.
 
   In a perfect world uncontrolled by cruel sadistic sexual masters, I’d have gone straight to the spot I’ve used before; the school library. There were some rather impressive, private “study niches” not to mention a bathroom that was barely used. But just like during Mike’s lunch, Master Phil had made it clear that I had to endure thirty minutes of vibration before I could even begin to think about satisfaction. Ten minutes on low. Ten minutes on medium. And ten minutes on high. That was the torment. Me, walking around in public, observed and considered, hurting and wanting, while I endured the increasingly powerful oscillations of the G-spot vibrator.
 
   Almost immediately I was something to stare at. Students, both girls and boys, noticed my shambling gate and slutty attire. A couple of them made some derogatory comments that I ignored. Ten minutes later I found a quiet doorway, out of sight for a moment, and once more turned up the vibrator. There was a distinct difference between low and medium and my pussy certainly liked the disparity.
 
   That didn’t help.
 
   My body was starting to respond to the stimulation. Walking, just the act of taking a step, forced the G-spot vibrator to move inside me. The vibrations added depth of sensation. And the delicate throbbing of my clit and nipples, as well as the harsh pull of the yarn tying them all together set me on edge.
 
   I took a deep, whimpering breath and began walking again.
 
   “Nice outfit,” someone said to me. I jumped and turned. The boy was mocking me. Why? Didn’t he want to fuck me? I began to say something but found myself turning scarlet and spinning around. Heading away. The butterflies in my stomach took flight and I found myself trying to pick paths where no one would pass me. Everywhere I was turning heads. They thought it was some sort of stunt. Free speech. A commentary. A couple pulled out cell phones to take pictures.
 
   In hindsight I may be over analyzing it. At the time I wasn’t too clear headed. I was hurting, wanting, and then another ten minutes had passed. I ducked into a building, found the restroom, and turned the vibrator up the last bit. It roared in my pussy, loud enough to hear clearly as I left again, once more attracting a few stares.
 
   I made it only halfway to the library before one boy I was walking near seemed to stop in place. He had earphones in, clearly listening to music, but there wasn’t anything wrong with his eyes. They widened into saucers, staring as his mouth opened wide and hung there. His footsteps faltered. Since we were going to pass each other on the same sidewalk I just looked away in abject humiliation and kept going. I could see his shock growing as I got closer. By the time I passed him it looked like he was going to pass out or something. Me? Well, let’s just say I was getting a bit juicier, and it wasn’t just because of the vibrator.
 
   I kept going, feeling the flush on my face. I knew he didn’t follow because I looked back. There were a couple of other students around, starting to notice my tramped out attire, but I focused on his staring eyes. Then I lifted my hand, pointed it at him, and curled a single finger. Our eyes were locked and I gave a little nod of my head.
 
   Yes. You. Now.
 
   He’d already turned and now was heading straight for me. I felt movement and two girls passed me, both of them giving me the “what the fuck bitch?” glares I’m somewhat accustomed too. I live in the Deep South where the “Slut Look” still isn’t technically okay. 
 
   He got within speaking distance and I gave him a small smile. “Hi,” I said softly. “I’m Breanne.”
 
   “Steven,” he replied, breathless and disbelieving. His eyes were locked on my breasts, outlining the alligator clamps clearly visible in form, just under the tight halter top.
 
   I got closer, violating his personal space. He clearly didn’t seem to mind so I put my hand on his arm, pulling him against me. I’m not sure if he was aware of the fact that my nipples were pressed up against him, but I sure was. 
 
   “Steven, I need your help,” I said softly, pleadingly, my eyes wet and big.
 
   “What? Ah… sure,” he replied, confused. 
 
   “It’s… it’s… embarrassing for me to ask this, but…” I whispered, totally mortified with the words going through my head. I licked my lips, took a breath, and then put my face so close to his that another quarter of an inch and we’d have been kissing.
 
   “I need you to fuck me. In the ass. Right now.”
 
   He blinked. Long pause.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I know,” I said, nodding. “But I’ve got a fuse and if you don’t help me there are going to be consequences.”
 
   “A fuse?” he asked, one eyebrow going up. “Consequences?”  Damn… he was suspicious.
 
   Okay. So I understood that. How often do tricked up girls, with red hair and decent bodies, who are obscenely cute if not pretty, come up to random guys asking them to jam their cocks into her butt? Hell, I don’t even do it that often if you think about it. So I can understand his concern. But I was totally legitimate. He needed to know that.
 
   “Look, it’s a pledge thing,” I said. “For a sex sorority I’ve joined. They’ve got me stuffed with a vibrator, and my nipples and clit are clamped. See?” I said, grabbing hold of my boobs with both hands, pulling the material tight. His eyes went straight down to my chest. “And if I cum before someone does my bottom, then I get punished.”
 
   “Punished?” He asked, but his tone was already cooperative. I could tell I had him. I grabbed his arm and pulled him forward until we were walking together. 
 
   “Yes. Twenty snaps of a rubber band to the bottom of each foot, not to mention ten hand spanks to each breast.”
 
   “Wow. Really? And you’re okay with this? It sounds like an extreme bit of hazing.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “It’s a BDSM sex sorority. You think they wait for approval? I knew what I was getting into.”
 
   “Those really exist? Here? On campus?”
 
   I shook my head. “I’m from another school,” I lied.
 
   “Oh.”
 
   Then we were in the library.
 
   None of the study niches were what I called prime, mostly because while we’d still be afforded some privacy, other students nearby were close enough that they’d hear something. One way or another. So I dragged him to the back of the library and up. Third stories are always the quietest. I did a quick check of the women’s restroom. No one was in there, but I pointed at the men’s next.
 
   “Check to see if it’s empty,” I said.
 
   “But if the girl’s bathroom is unoccupied…” he began.
 
   I gave his arm a squeeze. “Please. I’m almost out of time. If a girl walks in while we’re doing it, she’ll want to know more. She might report us. If a guy walks in the first thing he think is how cool it is you’re getting some and if worse comes to worse, I can offer to do him too.”
 
   “Oh.” That shut him up. He went into the bathroom. I stood outside, shifting from one foot to the other. I was keyed up. Desperate. I wanted to cum. Badly. That meant I had to get my new lover in the back door as quick as possible. Steven came back out, a grin on his face and he gave me a thumbs up sign. I took a deep breath and followed him back in.
 
   We went to the handicap stall. Steven stopped and stared, letting me set the pace. I started with stripping off my halter top. His eyes popped out of his head as he caught sight of the red yarn holding my clamped tits tight. Then I pushed my skirt down and onto the floor. I pushed the clothing over, right in front of him and I sank to my knees. My hands found his belt and button, then his zipper, and a moment later his thickening cock was in my mouth.
 
   I know that Master Phil said I was too get someone to fuck my ass, but I’ve always found oral sex to be great foreplay. It’s an easy way to make a man hard and it sets a tone. I’m good at it too, which meant that if I were going to make him cum before I did, then bobbing my head back and forth on his shaft was a step in the right direction. And… to be honest, giving a blowjob gave me the ability to time his penetration, meaning that if I got him close I only had to tolerate his cock in my ass for a brief amount of time.
 
   My hand fumbled for my canvas bag as well and I pulled out a condom. When I felt that Steven was in the right place I tore it open and slid it down his shaft. It was pre-lubricated, something special I’d picked up just for this little event. I stood, gave him a smile, and then turned around to brace myself on the metal railing.
 
   “In your ass,” he said, as if confirming my desire to get buttfucked. 
 
   I looked back over my rump. His cock was aimed right at me. “You’ll need to move the bungee cord out of your way. It’s holding the vibrator in.”
 
   “How close are you?” He asked me.
 
   I swallowed. “Close. Please. Just… just fuck me. Hurry.”
 
   He nodded, then closed the distance. His hand grabbed hold of the bungee cord, pulling it to the side and I felt the vibrator dig in deeper, even as my clit experienced a very different sort of pressure. The jumbo alligator clamp twisted and I cried out. I felt the tip of him slide through my buttocks, the tip of his shaft lubing my crack. He stopped at the small entrance of my bottom. He pushed. I fought to remain as relaxed and open as possible. It took a minute, maybe two, but then he managed, sliding his condom-clad cock into my rear entrance.
 
   He moved his hands to my hips, grabbing hold. I trembled. It didn’t hurt exactly, but I’ve never been comfortable with things up my ass, especially things as long and thick as a man’s cock. It wasn’t much of a turn on either. The problem was that everything else was. The vibrator, the clamps, the remnants of heat, the fact that I was being fucked in a public restroom that anyone could walk in at any moment. These things taken together made me a puddle. I could feel the tension, the heat, the need frothing. 
 
   Steven got into it, pumping with enthusiasm as I just stood there, taking it. Each impact of his hips against my ass shook me. The good thing was that my bent over position decreased the pressure on my nipples and clit, but that just made the throbbing all the more noticeable. Then, as I adjusted to being buttfucked, even that sensation suddenly helped the overwhelming torment and the freight train I’d feared coming arrived.
 
   “Steven! Please! Cum now!” I whimpered, begging. My entire body began to tighten, my loins spasming in wild ecstasy. I was seconds away from blowing.
 
   “What? I’m not that close,” he grunted.
 
   I wiggled my ass, which didn’t help. He almost came out. All the way.
 
   “Hey, don’t do that,” he said, grabbing hold of my waist again and ramming himself deep once more. I groaned, panting, my head spinning. I could feel it, all heat and light and rolling need. I put one hand down between my legs, totally without thinking about it, and gave the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit a little twist. Just a small one.
 
   Oops.
 
   Boom.
 
   I cried out noisily, filling the bathroom with the echoes of my climax. Steven just pumped, non-stop. I let out a wet sob of relief, but even as the euphoria enveloped me, I knew that I’d just totally fucked up. How could I have done that? To myself?
 
   A part of me, the intellectual part, asked if maybe I’d secretly wanted to have my breasts spanked and the soles of my feet snapped painfully. Admittedly, that didn’t sound that bad. Still, I’ve rarely done things quite as stupid as twisting my own clamped clit. I still couldn’t believe it.
 
   I looked over my shoulder. Steven was still pumping. “Are you close?” I asked. My tone may not have been quite as pleasant as it should have been.
 
   He shrugged. “Not sure I can cum while standing,” he admitted.
 
   I blinked. “What?” I said, half straightening. He continued to pump.
 
   “I’ve never had sex like this before and this position isn’t really conducive to cumming.”
 
   I pulled away and turned, his cock coming out of my ass with a shlurping noise. “It isn’t conducive to cumming? You can’t cum while standing?” I demanded.
 
   He gave me an apologetic look. “Sorry you came,” he said. I think he was being honest.
 
   I frowned and considered my options. Then I grabbed his cock, stripped off the condom, and literally dragged him out of the handicap stall. He waddled along until he pulled away and yanked up his jeans.
 
   “What the hell?” he demanded.
 
   “Come here. Now. To the sink. Hurry,” I said. He did as I asked, especially since I was still naked. We got to the sink and I tossed the used condom in the trash. Then a handful of soap was dispensed into my palm and I quickly wrapped my hand around him.
 
   “Ohh…” he groaned.
 
   “Hush,” I whispered, jacking him off with soap. He leaned back against the wall. The soap bubbles popped, leaving him with a wet sheen. I used a paper towel to dry him off. Then I pulled him back into the handicap stall where my bag was. I got out another condom, this one a normal kind, put it on him quickly, and then unclipped the bungee cord cutting me up between the legs. The vibrator, still purring loudly, slid out of my hole and I turned it off. Then I put it aside, laid down on my skirt and halter top, face up, and spread my legs.
 
   “Use me,” I said simply, staring up at him.
 
   And that was that. He fell on me like a hungry jackal, pushing himself into my wet gash with enthusiasm. It was clear that a horizontal position was more “conducive” to orgasm.
 
   When Steven was satisfied he jumped up and quickly got dressed. I did it more slowly, my body aching in distinct ways, mostly from the face to face fucking and the fact that the yarn and clamps had been yanked every which way during our little tryst. I was hurting. A lot.
 
   You have to understand that having your nipples and clit caught in the biting grip of a trio of vices is something that goes beyond just the physical pain. Girls are taught from an early age about those particular points, how they are special, or at least taboo. It’s a psychological thing as well as physiological. Those tight bundles of nerves are also specific erogenous zones, designated by culture for sexual stimulation. So having them clamped, hurting non-stop, aching with each labored breath and heartbeat, was incredibly intense both mentally and physically. I tried to ignore it put it was practically impossible, so I used a tried and true method of dealing with sexual pain. I put the G-spot vibrator back in, then I turned the thing onto its lowest setting. I sighed as the vibrations immediately returned me to that soaked but not terribly desperate state.
 
   Steven and I said our goodbyes and he was just a bit disgruntled that I didn’t immediately agree to a date. We went our separate ways and a moment later I slid into one of those unoccupied study niches and called Julie.
 
   “What’s up, princess?” She asked me. I could imagine her sitting at her desk in that fancy private office. She’d be dressed in a business suit, probably black, her chocolate colored hair curving around her adorably cute face.
 
   I sighed. “I wish you wouldn’t call me that,” I protested. “It makes me sound like an arrogant piece of royalty, who deserves to be punished.”
 
   Julie laughed. “Well, it’s partly true,” she replied.
 
   I sighed. “You got that right,” I said without thinking. I instantly regretted it.
 
   “Awww… do you deserve punishment? Already?” 
 
   I took a deep breath. “Today has practically been nothing but.”
 
   “Ouch. The paint stick?”
 
   “Three times,” I admitted, thinking back to when I was laying on Mike’s desk, my legs open, with him smacking my clit hard.
 
   She whistled lightly. “Wow. You’re a glutton for punishment. What are you on?”
 
   “The part where I get my breasts spanked and my feet snapped,” I replied ruefully.
 
   “Oooh. I like that part,” she gushed.
 
   “Yeah, well about that…” I started to say. “Look, I’m thinking I might want to find someone I know to handle the spanking.”
 
   BDSM is very serious and one thing every submissive needs to consider is trust of their dominant. I’m being very honest here. You can’t just go out and submit to random people, especially ones you don’t know. Not only is there some personal risk, but you can get hurt. Emotionally as well as physically. The relationship between dominant and submissive is based on trust. You can’t have trust unless you know a person intimately. So if I was going to offer up my breasts for a hand spanking, I wanted it to be someone who would do the job right and not take more than I was willing to give.
 
   “Hmmm… I can understand that request,” Julie replied. “Who did you have in mind?”
 
   I thought about it for a moment. “John probably. Nick lives near here, but he’s probably at work so I doubt he’d be available.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   “But I just wanted to clear it with you first,” I said.
 
   “Well, I appreciate that. Here’s my thoughts,” she added. “I’m okay with you seeking a known dominant to handle the breast spanking, but I want you to have a stranger do the arches of your feet. Okay?  Then you can go to John’s place and get your boobs bashed.” 
 
   I felt my stomach clench.
 
   “And Breanne,” she said wickedly. “Enjoy yourself.”
 
   Then she hung up.
 
   I put my phone back in the bag and considered my options. One thing was certain; if I were going to get my breasts slapped and spanked I couldn’t be wearing the alligator clamps. Besides, they hurt. A lot. So I reached up under my shirt and pinched them both open. My whimpering cries filled the little niche as the blood rushed back into the nubs of my breasts. It took me a moment to regain control and when I did, I freed my poor little clitty too. Pain rushed through me but it ebbed and then faded into a dull ache.
 
   And it helped. I sighed in relief and considered my new situation. Without the alligator clamps, chain or yarn holding it all together, I looked much better. Granted, still a bit slutty, but not quite as outrageous. The skirt was still too short, the midriff baring halter top still exposing quite a bit of cleavage, the high heels still drawing attention to my legs, ass, and arches. But all in all, it wasn’t too damaging.
 
   And there was still the vibrator.
 
   I closed my eyes and considered my options. Then, after a few more minutes, I got up, slung my canvas bag over my shoulder, and headed out.
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarnfour]A Telling Yarn - Part Four
 
    
 
   I only made it as far as the parking lot. The vibrator was buzzing inside me on low, which was just enough to keep me idling without forcing me to really go anywhere. As I headed for my truck I noticed a young man giving me a rather intense look. If he was a day over eighteen I’d be willing to eat my shirt and he was rather cute with dark brown hair cut short. He had high cheekbones, an excellent complexion and was clean shaved, which was a nice change since most of the guys I’d seen running around looked unacquainted with a razor. I don’t mind beards. Mike has a beard. But Mike has a BEARD, not some scraggly patch of hair on his chin. Mike’s beard is luxurious, well groomed, and manly.
 
   This interested young, clean shaven man was definitely looking at me. It wasn’t a hungry or disgusted look, but just one that said, “Wow. Look at that. That’s really nice.” I could tell from his body language. And that made my terrible little pussy contract around the vibrator hard.
 
   It’s possible I might have issues.
 
   So I swerved. Instead of heading toward my truck, I made a beeline straight toward him. He didn’t even realize I’d changed targets. He was unabashedly watching me. Maybe he thought it some sort of compliment. It was of course. But then his expression changed when our eyes locked and I came to a stop not a foot away from him.
 
   “Hi,” I said. “I’m Breanne.”
 
   “Paul. Paul Peters.”
 
   I grinned and stuck out my hand. “Hello, Paul Peters. I like your name.”
 
   His smile was genuine. “I do too.”
 
   We shook. His grip was firm but relaxed and I held his hand for a lot longer than was appropriate. I also used it to pull myself closer. Close enough that if he was paying attention he’d be able to hear the vibrator my pussy was doing it’s very best to smother into silence.
 
   Mike the Hardware Guy once told me that men are idiots. At the time I didn’t disagree with him since they are, but since the conversation had been about sexual cues and clues, I’d listened eagerly and been relieved to find out that I was right. Yeah, men are idiots. Actually, the problem is that men are literal creatures, not that they’re stupid. Men like everything in black and white, plain and simple, with no flourishes. Sayings like “give it to me straight,” and “don’t mess around,” frequently come from men. Women who are successful with men are the ones who speak their language. It was a lesson I took to heart. 
 
   “Paul Peters, I know this might seem a bit sudden, but right now I really would like you to take me somewhere and fuck my brains out.” I said it with a smile. See? Clear and concise. My slit started pulsing around the vibe.
 
   His eyebrow went up, followed by the corners of his mouth. “Direct aren’t you?”
 
   I grinned, nodding. “Oh. You have no idea. And kinky. Very, very kinky.”
 
   “Really.” It was not a question.
 
   “So… up for ravishing a perverted masochist redhead?” 
 
   He gave me a nonchalant look. “Are we talking about whips and chains kinky? Or just the bit of rope kind?” 
 
   I laughed. “Rubber bands.  And maybe a bit of spanking if you’re up to it.”
 
   He shrugged. “I think I can handle that.”
 
   I eliminated the four inches of distance between us and took his arm, pressing my body up against him. He was muscular and solid and I’m betting firm. He seemed to enjoy it.
 
   “So, where to lover?” I asked.
 
   Paul Peters walked me around to the other side of his car. It was an old, beat up, Nissan Sentra, but I didn’t care. I could hardly complain considering I was driving a truck made during the last century. He opened the door for me and then helped me get in. By the time he made it back to the driver’s side door, I’d adjusted my skirt so that the base of the vibrator was plainly visible, as was the harness holding it tightly into my cleft. He caught sight of it as he climbed in, staring at it in surprise for just a moment. Then he grinned again, nodded toward my crotch, and said “As you said. Kinky.”
 
   I laughed. “I guess. It’s only on low right now.”
 
   He turned his attention to the car. “Well, I think that’s appropriate for right now. I live in Katy so it will take about twenty minutes to get there.”
 
   I said nothing.
 
   “And I think you having that thing on low for the ride sounds appealing.”
 
   I put my hand in his lap. He was stiff. Not rock hard. But quite stiff. I let my fingers lightly rub him through the denim.
 
   “I could do a better job if you unzipped.”
 
   He laughed as he put the car in gear. “My dad tells a joke about being stopped by a cop one day while out riding with his girlfriend. She’d been sitting in the center seat of his pickup. The cop comes up and says ‘it’s best to use both hands son.’ And my dad says, ‘but officer… how will I steer?’”
 
   I laughed. “He had one arm around her?”
 
   Paul Peters nodded. “Absolutely.”
 
   “And you think I’m a distraction.”
 
   He nodded and flashed me a grin. “A huge distraction.”
 
   I put my high heeled foot up on his dash, showing a lot of leg and making my vibrator stuffed pussy the apex of exposure. As we pulled out into traffic I reached down with my right hand, pulled the vibrator half way out, then let go. The bungee cord ostensibly there to hold it in acted like the string of a longbow, the vibrator the arrow. The thick phallus shot back into me hard and I let out a groan. And since my left hand was still on Paul Peters throbbing cock, rubbing hard, I could tell that little visual stunt had quite the effect.
 
   “What part of the word ‘distraction’ did you not understand?” He asked.
 
   I grinned. “If you unzipped, there would just be a physical distraction, one you wouldn’t be forced to visually inspect,” I replied.
 
   “So either I let you rub me while I drive a three thousand pound vehicle at seventy miles an hour or you’ll strip next to me, thus making it twice as likely that I lose control and kill us.”
 
   I pouted. “Well, put like that…” 
 
   He laughed and shook his head. Then to my delight, he reached down, unbuttoned his jeans, then unzipped himself. There was a flash of white briefs and then his cock, full and hard and thick, sprang up like a flagpole. In seconds I had my hand around him.
 
   “Ohhh,” he groaned. “Oh God.”
 
   I used my fingertips to rub him, gently stroking. I didn’t want to get him so excited that he’d wrap the car around a light post, but I certainly wanted him thinking about folding me into a pretzel and perforating my more delicate parts. The vibrator inside me seemed to shift in frantic little thrusts, until I realized it was my own hips jerking. I wanted to give him a blowjob, but the center console basically made that an impossibility. So I just did the handjob thing. 
 
   “So how are we going to use the rubber bands,” he asked a moment later. His cock throbbed slowly in my hand as I pumped and stroked.
 
       I shrugged. “On my feet, against the arches.”
 
       His eyebrow went up and he gave me a confused and somewhat crazy glance. “Against the soles of your feet?” 
 
       I sighed. “I know. Strange. But I like it.”
 
       “Hmmm…”
 
       “Are you okay with that?” I asked.
 
       It was his turn to shrug. “I’m cosmopolitan enough to know that everyone likes it different. I’m just not used to girls who dig pain with their sex.”
 
       “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I assured him confidently.
 
       Again, a quick look. “That’s quite a title.”
 
       “It’s a definition.”
 
       “So you like to be embarrassed?”
 
       I nodded. “It’s a turn on.”
 
       “Public stuff, huh?”
 
       I gave his cock another stiff squeeze, eliciting a little gasp from him as my fingers slid around the exposed tip of his manhood. “Why? Do you want me embarrassed?”
 
       “Not sure. There’s humiliation and then there’s arrest.”
 
       I laughed. “Exactly. I don’t like going to jail.”
 
       “So what is something that would embarrass you, but not send you to jail? Can’t be exposure. You’ve got your slit hanging out, stuffed with a fucking vibrator, while we’re driving down a freeway. If that isn’t public nudity I don’t know what is.”
 
       I formed my hand into a cup, all of my fingers pointed downward. Then I closed them so that they barely touched his tip. With slow and careful movement, I dropped my hand down so that it was as if he were fucking my hand. Paul Peters moaned.
 
       “It’s probably not public nudity. Lewdness charges would be more appropriate,” I explained. “You’re the one who gets arrested for nudity. Your genitals are showing.”  Then I shrugged and began moving my hand in rapid, short little jerks. He gasped. “Besides, I never said I wouldn’t do illegal. I just said I didn’t want to be arrested.”
 
       He groaned again. “Thanks for the clarification.” His breath was coming short and his face was strained.
 
       “Do I need to back off for a moment?” I asked, rubbing a little faster.
 
       “That… that might be wise,” he admitted.
 
       I laughed and let go. Completely. The groan he let out was even darker. I laughed, reached back down between my legs, and pulled the vibrator almost completely out. My sex was a swamp, soaked and slick. So I wrapped my left hand around the still buzzing sex toy, even drove a finger into my own depths, letting out a soft moan. Then, with my hand covered in goo, I reached back over and grabbed Paul Peters. A little moisture would make the rub that much better, right?
 
       Oh. And I let the vibrator snap back up into my pussy.
 
       Both of us liked that. 
 
       I began rubbing again, except this time the lubricant made things easier for me and more difficult for him. I thought Paul Peters’ eyes were going to roll up into the back of his head. We were pulling off the freeway two exits into town and I knew exactly where we were. Then to my shock, he took another familiar road, and another. I rubbed him, eyes wide.
 
       “You’re fucking kidding me!” I exclaimed as he pulled into a rather familiar apartment complex. “You live here?”
 
       He blinked as the car dipped low into a pothole. “Uh. Yeah. Is that a problem? Do you live here too?” He asked curiously. I let go of his cock.”
 
       “What? No. No I don’t. But I know someone who used to live in this apartment complex. That building over there,” I said, pointing.
 
       “Oh. Well I live in this one coming up.” He told me.
 
       I settled back in my seat, covering up my vibrator stuffed pussy as Paul Peters mashed his cock back into his jeans. 
 
       “See? You didn’t wreck the car,” I said.
 
       He smiled. “Through the power of multi-tasking and division of focus.” He parked the car and climbed out. I waited until he was there to open my door. He held out his hand I took it, bringing my canvas bag with me.
 
       “Ready?’ He asked. 
 
       “Hell yes,” I replied. “I want you.”
 
       He leaned down suddenly and kissed me. I let it happen, melting into his embrace. His hands roamed over my body, cupping my bottom, sliding up my hip, over my back, then down to my ass again. I moaned, moving against him as I felt his fingers flip up the skirt and then it was bare skin. The neighbors were getting a good glimpse of my butt as he kneaded my buttocks. Then he let go, turned sideways, took my arm in his, and led me to his apartment.
 
       It wasn’t impressive and I was acutely familiar with the floor plan. Foyer, living room, bedroom off to the left where I’d also find the master bath. Dining room and kitchen off to the right. It was an exact duplicate of Julie’s old apartment. There was a couch, a humble television set with an old PlayStation 3 attached, and an easy chair. You could tell he didn’t have guests much because it was the easy chair in front of the television, absurdly close, rather than the couch. There was no art on the walls, no plants, and there were soda cans discarded everywhere.
 
       “Oh. Sorry. I wasn’t expecting…” he suddenly said, acutely embarrassed. He started gathering up the cans and looked ridiculous with a dozen of them perched in his arms.
 
       I laughed, then turned away and headed for the bedroom, completely ignoring him. He disappeared into his kitchen, leaving me on my own. His sleeping room was messy, but that was too be expected. At least it didn’t smell or anything. The night stand had a clock and lamp, the bed sheets were tangled, and the only other piece of furniture was a dresser. I grabbed the sheets and comforter and pulled until they were nothing but a roll at the foot of the bed. Then I positioned the pillows. I dug in my bag for a condom, as well as the two, thick blue rubber bands I’d brought.
 
       “Wow. You don’t waste time, do you?” He asked, coming into the room.
 
       I laughed and sat down on the edge of the bed. I kicked off my high heels and then with eyes locked on him, slid the two elastic bands around each foot, centered so that it crossed the delicate and soft arches.
 
       His demeanor seemed to change and he sort of just stood there, not sure what to do. So I stood up. Walking felt odd with the rubber bands on, but certainly no more difficult than taking a step in high heels, so I went round the bed to him. This time I did the unbuckling and unsnapping and unzipping. Then I pulled his jeans down, getting on my knees as I did it. Men like having a woman on her knees. It’s a testosterone thing. I pushed him back onto the bed and gave into the desire I’d had since being in the car.
 
       “Ohhh…” he groaned. “Oh God.”
 
       My head moved back and forth as I managed to get his jeans and briefs totally off. I did his socks too, but once he was naked from the waist down I got my hands up and started caressing his balls while pumping. My hand and mouth moved in sync and in moments I could feel the beat of his heart as he thrust himself upward.
 
       “Breanne…” he whispered.
 
       I blinked. Too close. Damn. So I let go with another lick of the tip and stood up straight.
 
       “Center of the bed lover boy. And brace yourself.”
 
       He scooted to the center of the bed, his cock straight up. I peeled off my halter top and it was like a signal. He took off his tee shirt and stared up at me. His eyes seemed to come back to the piercing and padlock hanging from my right nipple over and over again. I unbuttoned the skirt and it fell, leaving just the leather harness. I loosened it and caught the G-Spot vibrator, freeing it from the bungee cord as the whole thing slid down my hips. I held up the toy, slick and wet with my own juice. Then I pressed the vibrating tip to the head of Paul Peters’ cock.
 
       Evidently he’d never had that done to him. I played with his shaft, running my own phallus up and down his full and quivering length. I turned the G-Spot vibrator up to medium and used my hand and the vibrator to encapsulate him. And then, just for fun, I climbed up on the bed next to him, laid down across one leg, my face right there, and began licking his balls.
 
       I know. I’m fucking amazing, right?
 
       “Breanne!” He groaned a minute later. I stopped what I was doing immediately. I tossed the vibrator away. It rumbled on the carpet. Then I rose up. I grabbed the condom, tearing open the package and slid it down his throbbing shaft. I threw one leg over his body, but instead of facing him, I straddled him backward, my nose toward his toes. I reached down between my legs, grabbed his cock, and then sank down fast and hard, filling myself with his tormented and needing cock.
 
       He grabbed my hips and pulled me down, frantic with the need to explode. Except I didn’t move. I didn’t bounce. I just rolled my hips. Don’t underestimate this ladies. Those of you who know the move understand. It’s a totally different sort of sensation for the guys. 
 
       “Breanne!” Paul Peters grunted. I could hear his desperation in his voice.
 
       “Snap the rubber bands. Twenty times. Each foot,” I told him. “And I’ll bounce.
 
       My feet were along his ribcage but he quickly found my bared and arched soles. I felt his fingers dig into the soft flesh of my feet, dipping under the rubber bands. Then he pulled, hard, letting go a moment later.
 
       Pain; exquisite, sexual pain, shot up from the bottoms of my feet and I went high, only to crash down again on Paul Peter’s shaft. I let out a whimper as my body tensed again. My vagina began squeezing him frantically, the pulse of sexual need mingling with the little shards of pain. He did it again, snapping the rubber bands hard. I bounced again. And when he snapped both rubber bands a third time I jerked with a wild cry. Our hips ground together in heat and wetness and his hands drove me into a frenzy. 
 
       Honestly? I have no idea if we made it to twenty. I know that I ended up with a bunch of hard red lines marring the bottoms of both feet and that walking was a trial after sex with Paul Peters. But counting? It might have been ten snaps to each foot. Or maybe thirty. No clue. Paul didn’t keep count either. How could he have? He was just reacting to my thrusts. It was wild mayhem what with me bouncing and twisting. I managed not to cum until he was exploding inside me, his post driving upward, his fingers holding onto my feet, jammed under the rubber bands. Over and over, pain and pleasure, utter release.
 
       “Breanne!”
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarnfive]A Telling Yarn - Part Five
 
    
 
   Paul Peters looked at me as I climbed gingerly out of his car, the tension exerted on my nipples and clit more than enough to leave a girl like me wincing. I watched as he turned the engine off and came around, closing the distance between us. He glanced around the gravel parking lot and then looked back at me, studying my attire.
 
   “Are you absolutely sure this is where you want me to leave you?” He asked, glancing around the somewhat dilapidated buildings that made up the block.
 
   I grinned. “Yes. I’m good.”
 
   “I’m just trying to figure out what you’re going to be doing at a hardware store,” he said, giving me a perplexing look. 
 
   The gravel lot we were standing in was the same one I’d parked my truck in that morning and Mike’s pickup was still there, off to my left. The hardware store itself seemed half-baked in the hot August sunlight and I could understand how Paul Peters was mildly concerned about leaving a barely dressed, redhead nympho humiliation pain slut in such a wayward locale. I shrugged. “Who knows? All sorts of opportunities in a place like this.” I leaned forward conspiratorially and whispered, “You know there are all sorts of long, hard, thick objects in here to get screwed with.”
 
   Paul Peters gave me an exasperated look. “Breanne, you know what I mean.”
 
   I straightened a bit. “I do. Really. I’m fine.”
 
   He let out a heavy sigh, but then shrugged his shoulders. “Thank you,” he said softly. “I had a good time.”
 
   I grinned and looked at him. “I did too.” His head dipped down and he kissed me, his hand running along my bare side. I felt a shiver that felt a little too good since his touch was combining with the light buzz of the G-spot vibrator and I pulled back, eyes flashing bright.
 
   He gave me another once over with his eyes, the blue orbs lingering on my breasts. Then he cringed a little.” I still can’t believe you asked me to do that,” he said, nodding toward my bosom. I knew his eyes were locked onto the pair of alligator clamps that were once again chewing on the tips of my breasts, visible under the light blue material of my halter top, not to mention the dark red yarn that had pulled my bosom into a tight little package, creating a cleavage you could ski down. 
 
   I took a deep breath. It hurt. “Well, it was the price for cumming,” I explained.
 
   “Yes. You mentioned that,” he said, somewhat mollified. “Still, I’ve never put alligator clamps on a girl’s breasts before, much less spanked a girl... there.”
 
   I laughed. “And you’ve spanked a girl’s ass?”
 
   His eyes went up and to the right. “Well, technically I have, though it wasn’t much of a spanking. More like a few playful swats.”
 
   “Well next time we can try a more serious spanking,” I assured him. “Maybe even English spanking.”
 
   “English spanking? Is that where you lay across my lap and I smack you while we watch Doctor Who or Monty Python and the Holy Grail?”
 
   I giggled. “And there was great rejoicing. Yay.” I intoned solemnly. “Not quite. See, when I’m laying across your lap you’re supposed to be inside me, all the way. That way every stroke of your hand drives me down on your cock. It’s called English Spanking.”
 
   “I see. Sounds intriguing. Still, I think we’re a little past spankings. Those clamps look like they hurt. Especially the one on your clit. And tying them up like that? With the yarn? I’m shocked you’re not screaming.” His hand went to the crimson line that emerged from the bottom of my midriff baring halter top and disappeared into the waistband of my skirt. It was very, very taut.
 
   “Whoa… don’t touch,” I said, backing up a step.
 
   He pulled his hand back. I wasn’t about to admit him that I wanted to scream. Even right at that moment the little snips of pain shooting through my clit and nipples were intense. And they were combining with the trembling intensity of the G-Spot vibrator, which was again being held deep inside me with the elastic and leather harness under the skirt. So instead I shrugged. “I’ll see you on Friday evening. Okay?”
 
   “Yes. I’m not likely to forget, am I?” He moved back around to his car and started to get in. I followed and he rolled down his window. I leaned on it. It was actually a much more comfortable position since the only pull now on my nipples was the shortened distance between the two points.
 
   I stuck my hand out. “It was a pleasure to fuck you Mr. Paul Peters.”
 
   He laughed and took my hand, shaking it. But then he brought it up to his lips and kissed my knuckles. “Likewise, Ms. Breanne. Though I admit it was a hell of a first date.”
 
   My eyebrows wiggled. “We haven’t dated yet. Trust me.”
 
   “What’s a date like with you?”
 
   “Publicly embarrassing and personally painful for me. Sexually intense for you.”
 
   He shrugged. “Sounds awfully similar to what we’ve been doing this afternoon. Still, I know what I’m going to dream about for the next three days. That’s for damn sure.” He shook his head. “Alligator clamps.”
 
   I reached into his truck and turned on the engine for him. “Lots of guys say that to me.”
 
   “Alligator clamps?”
 
   “No. That they dream about me.”
 
   “So why would I be any different?” He asked honestly.
 
   I gave him a quiet, dark, intense look. For a moment neither of us said a thing. Then I smiled. “Because I’m coming back for seconds. And that makes you different.”
 
   He smiled, obviously pleased as I backed away. Then he started his car and a moment later was driving off, no doubt heading back to Julie’s former digs. I still had trouble believing I was going to have to navigate that fucking parking lot again. I thrust that thought out of my mind and looked around. It was getting late in the afternoon and my smart phone reported the time as just before five pm. The sun was baking the gravel lot and the hardware store beckoned.
 
   I realized that I’d pretty much come full circle. The two alligator clamps that were connected with a steel chain had once more been placed upon my bosom, the nipples pulled painfully inward where the crimson colored yarn had shortened the chain into something a few inches long. Paul Peters had been shocked when I’d asked him to run it down to the alligator clamp on my clitoris and he’d tied it off with a half-hitch, giving me the ability to tighten it or loosen it as needed. Talk about a regular boy scout.
 
   I was wearing the halter top and skirt again, and both feet were in the high heels I’d taken off at Paul Peter’s place. Admittedly my steps were tinged with a certain amount of discomfort, thanks to the bands of bright red welting the arches. I tried to take a deep breath and was stopped up short by shards of pain coming from the three most delicate parts of my body. With the G-spot vibrator already sending waves of pleasure through my pussy and up my spinal cord, I realized I was completely ready, just as Master Phil had specified. Clamped, tormented, horny, and aching.
 
   In retrospect, I’m not sure if this was my most successful assignment or my worst. I mean, after all, I’d had unauthorized orgasm after unauthorized orgasm. Hell, if we wanted to get right down to it, I’d had another unauthorized orgasm with Paul Peters, and there hadn’t even been a punishment specified for that. Did it mean I’d already blown it for the last part of this little torment session? Or did it mean that I needed to repeat the whole breast slapping, foot snapping thing a second time? To be honest, I didn’t think I could handle another twenty snaps to each sole.
 
   I went into the hardware store.
 
   The cashier was busy and didn’t notice me as I walked by, turning to my right and going up and down the aisles. Like usual I was looking for something in particular. 
 
   “Oh. Oh! Hi.”
 
   I turned and smiled. It was Alex. The young man who had interrupted my little soiree with Mike that morning. My mouth broke open into a wide grin.
 
   “Hi Alex. You’re here late.”
 
   He blinked and glanced at his watch. “Actually I’m about to get off,” he said. “I was just doing some last minute stuff for Mike and…”
 
   I put my hand on his wrist. “I don’t really care. Actually, this is good timing. I’m in a bit of a straight. Are you free to help a girl out?”
 
   He paused, his eyes lingering on my clamped nipples. I’m betting he wished he was Superman and had X-ray vision. “What do you need?” He asked politely, with perfect customer service I might add.
 
   “I left my truck in a parking lot down on the other side of the tollway. I was wondering if you’d drive me down to pick it up.”
 
   “That’s it?” He asked, as if hoping for more.
 
   I gave him a warm smile. “No. Definitely not. I’d also like you to take me somewhere very public for dinner where my attire and the vibrator I’ve got stuffed up inside me can do a decent job of embarrassing me, followed by taking me someplace private where you can fuck my brains out. Then you can take me to my truck.
 
   His eyes widened and he blushed. He actually blushed. I laughed. I loved it! But then he cocked his head to the right, overthinking it. “I’m not sure Mike would be okay with that.”
 
   “Mike’s not here.”
 
   “Actually he is here…” He said, looking over his shoulder.
 
   “I meant standing here next to us.”
 
   “I don’t think he’d approve.”
 
   “Of us going to dinner?” I asked suspiciously.
 
   “Of you and me doing anything together,” he said sadly.
 
   I took a step closer. “And why is that,” I asked curiously.
 
   His eyes found my cleavage and traced the piece of yarn. He swallowed. “Well, you’re his… his…”
 
   “No I’m not. We’re friends. Just friends. With benefits.”
 
   Alex blinked. “It doesn’t seem like that.”
 
   I sighed and stepped closer to Alex. Then I put my hand on his arm, took it and sidled up next to him. He stiffened in surprise, then relaxed.
 
   “Alex, I’m going to tell you something that you might have already guessed at. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. That means I like to be sexually and publicly humiliated, that I’m actually turned on by a little bit of pain, especially if applied to prurient portions of my anatomy, and that I’m willing to fuck just about anyone in order to get what is almost certainly a psychologically induced addiction.”
 
   Alex’s mouth fell open.
 
   “You’re sleeping with other people, behind Mike’s back?” He asked.
 
   I stared at him with a look of disbelieving consternation. Finally I shook my head. “No you idiot. He’s just one of the many people who I’ve encountered and I liked him enough that I keep coming back. I’ve already fucked three different guys today, including Mike, and I’d like to make you number four. So are you going to take me to dinner and then get laid, or are you going to make excuses?”
 
   He blinked. “Uh. Take you to dinner.”
 
   I nodded, glad that was settled. “Good. So go clock out or whatever you need to do.”
 
   “Did you know Mike’s here?” he asked timidly.
 
   I shrugged. “Who cares? I’m not here for him. I’m here for you.”
 
   Finally he started to smile. “Okay. I’ll be right back.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   He whirled and left me. Three minutes later I was on his arm, heading out behind the store to his truck. 
 
   “Where would you like to eat?”
 
   I would have laughed, but my tits were hurting too much. “I don’t really care. I’d prefer fast food at this point. These alligator clamps are making my nipples and clit throb and the sooner I can get them off the happier I’ll be.”
 
   He froze and stared at me. “There’s one on your clit too?”
 
   I lifted the hem of my skirt. It wasn’t like there was anyone was behind the store besides us. I showed him the harness, the base of the G-Spot vibrator, and of course, my alligator clamped clit and the red yarn leading up from it.
 
   “Oh my God,” he whispered. “Doesn’t it hurt?”
 
   I opened the door of the truck and climbed in. “Of course it does. That’s the point. I’m a sexual masochist. I want it to hurt. I like when it hurts. To a point. It makes my orgasms like ten times more powerful than if I were sitting in an armchair at home, my legs up and spread, masturbating with just a vibrator.”
 
   “I’d love to see that,” Alex said, climbing into the truck.
 
   I snorted. “If that’s the limit of your imagination you’re about to have some issues. You’re taking a nympho humiliation pain slut out to dinner, Alex. Think bigger.”
 
   He turned the key. “I just wasn’t prepared for this.”
 
   I nodded. “I know. I’m sorry. I’d mention there is a primer for this, but it’s a little late now. Maybe for next time.”
 
   “A primer?”
 
   I turned and looked at him. “You really don’t know?”
 
   He shook his head as we pulled out of the lot. “No. Know what?”
 
   “What I am? What I do?”
 
   “Sex?”
 
   I sighed. “Alex. I’m an erotica author. Folks send me these BDSM sex assignments and I do them. Then I write about it.”
 
   He blinked. “Sex assignments?”
 
   “For example, right now I’m supposed to spend at least thirty minutes in a public place, turning my vibrator up incrementally, until I’m so keyed up that I’m ready to fuck someone. And I’m to do this dressed like a tart, with these alligator clamps on my nipples and clit, done up in such a way that I draw immediate and damning attention to myself. Then I’m to find someone, who will be you by the way, and offer to have sex with them. Except I’m not actually allowed to cum before you. After you cum I can explode. But if I pop before you do I earn a punishment.”
 
   “What sort of punishment?” Alex asked as we turned down the road.
 
   “The last one was getting my breasts spanked and twenty snaps of a rubber band against the soles of my feet,” I said, slipping a foot out of a shoe and putting it up on the dashboard. I turned the insole toward him so he could see my delicate arch. My bright red, welted, quite painful arch.
 
   “Oh my God,” he said, his eyes going back and forth between my foot and the road. “Put your foot down.”
 
   I laughed and wiggled my toes. The nails were painted the same color as my hair. And oh… they matched they welts. “Why? Is it turning you on? Distracting you?”
 
   “No. If we get in an accident the airbag will deploy and drive your foot and ankle upward through the windshield cutting them and breaking your leg. Then your knees will get knocked back into your face, possibly breaking your nose, giving you a concussion, or worse.”
 
   I stared at him. Then took my foot off his dashboard. “You are one - seriously - fucked-up dude,” I said to him.
 
   He nodded. “I know.”
 
   “That’s what you were thinking? That I’d end up with a concussion and a broken nose?”
 
   Alex grimaced. “Not exactly. At least not all.”
 
   I let out a grunt. “Well thank God for small miracles.”
 
   “So I don’t understand what you meant by writing out these assignments. Where do you write them?”
 
   “A BDSM blog. And some get made into books.” I paused. “Okay, they all get made into books. But some I post early. And a little raw.”
 
   “You mean I’m going to be in one of these stories you write?” His eyes widened in alarm.
 
   “Don’t worry. I change names and circumstances and even places sometimes,” I said mischievously. “It protects the innocent. And the guilty.”
 
   He swallowed. “So you won’t use my name?”
 
   “Nope. I’ve already changed it. You’ll be Bob.”
 
   “Oh God. Not Bob. Please.”
 
   I laughed. “Okay. Not Bob. Now can we please get something to eat? I’m starving.
 
   Alex, with only a little encouragement from me, headed down toward Fry Street and my favorite Italian restaurant. In short order we were sitting in a corner booth, me with my back to the wall, munching on breadsticks while I was basically interrogated about my sex life, my books, the blog, assignments, my toy of the day, the NHPS Rules. All of it. Alex even got on his phone and freaking bought every single book. I thanked him by flashing a boob. His eyes widened and he glanced around behind him.
 
   “Shouldn’t you be looking at me?” I asked, covering back up. “I was making sure no one else was looking.”
 
   He swallowed. We were just about done and were mopping up marinara with bread. “What level are you on?” He asked.
 
   “Medium still. I’m feeling it, that’s for sure. Is it time to turn the vibrator up?” I asked.
 
   Alex grinned. “From what you’ve told me, it’s always time to turn the vibrator up.”
 
   “Ha ha,” I retorted. “I’m being serious.”
 
   He checked his watch. “Another two minutes.” Then he gave me a speculative look. “That vibrator was on when I first saw you at the hardware store. How long have you had it on?”
 
   I thought for a moment. “I guess an hour now. Most of it was on low obviously.”
 
   “So you can tolerate that sort of stimulation for long periods of time?”
 
   I shrugged. “Depends on the stimulation and for what you mean by long periods. The G-Spot vibe I can handle on low for half a day. Medium and high makes things tough. Like right now I’m having to consciously keep my hips from rolling with these full pelvic thrusts. Because that’s what my lower half wants to do. Except I know that if I give in I will also orgasm in short order.”
 
   “Which nets you a punishment. You never did tell me what will happen if you have an orgasm before me.”
 
   I leaned forward. “Master Phil, the gentleman who assigned this particular assignment, would like me to sleep with clover clamps chewing on my nipples, after I’ve dabbed them with Icy Hot. My clit is to get the same treatment, as is my G-Spot vibrator, which is to be turned on, left at the low setting, and stuffed right back into my cunt. To hold it in I am to wear a particular thong I made for myself using thick, scratchy rope, which will spread my petals and rub painfully at my clit as I move in my sleep.” My voice was dark and very conspiratorial.
 
   “Holy shit!” Alex exclaimed, his eyebrows narrowing downward. “Are you fucking insane?”
 
   I nodded. “I know. Tough to tell right? I guess I sound like a lunatic.”
 
   He shook his head. “No! That sounds amazing! I’d love to see you do it!”
 
   I gave him a blank stare. For a full minute. “Do you have any idea what it’s like trying to sleep in that condition? All sexually aroused, tormented, and given no peace?”
 
   His smile sort of faltered. “Uh. Oh. No. I didn’t think about that.”
 
   I shrugged. “I didn’t think so. Historically I’ve only managed to fall asleep with a vibrator on once.” Then I shifted position and pushed my hand down between my legs. I let the expression on my face reflect exactly what was going on and Alex stared at me. Then the sound of the vibrator got just a bit louder, the thrumming hum moving along at a more rapid pace.
 
   “You just turned it up.”
 
   I nodded. Now I was feeling the tension. “Ten minutes. Then you’ve got to take me somewhere and fuck me before I cum.”
 
   Alex studied me. “Does Mike hurt you?”
 
   I licked my lips. I was having trouble holding it together. I could feel the wetness seeping out from around the vibrator. “This morning, when you knocked on the door? You did hear a cry. That was me. I was laying on his desk, my legs spread wide, so that he could spank my clit with a paint stick.”
 
   Alex gaped. “He hit your clit? With a paint stick?”
 
   I nodded. “It was… it was the punishment for fucking up the morning edges. I wasn’t supposed to cum and I did.”
 
   “What’s an edge?”
 
   I tilted my head to the side and grinned. “It’s where I masturbate right to the edge of cumming. Then I stop, leaving myself desperate and aching for release.”
 
   “Wow. That seems really intense. How many times have you cum today?” He asked.
 
   I let out a soft, but slightly insane giggle. “I haven’t kept track. Three this morning? Then another with Mike. One at the library, then one with Paul. So… six? Seven maybe?”
 
   He leaned forward. “Your face is flushed. You’re about to have another one, here. Aren’t you?”
 
   I swallowed. “I might be able to hold off.”
 
   “But my place is fifteen minutes from here. Do we turn the vibrator down or off?”
 
   I shook my head. “Not allowed to.”
 
   “So basically the assignment is designed to make you fail.”
 
   I nodded, not wanting to risk opening my mouth. My hips were starting to churn.
 
   “If you cum here, does it start over? Would we have to turn the vibrator back down? Or off?”
 
   “No,” I whispered. “Unless I need a medical out. That happens, but I don’t think it will this time.”
 
   “So until I take the vibrator out of you and fuck you, it stays in, on high?” Alex pressed.
 
   “Yes,” I said, a little more heatedly. “Where are you going with this?”
 
   He suddenly grinned. “What if you don’t have one unauthorized orgasm, but two?”
 
   My eyes met his and the tension between us was palpable.
 
   “Master Phil didn’t specify,” I said softly. “Besides, technically I’ve already had a second unauthorized orgasm.”
 
   That made Alex blink. “What? You’ve already earned the bedtime punishment?”
 
   I shrugged. “That’s one way to interpret it. Or an extra punishment.”
 
   Alex considered this. “The paint stick.”
 
   That was all he said.
 
   “The paint stick what?” I asked, memories of that morning flashing through my mind. I was in even more trouble now. I was going to cum. I could sense it. My heart rate had picked up, my pussy was trembling around the semi-violent shaking of the G-spot vibrator, and I was leaking copious amount of juices. It was now about timing. Was I going to cum there in the booth, or out in the parking lot?
 
   “I can use the paint stick, like Mike did, to punish you for the unauthorized orgasms.”
 
   I whimpered, tightening up. “I can’t take forty strokes to my clit,” I hissed.
 
   Alex thought about it. “Well, after we fuck, I can do twenty to your clit, and twenty to your breasts. You said that your last punishment you got spanking on your tits, right.”
 
   My eyes narrowed. “For someone who doesn’t seem to be very dominant, or conversed in BDSM, you’ve gotten pretty damn sadistic.”
 
   Suddenly the insecure Alex was back. He opened his mouth like a fish, his eyes wild. “Oh. God. I’m sorry! I was just trying… you know… to play into... I didn’t mean… it was just… you were….”
 
   I blinked as his brain short circuited. Then the orgasm hit me from behind. I let out a tiny wail that drew a few looks from other patrons and I shook in my seat, teeth clenched, hips jerking as the pulses of orgasmic bliss took me into lala land. It also shut Alex up and he watched in both horror and delight as I clearly experienced an orgasmic event, right there in the restaurant. I may not have made much noise, but anyone watching would clearly have known exactly what happened to the petite, scantily dressed redhead with the nipple clamps showing through her shirt.
 
   Finally I shuddered, a wave of exhaustion running over me. The adrenaline boost faded and I was left with the wash of euphoria that accompanies powerful orgasm. The vibrator continued to rumble inside me and I resisted the urge to turn it down. I wanted to though. Badly.
 
   “Breanne,” Alex said with a grin. “That was fucking awesome.”
 
   I looked up, a wan smile on my face. “Can we go now and do some awesome fucking?”
 
   He laughed and nodded. “Sure. Let’s go.”  He stood up, shielding my body from casual observation as I climbed out of the booth seat. Then he took my arm and walked me out of the restaurant. There were stares. They didn’t seem to bother Alex.
 
   Back in his truck he flipped up my skirt and put his hand on the base of the vibrator. I gave him a curious look.
 
   “Just wanted to make sure it was still in there and on high. Will it make you horny again?”
 
   I shrugged. “Eventually. If it were a different sort of stimulation I’d probably just cascade in orgasm. I’m multi-orgasmic. But this is vaginal, and the vibrator isn’t moving much. So it’s just a low level sensation now.”
 
   He glanced back at my exposed sex. Then he reached down again, grabbed the vibrator, pulled it out about six inches, then let the bungee cord of the harness push it back in. I let out a groan.
 
   “How did that feel?” Alex asked. 
 
   “On my God,” I whispered.
 
   “Good. Keep your eyes on the clock. Every time the minute changes you will pull the vibrator almost all the way out and then let it snap back in.”
 
   I whimpered, but locked my eyes on the clock. Time. It’s the fire in which we burn.
 
   And I burned. The minute changed and I pulled the vibrator almost all the way out, then let the elastic cord running through my crotch force it hard into my depths. Alex nodded in appreciation. Then I did it again a minute later. And once more. The tires spun as my world burned and the vibrations and the single, horrible, cruel thrusts were more than enough to drive me right back to the edge. I stood there, looking down at the abyss of orgasmic delight.
 
   “Alex,” I begged. “Are we there yet?”
 
   He shrugged. “Just another minute,” he promised. “Why? Are you close?”
 
   “This… this… isn’t easy to endure.” 
 
   “I’m thinking I should punish you for your last unauthorized orgasm before we fuck. Then do the other one afterward. What do you think?”
 
   I moaned. He wasn’t helping me with this sort of talk, damn it.
 
   Then the truck pulled up in front of a tiny bungalow house. He turned off the engine, climbed out, came around to get me, and then to my astonishment, literally picked me up and carried me to the front door. I clung to him, shuddering. He set me on my feet and got out his key. A moment later we were in his living room. I didn’t wait. I began stripping and he turned to stare at me, his eyes wide. I tossed my canvas bag down, followed by my halter top and the skirt. Then I reached between my legs, my eyes smoldering with heat and need. I twisted the vibrator off, then ripped it out. The harness came undone and I just let the whole thing fall.
 
   “Fuck me Alex,” I begged.
 
   His eyes traced the yarn. “But what about the clamps?” He asked, pointing at the front of my body.
 
   “They stay on until you cum,” I said. Then I attacked him.
 
   He wasn’t really prepared for my voraciousness. I was on him in seconds, my hands going to his jeans, fingers flying against the buttons of his shirt. I think I tore some clothes. Oops. But our mouths kept meeting and my nipples and clit throbbed with agony. His shaft was already hard and I only scrambled for a moment to get a condom from my bag. Then I shoved him down on the couch, took him in my mouth, and began sucking on him.
 
   “Oh God! Breanne!” he exclaimed.
 
   I didn’t have the patience to do a really good job. Instead I just put the condom on, climbed up his body, threw a leg over his hip, and drove myself down. His hands started on my hips, but I moved one to the yarn. It was stretched tight enough to hum if plucked and my clit and nipples were throbbing in agony.
 
   “Pull on it,” I begged him as I bounced, his thick shaft spearing me deep. Alex nodded, his face flushed, his pulse beating hard in his neck. His fingers twined on the crimson string and he pulled. It was like light and dark, alpha and omega. I cried out in agony, letting the frustration and pain and want and pure bliss all come pouring out of me. He jerked beneath me and then I felt his own spasms, the thrusting granite of his cock inside me. Alex let out a sharp grunt, his eyes wide, his hips thrusting upward in coital eruption. I could see the look of utter relief on his face as he pumped his cream into me.
 
   Then he slumped.
 
   And I came. Again.
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarnsix]A Telling Yarn - Part Six
 
    
 
   The alligator clamps were in my bag, along with the yarn. The G-spot vibrator and my leather harness were sitting on the bathroom counter, right where I’d left them after washing the thick, vibrating sex toy in the sink. I could have seen them through the semi-transparent shower curtain if I’d cared to glance that way. As it was, I was a little preoccupied with something else.
 
   “Oh God,” Alex sighed. “That feels amazing.”
 
   I was on my knees with Alex’s cock in my mouth. I wasn’t actually trying to make him hard, though I admit that was a pleasant side effect of my oral ministrations. But I was in the process of explaining, mostly by example, what I thought a bath slave was supposed to be doing. His entire body was lathered and I had one hand up between his legs, stroking his balls, my fingers sliding backward over his perineum and lightly caressing his anus as well. His legs were spread and he was clearly enjoying the sensation almost as much as he had when I’d used my breasts to wash his back and chest.
 
   But he was getting hard again. It had only been forty or so minutes since we’d both exploded, so I knew that I was doing something right. I’ve made it a personal goal over the years however, not to leave a man wanting. Or… at least not desperate. Since he had hardened again I knew I had a duty to make him explode a second time, especially after being so insistent on pleasuring him. I stood up and used my hand, putting my mouth near his ear.
 
   “Would you like me to make you cum sir? Or would you prefer to wait?” I asked softly. I used my “bath slave” voice, totally submissive and eagerly desiring to please. I could have asked him to tie me down on a cactus and whip me with nettles and made it sound like I was dreaming warmly about it.
 
   He laughed. “You are voracious? Do you need another orgasm?”
 
   I shook my head with a pleasing smile. “My needs are immaterial sir. At least from that perspective. All that matters is your pleasure.”
 
   “Not to me,” he said assuredly.
 
   “To a bath slave it is. My physical needs are not important.”
 
   “What if I want them to be important?”
 
   I smiled. “Then I am yours to use as you see fit. If your desire is for me to orgasm, then I must provide that orgasm. Regardless of how many I’ve already had, or in whatever manner you see fit. If you want to see me suffer in longing, then that is what I should endure. And if you want to punish me, then that is your right.”
 
   “Ah yes. Punishment. You still have two coming right?”
 
   Oh. Right. Punishment. Well, first there was the orgasm with Paul Peters, which was totally off the grid. It may or may not have counted toward my painful sleeping arrangements. Then there was the one I’d had in the restaurant. And lastly, I’d come again, right after Alex had. So did that one count? I sighed. I knew how Master Phil would count them. The one with Paul Peters would earn an extra punishment. The one I had in the restaurant would render my coitus with Alex a failure, thus meaning I was now supposed to be sleeping with the scratchy crotch rope. And the last, wonderful, amazing orgasm, mounted on Alex’s wonderful cock? Even though I’d cum after he did, I’d already had the orgasm that was supposed to go with that sexual experience. So yep. Another unauthorized orgasms. 
 
   “Well, I’m not sure,” I said softly. “To be honest, I think I’ve had two unauthorized orgasms, plus I technically failed holding off with you, thanks to the orgasm in the restaurant. That means I deserve a whacking, plain and simple. Maybe you could spank my breasts for one punishment, and then do my clitoris for another?”
 
   “You know, Bre. I’m not sure I have a paint stick,” Alex said, his hands coming up to caress my soapy breasts. His thumbs grazed my nipples and I looked up into his eyes, smiling wickedly. I put both my hands on his chest, nails lightly scratching him as I slid downward, teasing his nipples, then going to my knees. I kissed the tip of his throbbing cock and looked up through the falling water to meet his eyes.
 
   “I’ve got one in my canvas bag” I admitted. Then I opened my mouth, took his full length in, and sucked on him again for a long moment. He moaned and I went right back to working him, except this time I wanted him needy and hard. I wanted him to use me again. When I could feel the pressure and tension in his body I came up, standing, pressing myself against him.
 
   “Alex? Please punish me now?”
 
   He groaned, his face a mask of longing. Then he gave me a strained look. “I want to fuck you.”
 
   I nodded. “I know. But trust me. It will be better if you spank my tits and then my pussy first. Imagine what it will feel like sliding your cock into my slit, all red and swollen,” I whispered.
 
   He turned off the water.
 
   I toweled him dry before I even started to take care of myself. That in itself was tough for poor Alex. I kept touching him, stroking and licking and kissing, everything focused on his shaft. That’s how you serve a man. Cock worship. It’s not just a joke. Men respond to it. He watched me though, his cock hard as I quickly dried my hair and brushed it out. But every few seconds I was there again, doing something to him. Lotion, my mouth, a few soft strokes. That sort of thing. It kept him hard while I got myself looking decent, even while I reapplied some eyeliner and shadow. Then I grabbed him, by the cock of course, and pulled him into the bedroom. I pointed at the bed and then quickly went out to the living room where I dug into my bag, got another condom and the paint stick Mike had used on me that morning.
 
   Alex was lying on the mattress face up, one hand rubbing his shaft slowly. I went right up to him, put the condom on the nightstand, and then held the paint stick like a sword, holding it out to him. He took it with a grin.
 
   “How do we do this?” He asked.
 
   I climbed up on the bed with him. “Any way you want,” I said softly. I took his shaft in my hand, displacing his own and began to rub him. “I’ve been a really bad girl today,” I said in this sort of child-like voice. “I had two orgasms I shouldn’t have sir. Would you punish me?”
 
   Alex’s voice got deeper, huskier. “Would that make you feel better?”
 
   “I know I deserve it, sir. I’m a naughty girl and I’d be so grateful if you gave me exactly what I deserve,” I said, all teasingly and innocent.
 
   “And what do you deserve?” He asked me. I knew he wanted me to beg him for it. Men like to hear it. I let go of his cock, reached over to the nightstand and grabbed the condom. Then I put it on him, sliding it down. I threw a leg over and then again impaled myself on his shaft. Facing him I cupped my breasts, offering them up for a spanking.
 
   “Sir. I’ve been a very, very bad girl. Please spank my breasts.” Then I leaned over a bit, my eyes bright. “And sir, I won’t pump or thrust unless it hurts.” I punctuated that with a tight squeeze of my pussy around his cock. Alex groaned and nodded. His hips were pushing up as he tried to fuck me, but I was locked down, squeezing him tight and holding still. That frustrated him. He held up the paint stick and I straightened up, arching my back and raising my hands up high above my head. I tilted my head back, giving him the exquisite lines of my throat, all the way down to where our bodies met. Alex lifted the paint stick, aiming for my pierced nipple. I felt it against the tip of my breast and I closed my eyes. I concentrated on deep, bosom moving breaths. Our hips ground together and he snapped the paint stick hard against my flesh.
 
   It stung and I gasped, teeth clenching as a wave of pain shot upward from my breast and rolled its way down my body. My hips swung forward and back in response, a violent and penetrative movement that echoed a few times, leaving Alex gasping. I regained control, panting, my brain finally forcing my hips to stop the grinding fuck. I braced myself again and Alex nailed the other breast. I cried out, my arms coming down to cover my boobs and it was almost thirty seconds before I realized I was vibrantly thrusting. Again I shut it down, but Alex, who was now obviously close to cumming, was more than fine with hitting me again. The paint stick came up and he didn’t even wait for me to arch my back again, or raise my arms. The sharp clatter of the plastic blade striking the padlock, piercing, and nipple on my right side was more than enough to get me whimpering again.
 
   “Oh yeah baby. Grind me!” He whispered. I was half bent over, my hips slinging back and forth, pumping for all I was worth and he just began doing the best he could. The paint stick snapped up against my left nipple, then my right and I folded even more. He tried to hit me again, but I fell against him, eyes shut tight against the pain and pleasure. I could feel it inside me. And then suddenly my entire world flipped. Alex grabbed me, holding me to him as he rolled and I found myself staring up at him as he forced my legs together and straddled me. His cock slid in and out of my pussy and I looked up at his red face as I clung to him.
 
   “Hands above your head, slave.” His voice was rough and thick and filled with need and I nodded. I wanted to hold him, but instead I did as I was told. He had no headboard. There was just a wall, so I pushed my hands under my head. He was supporting his upper body weight on his hands. Then he picked up the paint stick with one, as if he were doing push-ups the hard way. I whimpered as he snapped the paint stick against my left breast again.
 
   And again.
 
   And then again.
 
   He alternated, going back and forth with fast, hard blows. My flattened breasts turned bright red from the repeated impacts, but the pain of it just drove me nuts. I wriggled beneath him, whimpering and begging him to hit me harder, to hurt me, to use me, to make me his. I could feel the freight train of orgasm barreling straight toward me, each blow of the paint stick making it lurch even closer. I tightened up and again arched my back.
 
   “Oh God! I’m cumming!” Alex cried out. He dropped the stick as my eyes flew open and I let out a protesting groan. I pumped my hips but it was no use! He strained hard inside me then softened so quickly! I let out a strangled curse and pounded my fist against the sheets as he collapsed down on me, his weight pinning me to the mattress as his cock went limp.
 
   He pulled out a moment later, sighing in relief. Perspiration made him glisten and he tugged off the condom and tossed it aside. Adrenaline was still raging through me as I laid there, tense and frustrated. His hand found my hip, patting me.
 
   “That was amazing,” he said with a sigh of satisfaction.
 
   “Yes sir. Thank you, sir.” I said it hard.
 
   He half sat up. “Are you mad at me?” He suddenly asked, looking down at my face.
 
   That made me feel bad and I deliberately softened my expression. “No sir. Not at all. I’m just...” I grimaced. “I was close.”
 
   His eyebrow went up. “You said I wasn’t supposed to care about your satisfaction.” He said it like he’d actually meant it.
 
   I bit my lip, cursing my own stupid mouth. “Yes sir. I did say that. And if your desire is to leave me like this then I accept it.” I took a deep breath. Great. Just great. I’d get to spend the night suffering with a fucking vibrator keeping me awake, along with a rough piece of rope grinding through my crotch. I started to roll out of the bed but he grabbed me by the wrist.
 
   “Wait. You still have a punishment left,” he said.
 
   My eyes widened. He grinned and picked up the paint stick. “You can get on your knees, facing the wall. In fact, put your arms against the wall.” He let me go and I stood up. Our eyes met and I could see he was serious. I licked my lips. The tension and sexual frustration were still there. I was dripping wet. I could feel it soaking my thighs. I took a deep breath and then climbed back up onto the bed.
 
   He watched me, a satisfied smirk on his face as I knelt on his mattress. I waddled forward on my knees until I was right in the center, facing the wall. Then I moved forward, spread my thighs as wide as possible, and leaned forward. I put both arms against the wall, crossed from elbow to elbow, and rested my forehead down. I could see below me. The light spilled in a “V” shape between my knees. Then there was a shadow and to my increasing alarm, a long rectangular shape appeared, right along the mattress, held from behind me. Alex must have been lying between my ankles. 
 
   For twenty seconds he teased me. The paint stick would come up and just barely graze my sex. He played with me. He tormented me. I began to whimper and moan, my hips thrusting with eager need. Then, when I was least prepared for it, the paint stick snapped up sharply, the angle high, as if he knew exactly where to hit me. The impact struck my clit and I cried out, bucking with enough force to almost press my stomach to the wall. It stung like the dickens and then Alex’s hand was there, cupping my sex, his fingers sliding through my slippery petals. I let out a choked moan.
 
   “One,” he said simply. He massaged me for another ten seconds then pulled his hand away. I closed my eyes, straining. Then I felt the hard, flat edge of the paint stick against my petals again. He rubbed me with it. I bit my lip, frightened of the blow, wanting and not wanting it. He teased my smarting clitoris, inflamed and exposed. And then, just as I was lifting up, he smacked my sex hard with another blow, this one not just catching my swollen nub, but also the flowing pink petals. I let out another squeal, my entire body moving in desperate agony, only to be held in place by Alex’s delving hand. His fingers went into me, pumping and thrusting, reigniting the pleasure of sex within me. I found myself reacting instinctively, my hips rolling, beating out a tattoo of ecstasy, a puppet on Alex’s hand. I whimpered, suddenly feeling as if I were made of jelly.
 
   And then to my horror, he pulled his hand away again.
 
   The paint stick came back, except this time he didn’t wait. There was no toying, no teasing. No rubbing. He just smacked me hard between the legs. Pain burst up through me and I let out a sharp yelp, this time my body’s instinctive reaction overwhelming any mental order to hold still. I fell forward, smacking my forehead on the wall. I thought I’d shut my legs, closing off his access, but evidently I didn’t because I suddenly felt another stinging strike against my clitoris. I cried out, twisting around, my hands coming down to cover my crotch as I fell.
 
   Alex caught me and laid me down on the bed. Our bodies were tight and close and tears were pouring down my cheeks. 
 
   “Breanne! I’m sorry!” He exclaimed. “I’m sorry! Are you alright?” He held me close, wrapping his arms around me. Slowly I unwound, recovering. I opened my eyes. We were lying next to each other and he had one arm wrapped around me. The paint stick was digging into my side. I reached down and grabbed it, holding it up.
 
   Alex looked like his kitten had died. He let out a frustrated breath and took the stick from me, turning and getting up from the bed.
 
   “Alex,” I called out. He turned back and I saw his expression change into disbelief. I’d spread out, opening my legs, pushing my hands under my bottom.
 
   “Twenty strokes,” I said, my voice tight. 
 
   He shook his head. “No way. That last one hurt you.”
 
   I nodded. “Yes. And as long as they sting you have the right to make them all hurt that much. I loved what you were doing. It’s just that last one was more than I could take…” I trailed off, looking away. “Unless you tie me with my legs spread.”
 
   He blinked. “You want me to tie you open so I can hit your clit that hard again? Are you nuts?”
 
   “Please sir? I’m desperate.”
 
   Alex shook his head. I could tell he didn’t know what to do. Finally he stalked away, leaving me alone on the bed. I let out a tiny whimper and rolled up into a ball. I felt... torn. I hurt and I wanted to cum. It was too diametrically opposed feelings that shouldn’t have ever been combined. I let out a choked sob and wrapped my arms around myself.
 
   I felt his fingers on my wrist a few minutes later. I resisted, not wanting to give in, but then I realized something was being wrapped around my arm, just below my hand. I twisted my head and my mouth opened in shock. Rope. It was rope. He was tying it around my wrist. I glanced up, a look of surprise on my face.
 
   Alex looked down at me. He was still naked. His cock was only semi-hard. He pulled on the rope and I rolled, letting him drag my right wrist up to the corner of his bed.
 
   “I’ve never done this before,” he said simply. “But I’m a hardware kind of guy. I’m supposed to be versatile.” He bent down and did something under the bed and when he came back up he walked all the way around, knelt and came up with the rope again. He grabbed my other wrist and pulled me taut.  
 
   “I can’t promise you that I’ll hit you as hard as I did that last time,” he said, tying me off. Then he ran the rope back down to the leg of the bed-frame and down to the end. My ankle was next and I let him drag my leg outward. “But I can promise you that you will get the punishment you deserve.” Then he tied my other foot, leaving me spread-eagled on his bed.
 
   “The punishment you need,” he amended.
 
   I said nothing.
 
   He disappeared again, then returned with my G-Spot vibrator. Sitting down on the edge of the bed he turned it on and pressed it against my clit. In seconds I was gasping, my hips churning, my body keyed and tensed. He pushed the thick vibrating phallus into me, pumping it rhythmically until I was moaning with desperation. Only then did he pull it away, replacing it with the paint stick, which landed against my clit with a sharp whack. I cried out, bucking and pulling against my bonds. Oh my God it stung!
 
   And then he hit me again. And then once more. Five firm, sharp strokes that had me twisting and he was forced to reevaluate his rope tying skills. He threw himself across my waist as I bucked and when the fifth stroke had left me raw he grabbed the vibrator again, jammed it hard into my cunt, and using an icepick hold, fucked me stupid. It was deep, visceral, hardened blows; almost a beating. The thick shaking phallus spread my petals wide, and each thrust was like a hammer strike against my very soul. There was nothing I could do. No way for me to hold off, or resist, or stop. Every muscle in my body tightened and then I threw my head back, fingers curled tightly into fists, my toes pointed as he lay across me, still forcibly fucking me with the G-spot vibrator.
 
   I exploded with a scream.
 
   I don’t remember much of the next few minutes. He untied me of course. I’m pretty sure he left the vibrator in, but it fell out because I could feel it buzzing against my inner thigh, at least a few inches away from the sodden swamp I called a pussy. He came to my side, wrapped himself around me, and with light fingers caressed my sides, my back, my bottom. I sighed in relief. Then in in bliss. And then… then I fell asleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: atellingyarnseven]A Telling Yarn - Part Seven
 
    
 
   I woke up around three o’clock stiff and sore. It was also a bit disorientating and it took me a moment to recognize where I was and who happened to be wrapped around me. Alex was snoring, one arm draped over my naked side, his hand cupping my breast. I didn’t mind that at all. I snuggled right back into him, spooning softly. 
 
   But I couldn’t get back to sleep. 
 
   My truck.
 
   I sat up suddenly, realizing that we’d never gone to get my truck. I had no way to get home. No way to go take care of my critters. Alex snorted and rolled over, leaving me to wrestle with the conundrum of whether I wanted to wake him up or not. I sighed and got out of bed, padding naked into the bathroom. I used the facilities and then in the harsh light of the vanity, studied my reflection.
 
   I looked a bit worse for wear.
 
   The big issue were two bluish blotches marring the pink petals of my sex, one on either side, obviously inflicted by blunt force trauma. There was also a noticeable red mark on my left breast, just beneath the nipple, where several blood vessels had burst. My nipples and clit were still all chewed up from the alligator clamps and I felt sexually worn out. After all, I’d had multiple orgasms the day before.
 
   I cleaned up. Washed my face. Even reapplied some eye makeup. Then I turned off the light and crept silently back into Alex’s bedroom. If I was going to have to wake him up, I knew that there was a right way, and a wrong way. He was turned now so I slipped under the covers, crawled beneath the blanket, and then, using the weight of my body, managed to get him on his back. Then all it took was the right position. His cock was limp and his natural inclination when I took it into my mouth was to try to turn away. I didn’t let him. He twisted again and I ran my hand up his body to his chest, nails picking at his nipple. That woke him, at least a little, and he moaned, relaxing into the pleasure of my wet mouth surrounding him. 
 
   One of the sensations I absolutely adore, is feeling a man harden. I don’t care how. In my hand. In my pussy. But in my mouth is the best. It is actually kind of slow compared to just about any other body movement. You’ve got this soft, limp thing, like a wet noodle, held loosely between your lips, resting against your tongue. You can suck on it and there is just this malleable blob of flesh in your mouth. I like that texture. And then the arousal kicks in. That limp noodle begins to stiffen. You can feel it. You can taste it. It grows, bigger and bigger, filling up the space, pressing your tongue down and you have to suddenly open wider to hold it all in. If you’ve got it deep already, it presses against the back of your throat and fills you.
 
   I began bobbing my head up and down Alex’s shaft, sucking and licking hard as he bucked against me. I loved it. Every crazy second of it. Alex seemed to enjoy it too because after a few minutes his hands came down, pulling at me and I slid up his body. I paused only long enough to put the condom on him and then with his urgent groans in my ear, slid myself down on his shaft with soft, wet pleasure.
 
   We made love.
 
   It wasn’t violent. Or painful. Or hard. It was just slow, sweet, and seductive. I didn’t cum, but then I rarely do with that kind of sex. No, this was for Alex’s benefit, not mine. I knew that any orgasms I had later that day would be much more intense. Finally he held me tight, groaning as he ejaculated and I kissed him over and over again.
 
   “Alex?” I whispered.
 
   “Mmmmmm?” he murmured back.
 
   I shifted on top of him as his cock softened. “I hate to ask this of you, but we never got my truck. I’ve got to be back at home to take care of the farm animals around five thirty. That means we sort of need to leave now.”
 
   He blinked the sleepy pleasure of consummation out of his eyes and looked at me. “What?” He asked, but then I could see him processing what I’d said. “Oh. Yeah. Okay. We should have gotten it last night,” he muttered.
 
   I nodded. “I know. I’m sorry. I fell asleep.”
 
   He let out a light chuckle. “No. That’s okay. It was sweet.” He took a deep breath, blinked hard a few times and then pushed me off to the side. “Give me a second to pull it together.” He threw back the covers and walked into the bathroom.
 
   I got dressed. All I had to wear was the skirt and halter top, both of which I pulled on easily. Then I went to the bathroom door and knocked. 
 
   “Can I come in?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m just brushing my teeth.”
 
   I stepped into the bathroom. Alex was at the sink, still naked, a toothbrush in his mouth. I stepped around him smiling as he looked at my reflection in the mirror. To the side of his sink was my G-Spot vibrator and the harness. I flipped up my skirt and put the leather strap around my waist, buckling it on easily. Alex watched, intrigued, distracted from his dental hygiene ritual. Once I had the harness on it was a simple job to get the vibrator, slide it into my already well lubed slit, and then secure the crotch cord to hold it in place.
 
   “On or off?” I said, looking at him.
 
   He laughed and spit, then turned toward me. “Which would you prefer?” He asked.
 
   I gave him a haughty look. “I prefer whichever you want.”
 
   “That didn’t answer my question.” 
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “You decide then.”
 
   “You might not like my answer,” I retorted.
 
   “It’s your pussy.”
 
   “Which I’ve offered to you to torment.”
 
   He sighed. “Really?” It was a comment of exasperation, not one of explanation. But that’s what I gave him. I stepped closer, letting my skirt fall down to cover my loins.
 
   “Alex, I’m going to be honest with you. If it were up to just me, I’d never dress like this. I’m a blue jeans and tee shirt girl. I’d never walk around stuffed with sex toys, constantly on edge, willing to fuck just about anything and everyone. I’d never be seen out in public having sex, or showing off my body. I’m terrified of it. Horrified and humiliated.”
 
   I put a hand on his shoulder. “But there is a part of me that is addicted to a feeling, the pleasure of sexual release. And I’ve discovered two things about it; I want it all the time, and that by either being sexually hurt, just a little, or being subjected to humiliation in a public place, or both, that sexual release is magnified by an order of degree.”
 
   I waved a hand toward my crotch. “So if you leave this up to me it stays off.  If the rules weren’t in place, I wouldn’t even have it in. I’d curl up on your bed, quietly masturbate, then go work. I’d probably masturbate eight or nine times today, never quite satisfied, but safe and secure. And still wanting.”
 
   Alex studied me. “So what you want and what you need are two different things.”
 
   I smiled. “And then on top of that I’ve been conditioned to be responsive to my master. To accept whatever he wants above my own needs and wants.”
 
   “You kind of win either way then, don’t you?” He asked, folding his arms across his chest. “If I tell you to turn it on, you win. And if I tell you keep it off you win.” He shook his head. “Is there any way for you to lose?”
 
   I grinned. “Yeah. You tell me to take it out.”
 
   He laughed. “I won’t do that. I like the idea of you stuffed.”
 
   “Most men do. Most women as well.”
 
   “I can believe that.” He glanced back down at my skirt. “Fine. Turn it on.”
 
   “What setting?” I asked.
 
   “Right now? The lowest. But yesterday you mentioned ten minute intervals and then turning it up. I think that would be appropriate. Especially since you had another unauthorized orgasm last night when I was punishing you.”
 
   I bit my lip but nodded. Then I reached down between my legs, flipped up the skirt, found the base of the G-spot vibrator sticking out from between my petals, the bungee cord secured to the base by the white plastic hook. I twisted, feeling the whole shaft rotate inside me even as it began the buzzing movement I’d become so familiar with. Alex nodded then went and got dressed. Ten minutes later we were out the door, walking toward his truck and I stopped in the middle of the deserted parking lot.
 
   “What are you doing?” He asked as I ground to a halt.
 
   “Turning up the vibrator, silly.”
 
   He glanced around. There was no one in sight. It was still four in the morning. “Right.” He watched with a smile as I exposed myself and then turned up the vibrator. I let out a soft moan.
 
   “How long are you going to be able to tolerate that?” He asked.
 
   I shrugged. “A couple of hours if I don’t turn it up any farther. Twenty or thirty minutes if we go to high. Maybe. Sometimes I can get too much of something and it just doesn’t do it for me.”
 
   “Which is why you need the punishment and humiliation,” Alex replied.
 
   I blushed.
 
   “How are you going to deal with the fact that you didn’t sleep with the vibrator on, or wearing the rope panties?”
 
   I took a deep breath. “Not sure yet. I’ll have to talk to Julie about it. Probably just wear them today.” I climbed into his truck and a moment later we were heading through the pre-dawn darkness.
 
   It didn’t take us long to get to the community college. There isn’t much traffic at that time of morning. Alex climbed out of his truck as I walked to mine and we stood there for a moment under the pale illumination of the parking lot lights.
 
   “How are you doing?” He asked me.
 
   I looked up at him. “Do you mean how close I am to cumming?”
 
   He laughed and nodded.
 
   “Not very,” I admitted. “I was pretty active yesterday. Someone did some rather intense things to my pussy.” I gave him a conspiratorial wink.
 
   Alex grinned. “Yeah. I know. Still, I feel like I should be sending you off with a bang or something.”
 
   I gave him a kiss. “I’m good. Besides, I can’t have the vibrator on while I’m driving. Against the rules.’
 
   He blinked. “Actually, I think that’s a good rule.”
 
   I shrugged. “Me too.”
 
   “Then what?” He asked.
 
   I cocked my head sideways. “Then I get home and go take care of the critters.”
 
   He looked down at me. “In that outfit?”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Hardly. I’ll change.”
 
   He nodded then bit his lip.
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   He shifted his weight, looking uncomfortable. “I uh… well… I…”
 
   “Spit it out, Alex.”
 
   He sighed. “Look, yesterday when you were talking about punishments, well… I just got to thinking about that last one.”
 
   I gave him a quirky look. “The last one? You mean where you beat my clit with a paint stick?”
 
   He shook his head. “No. The one you should have done but you fell asleep. The icy hot and crotch rope and clover clamps one.”
 
   I blinked. “Oh. That one.”
 
   “And I was thinking that… well… that’s what I want.”
 
   I stood there, frozen. “What?”
 
   His eyes locked with mine. “That’s what I want. You told me that satisfying my desires were important to you. So I’d like to spend the day knowing you’re stuffed with that vibrator, on low or high or whatever, with your clit being rubbed raw against that rope, and with your nipples tightly crushed between the pads of your clover clamps.”
 
   I swallowed. “I see,” I replied.
 
   “Do you?” Alex asked.
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. I understand.”
 
   “Good.” He paused. “Are we done now?”
 
   I laughed. “Why? Did you want to go to the farm with me and muck out stalls?”
 
   Alex shook his head. “No. I just… I didn’t know if this was a one-time thing or whether we be together again.” I could see it in his eyes.
 
   I took a deep breath. “That depends on you.”
 
   Alex looked at me. “In what way?”
 
   “If you do something like fall in love with me, then we’re done. I’m not girlfriend material. If you are okay with keeping it casual, there will be other opportunities.”
 
   “Oh. Okay.” He said, just not with a whole lot of enthusiasm. “Friday night?”
 
   I blanched, remembering my date with Paul Peters. “Uh… busy Friday night. How about Saturday?”
 
   He blinked. Then he shrugged. “Sounds good.” Then we hugged, kissed, and said goodbye.
 
   I turned off the vibrator for the drive back to my parent’s house and I pulled up in front of the barn just a few minutes after five in the morning. Everything was quiet. I used my key to get in, then climbed silently up to my room. I peeled off the halter top and then the skirt, and stood naked in front of my mirror. The girl standing in the reflection was cute in a sex doll sort of way. Her breasts were just a bit too big compared to her waist, but at least her hips were wide enough. Her white skin was marred here and there with fresh bruises and a welt or two, and both of her feet ached, right across the reddened arches. Around her waist she wore a black leather strip, which in turn supported a black colored bungee cord, holding a thick, purple G-Spot vibrator, set to high power, in her wet slit. I turned away from her and reached up into the top shelf of my closet. There is a box on the top shelf, made of metal, and I brought it down and set it on the bed. I opened it.
 
   The rope thong was buried under a lot of other things, mostly dildos and vibrators, but I dug it out. The waistband was smooth, comfortable nylon, tied in the back. The crotch rope however looked like something that had survived twenty years at sea. It was crusty, frayed, over an inch thick, and highly stained with a number of different fluids. It even had a slightly minty scent that mingled with another, more musky tone.
 
   I pulled out my bottle of On4Her, which has replaced my Stinging O. It burns hot but is evidently perfectly safe for internal use, unlike Ben Gay or Icy Hot. I spread some on the rope, right where it would hurt the worst and wiped the remnants over both nipples. I took off the harness holding in the vibrator, but I kept the toy in me with a single hand as I stepped into the rope panties and pulled them up. By the time I’d tied the nylon waist rope and adjusted the slip knot the chemical irritant was doing its thing. My hips began pumping and I went back to the toy box for the clover clamps. These I put on my nipples, tugging them to set the pressure. The smooth steel chain connecting them swung against my tummy.
 
   Then I cleaned out my canvas bag. There was tons of stuff in it. Unused condoms, alligator clamps, vibrating anal beads, and then I plucked a single line of crimson yarn out of the bag. I held it up, grinning. It had been with me practically all day. I thought back to Mike’s beating of my pussy the previous morning, of the two blowjobs I’d given him. Of the pain in my breasts and clit, caused by that little yarn. I thought about Steven and the ass fuck in the library bathroom, then the image of me mounted astride Paul Peters, fucking him backward as he snapped the rubber bands on my feet. I remembered him spanking my breasts, then helping me to put the alligator clamps and yarn right back on. And Alex. Good, dear Alex, who Mike had said needed a good, thorough fucking.
 
   And her. That girl in the mirror. The cute, somewhat pretty one, desperate and hurting and horny. Already pumping her hips, getting closer and closer to orgasm, her clit burning, her petals hot and slippery, the abrasive rope rubbing and scratching at her sex and bottom. See her nipples? Heavy and throbbing. Pain laced sexual pleasure. Masochistic. Maybe even just a little unstable. Mentally. Fucked up. I smiled at her, standing there in the mirror, hurting and wanting.
 
   Then I tied the scarlet piece of yarn to the clover clamps. It could stay with me, for just one more day. See what happens. Maybe even get involved again. Why? Because it would have a great story. A telling yarn.
 
   


 
 
   Breanne, right after waking up and taking care of your morning necessities, put nipple bands on your nipples and clit. Put in the vibroballs and turn them to low. Dress in whatever you want to do your morning chores with the exception of your jeans. They need to be the tightest pair you own and you’re not allowed to wear panties. I want the denim constantly rubbing against your clit. Leave the vibroballs in for at least six hours. The last ten minutes of every hour, turn them up to medium. You are not allowed to climax. If you do, the penalty will be for you to stop wherever you are and remove your jeans, then give your pussy twenty swats with the paint stir stick. If it doesn’t sting, it doesn’t count. For every additional unauthorized orgasm, the swats go up by five. 
 
   After lunch, go to your changing spot and remove all your clothes, then take out the vibroballs. Take off all three nipple bands and replace them with the alligator clamps. Pull the chain between them until it is taut and pulling your nipples toward each other, then run a string from the chain to the clamp on your clit, pulling it taut as well. The string should be brightly colored to draw attention. Edge yourself once, then put in the G-spot vibrator with the harness. Put on a loose, short skirt and a tight halter top, followed by comfortable high heels. I would much prefer this to be done in front of your truck, but since it is rather lengthy, you can do it on the opposite side, but ONLY IF NECESSARY.
 
   Drive to someplace very public. Turn the G-spot vibrator to low and get out. Every ten minutes turn it up a notch until it is on high. When it is, find someone and offer oral sex in exchange for your orgasm. You may cum, but only after they have. If you cum first, the penalty will be removing both the vibrator and alligator clamp on your clit, putting Stinging O on both your pussy and clit, then putting the vibrator and clamp back in place.
 
   Go to a different place and repeat everything, this time offering anal sex in exchange for your orgasm. Again, if you cum first there will be a penalty of twenty rubber band snaps to each foot, as well as ten spanks to each breast by someone different. If that is necessary, thank them appropriately. 
 
   Lastly, go to a different location and repeat everything, this time offering your pussy in exchange for your orgasm. Let them remove the vibrator, but leave the alligator clamp on your clit. You are not allowed to cum until they do. If you climax first, your penalty will be carried out at home. When you arrive, go to your room and strip. Remove the alligator clamps and put be Ben-Gay on your clit and labia along with the scratchy crotch rope pulled tight and clover clamps on your nipples until the morning. Of course, the toy of the day will still be used.
 
   As always, if you are asked any questions about your attire or the brightly colored strings, go into as much detail as possible. - Master Phil
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   She was waiting for me when I got out of the truck and I stepped quickly toward the diminutive, chocolate haired girl that stood a few feet away. Her bangs were cut straight across her brow and the curve of her chin made her face look like a well-rounded heart. She was adorably cute as well as pretty. She leaned back against her fancy car with her arms crossed, a mischievous smile on her face and a wicked brightness in her eyes. Of the two of us, she was the more elegantly attired, a playful summer dress, folded in the cream and pink floral pattern of late spring, while I was dressed in the more familiar hues of a South Texas summer. She looked much more comfortable. As I got closer her face scrunched up in judgmental distaste and she shook her head as she looked at my cowboy boots, faded blue denim jeans, a dark green tee-shirt over which I was wearing an olive colored, long-sleeved button up work shirt. Hell, I even had on my big leather belt with the three pound buckle. The only thing I was missing was the hat.
 
   “Well, don’t you look… cowboy today,” Julie said as I came up, leaning forward with a smile. Our lips met and we kissed. It took a few moments as we both got into it. A few years ago I’d have been nervous kissing a girl like that while standing in the parking lot of a mall, but today things are a bit different. Being bi-sexual, especially for a girl, is not just accepted, but appreciated by men. Especially if we’re willing to bring the partner along for a threesome. I can understand that. Men’s magazines, as well as the internet, have been conditioning men to accept lesbian and bi-sexual women for decades. It might be a little longer before I get sandwiched between two bi-sexual guys though. At least here in Texas. Regardless, it was a long, wet kiss.
 
   “I look ‘cowgirlish’,” I amended smartly, pulling back from the sensuous touch. Julie straightened up off the car and started walking toward the entrance of the mall. I followed along obediently, just a half step behind. My boots made a sharp sound on the concrete and I pushed the slipping shoulder strap of the oversized purse I was carrying back up my shoulder. Julie’s sandals were silent, the high heeled cork absorbing sound.
 
   Her nose tipped upward snobbishly. “Cowgirlish is a short flared skirt, bared midriff, and a too tight, barely buttoned shirt with your cleavage on display. You’re dressed like you just got off a horse.” She leaned forward and sniffed. “Smell like it too.” 
 
   I cringed, but then got a little defensive. “You’re the one who said ‘drop everything and meet me at the mall’!” I protested. “I was in the middle of riding Star and you know how that is.” Julie’s eyes softened just a little. She wasn’t much of a horse person but she’d been out with me a few times to know how much I liked it. I rode a spirited mare named Star and we’d been together for years.
 
   “Which makes me think I need to ask about…” she started to say, but I interrupted her, a hint of redness coming to my cheeks. I knew exactly what she was talking about. I’d actually been hoping she’d have forgotten. Yeah. Like that would happen.
 
   “It’s in. Just off,” I said quickly, holding up a hand. We approached the doors and darted forward to pull one open for her.
 
   “Back pocket?” She asked as she slipped through the opening, her eyes glancing down my body. The large green over shirt I was wearing covered a good portion of my ass. It had been deliberate and I bit my bottom lip. I followed her into the building, feeling the cool air of the mall’s air conditioning system kick in. I looked around. The place had only been open an hour but it was already packed with people. That’s what a Saturday morning looks like. I took a deep breath, steadying myself for the normal reaction a crowd seems to have for me, but no one spared me more than a passing glance. Thank God. It was a nice change. Usually I’m an instant celebrity, and not the good kind. With fire-engine red hair I’m immediately on every man’s radar, and not a few women’s. But had I been dressed a little more provocatively, hell… even in a dress like Julie’s, I’d have been regarded as prime USDA choice steak. The hungry looks I’d have gotten would have been enough to make me nervous. I nodded at Julie, answering her question.
 
   “Yeah,” I said. She grinned, wrapped one arm around me, slid her hand up along my flank, then pulled the pink battery pack and controller out of my back pocket. A thick pink wire leading from the palm sized box disappeared up under my shirt and then darted into my waistband, gliding against pale skin. I took a quick breath, bracing myself, well aware of what was about to happen. Julie didn’t spare a moment’s thought to where we were, or who might be watching, or what effect it might have. She just moved the little sliders up a single level and the two red LED lights glowed brightly.
 
   Of course the little controller’s purpose wasn’t to turn on two small LED lights. Not by a long shot. My face was frozen into a mask of indifference, but if you’d been staring at me you’d have seen the subtle change in my stance, the rigidity of freshly caused stress; perhaps even an almost imperceptible twitch of my hips. The faintest prelude of a “bump and grind.” Or if you had been standing close enough you might have heard the perplexingly faint and muted hum of a pair of electric motors, churning and vibrating away. 
 
   Me? I felt my sex contract around the four inch long silicon and plastic phallus, the petals of my flower spreading outward as the base, a butterfly shaped pack, nestled against my clit and perineum. One motor turned the finger-like probe inside me, swirling through my depths like a soup spoon in a chef’s hand. The other engine merely forced the entire apparatus to rumble; shaking and trembling with rapid movements, sending spiraling waves of exquisite pleasure through my very core. It was like someone was licking my clitoris, fingering me, and pressing a vibrator against every single nerve ending. All at the same time.
 
   I tried to ignore it.
 
   Julie tucked the controller back into my pocket. “There!” She said satisfactorily, letting the flap of my over shirt fall back down over my rump. “How does that feel?” She asked cheerfully, as if she’d just baked a cake and was feeling this surge of pride.
 
   I licked my lips, trying to get a grip. How did it feel? How did it feel to be on edge? Wet and wanting? How did it feel to have a soft but firm finger slipped into my cleft, only to have it vibrate and swirl in a maddening circle, teasing me into insane levels of sexual need? How did it feel to be standing there in public, frightened that someone would see, or know, or figure out just what that cute redhead might have going on down there? How did it feel to be so close to orgasm that you knew punishment was right around the corner?
 
   I cocked my head to the side just an inch. “I’m fine,” I said by rote, my one million watt smile on my face.
 
   Julie grinned, eyes flashing with mirth. “Good! Let’s shop!” She took my arm in hers and she pulled me down the corridor, every step a maddening maelstrom of sexual stimulation.
 
   Julie is an avid window shopper and we stopped multiple times to take closer looks at various items. We’d be moving along, Julie talking animatedly about a zillion things as I became more and more distracted. Then she’d suddenly yank me into a store, asking my opinion on a shirt, or a skirt, or as often as not, something overly sexual. Short shorts, skirts, even lingerie. It made things much more difficult for me as my mind was forced to not only reply to her, but imagine her wearing those things. Or me wearing them. Time was not on my side and every moment we spent studying some knickknack that Julie suggested might be a wonderful object to thrust into me on a lazy, sexual afternoon, or scanty article of clothing might look good barely covering my curves, was additional seconds of torment affecting me. Still, it was better than the alternative. I knew what was in the bag and was grateful I hadn’t been forced to change into the outfit Julie had demanded I bring. 
 
   “Are you okay?” Julie asked me after thirty minutes. I shrugged, pushing the strap of my canvas bag a little higher on my shoulder. I wasn’t okay and she knew it. My face was flushed, my breathing rapid, and each and every step she forced me to make was making the sodden swamp between my legs flush with moisture. My pussy was pulsing almost non-stop around the revolving phallus and I knew that wasn’t good. The RVP moved in me with an incessant caress and it had already been on for enough time to drive me nuts. Even on its lowest setting there was no hope for me. I knew it. I was minutes away from orgasm. I swallowed hard and nodded.
 
   “Yeah,” I whispered. “I’m just… I’m…”
 
   Julie grinned, reached up, and patted me. Except not on the shoulder. On the breast. Her eyes narrowed a bit and she cocked her head sideways.  “Breanne? Are you wearing a bra?” She asked. Her tone was playful, mischievous, dark. She’d known damned well I was wearing a bra. She hadn’t needed to feel me up to tell. Even with two shirts on. The pat was intended to send a surge through me.
 
   And it had worked. I whimpered, my entire sex clenching hard around the vibrating, rotating plastic toy buried between my legs. I nodded at her, eyes flinching as I struggled to keep my face from reflecting the torment I was feeling. Had I been in private I’d have thrown my head back, closed my eyes, opened my mouth in a soft moan, and let my hips grind in sexual urgency as I worked myself into orgasmic bliss. Here? Standing in front of a hip clothier while hundreds of people walked by? All I could do was freeze and hope for the best.
 
   “Well, that’s not going to work,” Julie said quietly. “So go in there, go into the changing room, and remove your bra. Bring it back out to me. Right here.”
 
   I blinked. “What?” I asked, my voice about as tight as my pussy. In fact, now that I think about it, the sound that emerged from my throat wavered with the same amount of trembling as my clitoris was enduring.
 
   She grinned evilly. “You heard me. Your bra. Now.”
 
   For a second I was going to say “but,” then reconsidered. You don’t argue with your dominant mistress about something like this. I nodded obediently and hurried into the store, leaving her leering at me from the corridor. It didn’t take me long. I grabbed a shirt off a rack to explain my presence in the changing room and then moved to the back of the store. Evidently my tense situation wasn’t that noticeable since a smiling clerk let me in, with nothing more than an appreciating smile for both my taste (the shirt was very expensive) or my figure. I moved into the tiny cubicle and began to peel off clothes.
 
   I left my jeans on, but the over shirt went first. The buttons at the sleeves, then the six down the front. I dropped it on the bench and then faced the mirror. The tee shirt was green too, and not bright green like an Irish Beer Festival shirt, but more like something you’d find a soldier in the US Army wearing. I liked the color because it could handle anything a South Texas farm girl could throw at it.  Heat, sweat, dirt… you name it. And it matched the over shirt. But then it came off.
 
   If you were hoping that underneath it all cowgirls wore pink, then you’d have been very disappointed with me. My bra was white, utilitarian, tight and about as erotic as something your mom would wear. Trust me. I have a few bras that might meet the description of “sexually appealing,” but I don’t wear them on a regular basis. Lace is too scratchy and soaks up perspiration. It would rot and ruin in a week. That would be a waste. So usually when I was in my full throttle “farm girl” mode I wore normal clothes. So sue me.
 
   I took a deep breath and reached behind my back. The clasp came free and with another shuddering breath, the revolutions of sexual need swirling upward from my vibrating cleft, I pulled the bra free and let it drop. Both of my breasts emerged from the white cotton, two pink tips hard and already tingling in expectation. I examined myself in the mirror. The nipple on my right side was pierced with a small gold hoop from which another golden object hung. It was a tiny padlock, suited for use as a charm since a screwdriver and a pair of pliers would have freed me from its grip. The padlock was a symbol, put there by Julie to mark my servitude and obedience to her will. And it reminded me that she was waiting.
 
   I pulled the olive green tee shirt back over my body, the tight cotton conforming to my curves. You could see the hard tips of both breasts right through the material and the piercing and padlock were intriguing lumps that drew the eye like a Rembrandt painting. It made people want to point, reaching forward, wanting to touch but knowing they weren’t supposed to. I reached up and touched it myself, sending an electric jolt down through my body, right to my sex. I gasped, almost losing control right then and there. I almost wish I had. Maybe Julie wouldn’t have noticed.
 
   I resisted a powerful urge to give myself a little pinch and instead grabbed my over shirt, pulling it on frantically. The wave crest of orgasmic need was rising inside me like a tsunami approaching the continental shelf. I couldn’t see it, but I could feel it. It was going to be a big one too. There was just too much innuendo going on. I didn’t look like a sex kitten being tortured, but deep down that was what was going on. My fingers fumbled on the buttons but then I was done. I took another breath, feeling my nipples rub against the shirt and then emerged, putting the expensive shirt back on the hook, much to the disappointment of the clerk.
 
   Julie was waiting for me. Her eyes locked on the buttons of my over shirt. “Oh no. You shouldn’t have,” she admonished me. “Unbutton it, princess. I want to verify.”
 
   I had my bra in my hand and I handed it to her. I’d wadded it into a small, tight ball, but she let it shake loose which drew a number of interested looks. My cheeks went bright red in mortification. Maybe they’d think it was hers? Right? Except… the bra was clearly meant for a girl with a C cup chest, like mine. Julie was lucky if she wore an A. And frankly, from the look of the dress, she wasn’t even wearing a bra. Julie took it, but clearly still wanted the front of my over shirt wide open.
 
   I bit my lip but began unbuttoning the over shirt. It fell open, revealing the curves of my bosom, plainly outlined under the tee-shirt. Julie looked at the hoop and padlock, the tight and hardened points, then reached up and too my disconcerting horror, flicked my left nipple hard with her finger. Right there in front of everyone. A number of passing customers who had noticed the bra suddenly grinned and one guy even slowed down.
 
   My jaw clamped shut tightly. That little jolt sent a spark through me that tightened every muscle. My pussy locked down on the Rotating Venus Penis, squeezing the still gyrating phallus hard. Every nerve ending was tingling, like electric shocks and I realized that I’d just lost control. All my systems were now on automatic. The flick of her nail against the tip of my breast had been the catalyst and it was like super cooled water suddenly given the jolt needed to form ice crystals. I struggled to keep a straight face as my hips suddenly jerked forward and I reached out to grab hold of Julie’s arm, just to stay upright.
 
   “Oooh. You go girl!” Julie cooed happily as I came.
 
   I stood there, trembling, jittering, lost in a wave of sensation as hundreds of people walked past me. Some might have known there was something bothering me. Some might have seen the tension in my face, the electric tenseness of my body. Perhaps they saw my hips jerking ever so slightly. But I’m pretty sure I did a damn good job hiding the fact that there was an explosion going on between my thighs, lighting fires within me that could only be slaked by throwing my head back and crying out in ecstasy. Julie loved it. Her eyes were locked on me and her finger dug into my upper arms as she held me in place. Then I let out a moan, my eyes finding her in expressive embarrassment. I could feel the moist warmth, as if I’d wet myself.
 
   “Oh no!” Julie said in mock horror, her smile suddenly turning into a humorous, pouting frown. “You naughty girl. You came!” She shook her head. “You know you aren’t supposed to do that.” 
 
   I licked my lips, coming slightly unglued. The RVP was still churning and vibrating inside me, against my clit, down around my perineum. “Julie,” I whined. “Please?”
 
   She let out a delighted little laugh then shook her head. “Please? Please don’t torment you? Or please don’t punish you?”
 
   A ripple of fear rushed through me. Punishment. Oh my God. She really was going to do it. Here. The diminutive, angelic she-devil reached up and cupped my cheek.
 
   “It’s time for you to make a selection, Bre.” 
 
   My breath caught in my throat and had the cock inside me been real, the guy I’d have been fucking would have been moaning at how tight I was. I suddenly understood. The torment she’d had in mind wasn’t me walking the mall, getting embarrassed as I orgasmed from one moment to the next. Oh no...
 
   “So what will you choose?” She asked me brightly, taking my arm. I stumbled forward as she escorted me toward the next store. Another clothing retailer. Oh my God. “What’s the thing you want least?” She mused, over exaggerated looks of deep thought on her face.  “The Thrusting Anal Vibe? Or maybe the TENS Unit, frying those cute little tits of yours on level five?”
 
   I resisted the urge to run.
 
   “Or will it be the alligator clamps chewing on your nipples and clit?” She gave me a tight, sideways hug, filled with barely contained excitement. “I can’t wait to see what punishment you choose!”  Then we went into the store. Well, actually she dragged me in.
 
   That morning Julie had instructed me to bring certain items with me, which I’d dutifully loaded into the canvas bag I’d shouldered. Every single one of them were objects that I’d either had a love/hate relationship with, or just plain old hated. None of them were things I’d choose to bring on a vacation, much less a date.
 
   Julie moved us through the store with apparent ease, her confident attitude sufficiently strong enough to keep the clerks from giving us more than a passing glance. A few carefully chosen outfits gave us reason to disappear into a changing room and suddenly I found myself locked into a tiny cubicle with an elfin girl who wanted to both hurt and pleasure me. She leaned back against the wall as I tried to adjust to the puckering of my rear end. Anticipatory puckering mind you - and then she grinned.
 
   “So, what will it be first?” She asked.
 
   I gave her a long, hard stare. “I have to choose?”
 
   She laughed. “Trust me, I’m pretty sure I know you well and you don’t want me to make the choice for you.”
 
   I bit my lip. It might be easier just to let her do it. I was a touch worried. I’m not exactly stupid and the items I’d been instructed to bring would reveal something about me. Something I wasn’t sure I wanted every dom and reader out there to know. Especially if I was in charge of their application. 
 
   Julie could see the hesitation and suddenly opened her purse. I watched in confusion as she drew out a pen and a small notepad, hurriedly jotting something down. Her cute little tongue, which I imagined dabbing at my clit in excitement, stuck out of the side of her mouth for a moment. Thirty seconds later she was finished. She jammed the pen back into her purse, tore off the paper, and then folded it as she tucked the pad away. She handed the paper to me.
 
   “Here, but don’t look at it. Just put it in your bag.”
 
   I did as ordered, still a little confused.
 
   “Now. What punishment do you want to endure first?” She asked again.
 
   I took a deep breath. I didn’t want to endure any of them. But clearly that option wasn’t available to me, not with the rumbling of the vibrator still going inside my pussy, not to mention the spinning finger fuck of the phallus. Any of the items in my bag would make things worse. And by worse I mean more likely I’d just cum again, thus violating the rules of this little adventure, meaning I’d have another punishment coming. And cumming. Talk about a snowball…
 
   “The clover clamps,” I said finally. Julie’s mouth curved up into a knowing smile.
 
   “That sounds perfect,” she said with satisfaction. “Get them out.”
 
   I nodded and reached into my bag, digging through the other more frightening items hurriedly. Finally I found what I was looking for and drew out enough hardware to please just about any man. Two silver bells dangled down at the very bottom, ringing lightly as I pulled the clamps out of the bag. The bells in turn were connected to a pair of polished steel weights, looking for all the world like a rich fisherman’s preferred tackle. The weights hung from a pair of loose springs which bobbed easily, allowing everything connected beneath to jiggle and tug on everything above. Each of the springs were then connected to a steel ring, which were secured to a pair of Japanese Clover Clamps, a mechanism designed so that the pressure applied to the vices would steadily increase the more the machinery was pulled upon. All in all a diabolical, evil construct, especially considering that each full clamp, with assorted hardware, now weighed in excess of a pound each.
 
   I set the clamps on the bench next to me and they rattled and rung as the metal and bells settled. Julie watched as I went through the extended process of unbuttoning my over shirt. But when it looked like I was just going to open it and pull the bottom of the tee shirt up, she stepped in. 
 
   “No, no. Take that off,” Julie demanded crossly.
 
   I obeyed. I realized my hips were shifting as I sat on the bench, my sex contracting nicely around the RVP buzzing and spinning inside me. The idea of being even a little bit naked in front of my lover and mistress like this… well… you can just imagine. I pulled off the over shirt and tossed it down on top of my bag. Then, with my eyes locked on Julie, I pulled my tee shirt up, exposing my bare breasts. The little gold padlock popped into view, dangling from the soft pink nipple.
 
   Julie made a noise that was half growl and half purr. I could tell she wanted me. 
 
   “No. Take that shirt completely off,” Julie said. 
 
   I peeled the tee shirt off over my head, shaking my red hair out of it. She reached out her hand and I handed the olive drab material over. She tossed it aside.
 
   “Stand up,” she ordered.
 
   I rose, slowly, my pussy convulsing around the still shaking and circulating phallus.
 
   Julie moved close and then lifted both hands. These she placed on my breasts. Her fingers were soft and warm, curved nicely around my bosom.
 
   “I just thought, that before we go and put those clamps on, I might say ‘hello’. For old time’s sake.”
 
   My breath caught in my throat as she lifted her hand up. The slap she delivered to the left side of my bosom stung, but it wasn’t the usual, breath-taking blows she normally gives me. Maybe she was concerned I might cry out and be overheard, or attract attention. But I doubt it. I think she was going soft on me because she knew what I’d be enduring later. Still, she spent the next two minutes slapping my boobs back and forth, bringing tight little grimaces to my face until my chest was heaving with the exertion of staying quiet. Both breasts were tinged slightly pink and she stepped back, a look of satisfied pleasure on her face.
 
   “Now put on the clamps. And Bre, make sure they’re tight enough. I’ll check.”
 
   Ouch.
 
   Trembling, I picked up the first clamp and pinched open the jaws. The pincers themselves had been filed to create a series of ridges, the better to prevent slippage. Like the business end of a pair of pliers, the clover clamps locked on tightly as I let go. Then I gasped as I gave the whole thing a decent tug, which of course tightened the clamps even more on the now quite crushed tip of my left breast. Pain radiated out into my chest, spiraling both up and down my spine. My brain complained but my pussy loved it and the little contractions of another orgasm began. I bit my lip. Just what I needed. Another explosion. Shit.
 
   I hurried then. I needed a distraction. I grabbed the second set of clover clamps, my fingers trembling in time with the vibrator buried inside me, and placed the plier-like pincers just behind the piercing of my right nipple. I let them squeeze tight and then tightened them more, letting the pain sink in, matching the throbbing beat of the other vice so that each nipple burned in time with my heartbeat.
 
   Julie clearly liked it because she came up off the wall of the little changing room, reached out and began batting at my breasts with both hands, like a cat after a cotton ball. I groaned, shards of pain shooting up through both jugs until Julie grabbed hold of the weights and gave both a nice hard pull, tightening the clamps even more.
 
   “There we go,” she said satisfactorily as I tried to keep the tears out of my eyes. Christ, my nipples hurt! But despite the agony I could feel the pressure building and the torment of my breasts just added to the wanton need to explode. The good thing was that while the Clover Clamps were pretty bad, I knew there were was another set in my bag that would relieve some of that pressure, even though they would hurt just as much, if not more.
 
   Breathing slow and shallowly, I reached for my tee shirt. The idea of having the tight cotton on over the clamps wasn’t very appealing, but I wanted the coverage. But just before my fingers tightened on the shirt Julie snatched it up. 
 
   “Now now. I don’t think we need this. Do you?”
 
   Um. Yeah. I did think that. See, while the tightness wouldn’t make me comfortable, it would prevent the weights and bells from dangling down loose, bouncing with every step. The over shirt was too big. It wouldn’t sit close to the skin. That meant that every little movement would translate into the weights and bells moving and ringing. Nonstop.
 
   “Uh. No. Okay,” I replied in a daze. Mostly I was concentrating on not exploding. Everything was coming to an apex and I was having some serious trouble holding still. Julie smiled and picked up my over shirt, holding it out so I could slide my arms into the green colored shirt. Then she pulled me up and gently began buttoning the shirt.
 
   Except she missed a few. Like all of them except the one button that kept the damn thing closed across my breasts.
 
   “There we go,” she said brightly.
 
   I looked at myself in the mirror. Both of the clamps, along with their assorted hardware, were concealed. At least for the most part. I had no doubt that moving would cause them to sway and peek out, or that the shirt would gape at some point and someone would catch a glimpse of the bobbing, ringing weights and bells. She’d also left the buttons above my bosom undone, leaving a long and appealing expanse of white skin leading down to an intriguing cleavage. Without a bra it wasn’t a tight crevasse, but it certainly was a nice enough dip. The over shirt wasn’t tight in the front, but it didn’t have the side to side width to let things fall free. I blushed. It wasn’t as bad as it could be, obviously. But anyone looking at me would instantly place me in the “slutty” category, due to how I’d chosen to button my shirt. One button? I might as well have worn a sign that said “stuffed to the brim with sex toys, trying not to cum! Don’t look!”
 
   “Very nice,” Julie assured me, as if it were final. It was. I knew it. There was no arguing with her.  “Come on!” She said, stuffing my tee shirt and the bra into the canvas bag. I noticed she’d put the bra on the very top, no doubt to further humiliate me in case someone glanced at the bag after seeing my obviously braless top. Please, why not just strip me naked?
 
   I followed her out and again no one said a word to us as Julie hung the selected articles of clothing she’d taken into the dressing room on a rack. Then we were back in the main corridor of the mall, moving along through the throng of people, with my hand in Julie’s.
 
   I was a wreck. I was shaking with tension, on the verge of exploding. My hips were slinging with every step and I was tightening around the Rotating Venus Penis with increasingly frequent pulses. My nipples throbbed with a dark ache and every step set the springs bouncing. I could feel the bells against my stomach, rubbing up and down and I was pretty damn sure that a couple of my movements had forced the clover clamps to tighten even more. My shirt hung loosely on my body and in less than fifteen feet I had a number of fervent admirers staring in slack jawed delight, drool practically hanging down as they contemplated just what else might have been under my shirt besides my luscious globes.
 
   Ha. I almost wish. It would have shocked them, wouldn’t it?
 
   Suddenly I realized that the noise of the crowds had increased dramatically and then the mall opened up. We were passing the food court. Julie stared out across it and I prayed she’d keep us moving, keep going. People were sitting down, eating, talking, laughing. And I just knew that in short order, some would be staring.
 
   Julie pulled me to a stop.
 
   Oh God.
 
   Her hand came around me and patted my rump, then reached up underneath the loose shirt, which I could hardly call an over-shirt now that it was the only thing I was wearing above the waist. She plucked the Rotating Venus Penis controls from my back pocket and I felt, rather than saw her slide both dials up one notch. I knew that two lights would be lit on either side of the controller and I could feel the slight increase of intensity. I let out a whimper as Julie tucked the small battery pack back into my rear pocket.
 
   “There we go,” she said delightedly. “We’ll turn that up every time we pass the food court.”
 
   Which was not good. It meant multiple laps. And to make matters worse, the food court spanned the entire interior, so each lap would mean passing the food court twice. I did the math. Seven levels on the RVP and I’d started at one, meant that I’d be stumbling along with the RVP at full power in less than three laps. Joy.
 
   Julie took my hand again and I made it just seven steps.
 
   The explosion actually brought a cry to my lips, which I choked off by gnawing on my knuckles. Julie grabbed hold and hugged me as I shook, my hips thrusting forward into her. Part of me was grateful, since it helped to hide the extreme sexual nature of my situation, but I was also aware of the fact that it was Julie who had put me here in the first place.
 
   Or… was she?
 
   Even as my brain was flooded with oxytocin, dopamine, endorphins, adrenaline, and all the other hormonal soup ingredients that leave me addicted to sex, I thought back to a twitter exchange I’d had with one of my fans. He’d been adamant about an assignment that I’d thought was a little extreme. I’d sent it to Julie, who’d blown the same gasket I had. But clearly my dominatrix lesbian mistress had liked enough of it to take it, mold it into something viable, add a twist or three to it, and then put me to the frame. Not that it mattered who had come up with the idea. Or if it were viable. I was the one cumming and suffering.
 
   “Another orgasm,” Julie sighed into my ear. “And so soon. I love it! But I can’t help wondering what punishment you’ll choose next!” She released me from the hug and I found myself being dragged forward again, stumbling along in my boots as she moved me forward down the mall until we came to another clothing store. I was in a daze, the buzzing between my legs still strong, still intense, with only the sexual bliss of climax giving me the moxie to keep going.
 
   For the second time I was dragged into a changing room and this time Julie was more helpful. She started off by unfastening the single button that held my shirt closed, then pulling it off my body, leaving me bare breasted and exposed. Her hands immediately started playing with the clover clamps and weights, but only to make sure they were nice and tight. Or perhaps it was to influence me.
 
   “So?” She asked smartly, tugging on the clamps. “What’s next? Select your next punishment!” She said sharply.
 
   My mind blurred. My nipples hurt. What to choose? There were four remaining options, none of which appealed to me. I considered each one in turn and finally took a deep breath. That was a mistake because it made the bells hanging from my tits ring, but I nodded and reached into the bag.
 
   “Ohhh!” Julie said, excited. “I thought so!”
 
   I plucked the small plastic bag that held the TENS Unit electrostim pads from the canvas sack and held them up. My eyes were pleading. Julie took it, opened it, then immediately began applying the sticky little squares.
 
   “Please? Can we put them somewhere else?” I begged hopefully.
 
   Julie’s eyebrow went up. “Like where?” she asked curiously.
 
   My mouth opened. I wasn’t really thinking straight, what with two orgasms, my nipples in throbbing agony, and my pussy being stirred and churned into another maelstrom of frothing sexual bliss. It took several seconds and by the time I answered she’d already applies one set of stimtabs to either side of my right nipple.
 
   “My bottom?” I suggested stupidly.
 
   Julie chuckled and shook her head. “If I want your bottom to hurt I’ll spank you. Or you could put in the Thrusting Anal Vibe,” she offered.
 
   Fuck that. I hate that thing. I shook my head. “My clit?” I suggested lamely.
 
   Julie paused to consider it. “I would, but that would leave a stimtab free. Too bad these things don’t have three outputs! Then we could fry all your good bits at once!”  She smoothed the second set of tabs down along my left breast, the dark red, tightly crushed nipple jammed between the pincers of the clover clamps.
 
   “Please Julie! Isn’t it bad enough that I’m clamped like this?” I begged her.
 
   Julie’s eyes hardened. “No,” she said, leaning forward. “It’s punishment. This is supposed to hurt.”  She began plugging in the wires. I watched, half frozen with terror, half numbed with sexualized pain. My pussy was going into overdrive as my insides throttled the four inch, churning vibrating phallus. My clit was starting to sensitize. I could feel it like a knife edge. Scraping me raw.
 
   Then Julie turned on the TENS Unit.
 
   It’s called a TENS unit because it’s an acronym. TENS stands for transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator. Considered a medical device for the treatment of muscle and deep tissue problems ranging from cramps to carpal tunnel syndrome, the TENS Unit can do miracles for those with certain problems.
 
   Like disobedient, obnoxious nympho humiliation pain sluts who need punishment.
 
   The TENS unit sends an electrical impulse out of one stimtab, where it then flows across the nearest, direct conductive surface, all the way to the other tab. Mostly it’s a straight line. Julie had positioned the tabs so that the jolt of electricity would flow right across each of my nipples. She set the power to the second level and then programmed the machine to send one second pulses to the tabs. Had she left it like that, I’d have been cumming in three or four minutes. It felt too much like fingers flicking my nipples, just hard enough to have a bit of an edge, but not hard enough to hurt. Of course my nipples were highly sensitive thanks to the fact that they’d were crushed, but that didn’t stop her.
 
   She turned the power level up to five.
 
   Suddenly the electricity changed. It wasn’t a tapping sensation any longer. Now it felt like someone had taken a needle, placed it on a sewing machine, and then dragged my nipple into position. Every second that needle plunged down, skewering my tit, sending a burst of agonizing pain deep into my chest. 
 
   My eyes widened and I grit my teeth. I went rigid as I tried to adjust. My pussy tightened so much that I think I actually slowed the motors of the Rotating Venus Penis. Julie’s eyes widened and a moment later she fiddled with the machine again. The sensation of needles being shoved hard through the tips of both breasts suddenly changed. Instead an invisible man was grabbing me hard by the nipples, pinching me firmly every second.
 
   That I could handle. I slumped down with just a wincing expression crossing my face, though I’m sure that you’d be able to see something in my eyes. Julie’s smile had turned into a grim line.
 
   “Guess five might be a little much for you so we’ll turn it down to three so you can function,” she said matter-of-factly. Then she leaned down as she tucked the TENS Unit back into my bag. “But let me warn you. I reserve the right to set those dials to whatever the fuck I want. Even if it is level ten.”  She leaned forward. “God I so want to hear you screaming, the RVP going full power, with you all stuffed and in agony, while I turn that thing to ten.”
 
   Level Ten. I’d never experienced anything higher than level seven and it was agonizing. Five was my limit for functionality. After that I was basically reduced to a crying redhead, blubbering her way through tears.
 
   “But we can’t do that in here,” she said primly. “And no more orgasms, at least for ten minutes,” Julie ordered. “Or I will jack the juice back up, or set it to knead instead of beat. Now put on your shirt.”
 
   I stood, albeit slowly. The only good thing was the pinching had mitigated some of the pressure between my legs. Granted, orgasm number two probably had more to do with that then getting my nipples fried, but every little bit helped. I fumbled getting my shirt on and then Julie came up to me. The wires that came off my breasts slid down across my stomach and kept the side of the shirt up exposing my waist. This evidently didn’t bother Julie since she ran her hand across my hip, stroking my skin with a smoldering look. I felt the heat of her gaze and that sent another spark of intensity down to my quivering quim. Her fingers came up and began buttoning the single fastener across my bosom. The white wires of the TENS unit were a remarkable contrast against the green shirt.
 
   “There,” she said primly. “You look scrumptious.”
 
   “You’re going to eat me?” I said in trepidation.
 
   She grinned. “Eventually. But right now you’re going to suffer.” She patted my rump. “Are you ready?”
 
   I looked at her weakly. “For what?” I asked timidly, scared she was going to turn up the RVP.
 
   “To move along,” she quipped cheerfully. “And hopefully cum again before my ten minute restriction.”
 
   I nodded, grabbed my bag, slung it over a shoulder, and followed her out of the changing room. Ten minutes. Level Ten. Christ.
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   Julie had moved me along smartly and that had helped a bit since my mind transitioned from thinking about what was being done to me to frantically glancing around, looking to see who might have noticed what was being done to me. And let me tell you, I was certainly a spectacle. A number of curious shoppers kept a surreptitious eye on me and I could understand their curiosity. I suspect the first draw was my hair color - an instant attention magnet. There is something about redheads that just inflame men. Especially the kind that aren’t natural. You can tell mine comes from a bottle. It’s just a tad bit too crimson. And I don’t have the pale and freckled features of a true “wild Irish rose.” Any girl who dyes her hair that color is looking for something naughty.
 
   But the state of my shirt didn’t help. The white wires of the electro stimtabs kept the front tails flapping, constantly revealing broad swaths of white belly, and on my left side where I’d hung my bag, the wires were revealing things almost to the underside of my breast. This created additional visual interest because the silver bell which hung from the weight that dangled from the spring which was bouncing under the clover clamp crushing my electrified nipple was rather interesting. It jiggled and bounced and even the most mentally inept individual couldn’t help wondering to what that bobbing bell might be attached.
 
   So yeah, people were looking at me. And you know what that does to a girl in my boots.
 
   Julie kept a tight grip on me as we moved along, her incessant chatter about outfits and makeup and what rock band was playing at some club that night went right past me. I was focused more on the physical aspects of my torment. Hell, I could barely walk straight and if Julie hadn’t been holding my arm, keeping me on course, I’d have been smacking my face into walls and doorways. The worst of it was centered on my bosom. Both nipples were undergoing the twin punishments of being both pincered and electrocuted at the same time. But my lower half was starting to join in on the fun. While I could handle the continued rotation of the Rotating Venus Penis for a few more minutes, the vibrations were starting to take their toll on both my clitoris and labia. I wasn’t exactly sensitive yet, but I could feel this edge, like a tingling of discomfort or heat. I knew what it meant, even if I couldn’t do a damn thing about it. It was just part of the experience. 
 
   We passed the food court again.
 
   “Hmmm, ready sweetheart?” Julie asked. I glanced at my watch. At least I’d managed to hold off for her required ten minutes. I nodded resolutely as Julie slipped her hand under the back of my shirt and found the controls to the RVP. She slid the dials up again, three lights on each side, and I felt the rumble and tumble inside my slit change dynamically. I let out a sharp little whine, eyes widening as my reflexive response displayed my aroused state more accurately than anything. My hips began thrusting forward and Julie’s smile as a few folks around us took note was disturbingly gleeful.
 
   “Oh yes. Grind those hips princess. Cum for me. Because I’m wondering what punishment you’ll let me inflict on your sweet little body next!” Her words were soft, for my ears only and she grabbed my hand, pulling me forward.
 
   I stumbled along in a sexual daze as the overdrive of stimulation made my entire lower half flutter. I felt perspiration bead across my brow and I could smell the sexual excitement. My jeans weren’t just damp. They were wet and only the dark color of the denim concealed the fact that I’d soaked my panties sufficiently to necessitate a wringing out. I began panting and Julie glanced around, realizing that I was about to make a mess of things.
 
   “Keep it tight, Bre.” It was a warning and I bit my lip, then covered my mouth as I stared at her. The electrical flicks against my nipples seemed so hard. She pulled me against her, my back against a wall, in a niche. I could feel the burning eyes of a few of my admirers still watching, wondering, waiting, grinning. Hunger. It was all there. And then I shuddered violently, my resistance to the purring throb of agony, the pinching of my nipples, the steadily increasing churning of my pussy too much for me to bear. It had been almost fifteen minutes since my second orgasm and I buried my mouth in Julie’s shoulder as I let out a muffled wail of release. 
 
   It took a few minutes.
 
   I sagged in her arms when I was done and despite the fact that I’m bigger than Julie, weigh more, have dimensions that put my petite mistress to shame, she held me up and kept me from collapsing into a puddle at her feet. For that I was grateful, though my cerebellum was sufficiently fried from intense sexual torment that I was pretty much a blubbering sex doll without any higher brain functions present. I was pretty much useless by that point for anything that didn’t involve jamming something vaguely phallic into one of my holes, or hurting my various prurient parts. I’m not ashamed of it. I know it isn’t exactly “feministic” to admit one’s worth to be nothing more than a sex toy meant for other’s pleasure. But that’s what I am. At least, most of the time.
 
   Julie didn’t lead me into another clothing store. Instead she found a public restroom and a moment later we were in a handicap stall, me leaning against the cool tile, my eyes closed and my cheek pressed against the wall. There were two other women inside the bathroom, one at the washbasin, the other in a stall. 
 
   My tormentor moved close. “What next, princess?” She whispered, her energy level fifteen times what I felt. My arms seemed weighted with lead, my legs shackled together and beaten. My pussy ached from clenching so tightly and repeatedly around the RVP. My breasts hurt. A lot. I sniffed, then looked at the bag.
 
   “Alligators.”
 
   Julie whistled, but it came out like a soft wheeze. “I sort of expected that, but I wasn’t sure. I thought your tits might be hurting enough for you to consider the Thrusting Anal Vibe.”
 
   I gave her a tight look. To be honest, I did consider the Thrusting Anal Vibe. But I hate having things in my ass. And once it was rammed up my rear end, who knew when I’d be able to take it out? Besides, replacing the clover clamps with the alligators would alleviate two problems. The first was the pain from the crushing. The clover clamps were probably the worst thing anyone could put on my nipples, short of the TENS Unit at level six or above. Replacing them with the metal toothed jaws of the alligator clamps meant a ton less pressure being applied to my tender tips. In addition it would remove the weight from my breasts, as well as the intriguing glimpses and sound of the bells. Of course the alligator clamps would create a problem too. One that I probably wasn’t ready to deal with. But I still thought it was the best choice. I heard one of the other stall doors open.
 
   “I’m going to turn off the TENS Unit while we do this, okay?” Julie said softly. I nodded and she dug into my bag. The shocks being delivered to my nipples died and she reached up, pulling the metal plugs from the stimtab sockets. That left the four sticky tabs still attached to my boobs, but I didn’t mind. At least they weren’t hurting me anymore. To be honest, it was a big relief. Even though my nipples were still caught in the tight grip of the clover clamps, the electricity going through the tip of each breast had been unpleasantly discomforting. Having that gone was almost bliss in and of itself. We heard the washbasin run for a moment and then the second person left too. We were alone. At least for the moment.
 
   Julie went back to my bag and began digging for the alligator clamps as I turned around and put my back to the wall. It didn’t take her long to find the clamps and she pulled them out. Steel glittered in the light and the rasp of the steel chain sliding over metal seemed to echo in my ears. Then she gave me a frank look as she shifted the alligator clamps to her left hand. Her eyes lingered on the tips of my breasts were the clovers hung.
 
   “This is… well… it’s going to hurt. A lot,” she said shortly. Then she reached up and pinched the clover clamp over my right nipple wide open.
 
   Blood rushed back through the crushed capillaries and veins, surging through the oxygen starved tip of my nipple. I let out a cry which I immediately tried to silence by jamming my fist into my mouth. The agony was beyond brutal and I tried counting the seconds as my tortured nerves overloaded. Then, even before I could adjust, Julie took the clamp off my left breast and the one two punch felt like I’d been hit with a MacTruck. I couldn’t even breathe it hurt so badly. I doubled over, Julie catching me.
 
   “There, there. I know it hurts. Take a moment,” she said, the concern in her voice quite apparent. And then, as I trembled in her arms, I felt her hand moving between my legs. Her fingers were unbuttoning, unbuckling, unzipping. I felt my jeans loosening. They slid down my body as Julie caressed me. Then she pressed her hand into my crotch, holding the RVP tight against my petals, on my clit.
 
   I whimpered. Loudly.
 
   “Hold it,” she whispered. “Take it. Accept it. Let it wrap around you.”
 
   My hips began thrusting against her as I moaned. Then I heard the sound of footsteps, another stall door opening. A groan. But that might have been me.
 
   “This is exactly how I like you,” her mouth said into my ear, barely audible. “Trembling and hurting and cumming, other’s appreciating how amazing you are!” 
 
   I felt her tongue slide into my ear, licking my lobe. I shivered. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Do you have any idea how badly I want to hurt you right now? If we were alone I’d have you screaming my name right now, begging me to let you cum. Or better yet, to hurt you until it’s me who is cumming, splattering your face with my juices.”  Her hand began making circling motions, counterclockwise to the rotation of the RVP’s phallus.
 
   Oh God. Not helping.
 
   Or… was it? I suddenly realized my nipples didn’t hurt as much. I was past it. The arousal, the sudden, intense, Julie-inspired need had overwhelmed my body’s pain receptors. I tingled. I was ready. I was close to orgasm. Again. A fourth time? In an hour and a half? I gasped as she pulled her tongue out of my ear, her mouth hot against my neck. I groaned as she traced a wet line down my throat, into my cleavage, then across my chest to my left breast where she suckled the tender, sensitive tip into her mouth. Her left hand stayed between my legs and I thought my brain was going to burn as I began to pump my hips wildly. Her tongue swirled over my nipple, but in such an amazingly wonderful way that I couldn’t tell what was up or down, right or wrong, black or white. Everything disappeared in a world of gray as lines became meaningless. 
 
   And I exploded. For a fourth time. Four punishments… oh God.
 
   Julie let me go and I sank down until I was sitting on the toilet seat. My jeans were around my calves, my panties were a soaked mess around my knees, my shirt was open down the front, and the Rotating Venus Penis continued to swirl and stumble through my insides loud enough for some little girl using the bathroom to ask her mommy what that sound was.
 
   I’m embarrassed to tell you the reply.
 
   Julie wasn’t doing too good herself. Her dress was pulled up, revealing to me that she’d elected to go commando, with not a shred on underneath the floral print. The fingers of the other hand were glistening with wetness and it became rapidly apparent to me that she’d come damned close to cumming herself, the glazed look in her eyes along with the still smoldering stare at my half naked body was clue enough to tell me I was in trouble. She pulled her fingers out of her own glistening snatch and the dress fell back down. Then she squatted down, wiped her hand on my jeans, and then began yanking off my boots.
 
   I blinked.
 
   It took her a moment, mostly because I didn’t help much. My shifting body caused the RVP to press against the seat and it rattled loudly. But then Julie managed to get my footwear off and she began tugging my jeans down. I let her, mind numb and sex dazed. My clit was tingling, as if it had been rubbed raw. Then her fingers yanked down my panties, pulling the wet cotton away from the RVP and down my legs until she tugged it over my stockinged feet. She tossed my panties away with a grin. They hit the wall with a strange sounding, wet smack and slid down the tile, leaving wet streaks.
 
   “We’ve got to take the RVP out for a second, don’t we?” She asked, eye burning bright. I knew what she wanted and I nodded.
 
   “Yes, Mistress Julie.”
 
   She reached up and undid the first strap. I felt the little machine loosen, pulling away and I squeezed, groaning softly as the phallus slid out of my slit for the first time in hours. I looked down. My clitoris was slightly swollen and bright pink. The hood had retracted and the tip of the butterfly looking base had literally dug in under the soft covering of flesh. No wonder I’d been going nuts.
 
   “Which do you want done first?” Julie asked, holding up the alligator clamps. I pulled them from her fingers and blinked. Did it really matter? All three of them were going to hurt.
 
   Three of them. All three.
 
   I plucked the largest of the three metal toothed monstrosities off the chain and handed it to her. Her eyes widened in appreciation and she pinched the jumbo alligator clamp open with her fingers. I shuddered as I watched the rows of slivered silver move to surround my clitoris and then they closed, gently at first, but then with a more serious bite. I gasped as the dulled metal teeth began digging into my soft nub. My clit began throbbing and then Julie let go completely. My hips rolled violently for a moment, almost as if I were trying to free myself of the vicious little nibbler. But then I seemed to adjust. Julie reached up and began tightening the straps that held the Rotating Venus Penis to my sex and that’s when the terrible cruelty of the situation really hit me. The vibrations of the RVP, never stopped, always increasing, would now be translated through the jumbo alligator clamp into my clit. Those teeth would basically chew my little nub into gristle. Like a cow with cud. Tormenting me into perpetuity. 
 
   The noise I made was like music to Julie’s ears as she rose, the other two alligator clamps perched in her hands and ready to bite. She aimed right for each nipple, coming in from the bottom. The tooth-filled jaws closed on the still tender, reddened, and puffy points, biting into the soft flesh deeply enough to send shards of pain through me. I bit my lower lip and whimpered.
 
   You have to consider the psychological aspect of having a pair of steel jaws filled with teeth being placed on your nipples. It’s a frightening thing. Even knowing that the springs inside had been lightened so that the pressure wasn’t even as strong as what you’d find in a common clothespin, the visual presence of the alligator clamps make for an impressive impact. It’s not just physical torture. It’s mental. You feel different wearing those things. 
 
   I shuddered, tears wet on my cheeks. I heard the door of the restroom open and shut and we were alone again. At least I hoped we were.
 
   Julie cupped my face. “Breanne? You okay?”
 
   I nodded.  Julie’s warm, loving smile filled my water filled eyes.
 
   “Good. Because you came again. Do you remember?”
 
   I blinked. I… what? I came?  Three.  Oh. Oh God. It was four. Four punishments.
 
   Julie reached into my bag and pulled out my two remaining options. My eyes widened as her smile turned from the passionate countenance of a caring friend and lover, into the wicked and demonic grin of a sadist.
 
   “You’ve got to choose one.”
 
   I stared down, my mind a flutter, my sex trembling and churning, my clitoris throbbing with pain, my nipples burning and pulsing. How could she? I used up every available iota of mental power I had left and made my choice.
 
   “Really?” Julie said, just a tad bit smug.  “Are you sure?”
 
   I nodded. It told her everything. It was like waving a white flag, opening myself up and saying “this, right here, is the worst thing you can do to me.” Why? Because I’d selected the other one.
 
   She took a deep breath. “All right. I’ll handle the lube myself if you don’t mind?”
 
   My smile was tiny. My clit was throbbing.
 
   She set aside the peasant blouse and denim skirt, as well as the high heeled shoes I’d been instructed to bring. These had all been in my denim bag, waiting for this moment. She held up the Thrusting Anal Vibe, a six and a half inch dildo that look liked it had been sliced off the Xenomorph in the movie Aliens, freeze dried, polished, and then molded and recreated for mass production. I watched as Julie lifted the front of her little dress, leaned up against the wall, and then with brutal efficiency, fucked herself stupid with my dildo.
 
   You have to understand, I love Julie. I love the taste of her, the scent of her, the very feel of her against my body. Even the hard strength of her bones. But one of the things I love the most about her is her enjoyment of sex. My previous mistress Kari, who still is an occasional lover and always will be a best friend, was more into the dominatrix side of things. Kari couldn’t stand me making love to her. It was all about me. Kari was in control and she kept me cumming. Over and over. Non-stop. It was me who got tied up, whipped, and fucked. Always. Kari got her pleasure, low intensity but constant, out of torturing me. Sure, this seems like a win over the short term, but long term it felt… unbalanced. I felt guilty that it was always me getting the extreme pleasure. Intellectually I know that’s what Kari wanted, but it still seemed wrong to me. 
 
   But Julie? Julie is different. She loves orgasm. She loves getting wet and slick and slippery with the taste of each other. She’s like me, at least in the sensorial need of wanton excess. We can make love to each other for hours, curled passionately in a soft embrace. I love the look of her, the appeal, and let me tell you - watching that thick, black, silicon phallus slide into my mistress’s pussy, spreading her thin little petals, opening her up wider and harder than I could with both hands, was like a font of pure sweetness. My mouth opened as I watched her eyes close, her lips curled and spread, and her hand pumped the Thrusting Anal Vibe through something much better than my ass. Instantly she gushed around it, wetting the sides so thoroughly that for a moment I thought she’d actually orgasmed. Her little whimpers of need were beyond adorable and even in my state of acute sexual agony I wanted her. I wanted to make her cum.
 
   Our eyes locked on each other as she drew the fully wet Thrusting Anal Vibe out of her own darkly pink slit. “Turn around,” she whispered, her tone tense. “Bend over the seat.” She was practically vibrating with the need to orgasm. I could feel it. She was denying herself the climax! I shuffled around and bent over the toilet, bracing myself on the handicap rail. I felt her move behind me and then came the slick sensation of the Thrusting Anal Vibe sliding up between my cheeks, pressing hard.
 
   Julie muttered, “Open up, princess.” Then she began to really push.
 
   I took a deep breath and consciously tried to relax my ass, which wasn’t as easy as you might think thanks to the toothed clamps clinging to my delicate spots. All I know is that we wrestled getting that plug in for over a minute and that when it finally settled deep, my ass felt like I’d just had a two by four piece of lumber rammed up my anal tract.
 
   Then Julie turned the damn thing on, set the programming to something active and invasive, and I whimpered as the top two inches or so of the damned thing began to dance, thrusting into my depths, except in the wrong hole, all while vibrating. The battery pack to my RVP had come loose during our antics and Julie snatched it up. I was still intensely focused on dealing with the Anal Thrusting Vibe and I didn’t even notice when Julie turned up the Rotating Venus Penis again. All I was aware of was that my entire lower half now felt like a spot ten inches from the San Andreas fault line during an earthquake.
 
   I felt her strong hands on my shoulders and she pulled me up and turned me around. The alligator clamps reflected the florescent lights shining down on us.
 
   “I have to plug the TENS Unit back in,” Julie said softly.
 
   I blanched, the color draining from my face. “Julie?” I started to beg.
 
   She put her finger on my lips. “Ssshhhh. I know. But don’t worry. I’ll make sure it hurts.”
 
   Uh… that wasn’t what I was hoping for. But I kept quiet except for a couple of soft whimpers as she reattached the four wires to the electrostim tabs clinging to my breasts. The wires stretched across my stomach again and what with the two control boxes for the toys below my waist, and now the wires for the TENS Unit, I felt as if I caught in some sort of technological bondage. Oddly enough, Julie didn’t turn the electricity on. I sighed in relief as her next order came sharply.
 
   “Okay,” Julie said. “You can get dressed now.”
 
   I glanced over at her. Remember, all I was wearing was the over shirt and socks. My jeans were on the floor to my left and my panties were lying in a sodden heap in the corner. Slowly I straightened and looked at my mistress. Her face was flushed, her chest was moving quickly, and her hips fidgeted to the sides, twitching with need. God I wanted her!
 
   “Julie? Are you okay?” I asked.
 
   She smiled. “Just… a little tight right now, Bre. I want you, but the things I want to do to you are going to take privacy.” 
 
   “We’re leaving?” I asked in relief.
 
   She nodded eagerly. “If you can make it to the entrance without cumming again. We still have to pass the food court once more and if you cum…”
 
   She left it hanging, but I knew exactly what she was talking about. If I came again, there was only one more punishment left. The one I dreaded. The one I didn’t want to do.
 
   I nodded and went for my jeans. I pulled them up my legs as Julie sort of cleaned up. My panties went in the little trash receptacle, but considering their state, I really didn’t object. I knew Julie would replace them with brand new ones eventually. As I buckled up the jeans over the buzzing, swirling RVP and Thrusting Anal Vibe, Julie suddenly reached down, grabbed my ankle, and when I lifted my foot, she yanked off my sock.
 
   “No more boots. Cowgirl’s wear heels,” she said firmly.
 
   “What?” I exclaimed, my pussy tightening rhythmically around the churning phallus inside me. My bottom felt reamed and the worst part was the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit. The RVP was shaking the clamp and it felt like I was being chewed on.
 
   “You heard me,” she said. “I want you in the heels.”
 
   “With jeans?” I asked, looking at her crazily.
 
   “Would you prefer the skirt?” she asked.
 
   I glanced down. “No Mistress.”
 
   “Then yes, with the jeans.
 
   I nodded and pulled off the other sock. Julie took both articles of clothing, jammed them in my boots, and then pushed those into the bag. I slipped on the “fuck me shoes” and then rose. The heels added another nine inches to my height and looked ridiculous, especially with the jeans. But then again, I’ve got sexy feet and these things… well. It’s a matter of taste, right?
 
   Julie turned toward me and began buttoning the single button across my bosom, the white wires of the TENS unit sticking out through the front. She lifted my canvas bag up, let me put the strap over my shoulder, then moved around behind me, tucking the controllers for both the RVP and the Thrusting Anal Vibe into my back pockets. The noise of the motors, all three of them, were quite loud. Intense even.
 
   And then, then she reached into my bag, grabbed the TENS Unit and looked me in the eye.  “Brace yourself, Bre.”
 
   Level One is almost imperceptible on my nipples, a caress, a flutter. Level Two is like a lover tapping me gently. Level Three is more of a flick, but without much force. Level Four? Level Four is a strong flick, hard, meant to hurt. And Five? Well, I think I mentioned before that Level Five is like getting your nipple stuck in a sewing machine.
 
   Julie turned the TENS Unit to Level Six.
 
   I clapped my hands to my tits and let out a cry that filled the bathroom. Thank God it was empty. Pain lanced through my breasts and I got to add an entirely new metaphor to my list. Level Six was like having red hot needles shoved through your nipples. Repeatedly. 
 
   She left me gasping like that for about thirty beats, then turned the TENS Unit back down, but only to Level Five. I opened my eyes to see her grinning. Then I realized I was leaning back against the wall. How the hell had that happened?
 
   “Now. Let’s go before someone calls security,” she laughed.
 
   I was dragged from the bathroom, stumbling along as my world flashed white with sexualized agony. Walking was hard due to my heels and my clit and nipples all feeling like they were being baked, fried, rubbed raw, and beaten, all at the same time. The Thrusting Anal Vibe felt like it was drilling a hole to China, right through my colon, and my nervous system was having some serious difficulty figuring out just what was happening where. There was too much to analyze, to categorize. My brain began short circuiting. I figure that was what Julie wanted. 
 
   I have no idea how long it took us to walk to the food court. My hips were jerking wildly with involuntary spasms, my libido no doubt controlling things. Every step, every move was about trying to find relief. Or satisfaction. I was drawing interest too. People were staring in shock. I could feel the eyes on me. The red hair. The heels. The half open shirt. All those wires? And they could even see the steel chain connecting the alligator clamps. I’d forgotten about that completely.
 
   At the center of it all, stinging with bitter need, was my clit. It hurt so much, but it also felt so good! I couldn’t understand why! Lights and colors flashed across my eyes and I found myself clinging to Julie. I felt her fingers fumbling at my bottom and then the RVP went to maximum, spinning and rotating and vibrating and shaking in my pussy with increased energy. I cried out, feeling Julie’s fingers clamp down over my mouth as I trembled violently. The Thrusting Anal Vibe pounded away into my ass and I couldn’t take it, tightening up so hard that the sound of the motors faded. I suddenly realized she was pushing me against the wall, her body pressed to mine, holding me, whispering urgently as the pressure built and built and built.
 
   “No. Really. She’s okay. She… has seizures occasionally. That’s all. No, thank you. We’re fine. She’ll be alright in a moment. Maybe some air? No. Thank you. We don’t need an ambulance.” 
 
   I wish I could tell you what happened next, but I was lost in the sexual euphoria that follows climax. Every limb felt light. My insides were goo. My pussy was relaxed and only vaguely aware of the pressures of sex. I groaned as Julie went right on speaking to everyone else. Slowly I blinked, taking stock. Something was missing. Something important. I tried to think what it was, but my brain wasn’t really working. There were a few concerned looking people, their expressions honestly worried. And then I realized what the problem was. Nothing hurt. Somehow the TENS unit was no longer frying my breasts. The clamps were still on me, but that pain was minor compared to what I’d been feeling.
 
   And the RVP… silent. As was the Thrusting Anal Vibe. I glanced down at Julie. She was still talking to someone.
 
   “Julie?” I asked.
 
   “Bre? Oh thank Goodness,” Julie gushed brightly. “Are you okay?” She asked me.
 
   Okay? I was soaked. I could feel the juices running down my leg, soaking my pants. I made a light croaking sound.
 
   “Come on, dear heart. These nice people are worried about you. Let’s get you home.”  She took my arm and pulled me off balance enough that I was forced to take a step. Everyone gave me concerned looks, which morphed into confusion as they saw the state of my clothes. Julie led me off though and no one followed. I stumbled along, still feeling the thickness of the RVP’s phallus inside me, the pressure of the alligator clamps clinging to my nipples and clit, but other than that, I was fine. We made it down the corridor almost ten or fifteen stores when Julie began laughing.
 
   “A seizure! Can you believe they fell for that?” Her grin was wide and infectious.
 
   I blushed crimson and shook my head.
 
   “And you were just cumming! No one wondered about the motors either! And I managed to turn them off when I had my hands around you! What noobs!
 
   Suddenly I was jerked sideways and realized that Julie was dragging me into another store. 
 
   “What? Julie! Where are we going?” I managed to stammer. She threaded us through rack after rack and a moment later we were standing at the back of the store, right in front of the changing rooms. She had a shirt she plucked off one of the stands.
 
   “In,” she said, nodding toward the changing room.
 
   My stomach clenched darkly. Tears filled my eyes. “Please Julie?”
 
   She laughed. “That’s not how this works. You cum, you get punished. And Bre, that last orgasm was amazing.” She pushed open the changing room door and pulled me in.
 
   Ten minutes later we emerged, like a butterfly from a chrysalis. I was trembling but hiding it well. My jeans were gone and now the high heels matched the blue denim skirt, a flared short little thing that made sitting decently an impossibility and drew the eye straight to my long, pale legs. My green over shirt? Gone as well, replaced by that horrid “peasant blouse” Julie loves so much. Do you even understand what it’s like going out in a shirt like that? It screams slut. It’s like a neon sign. And the worst part is it hides just enough that everyone wants to see exactly what’s under it. It’s nothing but a pleated curtain, a valance draped across my bosom. There’s nothing holding it down; no elastic or string. A stiff breeze can blow right up it, flashing my breasts to everyone on the planet. Hell, in the right light you can practically see through it!  It’s only seven inches from top to bottom. That’s not even enough to really cover my boobs!
 
   The chain of the alligator clamps was still plainly visible across my abdomen and to make matters worse, it dangled far enough out to make sure that everyone would know, or at least make a highly educated guess, exactly where and to what it was attached. In my ass the Thrusting Anal Vibe was pounding away again, vibrating and jamming deeper inch by inch. My clit was still caught between the teeth of the jumbo alligator clamp, and the RVP, now rumbling along almost at full power, both inside and against me, burned me into a sensitive crisp. I stumbled forward, lost in the waves of hurt, pleasure, and horrible humiliation. Julie took my hand.
 
   “Just a little further, sweetheart. We’ve got only like twenty stores till we get to the entrance. Then we’re done. We’ll go back to my place and I will make soft, sweet love to you for hours,” she said. I nodded dumbly. I took a step. Then another. Everyone was staring at us now. At me. I looked like a tramp. The crowds parted around us as my red hair, short skirt, stupidly high heels and of course the peasant blouse screamed “whore”. Julie? She loved every second of it. And no one said a thing as she took my hand and led me, flushed crimson, embarrassed and hurting, wet and wanting, out of the mall. 
 
   When I collapsed in the seat of her car and began crying she turned it all off, yanking the controllers out of the waistband of my skirt. The RVP went silent. A moment later the Thrusting Anal Vibe stopped moving. It left me with only the tight pinch of the alligator clamps and wires running down from my breasts and up from my skirt to the bag. Julie kneeled on her seat and wrapped her arms around me. It took a few minutes.
 
   “You okay?” she finally asked as I wiped at my eyes. I nodded, then hiccupped. It sounded ridiculous and made her laugh. Then it happened again. And a third time. I looked up at her, half hurt, half amused as she sank back down into her seat laughing at me. She started the car and a moment later we were rolling, leaving my truck behind. She made it around the outer ring and then, to my surprise, she pulled into an empty spot, well away from everything. We were in the middle of an open public space, with no one around. It gave us privacy. I gave her a confused look.
 
   “Remember the paper I gave you?” Julie asked softly.
 
   “Yes, it’s in the bag.”
 
   Julie took a deep breath. “I want you to open it up and read it.”
 
   I lifted the bag up off the floor, the wires getting in my way. Finally I found the paper and I lifted it out. It was still folded.
 
   “Read it,” she said softly. “Out loud.”
 
   I took a deep breath and opened the paper. My eyes scanned the words and I felt my mouth go dry. It was a list. And a question.
 
   “Clover clamps,” I said softly. “TENS Unit, Alligator clamps, Thrusting Anal Vibe…” My throat closed up. I even had trouble believing it. “Peasant blouse and skirt.”  She’d guessed correctly. All the way through. I looked over at her. Her eyes were bright and there was a knowing smile on her face.
 
   “And?” she said. I glanced back at the note. She’d written a question underneath her list. Her terribly accurate list. 
 
       I considered my options. We were heading back to her place no matter what. So how to answer? Finally I reached into the bag. When Julie had shut off the TENS Unit the second time she’d merely yanked the wires out of the control box. I found the loose ends and then with deliberate patience stuck them back into the TENS Unit, completing the circuit. Julie watched curiously. Then I set the control unit down on the console between us. My fingers found the RVP remote and set it next to the TENS Unit. Finally I had the Thrusting Anal Vibe controller in my hand as well and I put it next to the other three. Then I tilted my seat back. The peasant blouse slumped upward slightly, revealing the pink tips of my nipples, each caught between the steel pincers of the alligator clamps and the white squares of the electrostim tabs. One hand lifted my skirt and the RVP became visible with just the ends of the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit peeking out. I lifted my hands up behind my head, interlaced my fingers, and I looked at her willingly, softly, submissively.
 
       “The answer to your question is ‘whatever you want.’ The words came out of my mouth without much in the way of thought.
 
       She gave me a confused look. “Even after what I just did to you?”
 
       I nodded.
 
       “Even if I want to hurt you?”
 
       I took a deep breath. “Then hurt me.”
 
       “Even if I want to make you scream?”
 
       “Make me scream,” I said, my voice tight with just a touch of tremor.
 
       “Will you cum for me?” She asked intently, her eyes flashing bright.
 
       I looked up to meet her gaze and I smiled. “Always.”
 
       Julie laughed, leaned over and pressed her mouth to mine, hard, her hand came up to squeeze my right breast, her nails gliding over my flesh. Our mouths opened and our tongues met and I closed my eyes as she kissed me. Then she came up, eyes sparkling.
 
       “Bre? I’m going to hurt you until you cum,” she whispered as she picked up the TENS Unit. Her thumb was already sliding the dials upward, past four, past five, past six and seven. Pain stabbed through my nipples. A moment later the RVP roared to life, churning and stirring and shaking. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator joined it and rammed itself deep. Julie smiled.
 
       “And now I know what turns you on the most…”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: theprincess]The Princess and the Peg
 
    
 
   Once upon a time, in a land far, far away there lived a princess who was controlled by an evil queen, the good kind of evil not the bad kind. This worked out well for the princess because she was no ordinary princess; she was a nympho humiliation pain slut princess and needed her queen to be mean to her and make her cum.
 
   One of the favorite things for the evil queen to do to the princess was to give the beautiful young girl quests; difficult challenges which she was encouraged to complete or suffer the evil queen’s wrath. These quests became so popular with the queen’s many subjects, that even the common rabble had begun to think of quests for the princess, each subject of the evil queen’s realm dreaming that one day the gorgeous princess, with her locks of crimson, would burst through their door, or find them in a secluded glade in the woods, begging them to fuck her, or even better, whip her cute little body too. 
 
   That delicious Friday morning the queen sat upon the Phallic Throne, contemplating another cruel and sexually explicit quest for her young ward, the princess, when her herald announced the arrival of the Baron. He was a tall, well cut gentleman and his belt was dark, supple, and thick, with a leather bound riding crop hanging from it. His boots cut sharply on the stone as he approached the queen and he bowed his head to her. He carried with him a canvas sack, the contents of which seemed to rattle with each and every step. He dropped it to the ground as he stood in front of the monarch.
 
   The queen herself was dressed in black, as any evil queen should be. But where other women might have covered themselves with layers of cloth, the evil queen was beautiful in ways that made men willing to die for her. Magic kept her looking young, her dark chocolate colored hair encircling her smooth face. Her attire was part lace, part leather and it covered none of her more prurient points, making it obvious that her throne itself sported a massive, slick dildo upon which she was mounted. The Baron couldn’t help grinning as the petite queen bounced regally on the Phallic Throne.
 
   “Good morning, your Majesty,” he said brightly, enjoying the sight of his monarch’s well lubricated petals, spread open wide to accept the massive girth of the Phallic Throne. The story was that the Queen had placed the massively large dildo there to discourage any of her male courtiers from conspiring against her. Had they wanted the throne, they would have been forced to accept something uncomfortable. He wondered if he could arrange for an anal plug to be added to the seat, just to torment the queen. Her eyes flashed with wanton lust and she smiled wickedly at the Baron.
 
   “Your excellency,” said the Queen, eyes bright. She knew that of all her subjects he was perhaps one of the most deviant, the cruelest when it came to creating the quests meant to entertain the princess. “And what brings you to me this morning?” She asked.
 
   The Baron smiled. “A quest of course, your Majesty. For the princess. May I ask where she is?”
 
   The Queen laughed. “Riding,” she said with a nonchalant shrug. “You know how she adores her horse.”
 
   The Baron nodded with a smile. “Yes. I know your Majesty keeps quite the stable.”
 
   The Queen’s hips rocked and the soft sound of her body sliding up and down the phallus seemed to fill the cavernous and empty audience chamber. “Very true. But please, tell me of the quest.”
 
   The Baron bowed, the reached down to the bag and deftly untied the top. The queen could still not see the contents, but he reached in and then extracted a small wooden device, holding it up. “Do you recognize this your Majesty?”
 
   The queen leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “Is it not the new invention from the blacksmith? A peg, is it not? Meant for washerwomen to hang their linens to dry?”
 
   The Baron smiled. “As usual, you are well informed. But I have discovered another purpose for this device. Might I demonstrate?”
 
   The queen, looking curious, nodded. 
 
   The Baron mounted the steps of the dais and then approached his Monarch. Her bare breast, cupped in a cushion of lace and leather, sported a bright pink tip and was already stiff and pointed. The queen kept it cold in the audience chamber for just this reason. She held the arms of the Phallic Throne with both hands as he approached. He lifted the peg and her eyes narrowed.
 
   “This might tingle, just a bit, your Majesty.” Then he clipped the clothespin to the tip of her breast.
 
   The Queen’s eyes widened but she never moved her hands. A flash of pain crossed her face and her hips jerked even more rapidly on the Phallic Throne until even the Baron stepped back in surprise. The diminutive woman cried out, head thrown back, clearly in the throes of rapture. Fluids bursting from between her legs, running down the chair in rivulets. Clearly orgasming, the Queen stared at the Baron in wonder. A moment later though she reached up and pulled the peg from her nipple.
 
   “It is a wonder!” She gushed. 
 
   The Baron smiled. “Indeed. And it is this sensation I propose inflicting upon our hapless and innocent princess.”
 
   “Oh, your excellency! I approve! I approve indeed.” The Queen rose, the squelching noise of the phallus leaving her soaked slit clear in the cool air. The folds of her dress closed around her hips, the cut still leaving her pink and sodden cleft exposed to his eyes.
 
   “Come,” she said imperiously. “Tell me of this quest while I reward you for creativity.” She reached forward, her long, slim fingers cupping his manhood, stroking the already firm and thickening member beneath his trousers. “Then we can see how the princess’ riding lesson goes, and propose her latest quest.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
   The princess glistened with a sheen of perspiration as she rode her horse vigorously. She’d been at it for over an hour and the horse master stood with his back to the nearby field wall, watching as she adjusted her seat for the millionth time. Riding was part pleasure, but also pain, something she was used to.
 
   Movement caught her eye and she let out a little gasp as she noticed the evil queen and her paramour, the Baron, approaching. The two of them, mistress and master, were responsible for the terrible quests the princess was frequently forced to go on, the punishment for refusal more than the redhead girl could bear. Her hips moved again as they came closer, both of them studying her form as she rode her horse.
 
   “Good morning, your highness,” said the Baron, looking up at the slight, but beautiful redheaded girl as he smiled, his appreciation for the princess’ beauty apparent on his face. The queen grinned as well, but it wasn’t the girl’s beauty she was appreciating.
 
   “And how is your ride, my dear?” The queen asked.
 
   Princess Breanne groaned. Her hips began slinging back and forth, her naked body undulating on the cruel spine of the horse. It was wooden, nothing more than a smoothly sanded beam, tilted so that one sharp edged faced upward. Her legs, obscenely spread to either side of the massive wooden plank, were secured with a spreader bar, each ankle weighted with several bags of sand. Her sex was split open, the wood biting deep as the girl ground herself viciously downward, unable to relive the agony. She wore only a leather corset, wrapped around her middle, her breasts exposed and pushed upward. The tip of her right breast was pierced with a golden hoop, a small gold padlock hanging lightly from the pierced nub. Each nipple was also cruelly tied with string, small iron weights dangling down, the points of her breasts purple. Her wrists were bound behind her back with leather cuffs, secured to the back of the corset with a leather thong and around her throat she wore a collar. Lastly, secured to the top of her head was a tiara, studded with glittering gemstones that spelled a single word: “SLUT.” It was a final insult.
 
   The queen looked over at the riding master. “Has she been whipped yet today?” 
 
   The man looked uncomfortable, clearly not wanting to answer, but an angry glare from the evil queen was enough to motivate him.
 
   “No your Majesty. I’ve not yet done that to her.”
 
   A flash of anger crossed the queen’s face. “You are flogging her thoroughly during her daily rides, are you not?”
 
   The Baron stepped close to the panting girl, her face a mask of pain, and he ran his hand along her side. “I think not your Majesty. Look at her skin. She clearly has not been whipped for some time.
 
   The look of anger on the queen’s face made the riding master blanch. She snapped her finger and a guard appeared from the doorway behind her. Dressed in simple chainmail he approached with crisp obedience.
 
   “Your Majesty?”
 
   The queen glared at the riding master. “Take this man to my torture chamber and have my slave stimulate him until he has cum ten times. Then send for me. I will use him then.”
 
   The guard nodded and took a step forward as the riding master let out a groan of disbelief and fell to his knees, sobbing.
 
   “Please your Majesty! Anything but that! Please don’t use me! I’ll whip her good! I swear it! I’ll hurt her as much as you want! Please don’t take me to your bed!”
 
   But the queen ignored the man’s pleas as the guard dragged the riding master out. She walked daintily over to the wall to where the leather flogger hung, lifted it, and then brought it to the Baron, who stood next to the panting, whining princess. The wooden spine where she rode had been well oiled and stained with her juices.
 
   “Your excellency, might I ask that you handle the whipping of the princess for today while I acquire a new horsemaster? You might also explain her next quest at the same time.”
 
   The Baron accepted the flogger and turned back to the young girl gyrating helplessly on the wooden horse. Her slick pussy rocked back and forth, pinching her clit against the wood and she trembled helplessly. Her eyes met the Baron’s and she bit her bottom lip. Another quest? She shut her eyes and sensed him moving close to her. His hand came up to her left breast and he flicked her nipple. The weight on the end of the string jumped, tugging achingly on the tip of her bosom. 
 
   “Good news, your highness. You will never again be forced to endure these strings tied to your nipples.” He tugged on the loose strand and even as the girl continued to rock, pain shooting up through her loins, she gasped as the blood surged back into the tip of her breast. The Baron smiled as he pulled the string and weight away from her body, watching the expression of relief flood her face.
 
   His hands moved just out of sight as she panted. Perspiration streamed down her temple and she sat, half exhausted, her body burning with both sexual need and pain. Then the Baron lifted something up.
 
    “We now have this.” He pinched what appeared to be two small pieces of wood connected with some spring-like mechanism. He wrapped the string that had previously connected the weight to her nipple around the end of the small device, then lifted it up. The end opposite his fingers spread wide and he placed it on her left nipple. Princess Breanne screamed as he let it close on her flesh. There was a sudden yank as he stepped back and she realized the weight was now swinging from the wooden jaws clinging to her chest.
 
   “It’s called a ‘peg’, though the technical term is ‘clothespin’,” He told her smugly. “And I have a whole bag of them for you.”  He pulled another “clothespin” from the bag and lifted it to her other nipple, even as he raised the flogger. “Now, your highness, let’s see how well these new ‘pegs’ will stay on your body through a serious flogging? And we can discuss your next quest. Shall we?”
 
   The Baron swung the leather whip, the leather strands biting into the princess’ bottom. She let out a scream, her hips jerking, her clit dragged under her swinging body and a few feet away the queen leaned against the wall, her hands between her legs, slipping two wet and glistening fingers into her sex, watching with bright and wondrous eyes.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered as the Baron beat the princess, leaving a hash of bright red marks across the girl’s backside. “Oh God yes…”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The princess moaned as the body slave rubbed the oil into her bottom. She was lying face down on the soft mattress of her bed while her page, a young man named Zach, massaged her welted buttocks.
 
   “It doesn’t look too bad, your highness,” the page said softly, slipping his fingers through the crack of her buttocks to graze her petals. The princess moaned and opened her legs a little wider.
 
   “The riding master spared me for days in exchange for me pretending to be his ‘little filly’ after each riding session,” the princess said in reply. “This was the worst flogging I’ve had since the queen had me whipped me in front of the courtiers at dinner two weeks ago.”
 
   Zach couldn’t help smiling. He’d been present for that. “Yes, your highness. That was quite an event.” 
 
   The princess shuddered. She’d been dragged from her dinner chair into the center of the hall, her robes torn from her body while the Queen’s men had bound her face up on a wooden block. Her legs had then been pulled open, her ankles secured with hemp and each courtier was invited to whip the princess’s body prior to driving their cocks into her slit. It had been a long evening and both the princess’ breasts, bottom, and sex had been frequently and viciously targeted. She’d enjoyed most of it, but some of the evil queen’s subjects believed that fucking the princess in the ass was the appropriate way to spend the evening. 
 
   The princess disagreed.
 
   Still, it could have been worse. There could have been “objects” Or it could have been a quest. 
 
   The princess considered the Baron something of a personal nemesis. She knew that at least a quarter of the quests she had been tasked to complete were to his credit. The time she’d been sent to the neighboring kingdom to deliver a letter, forced wear nothing but ribbons tied to her hair, nipples, and clit, while riding that awful saddle with the two phallic probes, had been his. She was sure of it.  And what about the time she’d been ordered to brave the Westfire Cave, to pluck a wilder-grape from the vine of the prophet, only to find that the darkness had been filled with tentacled nether beasts? She’d spent three days spread-eagled as all twenty of the beasts had plunged their slimy appendages into every hole she had. She still had dreams about the way her breasts and nipples had been cruelly squeezed. 
 
   And the Queen had said “no” when the princess had asked for one as a pet. 
 
   This latest quest was a case in point. Clothespins. Pegs. Who would have thought such an innocent device could be so cruel? She reached under her pillow where two of the little wooden jaws were quietly waiting as the page continued to work her, his fingers now delving gently into her sex. She wasn’t just slick with the oil. She was wet. Ridiculously wet.
 
   “Keep doing that,” she murmured as her fingers pulled the pegs the Baron had clipped to her nipple during her morning ride out from under her pillow. “And you’ll have to fuck me,” she told her body slave.
 
   Zach swallowed. “I would be willing to accept her Majesty’s punishment for the privilege, your highness.”
 
   She turned and looked over her shoulder at him. “But would you come with me on the quest? And would you help me avoid this horrible fate?
 
   The page’s face looked stricken. “Come with you? Of course your highness. But please don’t ask me to cheat the quest. It is one thing to accept her Majesty’s punishment for giving you pleasure without pain. But to violate the queen’s command so directly? I wouldn’t just be milked your Highness! My balls would be pounded and crushed! She would rub my manhood until I was raw. She’d force orgasms from me until I could no longer think straight. And even then I’d be forced to serve her, my face bound to her pussy each night as she slept. I can’t even imagine…”
 
   Princess Breanne sighed. “No. I wouldn’t wish that punishment on any man. She can be a cruel mistress, yes?”
 
   The page sighed and slid two fingers into the pretty redhead’s slit. She moaned and lifted the clothespins so she could see them. Two simple slabs of wood, carefully carved, and a single strand of iron, curled and under tension. Who’d have thunk? Suddenly she twisted, rolling over. The page’s hand came out of her as he blinked in surprise and then she was face up, her gorgeous breasts pointed toward the ceiling, flattening slightly. Both nipples were hard and pointed and the soft candlelight glinted off the piercing.
 
   “Again,” she whispered, opening her legs. The page nodded and slid his fingers back inside her, his thumb against her clitoris. She pinched open the peg, staring at it as the servant finger fucked her. As her chest began to heave, her body tightening with need, she brought the open maw of the first wooden clamp to her bosom. Her eyes closed as she touched herself, the hardwood rubbing lightly against her nipple. Slowly, she let it close, until she felt the biting pressure, the torturous nibble. 
 
   “Now!” She cried quietly and the page climbed up and on top of her. He slid his exposed shaft into her slit and began pumping, his muscular arms to either side of her head. Without hesitation she attached the second clothespin to her taut nipple, giving herself a matched set. She herself twisted the clothespins back and forth, her body shaking with need and heat. The body slave’s shaft buried itself in her wetness to the hilt and it was then that she exploded again, crying out as her body trembled with need. Her toes curled and the page, whose own sex was rock hard with desire, continued to plunge his cock into her wetness. A few minutes later his own throbbing manhood spurted deep in her slit and he rolled off to the side sated. Her eyes opened a moment later when he sat up and quickly pinched open both clothespins and held them up curiously.
 
   “Don’t these hurt, your Highness?” He asked.
 
   She laughed, sitting up and pushing his knee aside. The page groaned as the princess began planting little kisses on his leg, moving from his knee up to his thigh. A second later he gasped as she took him in her mouth. She suckled him, stroking his sack until his shaft was hard once more. They moved together and she whirled around, straddling him, impaling herself on his manhood. She cupped her breasts and held them up to him.
 
   “Hurt me,” she whispered. “Put the pegs on me. I want to cum again.
 
   And he complied.
 
    
 
   *** 
 
    
 
   An hour later the Princess requested an audience with the queen. The six inch strap on heels she wore clicked loudly on the stone floor as she was led to the Phallic Throne. The queen sat, impaled as usual, her hips gently rolling, studying the princess.
 
   “Are you ready for this quest, Princess?” The queen asked tightly.
 
   The princess nodded. Her hair was coiled in beautiful, elegant locks, her tiara pinned in place, the word “Slut” glittering in the light. Soft, gauzy scarves were wrapped around her neck and a diamond choker she wore shimmered beneath. Her breasts were bared, as was her midriff and loins, her pink petals shaven clean. She stood with her legs wide, so that her delicate folds could be seen. It was here only that the ivory cream of her skin darkened into sweet peach. At her side stood the page, with the bag of clothespins.
 
   “I am, your Majesty,” the girl announced.
 
   “Do you understand your task?”
 
   The princess shuddered at the thought of the quest, not because she didn't want to be seen naked in front of ten different strangers and suck their cocks. No, she was looking forward to that. The idea made her wet. Or… at least more wet than usual. The shudder was because her quests always had rules. The Baron had explained, his logic simple and inescapable, what was required of her. It would be difficult to keep track of everything when she was on her knees, servicing the common rabble in the alley behind the tavern. That was where the body slave and the clothespins came in. That, and the most horrible restriction. She was to avoid cumming on pain of punishment.
 
   The queen rose, the slick length of the Phallic Throne emerging from her pink and exposed slit. She stalked forward, eyes narrowed, closing the distance. Her hand came up and she ran her long nails down the front of the Princess’ body. Then with a violent twist, the queen’s hand flew, slapping the princess hard.
 
   Across the breasts.
 
   Princess Breanne gasped, her arms coming up but it was Zach who saved her. Had she been allowed to cover up the queen’s anger would have been roused. Instead he reached out and grabbed the princess’ wrists, dragging them up and over her head. The Queen smiled cruelly.
 
   “Even those who you call friend obey me.”
 
   The princess’ chest heaved, her eyes wide, mouth open. The queen let out another laugh and then began spanking the poor girl’s bosom with hard, fast strokes. The princess cried out, her toes barely touching the ground despite the heels, her page holding her fast and high. Her breasts stung as the queen batted them back and forth until the creamy mounds were the same bright pink as her sex, flushed and stinging. Then the queen reached down between the redhead girl’s legs. Fingers slid into the sodden swamp of the princess’ slit and in moments the poor girl could barely stand, overwhelmed with sexual need. The queen continued to fiddle and play with Princess Breanne’s clit until the girl cried out in orgasmic ecstasy, eyes fluttering. 
 
   “There,” the evil queen said, eyes filled with satisfaction. She brought her goo covered fingers to her mouth, sucking the princess’ flavor from her hand.  “Go. Complete your quest. And we shall see whether you are rewarded…” her voice trailed off as she slunk with feline grace back to the Phallic Throne. She turned, paused for just a moment, and then sank down, the massive dildo disappearing into the queen’s loins. “Or are punished.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Your highness! Wait!” Called the body slave, who hurried up to the determined princess. She turned and looked back. Her nipples still tingled as the tall young man scurried forward, holding not only the bag of pegs, but a small pot of ink, a feather, and to her surprise, a holocaust cloak.
 
   “What is this?” the princess demanded, pointing to the robes. Zach blushed.
 
   “As much as I and every man appreciate your body, your highness, it is against the law to walk in such state through the countryside. It would create riots and drive men mad. We must be judicious with your form.”
 
   The princess paused considering. “True. But it would embarrass the queen to be forced to save me from her own constabulary.”
 
   The slave nodded. “Yes, but your own reputation is also at stake, your highness. And the people love you.”
 
   The princess sighed. “Not all the people,” she replied sullenly.
 
   The slave frowned. “Some wives feel that you might steal their men away.”
 
   The princess nodded. “Yes. I can understand that. Very well, I shall cover myself until the quest requires my exposure.”
 
   “Very good, your Highness.” Zach held out the cloak and she slipped into it, letting it close around her. It also helped ward of the chill of the evening air. “Where shall we go first, your Highness?” He asked next.
 
   She drew in a deep breath. “The tavern by the east gate. The one known as The Iron Horse.”
 
   Zach’s eyes widened. “But… but.. my lady! The men there are the coarsest sort of ruffian! Scofflaws and bandits!”
 
   The princess nodded. “But they will accept their princess and I will accomplish my goal at a single destination.”
 
   The page frowned. “Does thou not know what they will do to you? A fresh and comely girl whose body is sweet and nubile, begging for torment?”
 
   The princess laughed and reached out for the saddle of her horse. She pulled herself up. As expected, the saddle was the same, double spiked one she’d been forced to use every time she rode a real mare. The two phallic probes sank into her body, one thick and long, into her slit, the other narrow and only a touch shorter, jammed into her bottom. She looked down at her page as she settled as best she could.
 
   “I am a nympho humiliation pain slut princess. It is my purpose to be used in this manner,” she declared. The page mounted his pony behind her and shook his head. He didn’t hear the other words she spoke under her breath as she led the way into town.
 
   “Hurt, and tormented, a sexual object, fuckmeat…”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The tavern was smoky and dark, the men clustered in groups. Many were shaved bald, while almost all of them sported facial hair that branded them knights of the forest Wyld. Dark leathers and mismatched bits of steel armor were prevalent and the scent of spirits, of ale and even wine, filled the room. The princess entered, still wrapped in her cloak, and looked about. The tavern itself was filled with easily a dozen men, some playing knucklebones, others drinking and laughing. The two bar wenches were half dressed, one breast on each exposed and it was clear that the queen’s nudity law was not enforced within the establishment. Another girl, clearly a whore, sat upon one of the wyld knight’s knees, her legs apart, his hand delving into her crevasse like a diviner looking for moisture.
 
   The princess threw her head back, shrugged her shoulders, and let the holocaust cloak fall from her shoulders.
 
   The noise level in the tavern dropped dramatically as the men there turned to look. The redhead princess stood in front of them, her tiara declaring perfectly her status as a royal slut. Her delicate ankles were wrapped in the straps of her high heels and the loose scarves and collar only reinforced her status. 
 
   “The princess wishes to provide oral satisfaction for those present,” declared Zach loudly. “If you wish to have your cock sucked by a nympho humiliation pain slut princess, please step forward.”
 
   No one moved.
 
   The princess looked around. Were they shocked? Surprised? Finally she looked at the man nearest to her and approached him. Their eyes met and he looked surprised. The page scurried forward and threw the fallen holocaust cloak on the ground to pillow the princess’ knees as she dropped down. Her fingers probed at the man’s crotch.
 
   “Are you really… her?” He asked.
 
   The stunning and naked redhead nodded. “Yes,” she said as she freed his member and began stroking it. It was long and hard and then she bent her neck, opening her mouth to suckle his manhood. He leaned back groaning. 
 
   The princess was a good cock-sucker. Mostly due to practice. It was the princess who was frequently used in the queen’s torture chamber, milking the various male servants and slaves, administering some of the punishments that the queen ordered. At least the ones meant to sensitize and overload a man’s sexuality. The princess was used to having cock shoved down her throat and she slurped and licked with exquisite talent. In minutes the man was moaning, his fingers in her hair, pumping his shaft between her open lips. Her fingers caressed his scrotum and then in a cry of rapture, he pumped nearly a quarter cup of white cream into her mouth.
 
   She both swallowed and spit, letting streams of white cum fall upon her bared bosom. But most of the copious load of spunk she drank like the good little slut princess she was. As he softened, a line began to form as the other men argued good naturedly amongst themselves, which would be the next to experience a royal blowjob.
 
   The slave moved forward. “Your name, good sir?” He asked, the inked feather waiting over the fresh wood of the peg in his hand.
 
   “What?” asked the princess’ first lover suspiciously?
 
   “Your name. We must keep record of her highness’ conquests.”
 
   The man blinked, then laughed. “Geoffrey of Saliswood.” He paused, then with a snickering laugh said, “esquire.”
 
   Everyone who heard roared with laughter, the slight at the aristocracy hilarious. The slave dutifully noted the title down next to the name and then handed the man the peg.
 
   “And what am I to do with this?” the man declared, looking at the wooden clamp suspiciously. It was clear he had never actually held a clothespin.
 
   It was the princess herself who answered. “You may place it upon my body as a remembrance of my service.”
 
   Everyone’s eyes widened. The man who held the peg considered the idea for a moment. “And where should it go?” He asked suspiciously, eyeing her from top to bottom.
 
   The princess reached up, cupped her breasts, and presented the pink and hardened nipples. “Wherever you’d like,” she moaned.  With those words the man placed the opened clothespin on her left nipple. It closed hard and she moaned, her hips grinding.
 
   “Looks like her highness needs a good fucking,” one man observed.
 
   Others laughed and agreed. “I’ve heard she must obey any sexual order and that the queen marches her around naked all the time.”
 
   “Hey Princess, why don’t you bend over the table there and we can forget about using your mouth!” There were murmurs of approval at that idea and the princess was lifted to her feet by another man, then forced to her knees once more.
 
   “I’ve heard that the queen binds her with her legs spread on a rack and whips that soft clitty of hers until she screams in orgasm,” another said.
 
   More murmurs of encouragement, but it was the body slave who spoke. “These rumors are true, but more importantly, her Highness truly is a pain slut. It makes her cum.”
 
   The man who sat before the kneeling princess, his cock in her mouth, looked up. “Oh yeah?” He reached down to her breast, grabbed hold of the clothespin clinging to her nipple, and twisted it violently.
 
   She screamed, even with cock in her mouth, her hands going to her bosom. 
 
   In seconds things devolved. She was lifted from the ground by strong hands and slammed down on the large trestle table, the green felt of its cloth covering soft under her buttocks. Her legs were roughly yanked wide apart and the man who’d enjoyed the pleasure of her mouth just moments before jammed his full length into her sopping wet slit instead.
 
   “Fuck getting a blowjob from the pretty princess!” He snarled. “I want pussy!” He began thrusting himself into her cleft as she moaned wildly. Her hands and feet were held with strong grips but then another man moved to the other side of the table. His cock hung from his armor and he positioned himself appropriately. With her head hanging upside down off the opposite end of the table, the princess was forced to open her mouth, accepting a second throbbing shaft into her wetness. Her tongue swirled and moved and despite her head hanging off the back of the table, she suckled the brigand’s rod. Another man removed his belt, clearly in expectation, but then realized he was in the perfect position. He began slapping the last six inches of it against the poor girls unclamped but pierced breast, then nailed her pubis a few times, much to everyone’s pleasure.
 
   The princess wailed, eyes wide open, straining wildly against the men who held her, the men who hurt her, and the men who fucked her.
 
   Zach grinned, eyes wide. He tapped one of the spectators who eagerly waited his turn.  “Pardon me, my lord. But do happen to know the name of the two gentlemen who are currently fucking her Highness’ brains out? I need it for another clothespin when they orgasm.”
 
   The man looked at the page, obviously curious. “You’re noting down who fucks her, then?” 
 
   The slave nodded with a smile. “I’m required to do so. By her Majesty. And if she cums I’m to give the lucky man who brought her to climax not one, but two pegs, as well as detail whether the individual in question used her mouth, pussy, or ass.”
 
   The man blinked. “We can fuck her ass?”
 
   The slave blushed. “Actually sir, I think the queen would appreciate such a gesture.”
 
   There was honest laughter. “That hulk screwing the princess’ pussy is Hartle of Winrock, while the guy feeding his sausage to our little mink is called Arnwein Vanson.” The man paused. “And I’m Sawywe of Shalston, and I’ll be jamming my cock into that perfect little ass of hers.” He paused. “Three pegs if we make her cum too?”
 
   The slave smiled. “Yes, my lord.” He nodded. “Three pegs. One for your orgasm and two for hers.” Then the slave dutifully wrote the names down on another pair of clothespins he drew from the bag. He handed all three to Sawywe and smiled. “Here you are sir. I’ll let you give them to the other gentlemen to put on her, while I get everyone else’s names.”
 
   A moment later Princess Breanne let out another wild cry as her pussy contracted hard around the cumming man. A second clothespin pointed up toward the thatched roof and the smoke filled rafters, wiggling wildly as her body was used. 
 
   “She’s cumming Hartle! That’s it! Give it to her good!” yelled someone in the crowd.
 
   “Put that other clothespin on her clit!”
 
   Laughter roared and someone pinched a bit of the princess’ bosom, clipping a fresh peg to the girl’s breast, just to the side of the already clamped tip. “Perfect! Let’s see how many we can put on her tits!”
 
   The men surged forward as the slave watched, pulling out two additional pegs. He quickly wrote “Hartle of Winrock - O” on each wooden clamp. “I may need the extra bag of pegs!” He declared, then he hurried forward as the princess was swallowed up in a sea of horny men.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Your limping, your highness!” The page said with concern as the bedraggled girl stumbled. The heel of her right shoe was broken, as was one of the straps. One of the brigands had used the shoe to hold her legs apart and her cobbler’s workmanship wasn’t sufficient to withstand the abuse. But the shattered footwear wasn’t why she was limping. Over a dozen clothespins dangled from her labia, up and down both sides of her sex, and each step threatened to jam the pointed ends of the pegs into her thighs. It made her walk funny.
 
   “I’m…” she started to say, but then realized that the word “fine” hardly fit. She wasn’t fine. She was a wreck, sore in more places than she could possible dream and her body hurt up and down. She’d been lucky it was so late at night when they’d finally let her go. She’d been unable to really wrap up in the holocaust cloak and her disgusting nakedness had been on view from the moment her page, Zach, had led her out of the tavern.
 
   They’d run out of pegs. Zach had disappeared at one moment to return to the horses in order to get a second bag of clothespins. She had no idea how many of the damn things were pinned to her body but her breasts were encircled with wooden clamps, at least a dozen each, with both nipples sporting a cross of pinched skin with another octet of pegs. Four rows of pegs ran down her sides, and even that hurt horribly. Her thighs were pinned almost down to her knee with matching lines. But nothing was as bad as what had been done to her pussy. Six pegs had been clipped to each of her labia, and two placed upon her clitoris, one at the tip, another deep along the hood. Pain radiated up from between her legs. She’d seen the writing too, knowing that Zach had dutifully tallied every penetration, every orgasm, every humiliating detail.
 
   But for all that, the princess was satisfied. The pain and humiliation of her degradation had been more than worth the series of orgasms she’d experienced. She’d lost count at one point, her mind blown away by the seemingly never ending row of cocks. Her mouth, pussy, and ass had all been used, repeatedly. So much semen had been deposited in her and on her that her body was streaked with cum and it dripped from her cunt, running down her legs even an hour after the last man had erupted inside her, ostensibly as she cried out in ultimate pleasure. That had earned a muttered remark from poor Zach, who handed over the last three pegs.
 
   But the princess was more devious than anyone knew. While the page had been bewildered by her choice of locale, the princess knew the Queen would count every one of the orgasms against her. But by selecting such a busy tavern, she knew that the number of men satisfied orally would far outweigh the number of orgasms she had. It was simple math. And so she’d left sore and satisfied, knowing that she’d avoided whatever terrible punishment the queen would have cooked up for failing the quest.
 
   The slave had allowed her to ride his pony, walking both her mare (with it’s horrible, double dildoed saddle) on the long journey back to the castle and she wished she had been able to persuade him to help her. Had he been willing to remove a few pegs, or perhaps forget some, she wouldn’t be running the risk. But she knew the threat of the queen’s torment was too strong
 
   It had been an arduous walk, with the clothespins wiggling as she breathed, or with every step of the pony. But she had made it. She was home. She longed to have the pegs removed, to collapse into a bath and allow the page, or another pleasure slave to clean her of the filth, to let the aches and pains soak away. But two guards appeared in her path.
 
   “Excuse me your Highness, but you’ve been ordered to appear before her Majesty. Immediately.”
 
   The princess blinked. She looked down at herself, the pegs dancing along her body. “Look at me! I’m a mess, covered in cum and sweat. I can’t go before the queen like this!”
 
   The two guards looked uncomfortable. “Your Highness, forgive me, but the queen threatened to have us milked if we don’t bring you. In fact, we were told that if you resisted we were to mount you on the punishment frame and summon her.”
 
   The princess glared at the two men. “Are you insane? The punishment frame? After what I’ve endured?” The princess was well acquainted with the punishment frame. Some called it “the pillar” and she’d been bound to it in some of the sexually cruelest, most horrible torments ever inflicted upon her body. Once the queen had forced her to kneel around it, her back against the pillar itself. Then she’d been forced to lie flat on the padded flooring, only to have her feet bound against the wood. That in and of itself hadn’t been bad, but then a collar had been looped around her neck, a rope run through the metal ring, forcing her to rise up or be choked. She been able to support her weight on her hands, both large and scrumptious breasts pressed together between her elbows, sticking out like two large pieces of soft fruit. The things the queen had done to her bosom… the cane, the hot wax, the needles… it was enough to try to avoid it. The princess sighed. “Fine. She wants to see me? Let’s go.” With a touch of defiant anger she pushed through the two guards and turned toward the main hall, the clothespins rattling with every step.
 
   The queen was naked, her robe cast aside, an ink colored mark of darkness on the shadowed floor. Light encircled her however as she sat upon the throne, one page oiling her small breasts and shoulders. Her left leg was draped over the armrest, her glistening petals wide and wet as they wrapped around the throne’s massive phallus. The second page was oiling her bare little foot, tracing her instep with his fingers while she sat rocking and bouncing on the rigid phallus sticking up out of the seat. The queen’s eyes were half closed with pleasure and her hand, slick with the same oil her page was using, was wrapped around the second page’s cock. He looked miserable, afraid of what she might do to him if he climaxed, spurting cum all over her toes, and afraid of what she would do if he didn’t. The princess sighed. She understood. She walked to within a few feet of the Phallic Throne and then stood tall, opening her arms so that the evil queen could see the results of her handiwork. Clothespins came into the light. Everywhere.
 
   “My, my, my,” said the queen sarcastically, but also with a touch of envy. “You were busy, weren’t you?”
 
   The princess nodded. “I was well used your Majesty. But I was successful with my quest.”
 
   The queen laughed. “We’ll see about that, and being used wasn’t the point. You seem to have attracted more than the required ‘ten men’. The baron’s quest was about willpower. Tell me, child. Did you resist the temptation to cum?”
 
   The princess smiled. “Of course your Majesty, but we both know I could only hold off for so long.”
 
   The queen smirked. “I know.”  Then the woman on the Phallic Throne rose with fluid grace, the thick and massive post that had been filling her sex squelching loudly as it was pulled from her rising form. She let go of the page she’d been masturbating, who groaned in relief, and the naked, evil queen descended to the floor of the hall and stepped right up to the redheaded princess, leaving oily footprints on the smooth stone.
 
   “Did it hurt?” she whispered, her mouth by Princess Breanne’s ear.
 
   The pegged girl nodded. “Yes, your Majesty.”
 
   “Good,” the queen hissed. “Now we start the count.”  The queen suddenly took a step back and clapped her hands together. The two pages at the throne hurried forward, each one carrying a pair of steel pails that evidently had been hidden behind the massive chair. The metal creaked and they came quickly to stand beside the princess. Each pail was marked; one with “BJ,” another with “O”, with the last two sporting the letters “A” and “P.” It didn’t take a genius to match the single letter abbreviations that the princess’ slave had used at the tavern. Every clothespin was so marked. BJ for blowjob, O for the princess’ orgasms, A for men who had cum in her ass, and P for men who had cum in her pussy.
 
   “Shall we begin?” The queen mused with a sly quirk of her head. She reached up to the princess’ left nipple, and yanked the peg off the crushed and darkened tip. The princess gasped, trembling.
 
   “Let’s see. Gaon Garrison of Hydrek - P.” The queen leaned forward. “What did it feel like, fucking dear Gaon? Did he fill your pretty pussy?” 
 
   The princess flushed crimson and the queen laughed, chucking the peg into the appropriately marked bucket. Then she pulled another clothespin free of the girl’s body. The princess let out another little whimper.
 
   “Oh dear. This one says that Master Foreman of Cher gave you an orgasm! Do you remember where his cock was when you came? In your cunt? Your ass? I doubt it was your mouth!” The queen laughed and tugged loose a peg from the princess’ labia. The poor girl squealed but stood her ground. “And this one? Oh my… a blow job. Do you remember what Groning of Boni tasted like?”
 
   The sound of clothespins falling into the bottoms of the pails filled the air as the queen humiliated the girl. It took almost thirty minutes for the poor princess to be divested of the four dozen pegs that had been attached to her body and she was covered with tiny red pincer marks, all up and down her sides, along her bosom, and covering the swollen, dark petals of her well-used sex. The princess trembled, exhausted. Only the firm presence of Zach standing behind her gave her the strength to remain upright.
 
   “Count them,” the queen snarled at the pages. Even the princess’ page began counting, bending over the bucket. The evil queen turned back to the denuded nympho humiliation pain slut princess who stood shuddering. “You had better hope, for your sake, that there are more satisfied men than orgasm pegs.
 
   “It wasn’t fair,” the princess suddenly said. “Two pegs for each orgasm?”
 
   The queen laughed cruelly. “I know. I don’t do fair.”
 
   The princess looked down bitterly. 
 
   “Your Majesty?” said the naked page, his cock still hard and oiled. “There are only nineteen pegs in the blowjob bucket.”
 
   The queen laughed. “Nineteen? Is that all? Did you offer your more irresistible charms right off the mark? Still, you did manage to orally fuck the required ten. Now you just have to hope you didn’t orgasm more than nine times.” 
 
   The princess said nothing. Her jaw still ached and she remembered her mouth being filled the entire time. Had she really blown nineteen of them?
 
   “And you? How many cocks did she take in her ass?”
 
   “Only thirteen, your Majesty,” the page said apologetically.
 
   The queen gave the girl a disappointed look. “Did they not find your flogged bottom as appealing as I do?”
 
       The princess remained quiet.
 
       “And her cunt? Was she reamed frequently?” the queen demanded. 
 
       “Nineteen again your Majesty. Just as many as she blew,” said the page.
 
   The queen cooed. “Why… you are a slut! To pleasure nineteen men with that delicate little pussy of yours…. naughty, naughty.”  She pressed herself against the princess, their slick skin touching as the evil queen wrapped her arms around the redheaded girl. The queen’s eyes half-closed as she ground her pussy against the princess’ leg. “And what about your own satisfaction.” The queen glanced at the page behind the princess. “How many orgasms did she have this evening?” The queen demanded.
 
   The princess’ own slave coughed. “Your Majesty, tonight the princess climaxed four times.” Zach smiled ruefully. “The men were quite insistent on the pleasuring process once they knew she’d received additional clamps for orgasm.”
 
   The queen’s eyes widened. She glanced back at the princess. “Four? Just four?” The queen let go of the princess and backed away, a flash of anger on her face. “A measly four orgasms? What were those men doing?” She grabbed the bucket from the page and glanced in. “There are eight pegs in here!” The queen said in surprise.
 
   The page nodded. “Yes your Majesty. Two for each orgasm.”
 
   The queen’s eyes narrowed. “Right. I forgot. More hurt for her if she exploded.” The queen frowned. “Ten more blowjob pegs than orgasms,” she said sternly. “That was what the Baron said, isn’t it. You accomplished it. Didn’t you? You actually managed to suck enough men to earn the necessary pegs. By a single fucking blowjob.”
 
   A slow, small grin spread across the face of the princess. Her eyes flashed as the queen stared at her. For a moment there was a battle of wills and then the princess looked away. She wouldn’t put it past the queen to punish her just for being disobedient or willful, though she knew the consequences would be much less than had she actually failed the quest. Those punishments were usually held in a public forum, right here in the middle of the hall with all the courtiers in attendance.
 
   “I just have one question,” the queen suddenly announced.
 
   The princess blinked. “One question?”
 
   The queen nodded, moving close once more. Her bare skin glistened, taut and erotic. “Just one.”
 
   “I succeeded. I finished the quest,” the princess declared.
 
   The queen stood right in front of the princess. “How many orgasms did she have before you left?”
 
   The princess gasped, then blinked. “What? Who did?”
 
   “Not you, my sweet little slut,” the queen sneered at the bewildered nympho humiliation pain slut princess. The redhead girl blinked in confusion. “You. Slave. How many?”
 
   And from behind the Princess Zach’s arm moved. His palm came up and entwined in his fingers were four pegs, each one marked with ink. Zach’s name was clear, along with the single letter O. He had loved her that afternoon, twice. Both times making her scream with insane pleasure, exploding with ecstasy.
 
   The princess’ eyes widened and she looked at her page. She couldn’t believe it! He had betrayed her. He resolutely stared ahead, looking at the queen, who giggled softly and snatched up the pegs. 
 
   “Now we have the truth!” The queen said, lifting the first one up. She was about to place it on the princess’ nipple when the redheaded girl grabbed the queen’s wrist.
 
   “You dare!” hissed the queen.
 
   “That orgasm happened before the quest began!” the princess protested, half angry, half frightened.
 
   The queen grinned. “Then you didn’t listen well enough during the flogging this morning, you little slut! The Baron said ‘the rules of this quest are that each blowjob, while the nympho humiliation pain slut princess was naked, would count once towards the required ten blowjobs and each orgasm she had on the day of the quest would count twice against her total.” The queen’s teeth flashed in triumph. “On the day of the quest Guard! Hold her hands!”
 
   One of the guards that had escorted the princess to the hall quickly came forward and grabbed hold of the princess’ wrists, hauling her back up onto her toes. The broken shoe dropped, leaving one foot bare, the arch of her sole exquisite in the light. The queen ran the clothespin down the princess’ chest, then went right to her left nipple. She placed it straight on and the princess whimpered, her body trembling as the little wooden peg danced. 
 
   “Three more, slut.” said the queen, taking another peg. She placed it on the princess’ left right nipple, from the top, behind the piercing. The princess let out a choked sob.
 
   “And this one?” sighed the queen?  “Where on your cute little body should I put it?”
 
   “Her clit your Majesty?” asked the naked page who the queen had been masturbating before.
 
   The queen glared at the man. “You! Did I ask your opinion?”
 
   His eyes widened. “No, your Majesty! My abject apologies! I thought you were asking…”
 
   “You? For your opinion? You will be tortured for this insolence! Report to my bed chamber immediately! And when you get there, put your cock and balls in the stocks. And light some of my red pillar candles. I think I’ll make a mold of your manhood.”
 
   The man’s face blanched but he put down the bucket of clothespins and nodded, hurrying off. The queen looked back at the trembling little girl in front of her.
 
   “But, he wasn’t wrong sweetling. Was he?” And the queen placed the third clothespin on the princess’ clit.
 
   She kicked out, gasping, hurting and the queen rubbed the girl’s petals lightly with her nails. Then she grabbed the folds of the princess’ sex and pinched them together, using the last peg to seal her sex.
 
   “Bring me a flogger. Now.” 
 
   The queen’s other page hurried to obey and brought a cruel looking implement to the naked, thin brunette whose eyes burned. The queen snatched it out of the man’s hands, swung it once at his buttocks, and then after he’d yelped, turned to face the poor princess, still dangling wetly, naked in the guard’s grip.
 
   “We have to knock those off and count them? Don’t we?” sneered the queen. Then she swung the whip. The leather strands knocked not only both pegs from the squirming girl’s body, but her breath as well and the princess gasped for air as the two wooden mechanisms clattered to the stone floor of the hall. The queen took a step back and brought the next stroke up between the girl’s flailing legs, catching her thighs. It took four strokes to knock the peg from the princess clit and labia and when the fell the girl broke out into sobs.
 
   The queen snapped at the princess’ slave. “You. Pick them up and have them counted.” Zach hurried and picked the two clothespins up from the floor. The pegs clattered into the last bucket. “Ten orgasms your Majesty.” Twenty pegs.
 
   The queen smiled evilly. “And thus you fail the quest.”
 
   The princess sagged in the grip of the guard, exhausted, hurting. And still dripping from her open and exposed sex.
 
   The queen sighed and tossed the flogger to the ground. “Take her to the dungeon and secure her to the punishment frame,” she said whimsically.
 
   The guard nodded. “Yes your Majesty,” he paused momentarily. “Should we include…” he trailed off and the evil queen nodded.  “Yes. She likes hard things between her legs. Make sure she’s high enough up so that her knees don’t touch the ground. Then you and your men may use her mouth. 
 
   The guard smiled. “Thank you your Majesty!” He didn’t bother dragging the princess away. He just picked her up and carried her. Zach looked as if he were about to follow, but a dark look from the queen froze him to his spot.
 
   “You betrayed her,” the queen said softly.
 
   He blinked. “No your Majesty. I told her that I wouldn’t betray you.”
 
   The queen nodded and closed in on him. His eyes caressed her naked body. She was thin, too thin, but her tiny breasts and angular hips belied an athletic energy that intrigued him. She was a passionate lover, as must be any who ruled from the Phallic Throne. 
 
   “Do you know the punishment for coitus with the princess without my leave?” The queen asked. 
 
   He swallowed. “Yes your Majesty. I am too be taken to your dungeon, no doubt strapped to a table opposite the princess herself, where I am to be milked. If I’m lucky, you will do it yourself, otherwise it will be done by one of your torture slaves. My balls will be tied and crushed and my manhood will be whipped, rubbed with oil and then used to satisfy your women until I’m raw. Once I’m no longer able to rise at even the most erotic of sensations or sights, I will be assigned to your boudoir to service you at night, most likely as a tongue slave, strapped via the leather harness to your crotch, licking your clit while you sleep.”
 
   The queen laughed, threw herself at him, and kissed him passionately. His arms wrapped around her, cupping her buttocks and lifting her up. A moment later she yanked aside his simple robes and his straining, throbbing cock slid into the queen’s slick depths. They fucked, standing there in the great hall, before the dais and its dildoed chair.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   In the darkness the princess moaned. Her hands were bound behind her back, a thick wooden pillar against her shoulders. She was kneeling, her legs wrapped around the angular wood, which was offset so that the ridge was pressed into her back. It was not comfortable. To make matters worse a rod had been wedged into a pre-drilled hole, right between her legs. The guard had lifted her up, set the thick wooden stick and lowered her back down. It had been much like her morning horse ride, except on a slightly broader, and less angular edge. Her knees had been millimeters away from supporting her weight and now, no matter how she shifted, her body was resting on the smooth dowel jammed up between her petals. The burning sensation in her bottom had begun to fade. 
 
   The princess groaned and swallowed the man’s spunk, or at least as much as she could, some spilled down her chin, dripping to her chest, wetting the wooden clothespins that clung to her bosom.  
 
   “Who’s next?” the captain said, handing the man who’d just spurted his cream across the princess’ face a fresh peg. The guard grinned and then set it on the poor girl’s swollen breasts, along the side, where it could bob and jiggle with the others. Too bad the princess’ thick nipples were already crushed! Another one of the armed men came forward, cock exposed and hard, eager to stick his wick in the princess’ waiting, willing, wet mouth. Her hips were grinding on the dowel and they knew the ginger root they’d peeled and jammed in her ass would keep her going too. He gave her boobs a light slap and the two or so dozen pegs that clung to her skin rocked, bringing tears to her eyes. The tiara in her hair shone.
 
   “That’s right ‘nympho humiliation pain slut princess. Suck it. Tomorrow you’ll be publicly punished for failing your quest,” the man said. Then he grinned as she took him into her mouth. “This is what happens when you belong to an evil queen! Especially one who sits upon the Phallic Throne!”  
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: not]NOT
 
   I reigned in Star about an eighth of a mile short of the fence and stared out across the slightly rolling hills. Most of the land was flat but for some reason the road had managed to traverse the hilliest parts, though in retrospect it was probably because some farmer had laid claim to the level spots long before the local county came through with a grader and a couple of dump trucks full of gravel. Even when they finally poured asphalt the property lines had already been drawn and the southern edge of my parent’s farm was a solid border. The road ran along that border for almost a full mile. Most of the fence was barbed wire, old stuff at that, while there were portions made of welded steel bars. Regardless, I could easily see the road from where I sat on Star’s back and we watched the horseless carriages blow past us.
 
   Three years ago that road had been quiet and I could have stood there along the fence and waited for hours before seeing a car blast past. That had been a good thing, lending to the quiet solitude that made the fields seem peaceful. That silence had been shattered by the suburban boom and booming subdivisions were replacing winter wheat faster than I could blink. Now it was a matter of minutes, not hours, before a coupe or sedan or SUV would come hurtling over the hill or around the bend.
 
   So it wasn’t like I had much time.
 
   “Okay girl,” I said to my horse, patting the mare’s neck. “This is going to be ‘punishment’ for me.” Star whickered, hearing the amusement in my voice. The word “punishment” has unusual connotations for a girl like me. When I was four and did something naughty I was sent to my bedroom. At eight I’d get grounded from riding, or television, or maybe even sent to bed without supper. At sixteen it was not being allowed to go to Kari’s house. These were punishments, actions meant to discourage particular behaviors, to force me to behave.
 
   My… how times have changed.
 
   I was in trouble, which wasn’t exactly unusual. I’d forgotten to answer an email from Master Fred, which considering everything I do isn’t that odd. I’m a busy girl. Mother, farmer, rancher, writer, daughter, and nympho humiliation pain slut. Do you wonder why I’m not always capable to answer a bloody text message or email? Still, I understood Master Fred’s point. If I’m not good about responding, what can I expect but certain… attentions.
 
   I began unbuttoning my shirt. I was a long sleeve oxford, light blue and more than a bit dusty after a hot day of working out in the sun. Most of it had been on a tractor, but I was taking an afternoon break to handle Master Fred’s “correction.”  As my hand went down the front of my body my undershirt came into view. Nothing complicated. Just a simple tee shirt, a solid royal blue, with no printing on it.
 
   I peeled off the over shirt and stuffed it into the saddle bag behind me. I watched as another car roared past, wondering if they even bothered to look over to the side, to see the lone rider watching. Was that beautiful redhead girl, sitting on the horse wearing blue jeans and a blue tee shirt worth looking at? This was where it was going to get tricky. I grabbed the hem of my tee shirt, pulled it up over my head, and bared my breasts.
 
   I wasn’t wearing a bra.
 
   The gold piercing on my right nipple flashed in the sun, as did the small, charm-sized padlock that dangled from it. I hurriedly grabbed the first clamp, which I’d clipped to the saddle. The silver bell tinkled as I lifted the clover clamp up and attached it lightly to my left nipple. I took a deep breath and then adjusted the pressure and suddenly the tip of my breast ached with pain. The pincers of the clamp had been filed into ridges, to prevent slipping. Hanging from the base of the clamp itself was a spring. It was loose and held a solid metal weight, sort of like the kind fisherman use, except polished and smooth. This weight in turn was attached to the bell. 
 
   The clamps and hardware came in a matched set and the second clover clamp went on my right breast, just behind the piercing. It ached just as much as the first one did and I tightened the pressure until I could barely stand it. Star could sense the tension between my legs and once my nipples were throbbing in time with my heartbeat, I unbuckled my pants, unzipped them, and then slipped a hand into my waistband as I leaned back in the saddle. It didn’t take me long at all to find the small switch that activated the butterfly clitoral vibrator. It had just three settings. I set it to high, feeling the small plastic toy, which was pressed tightly and firmly against my clitoris, begin to vibrate wildly.
 
   Star shifted. She didn’t particularly care for the noise the butterfly made and I could understand that. I soothed her, patting her neck and whispering to her as I bent over, the weights and bells tugging on my boobs with every little movement. The butterfly was pressed hard against the saddle horn and that made me want it even more. Badly.
 
   “I know,” I whispered to Star. “I’ll let you run in just a moment. I want to be closer though,” I said.
 
   The buzzing was having just as much effect on me as it was my horse, though in a very different way. It was making me shift my hips, which was making the ben wa balls that I also had inside me roll. My sex was beginning to contract, to convulse around the sex toys and I was starting to feel some serious needs erupt between my legs. I wanted it. More and more. Still, I waited, exposed, my breasts clamped and perfectly in view. Another car went past, not even slowing. Maybe I was too far away? I took a deep breath. It hurt. 
 
   But it hurt in a special way. It was laced with sex. Need. Want. Desire. Kari was always good about delineating the difference between torment and punishment. Hurting me when I was aroused wasn’t punishment. In fact, doing that to me had been known to encourage the bratty, disobedient behavior I’m sometimes known for. Want to actually “punish” me? Deny me orgasm. Lock me in a chastity belt for a week, one with no dildos or vibrators. Don’t allow me satisfaction.
 
   Or you can still hurt me, but it has to be done hard and fast, and far away from my clit. A spanking would do it. In private especially, with no one watching, no fingering. Just hot and vicious strokes to my derriere. Aim for anything else… breasts… pussy… sexual connotation. Sorry. I’ll probably enjoy it.
 
   Master Fred called this “Punishment.”
 
   I have one word in reply. “Not.”
 
   Then I was ready. 
 
   I spurred Star and she leapt forward, her sleek muscles rippling with movement. The ben wa balls inside me swirled as my sex tightened and the butterfly trembled violently against my clitoris. I felt charged, energized, surging forward toward a predictable outcome. Then Star’s front legs came down and she pushed off for her next leap forward, not a trot, or a cantor, but a full throttle gallop. Despite my seat, my entire form was jarred viciously as the horse raced toward the fence. I adopted the peculiar half crouch riders who gallop take while the animal moves beneath them and for a moment I wished I had a saddle with a massive dildo, one that would pound into me with every forward leap of Star’s impressive gait.
 
   But I wasn’t the only thing bouncing. My grapefruit sized breasts, freed of the tee shirt and lacking the sort of support that comes with a bra, began going up and down like Astroworld’s Dungeon Drop used to. So I hunched over a bit more. This caused them to swing back and forth as Star galloped, heading straight for the fence bordering the road. The clamps, weights, and bells bounced viciously as the horse pounded across the ground. I pulled on the reigns slightly, not to slow her, but to turn and she curved, putting the road, the fence, and our path on parallel courses. 
 
   Pain shot through my chest as the clover clamps suddenly twisted downward, now running perpendicular to the rest of my chest. The bells jingled like Santa’s sleigh dealing with air turbulence and the springs that connected the weighted bells to the clamps themselves contracted and expanded as Star leapt and surged, barreling along the mile long run like a Derby racer. It felt like shards of hot metal had exploded along the tips of each breast and I screamed as I saw the car appear in the distance. It was coming straight at me. My pussy tightened around the ben wa balls and I thrust my hips wildly, mashing my clitoris against the butterfly buzzing atop it. 
 
   We barreled toward each other, the distance between the car and the horse closing rapidly. Like old fashioned knights on a jousting field, a single line between us, the car and I approached a nexus. I never slowed and only the flash of a shocked expression, an open mouth, and then open road filled my vision. I turned my head after we’d gone past and I saw the red glare of brake lights. I screamed again, this time from something else… something deep and wet and slippery.
 
   I pulled on the reins again and Star peeled away from the road and began to slow. Pain, centered at the tip of each breast, spreading into my chest, burned. I reached up and quickly unclipped the clover clamps, whimpering as the crushed nubs seemed to pulse with agony as the blood rushed back in. Star slowed to a walk and I patted her neck. A wave of sweet pleasure suddenly washed over me and I sighed, then dipped my fingers back into my jeans to turn off the butterfly.
 
   I looked back. The road was far away. The car was moving off. I couldn’t help grinning. What did I tell you? Punishment with a sexual connotation just isn’t. I exploded. I came. Nympho humiliation pain slut. I laughed as I tugged my shirt out of the bag and put it back on.
 
   Punishment?
 
   Not. 
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: urges]Urges
 
    
 
   My bottom lip was caught between my teeth as I stared hungrily at the bulge in front of me. Oh, I had other reasons of course, but the truth of the matter was that I wanted some almost from the moment I woke up. It was an urge, a sort of imperative I sometimes get, and even on day four of my time of the month, a week I normally use to recuperate from all the sexual insanity you people like to inflict upon me (yes Julie, I mean you too,) there are times when my inherent nature just takes over. I’d also made the mistake of mentioning it to Julie that morning in our usual breakfast phone call. 
 
   “Morning sweetling,” Julie said, her voice a purr in my ear as I moved through the barn, a bucket of goat feed in my hand.
 
   “Good morning, Julie,” I replied, possibly grunting a bit since it was one of those five pound buckets. I passed out into the early morning sunshine and turned right toward our goat enclosure and as expected, there were already about fifty of them huddled next to the fence, bleating their demands. Talk about urges. Sheesh.
 
   “Goats?” Julie asked, her voice revealing just a touch of her repulsion. Julie is not much of an animal person. 
 
   I laughed. “Goats. Feeding them now,” I replied as I poured the bucket down. In seconds the feed had disappeared and I moved back, more to give my errant mistress a reprieve than for any other reason.
 
   “So how are you feeling today?” Julie asked. I appreciated the query. There was nothing behind it either, no hint of something coming. Just an honest question about how I felt. And since I had been lying down with cramps the previous day, I appreciated her concern.
 
   “Better,” I admitted. “No more cramps. I’m on the upswing. I figure I’ll be back to normal tomorrow or Thursday.”
 
   “Good!” Julie exclaimed. “Because I have a little adventure planned for when you’re better. So let me know, okay?”
 
   I chuckled as I tossed the bucket back into the feed bin in the barn. “Sure. Besides, I know I’m feeling better. I woke up with this overwhelming urge to suck cock,” I said jokingly.
 
   There was only a slight pause. The merest moment of hesitation. “Really…” Julie replied, leaving it a half question, half statement. “Do you need to suck some cock, Breanne?”
 
   Now it was my turn to slow down. What did she mean by that? Or better yet, what did I mean by that? Did I want to suck cock? Right at that moment? I thought about it, surprised to find my pussy pulsing.
 
   “Yes, mistress,” I said quietly.
 
   You could almost hear Julie purring. “Excellent. Please get a pair of clothespins.”
 
   I swallowed. Oh my. Clothespins. I looked around the barn. There was an entire container’s worth of pegs on the workbench and I hurried over to them. Two seemed to leap into my hand and I told Julie as much.
 
   “Good. Then I want you to bare your breasts, put the clothespins on, and cover back up,” Julie commanded. I felt the tingle between my legs, just a tad bit surprising considering that sex was the last thing I’d been thinking about less than twelve hours before. Now I wanted something. I unbuttoned my over shirt, a light blue cotton oxford style shirt that concealed the short sleeve gray tee shirt I was wearing over the white cotton, no-nonsense bra. I tugged the shirt up, then pulled the bra toward my chin as well, and both creamy white globes, each topped with a pink circle, one pierced and padlocked with jewelry, came into view. My sex convulsed on nothing, since I’m not required to follow NHPS Rule #1 during my TOTM. 
 
   “Which way do you want them on?” I asked softly, dreading the answer. Julie let out this cruel chuckle.
 
   “The right way,” she said firmly. I didn’t even need to ask. I lifted the first clothespin, the phone still held to my ear with the other hand. From straight on I let the first peg close tightly on my nipple. The wooden pincers stuck out away from me, bobbing with each deep breath and then I put the other one on, right over the piercing and tiny padlock. The most delicious pain seemed to bubble up through both breasts and I realized I was panting. My sex tightened rhythmically and had I a dildo at that particular moment I might have even decided to ignore my long standing rule about avoiding penetration south of the border during my monthlies.
 
   “They’re on,” I whimpered into the phone. Julie laughed.
 
   “Of course they are. I can hear them hurting you. Your voice changes. It’s lower, more sultry, needier.” She paused dramatically. “But they’re going to hurt more, so here is your motivation. You will leave the clothespins on all day. You may have a single hour’s reprieve every time you suck a cock. Once a man’s cum goes down your throat the timer starts. Have him remove them and you get sixty minutes of relief. Then the clamps go right back on and you endure their bite until you find another sausage to munch on.” Her crudity didn’t surprise me. Julie was a lady, but she was a Goth girl before that. Sometimes, at least in her vernacular, she let the old persona show.
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said. A thousand things ran through my mind. Like how I was going to cover up. Pulling the tee shirt down over my tits would hurt like hell. And how was I supposed to go out in public like this?
 
   “Good luck darling, and let me know just how many cocks you swallow today, okay?” She hung up before I could even reply.
 
   I spent the next hour finishing up my chores. At first I left my over shirt open with the tee shirt and bra pulled up, but after about ten minutes I opted for another solution. The over shirt came off, followed by the tee and bra. Then I put the over shirt back on, but didn’t bother to button it. The wooden clothespins stuck out in front of me wiggling like mad and I struggled to cope with the shooting aches and the need that went with it. Not easy. I was tense, delicate, and my mind was filled with the mental images of cock being stuck into my mouth, my pussy, and even my ass. 
 
   I didn’t bother with eating, opting instead for a quick getaway. I climbed into my truck, started the engine, and with my clothespins grazing the wheel, the shirt still opened, I headed out to get me some breakfast… sausage.
 
   Driving with my shirt open is a big deal for me, mostly because the windows of my truck aren’t tinted. When you look in you get to see everything. And a comely redhead with her shirt wide open, both breasts sporting wooden clothespins sticking out straight in front of her is the sort of thing that attracts attention. Provided that other drivers are actually aware of their surroundings. Everyone seemed to have tunnel vision, so I didn’t get any honks or anything. It was a little disconcerting too. Granted, I didn’t have far to go. I pulled into the small gas station at one end of the Farm to Market Road that went by my farm. It had received a massive economic boost with all the recent developments of suburbia, but more importantly it was a morning oasis for a certain type of people.
 
   I backed into one of the spaces, a fenced but open field behind me and watched. There was a gentle throb coming from the tips of each breast, timed nicely with my heartbeat. A sense of tingling numbness crept over me, allowing me to take a deep breath and not scream. Still, I tried to move as little as possible. Instead I used my eyes, examining each driver as they got out of their car or truck, evaluating the possibilities. While I waited I began buttoning my shirt, trying to see if I’d be able to even cover up. The first two buttons from the bottom were easy. The third had to deal with the bottom half of my bosom. The fourth? I pulled the front of the shirt closed and both clothespins were pushed a full ninety degrees from the direction they’d been put on. I let out a sharp yelp and even tried to change the direction of the push. No help. It hurt like the dickens. So I stopped. And with that button unable to close it made no sense to go higher. My boobs were cushioned nicely under the half sealed shirt, the clothespins sticking out obscenely. Now I just had to find the right person to be obscene with.
 
   Finally I saw the right guy, under the right circumstances. The road had quieted and I’d be exposed for only the brisk walk between my truck and his. There wasn’t anyone else getting gas, so I didn’t have to worry about anyone coming in or out of the station itself, and my back would be to the clerk and his window for much of the way. This was the opportune moment. I moved quickly, opening the door of my truck and hoping down. Big mistake. The second I hit the ground the impact tremor traveled up my skeleton and my boobs bounced, making the clothespins jiggle up and down. Pain shot through me again and I gasped, eyes closing. After that, there wasn’t much I could do. I turned, wrapped one arm just below my breasts, the other just above so that only the clothespins peeked out and hurried forward.
 
   He caught sight of me maybe ten feet away and it was like one of those Saturday morning cartoons. First he tried to make sense of the way I was holding my arms. That clearly confused him. Then he saw the clothespins, but not what they were attached to. His poor brain suddenly came to the realization that I was heading right toward him and our eyes met. That’s when I let my arms drop. He glanced down at my bosom. His eyes seemed to get really big, and if he’d been a cartoon character, would have fallen out of his skull to bounce a few times before snapping back into his eye sockets. He was clearly enraptured by the clothespins clipped to the tips of my breasts. I took a big breath to make sure I had his attention, then stepped right up to him. The ends of the clothespins almost grazed his shirt.
 
   “Hi,” I said a bit sheepishly. “I’m Breanne.”
 
   He blinked, but was unable to tear his eyes off my exposed and clothespinned chest. “Christian,” he said in reply.
 
   “You like, Christian?” I asked, cupping my boobs and giving them another little shake. I tried not to let the hurt of the clothespin get to me.
 
   “Hell yes!” He agreed instantly.
 
   “I’m allowed to take the clothespins off if I give someone a blowjob. Are you interested in helping me get my clothespins off?” It came out as more of a whine than a plea, but evidently that didn’t matter much.
 
   That made him blink but then he nodded eagerly. I couldn’t help grinning. My urge was about to be satisfied. I nodded back toward my truck. “I’ll be over there. Finish getting gas then park next to me.” My original intention had been to take him behind the gas station, or maybe even have him go get the key to the men’s restroom. But his truck had a back seat. A huge one. It made my poor little Ford F-150 look like a compact. It also meant air conditioned privacy!
 
   He grinned stupidly and I covered my breasts back up with my arms, turned tail, and marched back to my truck. I didn’t bother to get in, but instead leaned up against the side, giving him a warm smile and the occasional flash of clothespinned boob. Men are visually stimulated so I thought that starting the foreplay early was a good thing. He hurried through the process of getting gas as fast as humanly possible and a moment later hopped into his truck. I thought he was trying out for the Daytona 500 the way he rocketed across the lot and then he pulled in next to me. I heard the door unlock and I grabbed the handle and climbed in. He sure as hell got an eyeful.
 
   The truck, a Dodge Ram, had plenty of space, just like I thought and as I settled and turned toward him I was about to suggest he move into the back when he reached out and gently, every so softly, cupped my left breast. His thumb stroked reverently along the underside as he tested the weight and texture. He didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to. I just sighed, lifted my arms out of his way, and wrapped my fingers around the headrest.
 
    
 
   He caressed my chest for about five minutes, examining the clothespins, my piercing, the silly little gold padlock with the black enameled rose on it, my turgid tips… the whole shebang. Finally he seemed to want to ask a question and I smiled at him with encouragement.
 
   “Why?” he asked.
 
   I grinned. “Cause I’m a naughty girl,” I said softly. He seemed to accept that good enough. He was in his mid-twenties, maybe my age, with soft brown hair, a kindly expression, and a handsome body. He was clearly a working man. Jeans, a polo shirt, and a broad leather belt meant foreman or some sort of supervisor. I liked it. I reached over and cupped the bulge in his pants.
 
   “Now can I have some cock?” I begged, teasing him.
 
   He nodded and began unbuckling but I shook my head. “More room in the back seat and I can really do a good job.  He considered this for a moment, clearly iffy about the proposition so I beat him to the bunch. I climbed into the back and knelt down, half on and half off the seat. I looked back at him in expectation and he locked the truck’s doors, then joined me.
 
   It took me less than five seconds to get access and a moment later, behind the safety of the darkened, tinted glass of his cab, I satisfied my urge. He wasn’t huge or anything. Six, maybe seven inches? I didn’t measure. He was long enough to fill me, but not too big either. He tasted masculine, with just a hint of soap. I opened my mouth and devoured him, twisting my head, rubbing his shaft with my hand, caressing his balls with my nails, and licking and sucking on his tip as if he were the best lollipop I’d ever had. Clearly I did a good job because I’d been at it only ten or so minutes when he suddenly groaned and I felt him stiffening. His shaft pulsed and he thrust upward through my curled fingers. I relaxed my mouth and throat and he jammed himself deep. I began swallowing, trying to get as much of him as I could into my gullet. Then he groaned, the only sound he’d allowed himself. A sudden shot of fluid exploded into the back of my throat and I gagged for half a second before managing to overcome the reflex and swallow. More and more poured into me, spurting copiously into my mouth until finally I managed to come up for air, swallowing the three or four tablespoons of cum my partner had seen fit to give me.
 
   Sitting up, I gave him a satisfied smile, noting the glazed look in his eyes, the euphoria of sexual satisfaction. He’d be out of it soon enough. Guys always were. Twenty seconds later I took his hands in mine and brought them up to my chest. 
 
   “Take them off, please?” I begged him.  He nodded and pinched each one open. I stifled the urge to cry out, only whimpering lightly as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts. He set the clothespins aside on the bench seat and then cupped me again, his warm hands around my bosom. I sighed as he began stroking, trying to make the pain go away. I settled in perfect contentment, wonderful bliss, only wishing that I could have him between my legs. I’d bought an hour of sweet relief. And I had an opportunity. I gently moved his hands away and began buttoning myself back up.
 
   “That’s all?” he asked curiously. I nodded and kissed him. It was a warm, wet, passionate kiss.
 
   “That’s all.” I said, picking up the clothespins and putting them in my pocket.
 
   “It was wonderful.” 
 
   I smiled. No begging? No asking me out on a date? Wow.
 
   “Actually, you were great,” I replied with a grin. I finished buttoning up my shirt and checked my appearance in the mirror. I hadn’t even gotten any spunk on me! I climbed back up into the front seat and then popped the door. He watched me, not saying a word, until I closed the door and headed back to my truck.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Two hours later I called Julie.
 
   “Hey girl, how’s the nips?” She asked.
 
   I frowned. Nips? Really? I sighed. “They’re fine. Thank you,” I said smugly. “I’ve had the clothespins off for two hours already and won’t have to put them back on until just after two this afternoon.”
 
   There was a pause. “What do you mean?” Julie demanded. “You sucked off five guys?” 
 
   I grinned. I sure as hell had. When the clothespins had come off the first time I knew I’d had an hour to find a more permanent solution. So I drove around until I found an available construction crew. A cardboard box and the privacy of a freshly dry walled closet, along with turns, made everything flow very smoothly. 
 
   “Yep. So I’m set till this afternoon.”
 
   “Satisfied, huh?” Julie said, her tone dark, clearly displeased.
 
   I was about to snarkily reply but sensed something wasn’t right. “Uh… um… yeah?”
 
   “I did mention that in order for the blowjob to count your nipples had to be clamped, right?”
 
   My world crashed down on me. “No,” I said, my voice hard. “You neglected to mention that.”
 
   “Well, that does happen to be the case. So since it is now well after the first hour, you need to put the clothespins back on Bre.”
 
   I bit my lip. My breasts. My poor breasts. And it meant I was going to have to do it all over again if I wanted relief.
 
   “You should also wear your butterfly clitoral stimulator, on low, over your panties of course.”  Julie said, upping the ante. “I know you have urges. No cumming is allowed or you’ll need to ask one of those nice gentlemen to shove their cock up your ass after you’ve got him nice and wet.”
 
   I swallowed. “Yes Mistress,” I whispered. What else could I say? She’s a sadistic, cruel, mischievous witch. I unbuttoned my shirt again and pulled the clothespins out of my pocket. I stared down at the wooden pincers, the tips of my breasts already tingling. I shuddered, my pussy tightening up, my body reacting to the very idea of what she wanted done to me. I held up the two clothespins and braced myself.
 
   And Bre,” Julie said darkly. “Satisfy this urge. Make sure you put the pegs on straight.”
 
   Pain shot through my chest as the clothespins wiggled with each breath.
 
   Oh God. 
 
   Yes.
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   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said darkly, studying the clothing that had been tossed in my direction. Julie looked at me from the driver’s seat of her car with a grin that would have made Batman’s nemesis The Joker look depressed. 
 
   “Do I look like I’m kidding?” She asked sternly. Her fingers were lightly curved around the steering wheel.
 
   I held up the shirt so that the afternoon light illuminated it from the back. There wasn’t much to it. It was threadbare, old, the material almost translucent from being washed a zillion times, cut, and looked like it once belonged to a large, old guy who beat his wife.
 
   “Julie! This won’t even cover my breasts!” I further protested.
 
   She laughed. “Yes it will. Sort of. A lot will be showing, but unfortunately the good parts will be covered. Don’t worry!”
 
   I was already turning crimson. We were parked in a small concrete parking lot near a running trail that Julie had been frequenting recently. In fact, she was already dressed as if she planned to go for a run. Her lithe frame was covered in a neon colored pink and black shirt and her cute little ass was wrapped up in running shorts. She was even wearing her Sketchers. Personally, I’m not much of a runner but if she enjoyed it I was hardly going to stop her. 
 
   There were only three cars parked in the lot besides ours and I hadn’t seen anyone pass by, but the idea of being pushed out into the late summer heat wearing that shirt was not terribly appealing. I glanced around. Nothing but trees. I took a moment to count my blessings. We could have been in a mall parking lot. 
 
   “Here’s the bottom,” Julie said, flicking the next piece of material at me. I dropped the shirt and held up the skirt. It was a skirt, without a doubt, and if the shirt was indecently worn, the skirt should have been chopped up into rags. In fact, it looked like someone had already started. There was a jagged line, obviously cut by shears, which ran up from the hem to the waistband, and only the fact that it was about three inches to the right of my center line kept it from being explicit.
 
   “Isn’t it cute?” Declared my chocolate haired mistress with undisguised glee. “Trust me, you’ll be thanking me in a little bit.”
 
   My voice was sullen and unhappy. “I will?” I muttered.
 
   She nodded. “Now get out of the car and change.”
 
   That made me blink. “What? Here?” I demanded. Again I glanced around. Small parking lot. Woods. No people. Still, anyone could come along...
 
   Julie smiled. “It doesn’t appear anyone is around, does it? We’re in the woods. Kids are in school. I took a day off to do this to you. So get out, get naked, pass your clothes in to me, and if I feel magnanimous, I’ll give you the new outfit.”
 
   I gave her a dangerous look. “Are you feeling magnanimous?”
 
   She grinned. “Strip and find out.”
 
   “Or I could just sit here in the car all grumpy like,” I said, crossing my arms.
 
   She leaned toward me. “Oh please. Don’t even try it. You want this. Or at least the fucked up part of your brain does.”
 
   “Yeah,” I snorted. “But the rest of me is saying ‘hell no!’  And I should probably listen to myself.”
 
   Julie sighed. “I want you to take a moment and imagine yourself sitting on the Full Bore Machine,” she said softly.
 
   Ugh… I didn’t have to imagine it. I could remember it. Two thick dildos, each mounted to separate motors, sticking up through the top of a stool frame with no seat. Did I mention the motors were overpowered?
 
   “Now imagine me putting the TENS Unit pads on your nipples and clit,” Julie continued, describing the electrostim tabs used by one of the transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulators that Julie owned. “We can start everything off at level one, then turn the Full Bore to high. Then every time you beg for relief from the pounding I’ll turn up the electricity in exchange for ten minutes of peace. Then the full bore goes back on, full throttle. I’m curious to know what level of electricity is sufficiently painful to force you to take the full bore fucking for an hour.”
 
   I blanched. The full bore machine was a pair of dildos that stuck up out of a stool frame mounted to a pair of high powered electric motors. “Well, that’s certainly explicit,” I muttered.
 
   “Are you going to strip?” Julie asked, suddenly cross.
 
   I let out an exasperated sigh and pushed the door open. I climbed out, my flip flops smacking on the concrete parking surface. I took a few steps around the vehicle to the front. Glancing around, I decided to get it done and over with as fast as possible. That way I’d limit the amount of time I was standing around naked.
 
   My tee shirt went first, followed by my bra. My bare breasts were creamy white except for where the gold piercing penetrated my right nipple, not to mention the small padlock that dangled from the hoop jewelry. Then, with one arm positioned carefully across my bosom, I did my best to shimmy out of the shorts I was wearing.
 
   “Hey, can you hurry it up please?” Julie said, half leaning out the window. “I want you naked.”
 
   I hissed at her, once again glancing around frantically. Nope. Still alone. But you never knew when someone was going to come running around the corner. I glared at her but managed to hook my thumb through both my panties and the shorts and push them down off my ass. They fell to my feet and a moment later I stepped out of them, totally naked from the top down.
 
   “Good,” my mistress declared. “Now hand them over.”
 
   I bit my lip. This was the stupid part. What if someone showed up? Carefully I bent down, my thighs tightly pressed together, my arm still covering my bosom. I gathered it all up, the shirt, the panties, the shorts, and then passed them through the window. Julie took them, wadded them up into a ball, then tossed them in the back seat. I didn’t like that. I had absolutely no recourse now. It would take Julie a full minute to get my clothes and hand them to me.
 
   “Now,” she hummed thoughtfully. “Let’s see. Okay. To get the shirt you’ll need to do the chicken dance.”
 
   I blinked. Then I stared at her. Naked.
 
   “Well?” she asked innocently.
 
   “The chicken dance?” I repeated stupidly.
 
   She smiled, white teeth gleaming. “Yeah. Put your hands under your arms, flap your elbows while hopping up and down and cluck like a chicken. I want to see your tits bounce.”
 
   My face went white, though whether with rage or total terror I have no idea. 
 
   “I will not…” I spluttered. “Cluck like a chicken!”
 
   Julie shrugged. “Okay. Naked works for me.”  She leaned forward and looked down the trail. “Hey, is that a runner?”
 
   I jerked and tried to cover myself even more as I hurriedly glanced over my shoulder.
 
   “Oh. Nope. Sorry. My bad. Just a tree,” she said apologetically. “Still, you know someone is going to come eventually.”
 
   We stared at each other, a battle of wills. Then I lost. I bit my bottom lip, jammed my hands into my armpits, exposed the entire front of my body to her, then began flapping my arms.
 
   “Cluck,” I whined. “Cluck, cluck, cluck…” 
 
   “Don’t forget to hop,” Julie warned me. 
 
   “Cluck, cluck,” I said frantically, hopping up and down. My flip flops snapped up, smacking the bottoms of my feet loudly. I must have looked absurd. Strike that. I know I looked absurd.
 
   Julie grinned appreciatively. “Oh… that’s very nice. Look at you. More hop though. I want to see your boobs shake.”
 
   If looks could kill Julie would have been dead. 
 
   She kept me dancing for almost a full minute but it felt longer, ages in fact, and she ended my extreme humiliation by tossing the white shirt at me. I caught it, barely, and in a frantic rush yanked it down over my head. I was right. It was too big for me. The neckline was just below my nipples and it was actually the shoulder bands that covered up my breasts. It sort of reminded me of Mylie Cyrus’s metal outfit, with just the bands covering her boobs. I was doing almost the exact same thing, except with a sleeveless shirt normally called a wife beater.
 
   And I have bigger boobs than Mylie. 
 
   But there was good news. The shirt was so big it came down well past my hips. In fact, it covered my loins completely, like a little dress. I wasn’t the only one to notice. Julie stared at me, her head cocked to the side.
 
   “Well, we don’t need these,” she muttered in disappointment, tossing the skirt into the back seat with the rest of my clothes.
 
   I still protested. Julie ignored me, then reached behind her and brought out the small little cooler.
 
   I had wondered what was in the cooler from the moment we had left the apartment. She hadn’t said anything and I figured I’d find out soon enough. So I hadn’t mentioned it. Now I watched as she opened it. I saw ice. Lots of ice, and the thing smoked.
 
   “Is that… dry ice?” I asked worriedly. My fingers were locked on the hem of the shirt, tugging it down as far as possible, which of course just made the situation with the shoulder straps over my boobs that much more obvious. My chest was practically falling out of the shirt. In fact, it did. I had to tuck myself back in, positioning the straps strategically.
 
   Julie poured some of the ice out and I noticed two plastic baggies. She fished the first one out and handed it to me. I held it up gingerly, between pinched fingers, and studied the thing inside.
 
   It was hard as a rock, solid, but seemed to be made of some sort of white substance I couldn’t identify. Clearly it had been sculpted and cut and the shape did not leave me feeling good. It was about four inches long and looked suspiciously like a butt plug.
 
   “What is this?” I asked cautiously.
 
   “It goes in your ass,” Julie said firmly.
 
   I lowered the bag and looked at her. “I didn’t ask where it goes. I asked what it is.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “It doesn’t matter. Don’t worry. It’s made of a substance that is safe and will not burn.”
 
   I looked at the white stuff. “So it’s not frozen Icy Hot?” I asked.
 
   Julie snorted. “Hardly. That stuff isn’t safe for internal use.”
 
   I bit my lip. “What should I use as lubricant?” I asked.
 
   At that Julie grinned. “Trust me. You won’t need any.” 
 
   So with a deep breath I opened the bag and reached in. In less than a second I understood what she meant. The object was cold, but it was slick and slippery as well, as if it were made of soap. I rubbed my fingers together and a thin, oily substance spread across my skin, glistening. Finally I just bit the bullet, plucked the thing out and glared at Julie again.
 
   “Yep!” She said wickedly. “In your ass. So just lift that shirt up a bit and get that thing in your tush.”
 
   “It doesn’t have a lip,” I protested.
 
   “Don’t worry. Just push the whole thing in. Quickly. Before it melts.”
 
   Melts. Oh crap. 
 
   I cupped the thing in my palm and reached behind me as if I were wiping my ass. Putting things in your own bottom is not an elegant sport. It looks damned awkward, feels worse, and is beyond faintly embarrassing. I was frantically worried that a jogger was about to show up as I twisted myself in half, one hand on the hood of Julie’s car, pushing an object the size of a fucking egg into my bottom.
 
   It took a bit of mental discipline to manage it but I got there about a minute later. As Julie promised it went in deep and ease, but left my hand a greasy mess. The cold inside me immediately started to sear my depths and I couldn’t help squeezing. Then I felt a trickle of fluid. I held out my hand to her, showing the oily residue.
 
   “What is this stuff?”
 
   Julie smiled. “Stuff to be wiped on your body.”
 
   “Excuse me?” I stammered.
 
   “I’d start with your tits. Rub it all over them. And if you need more you know where to get it,” she said with a humiliating tone. I just stood there, dismayed.
 
   “Well? Why aren’t you rubbing your boobs? Do you need an engraved invitation or something?” She demanded.
 
   I slowly looked at my hand. It seemed wet, as if I’d poured olive oil on it. I stared at her. “Julie,” I said, trying to sound patient and rational when I really wasn’t. “If I rub this on my breasts it will soak the shirt.”
 
   “Really? Well, isn’t that nice. Now rub.”
 
   I closed my eyes. Whatever it was that she had forced me to shove up my ass was warming rapidly. I could tell. It was beginning to seep from my crack, down the insides of my thighs. I pulled the shirt out as far away from my bosom as I could, and then began smearing the oil over my bosom. It smeared easily, coating my skin. It smelled faintly of coconut.
 
   It also felt amazing.
 
   Of course the second the shirt material touched my skin it began sticking, absorbing up some of the oily substance. I had to put my hand down between my legs again, scooping up another handful of the humiliating fluid leaking out of my ass. It actually pooled in the palm of my hand.
 
   “Oh yeah. Do the other breast sweetling. And your chest. Your whole chest. I love how you glisten!” Julie cooed. “Arms too!”
 
   “My God! What is this?” I exclaimed as runs went down my legs all the way to my flip flops. I put my knees together to stem the tide and all it did was smear the translucent oil across my legs. My thighs were slick and some of the oil actually squirted out of my ass when I tightened up again. I gasped, flushing crimson, but then hurriedly rubbing the oil into my bottom, lifting the hem of the shirt up to expose my rump. Oil seemed to be pouring out of my butt. I cupped my hand, scooping up the slickness and oiled my entire rump. That seemed the easiest thing to do, but then Julie encouraged me to rub it up and down my legs too. In moments I was bent over, the bottom half of my oiled and glistening butt hanging out under the shirt.
 
   Julie was thrilled, watching with the delighted, eager, grin of a child on Christmas morning. I was scrambling, scooping up oil with both hands, awkward and sexual and totally going nuts, only to slap it underneath my clothing. My hands slid across my belly, along my back, everywhere I could touch. There was way more than I needed and within a minute the white cotton of the shirt had changed. Now it looked like I was competing in a wet tee shirt contest, except instead of pouring water on me…
 
   “Coconut oil!” Julie declared. “It’s coconut oil! Master Fred wanted me to make a coconut oil dildo and make you masturbate with it.” She said.
 
   I stood there aghast. My hair was matted with oil, my skin slick with it from the neck down. The pavement beneath me was splattered and the shirt had begun not only to bunch in revealing places, unable to handle coverage of my lower half, but also to turn transparent. My gold piercing and padlock? Yeah, well you could see them clear as day. The hard, aroused, pink tips? Totally. I might as well have been naked.
 
   My God.
 
   “That was not a dildo!” I said weakly to Julie, feeling the remnants of the frozen coconut oil suppository I’d put into my own butt. 
 
   Julie snapped her fingers. “Right! That was the anal plug. I’ve got the dildo here.”  And she opened the cooler again and pulled out the second bag.
 
   The frozen coconut dildo was at least six inches long and looked like it had been formed by pouring coconut oil into a condom. It froze creamy white with a tinge of yellow and Julie opened the bag and handed it over with a warm smile.
 
   “I know that will be cold going in. Still, I think you’d be smart to try to cum before it softens too much.”
 
   I held the frozen cock of fat. “Why?” I asked stupidly. “What happens if I don’t cum?”
 
   She shrugged. “If you manage to cum we’re done. I’ll give you a towel out of the trunk, you can wrap up and then shower back at my place,” she said. “After I’ve hot waxed you, whipped it off, and then made intense and violent love to you.”
 
   I admit that her hot little body pressed up against mine, even after getting hot waxed and whipped, sounded so amazing that I wanted to cum. But there was more to it. I could tell. 
 
   “You didn’t answer my question,” I said as I took the frozen oil dildo and pressed the tip against my quivering clit. “What is the penalty for not cumming?” I asked again.
 
   “If you don’t cum, you’ll not only need to get someone to fuck that cute little cunt of yours, but also someone to slide themselves in your well-oiled ass.”
 
   I grimaced. Anal sex. And considering where we were it was unlikely I could find a pair of gentlemen who would willingly do me at the same time. That meant remaining out here for an extended period. Uncomfortable. Yes… well… one orgasm cumming right up.
 
   I jammed the cold dildo into my socket and groaned as the frozen temperatures seared my flesh. The only bonus was that I was wet, wet and oiled, and the long, thick dildo slid in like a hand in a glove. I stood there, raised up on the tips of my toes, my legs obscenely spread, in a fucking parking lot, standing between some trees and Julie’s car, ramming a frozen Popsicle made of coconut oil into my pussy.
 
   Between the cold, the slickness, my own heat, and my surroundings you can imagine how things went. I went nuts. Frisky. Excited. Moaning out loud. Oil seemed to pour from me, sliding down my legs, my hand, soaking the hem of the shirt so that it clung to my body in every which way. I threw my head back, so close I could feel it building, the pressure and need climbing! I knew I had to hurry because of the dildo. It was already half gone and was disappearing fast!
 
   “Bre!” Hissed Julie. “Breanne!”
 
   I opened my eyes, a dazed look in them and glanced at Julie. She wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were locked on something through the windshield and I turned, one hand still between my legs, pumping and….
 
   Oh. Oh shit.
 
   It was a jogger. Tall, dark, handsome, clearly serious due to his dark running shorts and shirt. His brow glistened and he was pumping just as surely as I was, except maybe not in the same way. I dragged my hand out from between my legs, shy of the orgasm as I ran my hands down my sides, trying to get the shirt down over my oil slicked loins. 
 
   I was… singularly ineffective.
 
   Then he was in the parking lot, his eyes staring at me in wide disbelief. I looked down at myself. My right boob had completely fallen out of the shirt and the nipple shined with the slick covering of oil. My left tit was close to following it. The hem of the shirt was a ripple along my loins and considering what I’d just been doing, the very front was still pulled up in a wet “V” shape revealing everything. I felt a quiver of utter abject humiliation as my hands tried to force the shirt to cooperate. I manage to get both boobs back under the translucent white material, not that it mattered much. My sex? I had no idea. It was probably still on stage. The hem of the shirt was stuck to my skin. The jogger and I just sort of stared at each other.
 
   “Is it gone?” Julie hissed from the window.
 
   “What?” I stammered, tearing my eyes away from him and looking at her. “Who?”
 
   “The dildo! Did it melt?”
 
   I blinked. I couldn’t feel it anymore. Not really. I opened my mouth, but then settled for a nod. He was looking at me, breathing heavy. Things were clearly deteriorating.
 
   “Well then, go on.” Julie said brightly. “Make sure he fucks your ass. Then find another one to do the front.” Suddenly she climbed out of the car. She gave the other runner a little wave and there seemed to be some sort of acknowledgement between the two. She did one or two little limbering stretches and then gave me a grin. “See you in a little bit!” she said, eyeing the trail.
 
   “Julie!” I exclaimed in shock, darting forward. I started to grab hold of her, oily hands extended, but then realized she wouldn’t appreciate me staining her shirt. “Please! Don’t leave me here! Not dressed like this!” I pled. Julie just smiled.
 
   “Oh honey. You look great. Now go say hello,” she pushed off, her foot coming down on the pavement. She turned and headed for the trail, right past the jogger who was still staring at me. As she passed him she slowed down. “Her name is Breanne and she’s a nympho humiliation pain slut,” Julie said with a warm smile. “She needs a good ass fucking and I can guarantee she’s already well oiled. Enjoy!”
 
   His eyes widened, as did his smile and he looked back at me with new appreciation. I stood there, dripping, my entire body coated with oil. My clothing soaked and stuck to my skin.  Julie laughed and then I watched as she disappeared down the trail. A second later the man came right on over to me.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” he said softly. “Your friend mentioned you needed something?” he asked politely, obviously not wanting to be too specific, just in case the chocolate haired girl was wrong about the scantily clad redhead dripping with oil.
 
   I licked my lips, the scent of warm coconut on hot skin filling the air. A non-stop flow of oil seemed to seep from my cleft, soaking my petals, slipping down my open thighs, coating me down to the soles of my feet. The shirt was a mess, clinging and rumpled, soaked to practical invisibility as it stuck to my flesh, every line, freckle, and curve visible. I was slipping in my freaking flip flops. I gave him one soft, sensual nod. 
 
   “Yes sir. I do need something,” I said and stepped closer. “Would you mind oiling me?” I begged softly, putting my thumb on the collar of the shirt, right between my breasts. I pulled down, stretching the material tight, making it slip, and my entire bosom, slick and glistening, fell out. He gave me an appreciative grin and both of his hands came up instantly. He grabbed hold of me, rubbing as I let out a groan of acute need. His thumbs grazed my nipples and I could see the intrigue in his eyes as he played with my piercing and the tiny padlock.
 
   “And when you’re done there, I’ll need you to handle one other spot,” I whispered as his fingers squeezed and kneaded my breasts. I suddenly seemed to melt against him, smearing oil across his body. He evidently didn’t care. He wrapped his arms around me, his mouth finding mine. I could feel his manhood pressing up against my hip and then his fingers delved deep into my crack, spreading my buttocks. I whimpered as he pushed a knuckle into my ass. Then his entire finger went in so easily you’d think I’d been made for his hand. He pressed his mouth to my neck, licking up to my lobe. I guess coconut oil tastes good.
 
   “So I heard.” 
 
   Then he took my hand and led me into the woods. A few minutes later, bent over a half fallen tree, the scent of fallen leaves and moss around me, I felt him move behind me, his hands on my hips, the oil slick between us. He pressed against me as I relaxed with him, pressing and pushing, opening me up, a look of strained rapture on my face. I gasped as he entered, groaning as my body accepted the intrusion, pumping, straining, trembling until finally, in oil slicked copulation, he came. 
 
    
 
   Two hours later…
 
    
 
   I stumbled out of the woods, my hair stained and lank. Leaves and bits of debris coated my skin and the remnants of my shirt were wrapped around my waist. Dirt coated one entire side of me, dark and saturated with oil.  I was beyond filthy. There were a few abrasions on my backside as well, spots that been rubbed just a little raw from some of the forest detritus I’d been forced to lay on.
 
   Julie walked beside me, a dazed and satisfied look on her face. Her clothing was rumbled and oily, though it certainly had survived better than mine. She took a quick step closer and her fingers interlaced with mine. The grin that flashed across her face was bright.
 
   “You,” she said intensely as we headed for her car, “are fucking amazing.”
 
   I sighed. I was tired. And embarrassed. Our car was the only one in the lot. At that point, I didn’t seem to really care that both my boobs were hanging out, or that my ass wasn’t covered by the shirt, or the fact that my well creamed pussy was in full view. I just felt… dirty. I wanted a shower.
 
   Julie popped the trunk and came out with a pool towel large enough to have wrapped around both of us. I took it gratefully and pulled it around myself. The sense of exposure faded and I climbed into the front seat with her, not bothering to buckle up as she put the car in gear.
 
   “I have to ask,” I said quietly. “Was that a set up?”
 
   Julie laughed. “Why do you ask?”
 
   I shrugged. “It just seemed… unlikely. And you coming back like that, just as that first guy finished? And with the other man?”
 
   “Bill,” Julie supplied. 
 
   “You know his name?” I asked, one eyebrow going up.
 
   She shrugged. “I asked.”
 
   “So… serendipity?”
 
   Julie sighed. “Breanne, does it really matter? If this was all spontaneous, then you did great. You embarrassed yourself thoroughly, got fucked up both holes, sucked two cocks and one very swollen clit,” her face flushed slightly at that. “And behaved perfectly for a wanton slut, naked and oiled in the woods.”
 
   Then she gave me a soft smile. “And if this was a set-up, it’s because the person who set it up loves you so much that she wanted to create the sensation that it was totally spontaneous, while being mindful that your personal safety, and hers, is of paramount importance.”
 
   I blinked. I hadn’t considered that. It would explain why her “run” lasted less than fifteen minutes. Had she been just out of sight, listening? Or maybe even watching that first guy impale my bottom?
 
   I put a hand on her leg. Her thigh was glistening, slick with oil and I traced a little heart across her skin. She patted my hand.
 
   “I need a shower,” I said simply.
 
   She laughed. “We were energetic. Sorry about that. And yes, you do.” She reached over, putting her hand right between my legs. Her fingers slid into the soft cleft, slipping past my closed thighs, brushing the bruised and swollen labia. I groaned as she pushed into me, two fingers delving deep and I groaned, opening my legs, the towel spreading. Despite the fact that I’d already had two orgasms, it felt amazing. I was ripening.
 
   “And I think I’ll join you,” she said. “You’re in for a long, sexually frustrating, agonizing night.”
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: inminutes]In Minutes
 
    
 
   “You know,” said Alex. “This doesn’t seem very egalitarian.”
 
   I glanced up over my shoulder and gave him a cold hard stare. He was standing at the end of the bed, naked except for a gold colored necklace that made his muscular chest look rather appetizing. He had a solid grip on his cock, rock hard and sticking straight out, looking like a fence post waiting to be planted in the ground. It glistened, a bead of pre-cum on the tip, but mostly from the fact it had been in my mouth not a few seconds before.
 
   “What I mean is that we started this with you naked, on your knees, with those amazing clamps on your tits, giving me a blowjob. It’s like your comfort isn’t even an issue,” he said matter-of-factly as he stepped closer and I felt the tip of his well-lubricated shaft glide against my oiled bottom. “And now here you are, on all fours, essentially another kneeling position, your ass high up, with those sweet clamps and weights dangling from your nipples, while I’m about to fuck, not your pussy, but your ass. Which I am well aware is something you don’t care for, and will provide little to no pleasure.”
 
   I closed my eyes, my head dropping. Then I sighed. Alex wasn’t exactly wrong either. And this hadn’t even been the first time that day I’d had someone fuck me up the ass. The other times had been just like this too. Naked. On my knees. Three and a half pounds of steel weights hanging from my stretched out and throbbing nipples, my clit super sensitive, and having to endure the penetrative impacts that would set my body swaying, those damn weights swinging violently. Dealing with the pain until the man inside me finally came. Only then would relief, of a sort, be allowed.
 
   My RVP, or Rotating Venus Penis, a diabolical sex toy seemingly designed with me in mind, sat waiting on the nightstand next to the bed. My peasant blouse, a horrible shirt given to me by one of the ladies of the Society of the Golden Rose, was carefully folded next to it, sitting atop a blue slit skirt. The slit went from hem to waistband, but fortunately it went up my right thigh, exposing a lot of skin, but avoiding public nudity charges even if every man who saw me walk in it tried to move to the two o’clock position to get a glimpse of my shaved pussy.
 
   My second paramour had wanted me to keep the high heels on, but Alex had asked me to take them off, so the stripper shoes I’d teetered on over to his apartment now waited for me on the floor next to the bed. I felt Alex’s fingers on my waist, pulling me backward and I let out a tiny whimper of resigned discomfort. The tip of his cock was not where I’d have preferred it to be, but it wasn’t like I had a choice. I mentally braced myself, tried to relax and open up, but the body’s instinctive response to pressure along the anal sphincter does not lend itself well to the act of sodomy. Which is why Alex pushed harder. I’d lubed myself well before heading over and the oil I’d squirted into my bottom made the resistance of my muscular objection to intrusion almost meaningless. The long and thick sausage slid in a full inch, then went deeper with a single thrust. I groaned, mostly in discomfort. It’s long been a mantra of mine that the anus is an exit, not an entrance. But at that moment all I could confidently claim was that regardless of in or out, my bottom was certainly fuck meat.
 
   “As I was saying,” Alex said as he began thrusting deeply, making the weighted clamps swing hard. “This seems particularly demeaning to a girl. Forcing her to constantly be on her knees, subservient. But to also make it this painful instead of giving her at least a little pleasure seems inherently cruel.”
 
   I gasped. His entire monologue had been punctuated by the rapid slap of his balls against my thigh, accompanied of course by the brutal piercing of my colon. My body tightened convulsively around Alex’s cock, but the oil kept him moving easily. In fact, my body’s negative response was probably giving him a better fuck.
 
   “Admittedly,” he continued, his hips grinding against my buttocks. “I like the way your tits look clamped like that. Those clover clamps must hurt like the dickens though. I know that Mike filed them so that each pad has ridges, but that just seems even crueler. I mean, you don’t even have the possibility of having them slip off if too much weight is applied.” He paused. “Or I mean a reasonable weight. “I have to wonder… if we tied your hands behind your back and attached a hundred pounds of weight to those clamps, and tossed you in a pool, whether or not the clamps would withstand your trying to get to the surface.”
 
   “Alex!” I protested. “There are limits! Trying to drown me is crossing a line.”
 
   Alex jammed his cock in deep again, cutting off my protest so that it ended with a groaning squeal.  “It was just a thought. It’s not like I’m going to actually do it.”  He gave me four more really powerful thrusts before going back to the steady, deep fucking he’d been doing before. “Still, I like the image.”
 
   “Extreme duress?” I gasped.
 
   “Exactly. You know, I’ve been reading some of your Skeleton Closet stuff. You’ve got a dark mind. Sick even,” Alex said, again punctuating his words with repeated anal ingress. I whimpered darkly. “I mean, sure… I get it. You’re a pain slut. A nympho humiliation pain slut. But you’ve written stories about you being publicly raped and executed. And if that isn’t sick, I don’t know what is.”
 
   I let out another groan of protest. “It’s a fantasy, Alex. Fiction. It’s meant to tantalize the senses. The imagination. Nothing else.”
 
   “So me stuffing you with a waterproof vibrator on full power, weighting your nipples with a hundred pounds and tossing you into the pool excites you?”
 
   I grit my teeth. “Not right now,” I muttered as he continued to jam himself into my rear end.
 
   “So why is your clit all red and swollen?” He asked. The bastard was taking his time. I could tell. He was enjoying this.
 
   “You know why,” I replied, glancing over at the RVP. He must have too because he laughed. “So, all day?”
 
   I shook my head. “No. Just portions. Top of every hour,” I said groaning as the ache in my bottom seemed to get deeper. Alex had pressed himself hard against my bottom and was grinding his hips against my ass. “That doesn’t sound too bad. And it doesn’t explain your cute little clitoris being all dark pink like that.”
 
   I let out another soft whimper. “Master Fred has required me to turn on the RVP at the top of every hour for a certain period of time.” I couldn’t help it. I began rolling my hips. It didn’t make the anal fucking any more pleasurable, but it did make it easier to endure.
 
   “How long?” Alex said, varying his penetration speed, forcing himself into my back door with this slow, excruciating drive.
 
   I gasped. “One minute per level, both functions, on the first hour,” I choked out.
 
   Alex paused thoughtfully. “So six minutes an hour. Still doesn’t seem like enough to get your clit red.”
 
   “Two minutes per level at the top of the second hour,” I wheezed, trying to get the words out around the acute discomfort in my bottom. “Three per level next hour and so on,” I said.
 
   Alex gave me another ten or twenty quick thrusts which shook me to the core. My nipples burned in agony, the impetus behind my willingness to get buttfucked. The weights swung dangerously and I longed to lower myself and relieve the pull on my nipples.
 
   “I can see your clit being a little tender now,” Alex said, continuing to saw at my rump. “And I can imagine you dealing with six minutes of the RVP. But twelve minutes? Or eighteen? Even if you were reducing the intensity of the vibrations and rotation you’d have cum. Did you?”
 
   I nodded, trying not to hold as still as possible. It wasn’t very effective. Alex continued to pump, his thick and rigid shaft plowing through my bum with incessant ease. “Yes, multiple times.”
 
   “Right. Well that’s good,” he said amiably. “Unless of course there were consequences for cumming.” He suddenly smacked my bottom and I yelped. “If it were me I’d make sure there were consequences.”
 
   “Weights!” I panted.
 
   I felt Alex’s weight shift as he leaned over. He drove himself deeper as his hand reached around to my breast. He didn’t touch the weight, or the clover clamp it was hanging from. Instead he began squeezing and kneading my left boob, making it hurt that much more.
 
   “Ooooohhhhhhh,” I mewled. He shook my boob and the heavy weight jerked wildly on the end of the chain, each movement translated straight into my throbbing nipple. Then he let go and began thrusting slowly, over and over, into my bottom again.
 
   “I see. I noticed there seems to be three separate weights on each of your tits. How much is that?”
 
   “Half pound each!” I whined. “A half-pound on each nipple for every orgasm.”
 
   Alex clucked his tongue. “Must ache. Hurt even.”
 
   I wanted to say “no shit, Sherlock,” but that would not have been smart. Instead I just shut the fuck up and concentrated on tightening up my ass. The sooner he was done, the sooner I’d be free of the weights, if not the clover clamps.
 
   “So did you put the clover clamps on with the RVP?” He asked, his hips again pushing on my bottom.
 
   I nodded, trying not to move. “Yes sir,” I said. “This morning. At five twenty.”
 
   “Oh wow. And did you immediately do your six minutes right then, even though it wasn’t the top of the hours? It’s what I would have made you do,” he assured me.
 
   I remembered back to that morning. I had done exactly that. It had taken me a few minutes to prep for the day and by the time I’d gotten the email from Julie outlining Master Fred’s assignment I was already running late. I knew she’d call and demand to know how many minutes I was enduring and didn’t want to tell her I was already screwing up the assignment. So I’d endured my six minutes at just before five-thirty that morning, followed by the twelve a half hour later.
 
   “And did you cum?”
 
   I began grinding my own hips frantically. “Yes, but not till six or so. Second round!” I said hurriedly, my breath loud in my own ears.
 
   “So a half pound for the next hour. You must have come a few more times if you’ve got a pound and a half on your tits now. But that surprises me. It’s almost five in the afternoon. There is no way you were handling twelve minutes of mind numbing clitoral and vaginal stimulation, all day, without cumming more than three times. It’s just not feasible.”
 
   “I never said I only came three times,” I whimpered.
 
   Alex gave me a hard thrust that hurt. “Ah, so the truth comes out. I think we need to hear it. How many times did you cum today?
 
   I closed my eyes, trying to count. It was practically impossible with the reaming I was getting as Alex plunged himself into my rump. “I don’t remember. “Eight?”
 
   “Eight?” Alex asked in surprise, pausing in his sodomistic thrusting for just a moment. “Well that doesn’t make sense. If you’d cum eight times there’d be four pounds hanging off each of your tits and you would be screaming.” He put both hands on my hips again, pulled me hard against him, and then did this hip wiggle that took my breath away.
 
   “Ohhhh,” he said in sudden understanding. “I’m the relief. Aren’t I?” He began pounding again. “How many times have you been buttfucked today, Bre?”
 
   “Counting you?” I whined. That earned me a smack across the right buttock. It stung. “OWWw! Three! Three alright!”
 
   “I see. So who handled your ass this morning?” He asked.
 
   I blushed and didn’t reply. Alex continued to thrust into me, but then gave my ass another hard smack. And that one actually really hurt.
 
   “Owww!” I squealed. “Damn it! Some guy!” I said, lying out my… uh… mouth.
 
   Alex spanked me again, this time on the opposite side, eliciting a sharp squeal. “If it were ‘some guy’ you wouldn’t have hesitated. You’d have just told me that it was a random stranger. Which means it wasn’t a random stranger. And since you didn’t want to tell me, and eventually your readers, because I have no doubt that tomorrow you will be sitting at your computer, no doubt with a plug up your ass and your TENS Unit flicking your nipples and clit, typing away like mad. So that means it’s someone we all know,” Alex mused. His cock seemed to throb inside me and I sniff, trying to hold back the tears.
 
   “It had to be someone with a cock too, though I suppose it could have been a girl with a strap-on dildo,” Alex continued, still holding onto my hips. My entire body rocked and the weights swayed violently. My nipples felt like someone was trying to tear them off.  “And I suppose it was early, because I can’t see you going more than four pounds. You only have a pound and a half and you asked for relief. So… who would you have gone to for a rear end reaming?”
 
   I felt his hand come up off my hip and then he grabbed me by the hair, twisting my red locks around in his fist as he yanked my head up. My back arched and that just made the pain of his impaled prick even more intense.
 
   “Why wouldn’t you want to say? Do you think it would hurt my feelings? Did you do Mike this morning at the shop?” He asked, his voice getting harder. That wasn’t the only thing. I could feel his shaft throbbing inside me. I squeezed down.
 
   Alex grunted. “No. You wouldn’t care about Mike. And this isn’t about me. This is about the readers…” Alex worked out. “You fucked someone you don’t want them to know about.”
 
   I started to blubber. “It’s complicated, Alex. I’m not supposed to… I mean I’ve been told not to….” Each sentence was interrupted by a fast, hard thrust.
 
   It was enough for Alex. “Oh. Christ Breanne. That’s sick!” Alex said, but I noticed he didn’t pull out. Or even recoil. In fact, it made him pump harder. I knew exactly what was going through his mind; exactly what was going through my ass that morning.
 
   “Bre,” he grunted. “I think I’m….”
 
   “Fuck me hard, daddy!” I whimpered.
 
   And that was that.
 
   Five minutes later I let out a sob of relief as Alex removed the weights from my breasts. My nipples were slightly bluish and I wasn’t sure if it was a loss of circulation or bruising. I just wished I could get the clover clamps off. Alex set the weights aside and lay back on the bed, a self-satisfied smirk on his face. It was clear he was limp and relaxed. I let out a disgruntled sigh and picked up the Rotating Venus Penis. Alex watched with academic interest as I slid the four inch cock into my slit and then strapped the base against my petals. I saw where his eyes went next; the clock.
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. Ten more minutes.”
 
   He smiled. “So, a complete reset huh?”
 
   “Yep. One minute for each level.”
 
   “What’s the longest you spent squirming today?”
 
   I did some quick math. “Thirty minutes?” I guessed. “I’m not sure but that sounds about right. I was a little desperate this morning and I came quick.” My nipples still throbbed.
 
   Alex let out a chuckle. “So you went into the house and asked dear old…” I held up my hand, silencing him.
 
   “I think that’s enough,” I said sternly. He laughed.
 
   “Fine. I just think if you’re going to do that, you should be honest about it.”
 
   “It was just in the ass,” I said darkly.
 
   Alex’s eyebrow went up. “And that makes a difference how?”
 
   I sighed. “You wouldn’t understand,” I protested.
 
   He dropped the issue and instead glanced at his watch. “Okay, so six minutes at the top of the hour, a dozen at seven pm, eighteen at eight, and twenty-four at nine. Then it’s bed time, right?”
 
   I nodded as I found my peasant blouse. I slid it down over my head and settled it across my chest. It was drapery, and not even good drapery. It barely covered my boobs and you could see the very bottoms of both clover clamps peeking out from under the semi-transparent material. The skirt, which I stepped into and slid up over my ass, showed a white, creamy strip of skin from the hem up to that soft, little delicate spot, the ticklish one that borders the edge of my bikini bottoms. At least… when I’m wearing bikini bottoms. As it was, the slit only proved one thing: I wasn’t wearing panties. At all. Dressed (if you can call it that) I turned back to look at Alex.
 
   “Yes. Nine o’clock. I have to be up at five.”
 
   “So do you think you’ll cum between now and then?”
 
   I shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. I’ve already had plenty today. And paid for them.”
 
   “Can your clit handle that?” He asked slowly, sitting up, his eyes intent.
 
   I swallowed. “Yes,” I said meekly.
 
   “Then come to dinner with me. Then out. Dressed like that. We’ll turn the RVP on while you’re out in public.”
 
   My mouth went dry. Totally. “You want to… humiliate me in public, forcing me to cum, so you can hang weights on my breasts, so I’ll be inclined to ask someone to fuck me up the ass again.”
 
   Alex grinned. “By nine tonight I’ll probably be willing to give it another go. You on your knees, your mouth wrapped around me, your tits caught in those plier clover clamps, buzzing and swirling, begging me to do you.” He glanced at the clock. “Almost time.”
 
   I blushed furiously. I hated to admit it, but the idea of that turned me on. Oh, not the anal sex. But what the anal sex might just pay for. I took a deep breath. “All right, Alex. I guess I can stay. Or I mean, go out with you.”
 
   Alex stood up and came around to me. He cupped my cheek, then kissed me softly. A moment later he was caressing my bottom, lifting up the skirt and running his hands across my rump. “Just one more thing, Bre.” His fingers dug hard into my rump and I groaned.
 
   “Anything,” I whispered, seeming to melt in his hand as he found the RVP controller and turned both sliders up to maximum, the first minute of high level torment starting. I trembled in desire, the vibrations against my clit almost too much to bear. Alex bent down and whispered in my ear. I listened as the slow flush of crimson once more turned my face red. Then he pulled back and grinned. Our eyes met and I looked down, trying to ignore the churning spin of the RVP’s phallus inside me, and the oscillations of the vibrating base against my petals and clitoris. And I had only one thing to say.
 
   “Daddy? Would it be okay if I came?”
 
   Alex grinned and wrapped his arms around me. “Of course baby. Cum for daddy.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne, you will start your day by inserting your RVP into your sex. You will also attach your single clover clamps to your nipples. At the top of each hour you will turn the RVP, both functions, up to full power. Your RVP has six level settings and you will turn down the RVP one level each minute until the RVP is off. You will spend six minutes enduring the RVP. Do not cum. If you do cum you are required to hang a half pound weight from each clover clamp.
 
   You will repeat this process at the top of every hour, except you will add one additional minute per level. So at the top of hour two you will suffer through twelve minutes of rotation and vibration, two minutes at every level. During hour three you will endure eighteen minutes; three minutes per level. Again you are not to cum. If you do you will hang additional half pound weights on your clover clamps.
 
   You can purchase relief. If either the weights or additional minutes enduring the RVP become more than you can tolerate, you may dress in your peasant blouse and slit skirt, find any willing individual and have them fuck your ass in the doggie position. Once they have cum you may remove the weights (but not the clamps) and reset your top of the hour vibrations to a single minute. Proceeding hours will again be treated to increasing time periods suffering the RVP as before, and orgasms will be punished with half pound weights added to each clamp.
 
   You will continue this all the way until 9pm that evening. Enjoy.
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
   [bookmark: lost]Lost
 
   So Master Fred has been getting onto me about not providing as much information about the torments inflicted upon my person. Can you imagine? Here I am, pouring out my soul to everyone, basically letting you read my personal diary, telling my explicit and quite demeaning innermost secrets and he wants more. Well I just have ONE thing to say about that!
 
   Okay.
 
   I woke up before my alarm went off as I frequently do. The first thing I was consciously aware of was an uncomfortable, thick, somewhat flexible, rod of rubber jammed up inside me sex, held in with a pair of panties that were considerably stretched out from trying to keep the foot long dildo in my pussy through the night. I was also wet. Very wet. Even before I swept my hair out of my face my hips were already rolling in desperation, the expected reaction to a day of mind numbing arousal that resulted in absolutely zero orgasms. Yesterday was a day of edges, the butterfly clitoral vibrator resting on the delicate parts of my sex, buzzing until I was scrambling and whirling along the edge, so ready to pop that a gentle breeze might have done it. Except it didn’t.
 
   I know what you’re thinking. I was thinking it too. I slid my hand down my body, over the already hardening nipples straight down between my legs. I wanted to pull the panties aside, grab the base of the Core Driller dildo, draw a full eleven inches of hard rubber out of my depths, only to drive it back in as fast and as forcefully as possible. Multiple times. I wanted to moan and groan and whimper and whine, pumping until my toes curled and all that was left of me was the sodden and mind-blowing release of orgasm.
 
   But I didn’t do that. Instead I groaned, pressing my thighs together. I rolled out of bed, my tiny night shirt only coming down to my belly button while the panties covered my lower half.
 
   Sorta.
 
   I grabbed my phone and shuffled my sleepy, sexy way across to the door, traversing the hall, and into the bathroom. The dildo came out with a low moan and I chucked the gooey, slimy thing in the sink as I started the water in the shower running. I sat down, checked my phone, and froze.
 
   Yeah. Froze. In total dismay. I could feel the water temperature change from cold to hot and I still sat there, trying to wrap my head around Julie’s required “toy of the day.”
 
   Finally I got up. I showered. I cleaned off the Core Driller dildo. Thirty minutes later, feeling sort of human and still horny as hell, I padded back into my room, my hair and torso both individually wrapped in towels. Another twenty minutes later and I was relatively ready. The Rotating Venus Penis was already waiting for me on the bed, the small but intense four inch phallus glistening with a bit of oil I’d used to lubricate it.
 
   Not that I needed it. Sheesh. I was so desperate. I strapped it on under my jeans and I had to hold my breath as the RVP’s probe probed my slit. For a second I considered getting dressed, my attire for the day laid out on the bed. But then I realized I was just putting it off. So I sat down, grabbed the controller, and pushed both switches up to full power. The LED lights lit up and the toy inside began to twist, churning around within my pussy Kitchenaid mixer doing cookie batter. The vibrations started, no gentle acceleration, but a full throttle takeoff that left me horizontal on the bed, hands at my breasts, the fingers already pinching my nipples hard. If you’d been there you would have been impressed with my pelvic calisthenics since I did the herky jerk in all its glorious ways. I didn’t last five minutes before I had to let go of one nipple and jam my knuckles into my mouth to keep from making too much noise.
 
   The explosion itself was satisfactory, powered by over twenty-four hours pure denial. Still, I’ve had stronger orgasms; out in public, tied down to a bed while being whipped, that sort of thing. Slowly I sat up as the euphoria subsided and with trembling fingers turned down the RVP. “Five minutes every half hour,” Julie had specified in her text. That meant I had another twenty-one minutes before I had to endure the same sort of intensity again.
 
   But there were consequences.
 
   With a sigh I slid over to the side of my bed and grabbed hold of the other item I’d known I’d need. Evidently orgasm comes at a steeper price than not having one. I lifted up the Titanmen Inflatable vibrating anal plug and began coating it with a decent layer of grapeseed oil. Once it glistened I reached around as I put one bare foot up on my chair, and began sliding it into the one place I was desperate for attention.
 
   My ass.
 
   It went in easily enough. Without any air in it the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Anal Plug is nothing more than a pinkie sized tube. Still, it wasn’t exactly a comfortable fit. I’ve never enjoyed having things shoved up my ass, small or large.
 
   I turned it on so that the low level vibrations rocked my rump and I felt a strange sort of tightening in my pussy as my lower half tried to reconcile the new source of sensation. It was erotic, but indirectly, like melting chocolate with a double boiler. There was a heat source, but it wasn’t really close to the pot, if you catch my drift.
 
   I pulled my jeans up over the various apparati that I had plugging my nether regions and it took me a moment to tuck all the various wires, tubes, controllers and pumps away. But eventually I was able to emerge from my room and head downstairs looking reasonably human, somewhat horny, and only a little uncomfortable.
 
   Of course, by that time, it was 6:30am.  As I marched across the gravel lot toward the barn I switched the RVP back on to full power. It spun up inside me, rumbling and swirling, combining with the vibrations coming from my bottom. I had to resist the orgasm. I had to. No choice. The last thing I needed was to let loose and explode again.
 
   I checked the time, swallowed hard, and tried to think about anything and everything but exploding like an overheated volcano. To no avail of course. One explosion just wasn’t going to sate me. Obviously. And dealing with the RVP on full power for a full five minutes was just too much intensity. I leaned up against the wall of the barn, thrust my hips lewdly, and let out a pitiful whine as my second orgasm of the day hit me like a bull.
 
   When I finally calmed down my trembling fingers found the pump for the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Anal Plug and with my bottom lip caught between my teeth I gave it one solid pump. I could feel the plug in my ass expanding, getting bigger, but then it settled easy and I tucked the pump away. I took a deep breath and looked at my watch.
 
   Shit. Next vibration session? Fifteen minutes. Brilliant. I called Julie four hours later.
 
   “Hey, princess! What’s up?” she asked.
 
   I stood there, shaking, hurting, not sure of what I was supposed to do.  “Um… I have a problem,” I said, voice wavering.
 
   “What sort of a problem?” She asked. I could hear the keyboard typing in the background. She was at work.
 
   “I uh… um…” stammered. This was a delicate issue. “I’m full.”
 
   “Mmm,” Julie hummed. “Big breakfast?” She asked, obviously teasing me. I groaned.
 
   “No, Julie. The Titanmen,” I said.
 
   She laughed. “I can’t believe it. Last time I used that thing on you I managed to get seven good, solid pumps in there. You’re just not trying hard enough.”
 
   I bit my lip. “Um… I’m at nine.”
 
   There was a long pause. “Nine?” Julie asked in surprise. “What did you do? Count waves?” She was quiet for just a minute. “That’s one past what we decided was the maximum for you, right?”
 
   “Yes mistress,” I affirmed.
 
   “Oh,” she said quietly. “I see. Evidently the Titanmen was insufficient to motivate you to hold off.”
 
   I groaned. “Julie, I was desperate. You denied me all of yesterday.”
 
   She let out a soft laugh. “Yes. I know. Well, I’m hardly going to let you off easy just because you can’t control yourself. So you will continue the RVP every thirty minutes, except now you need to have the RVP on full, both functions for ten minutes each half hour. Not five. And if you have an orgasm you may let one pump’s worth of air out of the Titanmen.
 
   I groaned. “Julie? It’s just an escape valve? How the hell am I supposed to know what one pump’s worth of air is?” I exclaimed.
 
   She laughed. “Let it all out and then pump it back up to where it’s supposed to be. Duh.”
 
   I bit my lip. Of course. Did she have any idea what that would feel like? Multiple times? “What happens if I have enough to make it shrink all the way? Can I take it out?”
 
   “Why don’t you call me again before that happens? If you have enough orgasms to get to that point, then I’m pretty sure your poor little clitty is going to need some extra special attention.” The tone of her voice froze my blood. I’m glad we had this chit chat, Bre. Talk to ya later!” Julie said, then hung up.
 
   The second I put the phone down I turned the RVP to full power. It was a calculated risk. I understood what she was doing now. She wanted me tender. She wanted me sore. Why? I knew why. But I had to do it, if for no other reason than to get rid of the burning ache in my ass. So despite having cum and cum and cum that morning, I laid back on my bed, pinched my own nipples, and worked myself into another froth. I’m ashamed to say, it wasn’t exactly difficult.
 
   I can’t even begin to describe the relief I felt deflating the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Anal Plug. I groaned, whimpered, sighed and basically acted like a fool, enjoying every tingling moment of it. And while I still had it inside my bottom, the sensation of having it fully inflated was now gone. I could appreciate that at least.
 
   At least until I pumped it right back up. With a sigh I grabbed hold of the small bulb on the end and gave it eight good squeezes, pumping the damn thing right back up to “extremely uncomfortable” I pulled my jeans backup and went outside, counting the minutes till my next little bout with the RVP.
 
   Which didn’t come soon enough in my book. I may have started a little early too, sitting myself down on a comfortable bale of hay out in the barn. The plug in my ass dug in deep as I turned up the RVP, my sensitive, tingling clit starting to feel just a little raw under the motorized onslaught of sexual stimulation. The probe churned inside me and with a few carefully placed touches I once again spread my booted heels and slipped a hand into my own pants.
 
   The orgasm was a weak one, despite the abrasive feel of the RVP against my clit. What can I say? I was getting tired. It was just barely three in the afternoon and I’d already had eleven orgasms. Technically I was getting in more than one per hour, which is impressive, even if you’re considering the fact that I was being forced to masturbate every thirty minutes. But while Julie’s point may have been to turn my sensitive bits into mash, my point was to reduce the pressure in my bottom to something reasonable. By dinner time I’d managed to get the anal plug down to a reasonable five pumps and while my clit felt I’d pressed it to a belt sander for an hour, I wasn’t suffering too much. The buzzing of the RVP was still arousing and I was keeping it together. I’d just finished another exhausting ten minutes, my hips grinding, almost cumming but not quite before having to turn off the rotating, vibrating toy when my mother called me down to dinner. With a sigh I buttoned myself back up. The plan was simple. Have dinner with my family, then head out to Julie’s. I suspected she’d have something nefarious planned for my lower half.
 
   I went down the stairs and into the kitchen. Gingerly I sat down, which is the only way you can really do it when your rump is stuffed to the brim. My father was already seated, his walker nearby. My daughter was already half-way through her glass of milk, since my mother’s policy (and by default mine) was that you had to drink your glass of milk before you could have soda. She put the broccoli chicken cheese casserole down on the table, along with thick cut slices of homemade bread. It smelled heavenly. We brought our hands together, the four of us, as my father’ prayed. I was just in the middle of bringing that first steaming forkful of cheddar cheesy goodness up to my mouth when my dad glanced at my mother, then looked back at me. His expression was serious, almost dark.
 
   “Breanne, we have something important to talk to you about.”
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   It was raining. Not hard, but not lightly either, the water droplets fracturing the lights illuminating the freeway into a thousand splinters before my windshield wipers swept them away. I drove steadily, the wheels of my Ford F-150 churning against the concrete as I stared ahead, trying to concentrate on keeping the vehicle on the road. I turned onto 610 and headed south, aiming for my best friend’s condo. I didn’t know where else to go. Not with something like this.
 
   It had been a rough day, starting at five that morning as a “toy of the day” stipulation became an assignment in and of itself. Fourteen hours later, after thirteen orgasms, my clit felt like I’d masturbated with an emery board and my poor bottom ached from the constant vibrations of the inflatable anal plug. I shifted back and forth uncomfortably, trying to wish away the discomfort in my ass.
 
   I was supposed to be on my way to Julie’s apartment, no doubt to sexually suffer at her hands, a sort of explicit and perverse way to round off my day. But after dinner with my parents I’d been so shattered, so stunned, that heading to Julie’s was just not something I could do. For a moment I didn’t know where to go. But then I my body began moving, even while my head was wrapped in cotton batting. I pulled up in front of a luxury condominium located in the heart of Houston’s Rice district. Surrounded by lush tropical plants that glistened in the falling rain, Kari’s residence has often been a place of refuge for me. Kari is my best friend, ever since middle school and to be honest, more than a friend for much of my life. Our relationship was, has been, and still is, complicated. Friend, compatriot, coconspirator, lover, and mistress - each of those titles Kari had held within my heart, some of them all at the same time. In the end, when the foundations of my life suffered through another one of those massive earthquakes, it was to Kari I inevitably turned.
 
   I parked the truck and marched woodenly up to the front of the house. Walking wasn’t exactly easy stuffed to the brim with an inflatable butt plug. Rain pelted me but I hardly felt it. Hidden behind a massive oleander bush, Kari’s porch was stylish without being gaudy. Quietly I rapped my knuckles against the heavy wooden door. The seconds stretched on and the only reason I didn’t turn and leave was the light in the window. I was pretty sure Kari was home. It was seven in the evening and Kari was one of those women who liked being in comfortable surroundings at that time of night.
 
   I expected Robert to open the door. Kari’s husband was a physical specimen of almost perfect order. Tall, light haired and handsome, Robert had married my best friend not six months before, cementing a relationship of which I was in awe. Through two years of college I’d lived with Kari and couldn’t cut it. It wasn’t because she didn’t love me, or that I didn’t love her. Or that we didn’t enjoy being together. It was because Kari is a fucking rigid, sadistic, dominatrix tyrant with obsessive compulsive disorder. She’s OCD in ways that I had trouble dealing with on a day to day, hour by hour basis. But where I failed Robert had managed in spades. His dedication and absolute devotion to my former mistress was amazing. I think, in my heart, that his willingness to abide by her foibles was an act of love for him.
 
   Robert didn’t open the door. Kari did. Her eyes widened in surprise as I stood there. I hadn’t used an umbrella and I was wet, my hair strung out and stringy. She was dressed in a bathrobe, her long blond hair spilling down over her shoulders. I must have interrupted something delicate and sensual because her face was flushed.
 
   “Breanne? Is everything okay?” She asked me, worry already springing to her face. Her eyes did a quick inventory, mentally categorizing my attire: tee shirt, blue jeans, work boots. That’s when she knew something was wrong. She reached out to pull me in. I stumbled across the threshold, her hands on my arms.
 
   I blinked. The inside of her place was cool and dry, warm with light and love. There were vanilla candles burning. Soft ochre colors mixed with gold, lining the living room, bleeding into the green and auric colors of the kitchen, seen through the open window of the bar. The dining room to my right was rich mahogany and ivory, the table polished and empty except for the flowered centerpiece. Kari shut the door behind me and I tried to kick off my shoes and put them under the key table, only to realize that they were tied on and I’d have to bend over and unlace them. .
 
   “Bre?”
 
   I looked at Kari and swallowed. She took my hand and pulled me in. I was guided to the couch and she sat me down.
 
   “Robert! I need you!” She called out.
 
   A moment later Robert came into the room. He had pulled on a pair of shorts and a polo shirt, which seemed odd to me since usually he was required to be naked. A total submissive like me, Robert was masculine in every sense except in his obedience to Kari. He moved quickly and came around the couch, his eyes full of concern.
 
   “Breanne, what’s the matter?” Kari asked again, her hands taking mine. I wasn’t crying or anything, just still… stunned. I looked up at both of them, slightly bewildered.
 
   “My parents…” I said.  “They’re selling the farm.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Julie arrived an hour later and Kari asked me to open the door. I rose from my kneeling position in front of Robert, his thick and wet cock sticking straight up, and walked toward the door. I had to carry the small plastic control boxes for both the RVP and the Titanmen Vibrating Inflatable Anal Plug (TVIAP?), since Kari had made me strip. Both toys were on and my face was flushed with need. Kari hadn’t allowed me to orgasm, instead making me turn off the RVP any time I was close, but for no longer than a few minutes.  I made it to the door and worked the handle. It swung open wide and my current mistress stood there, eyes dark, her face lined with concern. As I stepped back a bit she came in, wrapped her arms around me, and gave me a quick hug.
 
   “You okay?” she whispered in my ear, her voice timid and querulous.
 
   Julie Uterro was six years younger than me, thin as a rail, and possessed a certain confidence that I found incredibly appealing. She was dressed in dark blue jeans that hugged her narrow butt and spindly legs like paint and she wore black boots. Her blouse was blue silk and she was wearing makeup and jewelry. I knew it wasn’t for me. It was for Kari. But I didn’t say anything, at least about that.
 
   “I’m… I don’t know,” I said.
 
   After breaking the news to Kari my former mistress had taken charge. She had looked at me directly, then without a bit of hesitation she asked if I was following NHPS Rule #1.  If you aren’t familiar with the NHPS Rules, Number One states that girls like me are to keep themselves stuffed with a sex toy or other object, with the expectation that such behavior would make us wet and immediately ready for sexual use. Over time I’ve come to realize it’s just another way to sexually torment us, but I’m pretty good about following it. I nodded at Kari.
 
   “The Rotating Venus Penis,” I replied. “Julie was making endure ten minutes every half an hour.”
 
   That made Kari smile. “Excellent. On full power I presume?”
 
   I nodded. “Yes, Kari. Both functions.”
 
   “Good. Now remove your clothes. I will not have a submissive of the Society in my home who is dressed. You know that.”
 
   I wanted to protest but then realized that she was establishing some normalcy to my life, something for me to cling to while the rest of my world swirled in a maelstrom. Me being naked in front of others was about as normal as possible for me. Somewhat grateful at her dominating attitude, I peeled out of my clothes, pulled off my boots, and then knelt in front of my former mistress, hands on my spread thighs, my palms facing upward. I didn’t turn the RVP or the Titanmen Plug on. Not that I even had a chance. Kari immediately took hold of both remotes and the next thing I knew everything south of the border was experiencing California’s major earthquake. My eyes widened as my hips began grinding and my pussy tightened rhythmically around the four inch RVP phallus.
 
   “We aren’t going to discuss this until Julie gets here. Right now you are going to give Robert a blowjob. The RVP will stay on until one of you cums. If it’s you then I’ll be giving that plug in your ass enough pumps to have you groaning in agony. If you manage to make him pop, then I might spare your ass.
 
   I have to admit that I did my best but it was me who exploded first. Kari had grinned evilly as her hand tightened around the bulb connected to the tube in my ass and all the hard work I’d put into cumming that afternoon, all to reduce the pressure in my backside was gone in seconds.
 
   “Leave the RVP on and hope that you can make him cum before you do, because the next punishment will undoubtedly involve clamps.” She tilted her head and smiled. “And possibly my leather sap.”
 
   But now Julie had arrived. She took my hand and led me back into the living room. She hadn’t been the first to get there either. Isobel and Madeline were present, the former dressed in a black turtleneck sweater and calf-length skirt, while Madeline knelt at her feet, just as naked as me. Julie sat down in the love seat and pulled me down next to her. Kari didn’t say anything as Robert pulled his shorts back up. I put my head on Julie’s knee.
 
   “So, what’s the emergency?” Julie asked, concerned.
 
   Kari took a deep breath. “We’re still waiting on Sara.”
 
   Julie looked at Kari with a small flash of anger. “I take it something is wrong with Breanne. As her mistress, I deserve to know.”
 
   Kari nodded. “Yes you do. But I want to hold off discussing solutions until everyone is here.”
 
   Julie gave her a frosty glare, but inclined her head. Then she put her finger on my chin, forcing me to look up into her eyes. The RVP still churned and my clit seemed to burn. “What’s up, princess?”
 
   Well, I could hardly refuse to answer a direct question from the woman who technically held my leash, right?
 
   “My parents are selling the farm,” I whispered.
 
   That was met with sudden silence. Evidently Kari hadn’t told Isobel either. Everyone seemed to chew on the revelation.
 
   Julie blinked. “Oh,” she said. “Oh my.”
 
   Kari sighed. “You see?”
 
   Julie blinked, then looked at Isobel, then back at Kari. “And you want us to brainstorm solutions.”
 
   Isobel’s tone was a touch patronizing. “It’s one of the reasons we network, Julie.”
 
   Julie bit her lip, a decidedly cute little touch. Then she nodded. “I can see a multitude of concerns.”
 
   “Exactly,” Kari said. She was sitting on the couch next to Robert and she took his hand. “There are some complexities that we will need to address.”
 
   No kidding. A million things were running through my mind, a distinct difference to the pair of thick, vibrating rubber ones running through both my pussy and bottom. I sat there, stuffed and distracted, kneeling at Julie’s feet.
 
   “Breanne, where are your parents going to go?” Julie asked.
 
   I looked up. “Dad said they were thinking of one of those assisted living places. His leg isn’t getting any better and they're almost sixty. But it will be one of the homes, rather than the dormitories.”
 
   Kari sighed, obviously wishing we had waited for Sara. “Do we have a time frame yet?” She asked.
 
   I nodded. “December. They want to break ground in February. I mean the developer. That means I’ve got to get all the critters sold, get the last crops in this year and…” I trailed off. My God… the list of things I’d need to do just to close down the farm was insane! What about the equipment? And moving and packing? My horse Star?
 
   And what about Rachel?
 
   Rachel is my daughter. During my last year in college I’d been on a rebound relationship and met a young man named David.  He was a geology student, close to graduating, and we’d become serious a little quicker than normal. Through a combination of screw-ups, both literally and figuratively, I ended up conceiving. It was a bit of a surprise for David however, whose career plans hadn’t technically included either marriage or fatherhood. He’d literally left me while in a labor room, giving birth to his daughter. Kari had stood in his place, holding my hand, urging me to push and breathe. And she’d held me as I sobbed, realizing that David was never coming back. In fact the bastard had arranged to graduate early and then signed on with the USGS and took an overseas position in Africa. Kari helped me to get some financial help but I have to admit that I still feel this overwhelming urge to hope he comes down with malaria. Rachel is seven and never even met her father. I don’t regret that.
 
   To be honest, I haven’t exactly been a good mother either. We moved back in with my parents and it was my own mother who sort of adopted my child. I became a big sister, the one who Rachel loved to ride horses with, who took her out for ice cream, who played with her. There were aspects of my life though, that Rachel was unaware of, and while she knew “Aunt Kari,” who was Rachel’s godmother, and “Aunt Julie,” my more adult activities weren’t known to her, nor did I want them to be. I want Rachel to develop her sexuality naturally and at seven it isn’t even a blip on her radar. Nor should it be.
 
   “Focus please,” Isobel said. “Clearly Breanne will need a source of income, a place to live for both herself and Rachel, as well as support.”
 
   Kari nodded. She was about to say something but then there came a knock on the door. Kari looked at Isobel, who nodded.
 
   “Madeline, would you please answer the door,” Kari asked politely.
 
   Madeline, a sweet brunette with incredibly pleasing curves, stood up. There was a little flash of gold at her right nipple, the same piercing and padlock that adorned my own breast. Her sex was wet and she walked sensuously past us, straight for the door. She opened it without a moment’s hesitation, clearly disregarding the fact that she would be exposing herself to whomever might be standing on the other side. I leaned a little and then saw an equally naked body, wet with rain and shivering, push in.
 
   Madeline squealed a little as Alissa hugged her. I could see the light starburst scars on Alissa’s sides and buttocks where a previous dominant had been abusive, but then Sara came in, blocking my view. In her early fifties, Sara was a longtime friend of Kari’s, a competent civil attorney, and the only other redhead in the Society. She turned her head and looked at me curiously.
 
   “Sorry we’re late,” Sara said apologetically. “Traffic was a little crazy, what with the rain.”
 
   Kari smiled. “It’s not a problem, Sara. We’ve already started unfortunately, so we’ll have to catch you up.”
 
   Kari then gave a condensed version of our conversation up to that point to Sara, who sat down in another chair while Alissa knelt down at her feet.
 
   I liked Alissa. A lot. She was playful, fun, eager, and one of those girls that you just couldn’t help liking. Her blue eyes locked onto mine and she gave me a warm smile that seemed to just say “hey, we’re here for you. We’ll help you. We love you.”
 
   That’s when I burst into tears.
 
   Yeah well THAT set things off. Even before anyone said anything Madeline and Alissa were wrapping themselves around me, which was a little more erotic then you might expect. There were kisses and caresses and then suddenly someone had their mouth on a nipple, suckling the tip. I felt a new pressure as one of the girls put their hand over the base of the RVP and began pressing it harder up into me.
 
   “Take it off her,” Julie said with a sad smile. “But leave the anal plug in.” With that Madeline and Alissa moved quickly and I groaned as the RVP was pulled away from my body, the four inch phallic probe wet. A line of kisses and a dark head trailed down my chest to stop on my left nipple, suckling. And then I was slowly pushed over, Madeline at my breasts, Alissa between my legs. A pair of fingers slid into my cleft and I cried out as pleasure suddenly overwhelmed me.
 
   Ever see lions at a kill? I imagine the scene sort of looked like that, at least until Madeline threw a leg over my head and pressed her sopping wet slit to my mouth. Alissa continued to run her tongue through my petals, taking my mind completely off my troubles. In the background though I could hear the mistresses talking.
 
   “She could come live with me,” Julie was saying. “I’ve got a second bedroom and she and Rachel would be comfortable there.”
 
   I heard a snort. “And your sexual relationship with Breanne would become what? Breanne has never told Rachel that we are more than just friends. Is that something that Bre would be comfortable having Rachel know?”
 
   Sara spoke next. “The bigger problem is finances. She’ll have to get a job. She’s got a criminal justice degree. I could probably get her hired on as a legal assistant or secretary.”
 
   “That pays terrible,” Isobel retorted. “She’ll need more as a single mother.”
 
   Madeline began grinding herself over my mouth, moaning as she reached down and began tugging on my nipples, twisting them lightly and tweaking them.
 
   “She could get her paralegal certification,” Sara continued, a little more sharply. “Like Alissa. Then she’d have the experience and background to qualify for higher pay. Some paralegals make seventy thousand a year.”
 
   Alissa began vigorously thrusting her fingers in and out of my slit, her tongue swirling around my clit. I couldn’t tell if that hurt or not, which was strange. I was so sensitive that even her tongue was rough and intense. I reached up and grabbed hold of Madeline’s thighs, trying to distract her from my boobs by sending her to the moon.
 
   “Another issue is child care,” Kari continued. “If she’s working at a law office, it will be nine to five, if not later. That presents a problem. Who would watch Rachel after school? And is a legal assistant’s salary enough to pay for aftercare?”
 
   I gasped as Alissa put her thumb on my clit and began rubbing the tender, bright pink nub hard. It quickly became too much and my bottom came up off the floor, a thin whine emerging from my mouth. Alissa must have liked it because she didn’t stop. I began panting, my fingers curling into fists until she stopped and bent back down, sucking my clit into her mouth.
 
   “I could give her a job, or Isobel could,” Julie declared. “She’s a competent writer. She’d do great in Marketing.”
 
   Isobel shook her head. “It’s not that I don’t want to. But Breanne isn’t like you Julie. I went out on a limb with you and it paid off. Because I knew you. Breanne is a bit different. First of all, I don’t know how much influence Michael Alexander is on her writing, and frankly it’s very different writing marketing materials compared to her erotica. And then there’s the fact that Breanne is…” she paused, almost hesitant.
 
   I squealed at that point because I was starting to cum, panting in desperation as Alissa jammed her hand rapidly in and out of my pumping lower half. She kept switching between her thumb and tongue and my clit was throbbing with need.
 
   “Enthusiastic?” Sara said mildly, staring at my heaving chest.
 
   Isobel frowned. “I was going to say uninhibited. She’d fuck her way through any workplace environment, leaving a trail of broken hearts, distracted minds, and pissed off people who she hadn’t either gotten to or dumped. Or who just didn’t like her. I’m not sure an office environment is right for a girl with such appetite.”
 
   I groaned, eye fluttering as the waves of pleasure and pain slid through me. Madeline wanted more though so I kept licking.
 
   For a moment no one spoke. “I have a solution,” Kari said softly. “At least a temporary one until Breanne is in a more stable situation.” She paused and looked around the room. “Breanne will come and work for me. I can easily afford an assistant and I will pay her a salary sufficient to cover her living expenses. I’m already paying for Rachel and Breanne’s medical insurance so I see no reason why she shouldn’t continue on my payroll.”
 
   Alissa pulled her hand out of my sex and began frantically rubbing my clit. I groaned as the realization hit me. She was trying to get me to cum again!
 
   Julie’s eyes narrowed. “What, exactly, will she be doing for you?”
 
   Kari shrugged. “Paperwork mostly. Billing. Answering emails. Handling some of the cold calls. I’ll also take her on estimates with me. She can take notes and she’s a decent hand with a camera.”
 
   I let out a whimper as Alissa’s fingers drove me over the edge. She grinned and then I heard Madeline let out a similar cry as mine as my tongue finally drove her over the same precipice I was falling off. Alissa was laughing as Madeline fell over to my side, pulling away from me. Then it was Alissa’s turn and she swung her leg over my head, bring down the sweet, wet, pink gash between white cream. A second later I had another pussy to lick, except this time Alissa and I were in a sixty-nine position, with the luscious youngster grinding herself hard down upon my face.
 
   “Will she be fucking your clients?” Sara asked.
 
   Kari laughed ruefully. “Can I stop her?”
 
   Someone muttered “good point.”
 
   “You all know that I oppose using her as a marketing tool. I prefer my clients to select me, not because my assistant has a tendency to fuck any ambulatory cock or pussy she comes across, but because they like my design style. That hasn’t changed. Still, she will be required to wear appropriate clothing for her position.”
 
   “Sexy, just on this side of slutty?” Julie accused. Kari’s eyes narrowed.
 
   “Would you prefer naked and in leather bondage cuffs?”
 
   Alissa began grinding herself into my face and then Madeline got back into things. She knelt to my side and instead of going after me, she decided to help me with Alissa. I watched from my vantage point beneath Alissa’s pussy as Madeline wrapped an arm around Alissa’s backside and thrust a finger into the squirming girl’s dripping slit. My tongue still danced on the exposed clitoris, and then Madeline pushed her finger into Alissa’s bottom. If I hadn’t had a grip on Alissa’s thighs I’m not sure we could have held her in place she bucked and squirmed so hard!
 
   “You do evening events,” Sara said.
 
   Kari nodded. “And I will continue to do them. I doubt I will need Breanne, but if I do then I will pay for a sitter to watch Rachel.”
 
   “And what about me?” Julie asked. “Look, it’s not like I’m unappreciative. I am. I know you’re taking care of my submissive, especially since I’m not in a position to do it myself. But this seems like she’ll be spending an awful lot of time with you Kari. Will she still be doing assignments? Will she still be writing?”
 
   “Will she still be serving between your legs?” Sara said sarcastically.
 
   Julie eyes hardened. “Have I done something to piss you off?”
 
   Sara shook her head. “No. It’s just that almost everything you’ve said since I got here was self-centered. This is about Breanne.”
 
   Kari coughed. “Sara. The first thing out of Julie’s mouth was to offer to clear out the second bedroom at her apartment.”
 
   Sara opened her mouth, then looked down. “Oh. I’m sorry.”
 
   Julie was about to say something nasty, but then saw the look on Kari’s face. “It’s not a problem,” she said waving it off.
 
   Alissa suddenly cried out, no longer able to take the dual stimulation of Madeline’s fingers in her ass and pussy, not to mention my tongue on her slit. She twitched madly, only to curl and twist, trying to get away from Madeline. I held onto her and enjoyed it as her body went nuts, dealing with the still thrusting digits parting her bottom half.
 
   “Breanne, Madeline, Alissa,” Kari said sternly.
 
   We all froze, except Alissa who was coming down off the climactic explosion. Her eyes were wide and slightly vapid. Madeline pulled her finger out of Alissa’s ass and the petite brunette gasped. We all sort of straightened up at the point.
 
   “Breanne,” Kari said softly. “Were you listening to our conversation?”
 
   I blinked. “Uh. No Mistress. I was slightly distracted.”
 
   Kari smiled. “When you are ready, you will begin working with me as my personal assistant. You will be given a salary sufficient to cover decent living expenses and your hours will be set to work with your parental requirements. I will continue to cover both you and Rachel medically. While you are with me though, you’ll need to make some decisions about what you want to do with your life at this point.”
 
   Sara stood up. “Breanne, when you were in college, you said you wanted to be a lawyer. If you still want it I will mentor you, help you study and get prepared for the LSAT. After six months with Kari, or even a year, I can get you a job at my law firm if you want. But if you want to go to law school, we can make it happen.”
 
   Then it was Isobel’s turn. “You will still be expected to fulfill your duties to Mistress Julie, and as a submissive within the Society. However we will reduce Julie’s fees in order to compensate her for paying for childcare. Babysitters, especially on Saturday evenings until one in the morning, are expensive.”
 
   I blinked. Choked up. Tears filled my eyes. Then suddenly Julie was there, right in front of me, her hands cupping my face.
 
   “And I will be there, every day. I will help you with Rachel. And with school. And with anything and everything. You have only to ask. I will take care of you,” she whispered fiercely. I saw her eyes glimmer and realized she was crying too. Suddenly we were hugging and I was sobbing.
 
   Things degenerated from there. Sara and Alissa left, but Isobel stayed with Madeline and Robert was instructed to take it all off. Next thing I knew we had a group orgy going on with all of us taking turns using poor Robert. To be honest Madeline and I were made to do a few things to our respective mistresses as well. By eleven I was slick with cum, well furrowed, and feeling much better. I turned and kissed Julie’s nipple where she lay next to me on a few pillows, one of Kari’s blankets tangled around us.
 
   “Thank you,” I said in her ear. She turned and gave me a curious look.
 
   “For what?” she asked.
 
   “For being here for me.”
 
   She had one arm around me and it tightened, fiercely. “I always want to be here for you, Bre. You’re very, very special.”
 
   I snorted. “I’m just a mentally messed up girl with some serious sexual issues.”
 
   “Which is what I really love about you, trust me.”
 
   I didn’t say anything.
 
   “Just promise me one thing,” Julie said.
 
   I turned and looked at her. “Anything.”
 
   “That you won’t let Kari distract you. I don’t want to lose you to her.”
 
   I blinked. “What?”
 
   Julie took a deep breath. “I’m worried about this job she’s offering you. You’ll be working with her, every day and I know she will use you sexually. One way or another. I just don’t want you to be hers again. I don’t want to give you up.”
 
   I shook my head. “It won’t be like that. She’s just…”
 
   Julie put her hand on my mouth. “It will be like that. I know Kari. Maybe not as well as you do, but trust me. I’m a dominant and so is she. She uses tools that are in her possession.”
 
   I waited for her to take her mouth away. “She’s married, Julie. She has Robert.”
 
   “And if she wanted to, she could have you too. I know it,” Julie said quietly.
 
   I looked over at the couch. Kari was naked, her blond hair hiding her face. Her head was down in Robert’s lap, sucking on his cock. Her head went up and down slowly and I wasn’t sure if she were pleasuring him or torturing him. Could she have had us both if she really wanted? I wanted to deny it, but deep down, in the very center of my heart, I wasn’t so sure. I blinked, then hugged Julie back.
 
   “I’m yours, Julie. Until I ask you to unlock the padlock, or you give me the key. And I may work for Kari Anders, but I belong to Julie Uterro.”
 
   She laughed, a little weepy hiccup. “Thanks princess.”
 
   I screwed up my face. “I really wish you wouldn’t call me that.”
 
   Julie smiled. “I know. But I’m the dominant. And you’re my submissive. And I can call you what I want.” She reached up and tweaked my nose. Then she moved and I suddenly found myself on the bottom with Julie straddling me, her naked body above mine. Her hips moved and I felt her sex press against mine. On the couch Robert groaned, his hips thrusting upward into Kari’s mouth. Madeline was on her knees, still licking Isobel, who sat quietly, watching the rest of voyeuristically. Julie ran her hands down her body, lightly caressing her own nipples before touching me. I realized I wanted to cum again. I reached up and pulled her down, our mouth finding the other, tongues meeting, how wet bodies slipping and moving until everything swirled around in a myriad of colors and shapes, lost.
 
   All except me. I’m found.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Curious as to how it all began?  Check out Breanne’s amazing book 
 
   “Coming of Age – A BDSM Romance!”
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Rule #2 A NHPS must be ready and
able to endure a painful
punishment/torture at any time, for
anyone, for any reason.
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Rule #1: ANHPS should keep her
pussy stuffed at all times, preferably
with cock. If coek is not available,
the NHPS should stuff herself with
‘whatever objects/toys are available
in order to keep herself sexually
aroused and ready!
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Rule #4 ANHPS should always
dress provocatively so she can be
recognized as a slut, yet dress
according to the desires and
requirements of her masters and
‘mistresses.






images/00005.jpeg
Rule #3 A NHPS is not allowed to
refuse to perform a sexual act that is
within her preseribed limits.
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Rule #5 A NHPS must maintain
her phyiscal appearance (fit,
shaved, and flexible)
in order to be tied or used
in whatever position her
betters require






